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After a few short hours rest, Path Finder arose and engaged her optics. She was now
fully repaired from the previous day’s combat, and prepared to announce the results of
the difficult decision she had made. She told herself that her choice had been the fairest
one, and hoped that it would lead them to success.
Treds hadn’t felt much fatigue from their journey, but the stress born from responsibility
simmered within him like hot oil. He didn’t understand exactly what they would do upon
arrival, but he knew he had a job to do. He couldn’t protect the entire universe, but he
would protect his team no matter what awaited them.
Buggy Man had avoided injury, and had no need for rest. He had already calculated
the potential outcomes of their journey, and how he would use each to ensure his own
survival. It was for that reason that he intended to depart on the first shuttle. He would
see to that.
When Road Ranger regained consciousness, he was immediately reminded that he was
on Earth by the brisk air with a certain warmth to it that was different than the atmosphere
of Gobotron. He selfishly wondered if Small Foot, Treds, and the others could be content
living on this world in the event of their failure.
Bad Boy stretched and exercised his newly-repaired joints, making sure that he was
in tip-top shape. The likelihood was that Path Finder would give the invite to a few of
her Guardian chums, and leave him on the backlines again, but it never hurt to be wellmaintained. As for the looming crisis, it didn’t enter his head. Would worrying solve
anything?
Although she drifted off for a brief stretch of time, when she awakened, Small Foot
recalled her dream very clearly. She wasn’t sure whether Transformers dreamed or not,
but the prevailing theory was that dreams were an artifact of the Gobots’ organic past,
the way some primates retained tailbones. How strange that with the end of their quest
still shrouded in uncertainty, she would see such a hopeful vision. If only it were true...
**Suspending partial recharge. Energy reserves at 30%. Avoidance of combat
recommended**
As each member of the interdimensional exploration team prepared in their own way,
they shared the realization that the last day of their journey was upon them. Today, they
would go to meet the Caretaker.
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DAY 1
At 6:00 am pacific Earth time, the Gobots
lined up in the deployment hangar of
Ironworks Base, where Metalhawk waited
for them. Five would depart immediately,
with the remainder soon to follow upon safe
return of the shuttle.
“Good morning, gentlemen. You’ve all
been sufficiently rested and repaired? Let
me introduce you to the pilot who will be
guiding you to the location of your target.”
As he spoke, Metalhawk signaled the large
bay doors before them to open, revealing a
compact, speedy-looking craft.
Above it hovered another, smaller craft: A
helicopter, making a sharp clicking noise as
it teetered diagonally in midair, then flitting
towards them, cutting an unstable path
across the bay.
“This is Skyklik.”
The blue helicopter transformed and dropped to the ground before them, revealing the robot
mode of a rather ordinary looking Transformer. It raised a hand to its brow diagonally in a
crisp salute. Or, probably intended to do so, but with its posture tilted so far to one side, the
hand pointed straight up into the air.
“Greetings! Today’s the big day, is it? I’ve been looking forward to the chance to fly this
bird in a real mission!”
The Gobots’ faces looked slightly puzzled, as would have Solarbot’s if he had a mouth.
“Hey, Skyklik. I’m Small Foot. Y’know, I wouldn’t have guessed you were a pilot...
You seem, um...”
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“Diagonal.”
Solarbot continued, precisely if indelicately.
“Your stance veers 32.6 degrees to the left. Have you imbibed excessive amounts of
Energon?”
“Hah! Ahah...!” Only Bad Boy burst into a fit of laughter. “Good one, Sol! I didn’t know
Solarbots made jokes...”
“Ahem! Actually, Skyklik suffers from an internal stabilizer malfunction...” Metalhawk
interrupted with an awkward cough. Those little human affectations of his were uncanny.
If he wasn’t a couple meters too tall, he would have easily passed for a native of Earth.
“I apologize. It was not my intention to make light of your unique circumstances.”
Unfazed, Skyklik smiled back at Solarbot as he righted his posture. “No harm taken! I
tend to get that when I meet folks for the first time. The Autobots here at Ironworks fixed
me up and trained me. They even gave me my name, since I didn’t remember my own.”
“We found Skyklik during the temporal disaster caused by Ultra Magnus,” continued
Metalhawk. “When we discovered him he was heavily wounded, and although we
repaired him extensively, there wasn’t much we could do for his memory.”
Judging by their facial expressions, Buggy Man and Man-O-War were particularly
ambivalent about entrusting the success of their mission to Skyklik.
“Commander Metalhawk, I must question whether this amnesiac, semi-functional
Transformer of unknown origin is the best choice as our pilot?” Man-O-War opined as
bluntly as always.
“We don’t mean to be rude...,” followed Path Finder. “But is Skyklik the most suitable
for this mission? It’s a matter of life or death for our people.”
Buggy Man remained silent.
“Allow me to reassure you: Skyklik is an extremely adept pilot. One of our best, in fact.
The quirks in his stabilizers extend to his own movement and flight, but his piloting
skills for small craft are clearly something he carried over from previous experience.”
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“If this Skyklik is as skilled as purported, The Buggy Man sees no reason why he should
not be the one to transport us.”
“Please, trust me in this,” said Skyklik emphatically. “After I was caught up in whatever
happened to me during the disaster, Ironworks became my home, and the Autobots here
my family. Piloting is what I do, and I’ve been waiting for the chance to repay my debt
to them. They took me in, even though not a single spark among them knew me.”
“Well, it is hard to say no to that pitch!” said Road Ranger jovially. “We’re all outsiders
on the same Earth, after all.”
“If you’ve selected him, then we trust your judgment, Metalhawk. Now, regarding the
members of our team to join him...” As Path Finder began to announce the roster, Buggy
Man had his narrowed eyes fixed upon Skyklik. The pilot had said that not a single
person at Ironworks knew him. Up until today, this had surely been true...
“Have you selected the five among your team to board the shuttle, Path Finder? I assume
four other members will be accompanying you?” Metalhawk asked.
“I have. Last night I took some time to think back reflect on our mission began. The
answer... well, you might say that it just came to me. When we set out on our mission
from Gobotron some weeks ago, it was a condition of the expedition that both our
factions, the Guardians and Renegades, be equally represented. With time dwindling,
we have to assume that we’ll reach the Caretaker and have Solarbot interface with it
before the remaining members arrive. As such, although I myself am a Guardian, I have
an obligation as leader to see that both groups are fairly represented in this mission.”
“So basically, Buggy and I are in,” said Bad Boy gave an excited smirk.
“I’ve gotta say, that’s more than I was expecting from you, chief. Maybe I’ll finally see
a little action on this dirtball.”
“Don’t think that I’ve singled you two out simply because you’re Renegades, Bad Boy.
