
Transformers Cloud: Uprising 
 

The Autobot Universal Police Headquarters in Metropolis was filled with monitor rooms that 

observed everything going on in each universe; one Transformer, who had been assigned the role 

of leader, was giving instructions to the other Autobots. His build was firm and large in shape, 

making it right for him to be called a hero. Seemingly, a blend of gentleness and strictness could 

be felt from the strength by which his blue eyes radiated. His name was Optimus Prime, and he 

was the Autobot Leader. 

 

"How about it, Wheeljack? Do you think this universe is stable?" 

"O..Optimus, Sir!" 

 

Wheeljack, a white-bodied robot that observed one of the universes in the Autobot Headquarters, 

shook his head in startlement and turned around. 

 

"I’d like to give you a good report, Sir, but there’s been a whole heap of trouble. Unfortunately, 

there’s been a disturbance in the second sector of the 33HM universe." 

 

Everytime he spoke, his eyes and ears lit up, and he always sounded a little optimistic. Optimus 

approached him, smiling. 

 

"What is the level of disturbance?" 

"So far, it’s in very small amounts … But, sooner or later, I calculate that the risk to its 

inhabitants will increase." 

"So, while it’s still unlikely things can go wrong, we will soon need to send someone over to sort 

things out… Ironhide, establish a communication link with Bumblebee, he should be out on 

location!!" 

 

Ironhide, another Transformer, began to collate information on the 33HM universe and replied as 

he watched over a monitor: 

 

"Message received. I’ll contact Bumblebee right away." 

 

Optimus was satisfied that his strong will and acting power had been felt from that powerful 

response. As he watched over the monitors near to him, he noticed that the report from Hot 

Rodimus hadn’t been completed. 

 

"Have there been any reports from Hot Rodimus since he left for the first sector of the 24BW 

universe?" 

"Not yet. Should we try and contact him?" 

"His collection of suprlus energy has been delayed. Let me establish a communication link with 

him as quickly as possible." 

 



Ironhide, with an expression full of confidence, turned round to face Optimus, who was standing 

behind him. 

 

"Understood. If you do manage to find him, tell him that I’m ready to tag along and help him out 

of his pinch!" 

 

Optimus imagined the scenario of Ironhide traveling to that universe and helping out Hot 

Rodimus, and chuckled to himself. 

 

"Surplus energy allows every single inhabitant in every single universe to function. For that 

reason, we need to bring some of that universal energy to "SARA" through the dimensional gates 

so she can lead a rich life. We can’t allow that energy to stop flowing through every universe and 

every sector. Wheeljack, Ironhide, the both of you must continue your surveillance duties!" 

 

Ironhide and Wheeljack listened to Optimus’ powerful speech and responded to him in unison 

that seemed to match even their breaths: 

 

"Understood!" 

 

They knew that the duty of the Autobot Universal Police was to gather surplus energy in other 

universes without delay, and that by observing and patrolling every single universe, everyone 

could maintain a peaceful life. However, Optimus felt slightly uneasy. He had remembered the 

image of a certain Transformer who was secretly working behind the scenes underneath the 

peaceful Metropolis… 

 

 

 

In the Cloud world, there existed another world apart from Metropolis called “Underworld”, an 

underground world which went to ruin due to being influenced by violence and destruction. The 

outlaws banished from Metropolis and into the Underworld didn’t receive the same benefits of 

“SARA” and the dimensional gates, and they were also prohibited from moving between space-

time. Eventually, their daily lives began to turn sour when their energy started to deplete, but all 

that was about to change thanks to a certain Transformer… 

 

Many Transformers were gathered at the large plaza in the center of the underground world, and 

were holding an organized meeting on an unprecedented scale. One of these Transformers was 

bedecked in silver armour that had become damaged through countless battles, and carried a 

ponderous sword on his back. Just from looking at him, you could tell from the ambition oozing 

out of his body that he was not an ordinary person. The spectators were staring at a certain point 

within the darkness. From it appeared the scathing brightness of his eyes, and at the same time he 

spoke with an echoing loud voice: 

 

"Comrades of the underground world!" 



 

A great variety of rowdy people, who had gathered in the plaza, suddenly lowered their voices. 

Everyone’s attention in the plaza turned to the single Transformer on the platform. After he 

glared at all of the spectators clustered in front of him, he pointed to the sky and raised his voice 

again: 

 

"The people who live above ground, in Metropolis, have been receiving help and support of 

"SARA" and the dimensional gates, so that they can gather surplus energy across time and space. 

And by riding on this gravy train, they have lived rich lives." 

 

There was a long silence. The Transformer on the platform looked around the spectators slowly 

and carefully. If he had stepped into the Underworld with such a huge entrance as that, there 

wouldn’t have been a single person daring enough to move out of his huge shadow. 

 

"But what do we get when compared with them…? Not only are we allowed to receive their 

benefits, we are not allowed to move across space-time, and so we’ve been relegated to this 

completely ruined travesty of an underground world!" 

 

He took in a deep breath and cried as he shook his fist in anger: 

 

"This is completely unfair!! This is completely unreasonable!! And what are we to do about it!? 

We have been neglected and ignored by them for too long, and unless we turn this difficult 

situation around, we will have no choice but to rust away in this wilderness!?" 

 

The speech gradually accelerated to the point where every Transformer in the underground world 

had taken notice and joined the throng in the plaza. 

 

"Whether you like it or not, now is the time to join me and take part in the uprising! We will 

attack the inhabitants up there in Metropolis so hard that they won’t know what hit them, and we 

will take our rightful place as its true rulers!!" 

 

”HURRRAHHHHHHH!!!!” 

 

A cry of shouts and joy, like the buzzing of bees, swept up from the spectators as their blood 

boiled with rage and retribution. The outlaws of the underground city had expressed their 

thoughts for the first time. 

 

"How charismatic of you as usual, mighty Megatron!" 

 

Starscream, who was watching all this from the back, called out with a tone filled with both 

praise and sarcasm. 

 



"Faugh! I have no time to listen to your usual brand of flattery. If you are hiding any ulterior 

motives, if at all, why not keep them to yourself?" 

 

After glaring at Starscream coldly, Megatron turned his attention to the spectators again. 

 

"This spark of inequality has been going on from the beginning. But their recent efforts have 

only just added more fuel to that fire. Now the time is right… The time for us to take a chance 

and erradicate Metropolis… Comrades, our wait is over…!" 

 

Saying this with a fearless smile on his face, Megatron raised his fist for the last time and cried: 

 

"Come on, let’s go! Our target is Metropolis!!! Glory will be in the palm of our hands!!! 

Decepticons… TRANSFORM!!!!” 