My other concern is getting to the location as quickly and smoothly as possible. Your
swift flight and Buggy Man’s drones should help us find our way. From our side, Small
Foot and Road Ranger will lend us their scouting abilities.”
“I can’t wait to head out together!” Small Foot’s cheerful anticipation lightened the
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otherwise solemn atmosphere. “The original gang’s back together again! Well, except
for Bug Bite, and...”
And Treds.
He’d heard Path Finder’s decision earlier, but his optics still showed a trace of sadness,
as if he wondered if he would have been a burden to them. Was that why? “I understand
your reasoning, Path Finder. But I feel like I should be with you on that first ship. I’m the
security officer. I’m the one charged with defending the team when we run into trouble.”
Hadn’t he gotten the land team to the base safely? He wouldn’t outright oppose Path
Finder’s judgment, but he had strong misgivings.
Man-O-War’s eyes, meanwhile, were grinning maliciously. “Oh yes, how sad... You’ll
have to stay back in the base, and avoid any real combat. Path Finder seems to know you
just as well I as do. Ah well, I suppose it’ll afford us some catching-up time.”
“I just hope you don’t get into any triblrk... Er, you don’t get into a jam right away.”
Rest-Q looked similarly concerned. “I’ll be there as soon as the shuttle can make its
skp’lrg trip out. Try not get too beat up before then.
“You know I wanted to bring you along, Treds. But above all else, this needs to be fair.
I hope we can access the Caretaker with no need for combat.” Path Finder understood
Treds’s desire to see the mission through all too well.
“Let me issue one word of caution,” Metalhawk warned the group. “It’s possible that the
other evil Autobots may attempt another attack. Last night, Stepper vanished from his
cell.”
“What?! You Autobots don’t just have a planet littered with assassins, they’re even
strolling unimpeded around your base, now?” Their journey had been nothing if not a
stream of opportunities for Man-O-War to express his frustration.
“I’m sure that’s not the case. There was no trace of his cell being opened, or him moving
through the base. Our sensors detected some sort of explosive reaction within the
cellblock, and then... He was simply gone.”
The Gobots looked to one another, unsure how to take this foreboding news. If they
had known the truth of where Stepper was now, they might have found irony in the fact
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that they had effectively switched places with him on their journey; two dimensional
travelers briefly glimpsing one another while bound for opposite directions.
“In such hazardous circumstances, wouldn’t it be best for Treds to accompany you,
being the... dependable warrior that he is?”
Buggy Man made an unexpected suggestion. “The Buggy Man believes he can suggest
a favorable compromise. You see, R-Navi can join you while I remain at base, allowing
Treds to board the first vessel. The autonomous drone should prove quite handy, and
allow us to keep in direct contact with you. Or... do you wish the Buggy Man to join you
simply for his charming personality?”
Small Foot winced. “Please, please just take the drone, Path Finder...” she muttered
under her breath.
“Treds, would that be acceptable to you? If Buggy Man has no problems with giving up
his seat, I’d honestly feel secure with you there.”
“It’s more than acceptable, Path Finder. Don’t worry. I’ve got your back.”
“Well then, if that’s settled, shall we be off? I’m ready to fly whenever you are.”
Skyklik guided the Gobots to the shuttle as they readied for watch.
As his teammates boarded, Buggy Man chuckled to himself.
Yes, go ahead. Go with your new friend.
I’d prefer to stay here, and hold the fate of the mission in the palm of my hand...
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Before Small Foot appeared her people, the Guardians. On their home planet of Gobotron,
they cheered, waving a banner of celebration. She recognized familiar faces, but again,
their forms were different than when she had last seen them. Had she been gone from her
own world that long? It already seemed like an uncertain eternity.
The scene grew even clearer when she connected it with the vision she experienced
during her repair cycle: it was one and the same, but more vivid this time. In sharp
contrast to the nightmarish form that had enveloped her friends before she met Solarbot,
the encouraging sight of her friends welcoming her home gave hope that there might be
a solution to their quest…
“—day left. **crackle** Don’t give up yet. **crackle** still save your world.” Faintly,
a female voice broke the silence.
“What’s that, Small Foot?”
Called by Road Ranger, Small Foot returned to her senses. She’d unconsciously drifted
into a light sleep, rocked gently by the humming of the shuttle as it made its rapid yet
uneventful course towards the jungles of Argentina, where the Caretaker supposedly
waited.
“Huh? Did I say something? Must’ve been talking in my…” Looking down, Small Foot
saw that she held the transdimensional communicator in her hands. Path Finder had
passed it off to her while examining the pilot’s console, where Skyklik sat skillfully
manipulating the ship’s flight course. Just as Metalhawk had vouched, Skyklik was,
despite his quirks, a fine pilot.
“I believe the sound you heard was from the transmitter we hold.” Soarbot’s monotone
cadence could be heard as clearly as if he was sitting among them, although his form was
hidden from view.
“Solarbot, can you hear and see just like normal when you’re inside Small Foot?” asked
Treds. Despite the superficial similarities they held to Transformers and Gobots, there
was still much unknown to them about Solarbot and his people. Treds was mildly curious.
“Yes, my senses are unaffected in this form. To be precise, it is more correct to say that I
am “around” small foot rather than inside her, as I have rearranged my crystallized light
structure into a thin alloy that coats her structure.”
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Bad Boy looked somewhat unconvinced.
“You sure you oughtta be all over her like that? Even cyborgs like us have to watch out
for… what was it… solar radiation? I mean, not that there’s much point in worrying with
our whole universe about to kick the bucket, but…”
“An astute question, Bad Boy. Although the light that composes is similar to sunlight
in nature, it is highly refined in a way that radiation levels are insignificant to living
creatures, even in long durations. If Rest-Q were accompanying us, I’m sure he could
attest to this.”
Of course, he wasn’t with them at the moment. Small Foot both looked forward to seeing
the amicable medic, yet hoped they’d have no need to see him…
“Do you feel any different, Small Foot?”
“Um… I don’t think I do? Should I feel a super burst of solar energy?”
“My presence should not affect your power levels. However, some organic beings have
described sustained exposure to the light of Solarbots as giving them a ‘warm and fuzzy,’
mildly euphoric feeling. It is believed to be an extension of the positive natural effects
of sunlight.”
Small Foot gave a curious smile. “Huh, not sure I noticed... But then, people say I’ve
always got a sunny personality! We must have that in common.”
“Bad Boy, would you like me to attempt fusion with you? My contact with Small Foot
was in fact coincidental, and is naturally not limited to females or Guardians.”
“Uh... Yeeeeah...” Bad Boy was suddenly put at a loss for words.
“...I’ll take a pass, Sol. Thanks for the warm and fuzzy offer, but I’m not much of a
combiner...”
Buggy Man’s drone, which had until now been hovering nearby Solarbot examining him
curiously, flitted away toward the window. Like Bad Boy, it may have been concerned
that Solarbot would attempt to merge with it.
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“It is truly unfortunate that we have insufficient time to examine the interactions between
our species. Yours is the first I have encountered with this particular combination of
organic organs and a mechanical superstructure.”
“...Speaking of the time, we’re getting near the coordinates Cliffjumper provided.”
Path Finder, who had been focused on the vessel’s flight path, drew their attention back
to the mission at hand. “Skyklik, are you going to take us lower?”
“There should be plenty of space to take you down on this terrain. The trees aren’t too
dense. We’ve got another 5 minutes or so until we’re in the general area.”
As Skyklik adjusted the course of the craft, the Gobots heard a loud “click” from below.
“...Did you hear that?” Treds perked up his auditory receptors.
“Huh? Did we hit something small there? A bird, maybe?” As Skyklik expressed his
confusion, the drone flitting around by the window began to buzz intensely.
“Are you sure something didn’t hit us, Skyklik?” Path Finder’s rational mind raced to
intercept any possible danger. “Can you run a fast diagnostic?”
As Skyklik looked over the control panel, his eyes settled on a blinking light at the edge
of the console. “Hmm? That’s weird...”
Treds had a hard time hearing him with the drone buzzing incessantly just to his side.
“I’d better start the descent here. There’s some kind of a malfunction in the fuel tank...”
Solarbot had also noticed R-Navi’s odd behavior. “The drone seems extremely distressed
for some reason.”
Small Foot saw it frantically fluttering around the window, and when she realized that it
was trying to save itself by escaping the ship, it was too late.
A flash of light swept through the shuttle with a massive roar as it was rocked by an
explosion.
The damaged fuel tank had exploded, taking with it a large portion of the ship.
A gaping hole was torn around the cockpit, which instantly took the already unconscious
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Skyklik along with it. Path Finder reflexively grasped onto what remained of the console,
but the ship had been damaged far beyond control. Realizing this, she attempted to
transform into saucer mode, and piercing pain jolted through her body. Although she
clung to consciousness, she had been heavily damaged by the explosion.
Solarbot immediately materialized outside Small Foot, hovering in the air among them.
Casting a forcefield around them, he was attempting to stabilize their positions and shield
them from any further blast damage. However, the air rushing out of the shuttle proved
too great to regain balance, and the Gobots were swept out before they could make heads
or tails of their surroundings. The last to exit the craft was Bad Boy, who being farthest
from the blast, at least managed to transform into his jet mode.
Solarbot allowed himself to be pulled along with the Gobots into the wide open air.
Even among this chaos, he didn’t feel a sense of fear or panic. Although Solarbots were
capable of feeling emotion much in the same way that Gobots or Transformers did, they
were not easily overwhelmed by it, and could function rationally even when in great
danger.
With the Gobots scattered around him, now beginning their fall to earth, he had roughly
thirty five seconds before they struck the ground. Especially in their currently wounded
state, his friends would likely suffer no better than humans falling from this height.
At the full extent of his power, Solarbot would have had little trouble levitating the entire
ship in the air along with its crew. But with his remaining power just below 30% and
his recharging functions severely compromised, such a massive exertion would drain
his reserves so much that his powers would be of little use for the rest of their journey,
and any more than that would likely be suicidal. He supposed that to the Gobots, his
crystallized light form seemed practically magical, but he was hardly immortal.
Small Foot, still conscious, struggled in the air and looked toward Solarbot with a terrified
gaze. Her words were inaudible, being made of normal sound rather than focused light,
but it was obvious that she was asking for help. The other Gobots spun as they hurtled
down through the air, either unconscious or totally disoriented. Aside from the badly
wounded Path Finder, the only Gobot capable of flight was Bad Boy, and he was nowhere
to be seen. Solarbot understood that his next action would mean everything for their
journey.
Twenty seconds to impact. Solarbot adjusted his position in the air, bringing himself as
close to the center of his scattered comrades as possible. His body began to glow with
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a fiery orange light, and the warmth of the sun enveloped the 5 robots. As he succeeded
in reaching them, their descent began to slow. First imperceptibly so, then more as they
drifted down through the air, seemingly suspended by parachutes of solar energy.
At this reduced speed, words could be heard between them.
“Sol... You did it...” She still looked frightened, but mustered up a sweet smile.
Treds was also aware of his surroundings, his thick armor having absorbed the brunt of
the explosion.
“Who... Who could’ve done that?!” His voice seethed with anger.
Gently, the Gobots were lowered to the green earth, in a spread of open land surrounded
by trees. Beyond them was a dense jungle, and within it waited their destination. They
couldn’t be far from it; a few hours walk even through dense vegetation. And yet before
them, as if barring their path, stood the answer to Treds’s question.
“Finally, I come face to face with you miserable rogues. Detekiyagattana! “
The lone Transformer that awaited them was a curious sight, with a body composed of
angular, bright red armor that made him look like some sinister ancient guardian as he
loomed over them. He was painted with white symbols that spread over his shoulders
like rays of sunlight. In his arm he held a smoking rifle that had obviously been used to
shoot their ship out of the air.
“The time for my vengeance has arrived. Yurusarezarumonoyo!”
“Vengeance... What are you... talking about?” Path Finder had returned to consciousness,
but was still badly injured. “We have no idea who you are... We didn’t come here for
bloodshed.”
The red Transformer returned a grimace. “You may not know me, yet... But I’m sure you
know my partner, Stepper. Or should I say, my former partner?”
Road Ranger noticed that the Transformer’s shoulder was marked with the same insignia
he had seen on Stepper, a purple Autobot emblem. “Great... Just great! Another one
of these scumbags to deal with... We should do with you just like we did to your crazy
friend and...”
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As his temper flared, Road Ranger clenched his fists and took a few steps towards their
adversary. As soon as he did, faster than any of the Gobots could follow with their eyes,
the sound of two gunshots cut through the air.
“Hayamaruna! You shouldn’t rush into battle without knowing who it is that you face.
The first one was a warning shot.”
His left hand rested on his hip, from where he had deftly drawn a silenced pistol and fired
into the air. The swift movement had displayed dexterity like that of a magician.
“Whoa. This guy’s... good.” Treds couldn’t help but feel intimidated by their adversary.
Although his armor had protected him from the explosion, his tank cannon looked like it
had been twisted into a knot. He was left with only his hand lasers. “What do you mean
‘the first one’?”
“I trained tirelessly in Kita Kyushu to
acquire this skill. My master Gigatron,
wielder of the Musashi Sword, taught me
much.” As he spoke, a small object fell to
earth in the open area between them. The
Gobots recognized it instantly: It was
Buggy Man’s drone, its abdomen pierced
neatly by a bullet hole that had rendered
it inoperative.
“Hyakupatsu,
hyakuchu.
Samurai
Gunman Drift never misses his mark.”
“Just a moment. I presume that it is I who
you seek? Was it the Solarbot energy
signature that let you target our craft?”
Solarbot stepped out toward the selfproclaimed Samurai Gunman. Perhaps
conflict could be avoided, at least
temporarily.
“Taishitamonda! You’re sharp! But
knowing that won’t get you far. Stepper
ran into you by blind luck, but thanks to
the data we got on you from Blaster, that
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solar energy of yours can be tracked like a beacon from hundreds of miles away. There’ll
be more of my friends coming, I’m sure.”
The Gobots looked to one-another in confusion. If what he said was true, their greatest
ally in their quest had become their greatest liability.
“Lucky for you, I’m not interested in the Taiyo-no-ko. I want your leader.” Drift’s eyes
scanned across the Gobots. “Frankly, you’re right: Stepper was scum. But there’s a
saying in Kita Kyushu: ‘Me ni wa Me.’ An optic for an optic. He was my partner.... and
you wiped him from existence.”
Again, confusion. Hadn’t they only apprehended Stepper?
“So I’m going to claim the life of your leader in return. Katakiuchi.”
“But Stepper was...” Path Finder spoke up weakly. She was about to identify herself.
“---shot down by me. I’m the one you want.” Before she could finish, Treds blurted out
this half-truth and drew the assassin’s attention. “I’m, uh... the leader of this mission.
Security officer first class, Treds. It’s my job to keep this team safe, so before you touch
any of them... You’re gonna have to go through me.”
Drift laughed out loud. He didn’t seem to regard the Gobot as the slightest threat. “Bureimono...
Do you think I want to slaughter your allies? Back then, I was no different than you: A
complacent killer. In fact, murder was one big ego boost to me. That was until I came
to Earth, and accepted the soul of the Samurai Gunman. What I learned from Gigatrondono changed me.”
“Well, good for you! I guess learning Earth mumbo-jumbo made you a noble killer,
then?”
“A soldier like you wouldn’t understand. The other Autobots didn’t, either. They all said
that after I found spirituality, it was like my character had changed completely. Well, of
course it did.”
Drift tuned his upper body, showing a bold symbol painted onto his back. This symbol
I wear on my back, “sadame,” represents my destiny as a proud warrior. So I ask that
you face me in a duel to the death, Security Officer Treds. Do so, and your friends can
go free.”
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“Treds, you don’t have to...” Small Foot was beyond scared of what Treds was planning
to do. But in their wounded state, five might fare no better than one. With his energy
drained, could even Solarbot take on this hardened foe?”
“Treds, I urge you to reconsider. A cursory scan of subject: S.G. Drift indicates that
his physical abilities far exceed yours. My solar shield will not be effective on solid
ammunition, particularly at such a close range.”
“No... No, I do have to. It’s what I came here for. If it means the rest of you can keep
going, then I can’t step down. A man would protect his team.”
Road Ranger remembered his choice of words a day earlier, and immediately regretted
them. This wasn’t Treds’s responsibility. Had he driven his friend to this?
“You guys, just get out of here. There’s no time left. Head for the goal... before he
changes his mind.”
“Your allies are free to leave. Don’t despair, Treds. The precision of my Sakamoto Rifle
will claim your life as quickly as I shot your little spy from the air.”
Treds glared at Drift. “Bring it on. I got nothing to lose, and everything to gain.”
Small Foot and Road Ranger turned to Path Finder, perhaps hoping for her guidance.
The situation was spiraling closer to disaster. What could they possibly do? Abandon the
already injured Treds, even if it was for the sake of the mission?
It was at the very moment they glanced away, as if sparing them the sight. Two sounds
rang out, unmistakable in their clarity:
The first was a bullet piercing metal, and the second, a body slumping to the ground.
Small Foot spun back around to face the victor.
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Treds saw his own life playing out before his eyes. Not the sentimental type, he had rarely
taken the chance to reflect on his own career. Really, that’s about all there was that he
could look back upon. He’d made a few friends in the academy, but none that were likely
to miss him. Oh, but there were enemies. Man-O-War’s treatment of him was unfair,
but Treds couldn’t deny that despite his years of service to ensure the security of the
Guardians, he’d always fallen short of heroism. He admitted it to himself. His had been a
career defined by dependable mediocrity. He’d never taken a life, and had he every truly
saved one?
Today, he was sure he could.
Far above the battlefield, Bad Boy circled slowly in the air. He’d spotted the Gobots,
standing face to face with their adversary. Whoever this guy was, he’d really done a
number on them... Having made it out of the shuttle with his weapons intact, he’d have
like to fly low and carpet bomb the clearing, but with them all so closely clumped together,
that didn’t seem like it’d work. If they were back on Gobotron, he’d have been happy to
set them all ablaze, but things were unfortunately just a little more complicated now...
But wait, it looked like the Guardians were backing away? If he could get the timing just
right...
Bad Boy focused in on the altercation, trying to get a closer view. Suddenly, a small
object whizzed by his wing, piercing the air with a whine.
“Who the...! Somebody’s aiming for me?!”
Did the Transformer barring their path have an accomplice? The object must have been
some kind of a bullet, came so close that he could feel its heat on him in passing. Something
odd was going on, but he had to get out of the air now before he became an easy target.
Small Foot turned back to look at Treds, and could hardly believe what she saw.
Drift lay immobile on the ground, with Treds standing over him. The Gobot had a blank
expression on his face, as if not even he was fully conscious of what had transpired in the
blink of an eye.
“Amazing! Treds, you’re OK! Oh, Treds!!”
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Rushing over, Small Foot embraced her friend. Shaken out of his momentary daze, Treds
smiled warmly.
“...Yeah. Yeah... I guess I am!”
“What you just did was reckless, Treds.” Even as she scolded him, Path Finder’s voice
revealed a deep admiration. “And it was also absolutely heroic. How could you have
known you’d be able to defeat him?”
“I think... I just got lucky.”
Of course he hadn’t expected to win. And yet, there was Drift on the ground, his head
crest neatly split by the shot that had struck it with such prescision.
“Nonsense. With battle instinct like that, you ought to be on the front lines. If we succeed
in our mission, I’m going to make sure Leader-1 knows of your valor, and that you’re
nominated for a promotion.”
Road Ranger patted Treds on the shoulder. “Luck, my exhaust! That was some bravery
right there. Look, if I ever said otherwise, I was wrong. You’re not a man. As the humans
say, you’re the man.”
“I don’t really get it, but it you say so,” Treds chuckled. “I was just being the security
officer.”
“Well, whaddaya know. Beaten to the punch again by one-shot Treds.” A voice came
from overhead as Bad Boy drifted down to Earth. “How ‘bout you leave a little for us
Renegades, killer?”
“I promise. The next one’s all yours.”
Road Ranger grinned at Bad Boy’s late appearance. “You know, I’m noticing a pattern
that when there’s trouble, you’re nowhere near by.”
His ally and rival rolled his optics. “One of these days, sombody’s gotta teach you
Guardians the difference between gettin’ the drop on somebody and gettin’ dropped by
‘em. That’s tactics right there. Anyway, ya guys are all about to thank me. I got a good
look at the area while I was up there. That river over there runs to the southeast for miles.
We keep alongside it, and it’ll take us pretty near the coordinates we were headed to.”
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Bad Boy gestured to where a wide, swiftly flowing river was visible beyond the trees.
“We need to hurry,” said Path Finder. “Don’t worry about my condition. I think I’ve
recovered enough to transform, but it’s probably better if we stick to the ground after that
commotion.”
“I guess there’s no time to search for Skyklik?” Small Foot asked, remembering the
enthusiastic help their pilot had offered.
“I wish we could, but I’m not sure how we’d pinpoint where he landed. He might have
even flown away, but our first priority has to be pushing ahead. We’re almost there...”
As the other Gobots began to make their way toward the river, Solarbot was the last to
speak to Treds. “You are indeed very lucky, Treds. You should be aware of that.”
After a pause, Treds responded with a lowered voice to avoid there others’ attention. “...
That was a lie. I’m never lucky. You... You did something there, didn’t you? What was
that?”
“Of course you are. Can you not see how fortunate you are to have comrades around
you who respect and care about you so greatly? Your presence has great value to them. I
implore you not to act without regard to the importance of your life.”
“...Point taken. Now, what did you do?”
Solarbot didn’t have an exposed mouth with which to smile, but his glow changed ever
so slightly to give an impression of warmth.
“If you really wish to know... I used my power only to the tiniest degree, extending its
range to pinpoint a single bullet falling to earth. By shifting the heat resistance around it,
I was able to change its vector and speed enough so that instead of striking the ground, it
would be returned to its place of origin.”
“....I’ll be damned! The second shot!”
“It was you who defeated him, Treds. Only your courage could have done it. Had Drift
fired upon us, my powers in their dwindling state would not have been fast or resilient
enough to halt a bullet at point blank range.”
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“Heh... Ha ha, hah!” Treds began to chuckle, and then erupted in a roar of laughter.
Solarbot was puzzled.
“This realization... Is it humorous to you?”
“Aheh... It’s just... He was telling the truth. He really never did miss a shot...”
Now Solarbot understood, and for the first time on his journey, he laughed as well.
Leaving the unconscious assassin behind, the Gobots took Bad Boy’s advice, following
along the riverbed. As the dirt path wasn’t wide enough for the vehicle modes of Treds or
Road Ranger to traverse, they progressed in robot mode. With only a short distance ahead
of them, they aimed to reach the Caretaker before any other interlopers were drawn to
Solarbot’s energy.
Finally, they reached a clearing just over ten miles down the river. 27 20 S 58 20 W...
According to the data they received from Cliffjumper, this was the point.
“Here we are... Unless their info was wrong, this is it.”
Small Foot glanced around the open clearing, but there was nothing that indicated the
presence of an incredibly advanced computer. The cave that Cliffjumper had mentioned
was nowhere in sight.
“Guess we start digging? I tell ya, Screw Head shoulda’ come along instead of me.”
Bad Boy said this only half jokingly, since a supercomputer buried within the earth would
be far from the least believable thing he’d seen in the last few days.
Solarbot materialized among them, floating just above the ground. “There’s no mistake.
This is the place. As we neared this spot, I was able to detect the same reaction I felt
before. There is rarified energon here... It’s so close that I can nearly touch it. Why would
it hide itself from us...?”
Solarbot glowed with light, reaching out to the source. He tried to call out to the massive
energy, much as he would communicate with his brethren. This massive light... it had to
be the one known as the Caretaker.
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Then, the Caretaker answered.
The ground around them began to rumble, collapsing in upon itself as a massive fissure
opened.
“An earthquake?! Of all the...” Treds leaned over to keep his balance.
At the center of the clearing, the ground had shifted and several large stone tumbled away
to form an opening just large enough for a small Transformer to enter. Just large enough
for the Gobots, if they entered one by one.
“This is no earthquake. It is beckoning to us.”
Setting his feet back down on the Earth, Solarbot walked towards the opening, and into
the depths of the newly revealed cave. Treds followed after, as did Road Ranger. Although
the pain from Path Finder’s injuries had largely subsided, Small Foot supported her as
they climbed downwards, placing one of her leader’s arms on her own shoulder.
The walls around them were etched out from roughly-hewn rock, every few paces a
magnificent support pillar of solid metal stretched to the ceiling. A number of the wider
pillars has strange images carved into them. Each image seemed to show the same five
individual robots, although they were occasionally larger or smaller depending on order
of meeting, presumably. The rock walls widened ahead, but the polished metal floor
beneath them continued to stretch into the dark. Bad Boy peered over the edge of the floor
plating, there was nothing there but black abyss. They were on a bridge. One without any
handrails or safety guards.
“You Guardians don’t want to mess with your footing, hmm?” The Renegade chortled.
“Although at least you won’t see the ground coming at you.”
Another pillar has more images of the five robots carved into it. On this one, though, they
were stacked... combining into a larger being.
“These robots must be important to have this whole temple dedicated to their story.” Road
Ranger ran his hand across the face of the pillar. As he did so, a blinding purple circle
appeared at the other end of the metal bridge. Around the ellipse of light, a steel ring
glittered with dancing lavender lights. The lights waltzed then jigged faster and faster as
the whole thing began to speak.
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“And so, you have arrived at last. Path Finder. Small Foot. Treds. Road Ranger. Bad
Boy...”
After speaking the five Gobots’ names, the Caretaker’s monitors pulsed briefly with a
gentle bluish light. Its voice had an inorganic tone, but not precisely robotic. It was more
as if it spoke with many voices in unison, and each Gobot heard something within it that
seemed vaguely familiar to them. Small Foot could have sworn she heard a bit of High
Protector Zeemon in it.
“Incredible... How is it that you know my true name?” Solarbot marveled. This computer
was fluent even in the esoteric language of his colony, pronounced with unique lights
rather than sounds.
“I know all of you, just I as I know of the threat that looms over your homeworlds. The
one that has driven you all this way to seek my assistance.”
“You already know about Gobotron! So you can save our planet, then?” Small Foot’s
organic heart was nearly beating out of her mechanical chest.
“Rarified energon, the unique element that acts as my power source, allows me to link
dimsensions across the multiverse, creating portals between realities. I will thereby return
you back to your own worlds. However, I will not save them.”
“What?! What good is that supposed to be?” Road Ranger exclaimed with frustration. “If
you know our situation, then you know Gobotron’s living on borrowed time. Same for
Solarbot’s world. If we go back empty-handed, there won’t be a home to return to!”
“Yes, there will. For all of you.”
Silence filled the cavern. None could comprehend the meaning of the Caretaker’s
statement.
“How could that be possible?” asked Path Finder, attempting to rationalize.
“Your query is a clear indication of how you perceive time and causality. My viewpoint
incorporates both past and future threads by indexing the data from my fellow terminals
throughout various planes of reality. The ‘possibility’ you perceive is only relevant to
your current perspective. No such variable affects my calculations. The future and past
are immutable.”
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“No possibility...?” Small Foot stared at the vast portal yawning open before her. “If not
you, then who’s going to save us? We came all this way, braving all these dangers because
we believed you’d have an answer for us.”
“Take a moment to reflect on the events of the past three days, from your own limited
viewpoint. You began your journey, braving hardship to come into contact with the
Transformers. In doing so, you met one another. In just three short days, an infinitesimally
small unit of time even by the standards of Earth, you have grown and changed. Shared
experience has made you different beings than when you left your homes. Now, the
answer you seek is not within the Transformers, or my computer network. It is within
each of you, the Gobots and Solarbots. Now, the time has come for you join together and
return home.
“‛Join together’... Do you mean in a greater sense than we have joined together on the
course of our mission?” Solarbot sensed a deeper intent behind the computer’s words.
“Correct. Each stop along your course of movement directed you to a new point: Your
first meeting sent you to Ironworks. The Transformers urged you to come here. I too will
do little more than redirect your path, as the fundamental key to your dilemma is one
which you have always possessed. At each juncture, you have grown stronger, and closer
together. Now, it is time for you to become one.”
“I guess... You could say I feel different than when I started out.” Treds remembered the
series of battles they had endured.
“Well, I sure don’t,” remarked Bad Boy. “But I sure feel tired of being on the road, and
want to get done with it already. What’s this ‘key’ supposed to be?”
“From a purely biological standpoint, it is the unique characteristic that each of your
races, and only your races possess. For Solarbots, it is heat energy synthesis. Gobots,
meanwhile, possess self-regeneration capabilities. Mentally, you have experienced
friendship, perseverance, self-sacrifice, and valor. All of these have allowed you to
transform as beings, and have prepared you for the final choice you will make.”
“The final choice... When you say that we are to become one?” Solarbot felt something
ominous about the certainty of this decision looming before them.
“One from each of your races—One Solarbot, one Gobot—will make the journey home
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together. Your powers and your beings will be synchronized to the greatest extent, bringing
back to your worlds all that you have experienced in your journey, and in your lives. This
is the choice you will make to save your worlds.”
“Okay, so... We combine together, then? The solution’s that easy? I mean it’s not exactly a
foreign concept to us...” Believing he grasped the situation, Treds was relatively unfazed.
“Indeed, it is exceedingly simple. However, the process you will undergo is not mere
physical combination. Every fiber of your beings: Not just your bodies, but intangible
variables that you perceive as memories, dreams, and desires will be utilized and
reformatted. To put it in clearer terms, your current identity will cease to exist.”
Again, the cave was deathly still.
“A Solarbot and a Gobot... To save the planet, they’ll cease to exist?” Path Finder puzzled at
this seemingly contradictory solution. “Forgive me if I’m misunderstanding the situation,
but are you essentially asking two of us to commit suicide for the good of our people?”
“It is only natural that you perceive the circumstances in terms of life and death of the
individual. However, the ones to offer themselves up will not perish. Quite the contrary:
They will in a sense be granted immortality. The cost of doing so will be the loss of the
self. Once the Gobot and Solarbot step through my portal, their current identities will be
overwritten. The process is not a request. It is an eventuality. You have journeyed here.
You will choose. And you will save your worlds. Such has it always been, and so will be.”
After a moment of hesitation, Solarbot stepped forward from the group, and spoke. “I
understand now. The computer speaks the truth.”
Road Ranger and Treds stared at Solarbot with an uncomprehending gaze.
“From the beginning of my journey, countless light years away, I now understand that
something drew me here. I believed that the Transformers were the ones I had come to
meet. But when I examined Soundwave’s collected data, without even knowing your
names, I instinctively knew that you were like me. That we should come together.”
“Do you remember what Wheeljack said about our worlds?” Path Finder reflected. “Our
realities are like satellites, in orbit around this one.”
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“We were drawn into each others’ gravity,” continued Solarbot. “And now, we combine
into one. Even if it means that I cease to exist as an individual, I am ready.”
“Whoa, hold up!” Treds protested. “Let me get this straight: A few hours ago, you lectured
me not to throw my life away, even if I could save my friends in doing so. Is that not
exactly what you’re doing now? Is there not some other way?”
“This is the sole solution,” the Caretaker answered. “Even via twelve-dimension
processing, the basic rules of matter remain the same. I manipulate and rearrange energy,
but the components to do so must be provided.”
“This ain’t right. You saved me. All of us. I didn’t do anything. And now, I’m just supposed
to let you go sacrifice yourself?”
“Treds, you have done much for me. Solarbots believe that even across great distances,
once two beings have established a connection, they remain forever interconnected. It has
been my pleasure to know you.”
Treds narrowed his eyes, unable to accept the inevitability of the situation. “Well, I don’t
know you! I don’t even know what your name is... We just call you ‘Solarbot,’ like we
call Buggy Man ‘Renegade.’ We just met, and now...”
“Treds, you called me ‘Sol.’” Again, he glowed with a warm aura. “I was happy to have
that name. Please, remember it.”
Treds turned back to Road Ranger and Bad Boy, hoping they would offer some word of
protest.
“...If you want to go with him, be my guest. One of us has gotta go too, right?” Bad Boy
smirked. “Oh, no... You didn’t think I was going to step in here, did you? I’d be all like
‘Treds, you won’t get all the action! This time, it’s my turn! Bad Boy’s day in the sun has
come at last!’”
Unexpectedly, Treds chuckled. “Nah. It’d probably keep Sol and spit you back out again.”
Road Ranger spoke hesitantly, with a conflicted expression. “If this is... Really what has
to happen, then it should be fair. Whoever returns home first has to accept this. If they
don’t... Somehow, I don’t think it’ll work.”
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The Caretaker affirmed Road Ranger’s suspicion: “Both subjects must wish to make the
journey of their own will. Neither can be coerced into doing so. Thus, one among the
Gobots must volunteer.”
In a voice underscored by confidence, Path Finder spoke up. “I believe I know a fair
solution. As leader of this team, the course of this journey has been my responsibility. In
some cases, the orders I gave placed us in the way of danger. However, I’ve only had the
team’s best interests at heart. If you accept me as leader, will you follow my last order?”
“Of course we’ll follow you... What are you suggesting, Path?” Road Ranger couldn’t see
where this was going. Or, he hoped he couldn’t.
“We lookin’ at some sort of drawing energon straws scenario? Whoever pulls the short
straw ‘volunteers’ for a trip they ain’t coming back from?” Bad Boy asked.
“No. The responsibility of this mission lies with me. I, Path Finder of Gobotolis, agree to
accompany Solarbot into the portal. If I can ensure the safety of our world and theirs, then
I have nothing to regret. This is my final act as leader of our team.”
Silence. Small Foot turned away, as if shielding her eyes from the sun. “Do you accept
my decision?”
Road Ranger nodded stoically, but his optics revealed a deep sadness. “...As a soldier...”
Treds spoke slowly, “It’s my obligation to follow your order. But I can’t say I truly accept
it...”
“I don’t accept it.” Small Foot looked straight at Path Finder. Tears streamed from her
optics. “I don’t accept it at all. Path Finder, the people of Gobotron need you. Even after
this is over, they’ll need you as our world recovers. You’re too important as a leader.
You’re a visionary---a great woman.”
Under her faceplate Path Finder smiled at Small Foot. “Thank you, Small Foot. That
means so much to me. But as leader, I couldn’t ask any one of my team to make that
sacrifice, if I wouldn’t be willing to myself. That’s the duty carried by a leader.”
“...I want you to let me go.” Small Foot spoke carefully an deliberately. Everyone’s eyes
were fixed on her. “I’ll go with Solarbot. I don’t need to be ordered.”
“Small Foot, you don’t need to...” Path Finder began to urge her to reconsider.
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“Please, just listen... I understand what the Caretaker said. This isn’t a choice, or a
possibility. It’s not an order. There’s just... a way that things need to be. Not like destiny,
just... What makes sense. Like it said, what will be.”
“You don’t see that you have a choice?” Road Ranger was taken aback by Small Foot’s
sudden volition.
“Think about it. All of you brought something special to the mission. Path Finder, you’re
a great leader. Treds, your bravery. Road Ranger, your knowledge of this world. Even
Buggy Man had his drones. I’m the least experienced out of all of us. What do I bring to
the team?”
“What do you mean, Foot?” persisted Road Ranger. “You’re an awesome scout. You
found Solarbot, right?”
“No, he found me. Because of hope. Optimism. That’s what I brought to the team. When
I left my little town to join the Guardians, that’s all I had with me. Instead of going off
to war, I believed I was setting out on a great adventure. Just like when we left on this
mission together. If I could bring just a little light to everyone, then that was enough for
me.”
Treds looked to Road Ranger, Small Foot’s closest friend on the team. “You’ve known
Small Foot for... how long? C’mon, talk her out of this...”
“Nope,” said Road Ranger flatly. “Foot, you’re my greatest friend on the Guardians.
You’ve been like a sister since the day I met you. And you’re one stubborn hunk of metal.
I know you well enough to know that no matter what I say, once you’ve made up your
mind, that’s it.”
Road Ranger extended his arm to shake Small Foot’s hand, but she embraced him instead.
“Thank you, Road Ranger.”
“I’ll see you back on Gobotron, Foot.”
Path Finder looked to Small Foot solemnly. “Even as I know the answer, I’m obligated to
ask you: Are you certain you want to do this? There’ll be no turning back.”
Bad Boy chimed in: “I gotta say, you Guardians have more guts than I gave ya’ credit for.
I’m glad I got to meet you, Small Foot.”
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Small Foot smiled at her superior officer, and at the Renegade who she had grown quite fond of
over the course of the trip. “It’s fine. I’m actually... happy. The adventure never ends.”
“Indeed, as the Caretaker stated: What we perceive to be an ending is in fact another beginning.
I am glad to commence this journey with you, Small Foot.” Solarbot’s gaze met Small Foot’s.
“Are you ready ?”
“The two of you need only step through my central portal. The process of reintegration and
dimensional transit will be instantaneous.”
“I am. There’s just... One more thing. Path Finder, could I ask you a favor? My last order... So
to speak.”
“...Of course. Anything I can do for you.”
After a moment of hesitation, Small Foot leaned in close to Path Finder. She spoke something
close, against her audio receptor that was inaudible to the others.
“I’ll tell him. I promise you that.” Path Finder assured Small Foot, with a kind yet sad expression.
“Well, guess it’s time, then... Say hi to Turbo, Scooter, and the others for me. Be safe.”
Wordlessly, Treds raised his arm in a sharp salute, followed by Path Finder. All the others
followed, even Bad Boy.
“Farewell, Gobots. You have the gratitude of my people. If my memory remains in some form,
I’m sure I will never forget the days we spent together.”
After Solarbot, Small Foot exchanged one final goodbye with the team. As she looked over the
members, she was aware that this was the last time she might see them. Road Ranger and Treds
seemed to be struggling not to weep.
Small Foot and Solarbot turned away and walked toward the great portal. Small Foot gave one
glance over her shoulder. Then, joining hands, they proceeded within. The vividly glowing
portal swallowed them up.
As they vanished, Path Finder spoke again, this time to herself. “I’ll tell him. But, I’m sure he
already knows...”
And then, nothingness.
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***Error. Error. System malfunction. Energy link severed. Systems unstable. Systems
Un...***
Solarbot felt solitude like he had never felt before. Or perhaps, it was simply the absence
of all sensation. Even far removed from his brethren, he always could sense their presence.
Now, there was only the void. No warmth. No light. No threat. No fear. Only the neutral
abyss.
“Hello.”
A kind voice echoed in the darkness. It seemed to emit a warm light, calm and reassuring.
Although he couldn’t quite place it, it seemed like it might have been the voice of an old
friend.
“...Hello?”
“Don’t be afraid. All this time, I was searching for you.”
“But who are you?”
“I’m just like you. I’m all by myself, on a journey to help my friends.” The words
illuminated a memory in him, as if there was something he had nearly forgotten.”
“Friends! Of course... All of the friends I made! I need to help them! Path Finder, Treds...
Road Ranger, Bad Boy... And what about...?”
“I’m right here.”
All at once, he recognized the voice.
“Let’s go together. One more time.”
As soon as he responded in thought, Solarbot was enveloped in light. But then, he was no
longer merely Solarbot.
As debris blurred in and out of existence, the skies around Gobotron flickered violently in
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the same manner as the planet’s surface. Objects faded into view, only to vanish abruptly.
Matter itself had grown unstable, and the universe was moments from losing the stability
necessary to sustain its basic form.
On the surface of the planet, the citizens panicked. Guardians cowered in terror at the
bizarre visions, while bands of Renegades ran amuck, rioting and indulging in violence
with the knowledge that this would be their last opportunity to revel in such mayhem.
Then, a single ray of light pierced the void. It shined down on the outskirts of Gobotolis.
There in an alley, Crasher gripped a Guardian called Mr. Moto by the neck, cackling
wildly. “Never too late to have some fun with you pathetic weaklings! Cy-Kill may say
there’s a truce, but who’ll care when there’s no Gobotron left?”
As a tiny ray of light passed over her, she paused. Then she dropped her victim where she
stood. Freed from her grasp, Mr. Moto gasped and cursed the timing of his return to his
home planet.
“I may have only hours left to live...,” thought Crasher. “What am I even doing here?”
It was the same thing she’d been doing every day, peace accord or no peace accord.
Brawling, terrorizing... It all felt so... pointless after a while. Why did she realize this
only now? She felt something she hadn’t felt in a long time: Calm. She felt reassured.
Bizarrely, she actually felt... good? She left her victim and strolled out of the alley without
saying another word.

The single ray spread expanded into a bright shower of warmth, dotting the surface of the
planet. Wherever the light struck, the fluctuations in reality gradually subsided.
Peering down over the chaos engulfing the city, Cy-Kill sat within the control room of his
fortress while contemplating various contingencies. Typically, such instability would be
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a source of delight for him, as he could certainly use them to his advantage. In this case,
however, the phenomenon had escalated to such an extent that it he saw little choice other
than to abandon this world, to escape while he still could.
But as a warm light streamed in through the viewing portal, Cy-Kill felt strangely relaxed.
He couldn’t believe that this world, for which he had schemed so long, was now nearing
its end. In fact, he instinctively knew this was no longer true. How could Gobotron be in
danger when it was caressed by such soothing light? It was uncommon for the distant sun
that warmed the planet to provide such concentrated warmth.
On days like this, sitting around in his conference room scheming was simply so tiring.
Few people realized that leading the Renegades with such dramatic aplomb was in fact
quite exhausting. Perhaps for just one day, he could bask in the light and read one of the
pre-modern military journals he used to enjoy so much. Where had those days gone...?

Deep under the metal skin of Gobotron, one Renegade was shielded from the commotion,
his schemes proceeding even now. He had lost contact with Buggy Man and Skyklik... His
plan to wrest control of Ironworks Base from the Autobots was at a temporary standstill.
But this was but one minor impediment: Zero vowed that someday, he and his loyalists
wrest control of the Renegades from Cy-Kill, so that he could assume his rightful position
as leader of a new order of Renegades.

As light engulfed the surface of Gobotron, all of its residents became aware of the sky
above it. There, hovering over the surface of the world was a new sun, a tiny version of
the star that had warmed their world from afar. This one was mysteriously suspended
in orbit around Gobotron with not a single Guardian or Renegade being able to recount
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seeing the sun appear in the air. What they all held in common was the innate belief
that Gobotron and the universe around it were no longer in any danger, although this
would not be confirmed until Doctor Go performed tests on the surrounding atmosphere.
Wherever the light fell, it was just as if a kind, reassuring voice had whispered to them
not to be afraid. That now and forever Gobotron would exist. Without doubt it was the
feeling of unconditional love.
At the Command Center, Turbo, Scooter, and the other Guardians rejoiced, experiencing
the same sense of relief and euphoria that would later come to be known in Gobotronian
history as the Solar Rhapsody, the proverbial light at the end of the tunnel after a dark
era in the planet’s history. Leader-1 saw his comrades celebrate what could only be the
success of the interdimensional exploration team, eager to be reunited with the brave
explorers who had left Gargent for a far-off universal cluster. Although Leader-1 felt the
same immense wave of reassurance as his people, he was perhaps the only one among
them that also felt a brief moment of sadness, as if in regaining their beloved homeworld
he had also lost something of great personal importance. And yet, such feelings soon
passed. There would be busy days ahead with the rebuilding efforts, and the Renegades
weren’t likely to remain quiet forever. But today, and only today, he would celebrate.

The End.
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Epilogue

Far, far away on a distant Earth, a long night of celebration was coming to an end.
Blitzwing emerged from the posh venue Dancitron, followed by his friend Soundwave.
“It was all right, I guess,” mused Blitzwing. “I can enjoy Earth music more when it’s not
being funneled right through my body.”
Soundwave wobbled precariously as he made his way out to the street, cautious at least
not to overturn any cars in his daze.
“Blitz, man... How many barrels of that primo energon did I guzzle? 7? 19? I’ve got a
thumpin’ headache that’s rockin’ a baseline through my pain receptors and ampin' it all
the way to 11.”
“Why do you do that to yourself? You’ve got a stop button right there on your chest. You
could press it once in a while...”
“Loud and clear bro... You know me, once I hit rewind with the nostalgia tunes, I just
can’t keep myself from groovin' with the tempo and drinkin’ a case or two. Good times...”
Outside on the curb, Slugfest, Laserbeak and Soundwave’s other minions sat awaiting his
return. “Soundwave! Soundwave! Why you no keep communication line open? While
you in mean no-dinosaur club, Slugfest is very bored!”
Soundwave patted the dinosaur’s head as it clamored at his legs like a large dog. “Sorry,
bud. You know the beat; no broadcasting, no animals in the club. Can’t I at least have
radio silence once in a while on my off days?”
Blitzwing gave the enthusiastic pet a wave. “Hey there, Slugfest. We were just talking
about you.”
“Of course you talk about Slugfest! Slugfest is awesome!”
Soundwave tried to recall what he’d been saying earlier that night. It seemed like an
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entire world away... “What was it... Oh, yeah. I was tellin’ Blitz about Solarbot and those
‘cyborg spies’ or whatever you called them. Hah! I wonder if he finally caught a stage
show with those Seacon cats.”
“I bet it worked out somehow,” said Blitzwing amicably. “Speaking of which, It’s shaping
up to be a beautiful day today.”
Soundwave shielded his visor with one hand. “Argh, does morning come this fast on
Earth? It’s like a kinetic laser right to the eyes. My achin’ head...”
Distantly visible on the horizon, the sun was rising to greet a new day on Earth.
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