





                                                TRANSFORMERS: Energy

Chapter 1 ‑ Beginnings

           The wall exploded into a storm of debris as bright flashes of lasers broke the silence of the night. Debris rained down everywhere, as did a single form as he landed with a thud amongst the fire and debris. A thick cloud of smoke was curdling near the gaping hole, masking anything on the other side. After a few more laser blasts pierced through the hole, a large
metallic figure stepped out of the thick smoke. The figure was none other than Whiterod, of the Decepticons. 
          He eyed his prey, now lying motionless on the ground, a large chunk of charred shrapnel sticking out of it's chest plate. He walked up to the fallen prey, an Autobot, and pointed his plasma rifle down at it, trained on it's head.
          "So, this is how the ‘mighty' Springer meets his fate." said Whiterod
in a mocking tone.
          "I was expecting more from you." 
          The Autobot Springer weakly pointed his finger at Whiterod, trying to speak, but
Was unable to, do to heavy damage he took in the fight. Whiterod's optics blinked once, then he responded, almost laughing.
         "Fool. This ends. Now!" he explained. He then pulled the trigger on his sleek rifle, and grinned evily as the concentrated burst escaped from the barrel and impacted into the Autobot with a force that blew it apart into flaming debris. The battle had ended. The spark of Springer exited the wreckage hastily, and ascended into the sky, disappearing a short time later. Whiterod turned around to face the other Autobots that decided to observe the happening and possibly render aid to their comrade. But it was too late. Much too late. 
        "Would any of YOU like to take they're chances with me?" asked Whiterod.
          The group of Autobots stepped back one out of fear, then turned,
transformed, and left, not wanting to suffer the same fate as Springer. The day was far from over, and already one of the Autobots best warriors had been destroyed. 

          Whiterod decided it was time to leave. He transformed back into his sleek automoblie form and accelerated off towards the inner section of Polyhex, a large Decepticon city on Cybertron, his homeworld, where Transformers alike resided. He thought of going off to gloat to some of his comrades, but instead decided to savour the moment with his legion of evil minions, knowing that the  celebration would be short due to some peculiar mission that would eventually have to be undertaken by him and other Decepticons.
          With Galvatron dead, and no one to claim leadership of their faction, he and other Decepticons were forming raiding parties of they're own and attacking Autobots. Some were obsessed with hunting down what was left of the Quintessons, while others fought with each other. Even though the Cybertronian wars had ended, the hostilities between the two factions had not, and the skirmishes continued but on a lesser extent.
          Whiterod knew this better than anyone in his ranks, as he had started out existence as an Autobot, but learned his spark was corrupt, and was the cause of his destruction at one time. He was rebuilt as a Decepticon and gained a new purpose. No longer was he tied down by petty Autobot morals. He was free at last.
           He quickly rose through the ranks of the Decepticons, becoming a lieutenant in a short stellar cycle, and gained his own band of supporters, his evil minions, of which were his to command. He knew he would be Decepticon leader someday, but not today. He could only wonder how many more battles, how many more Autobots he had to waste before he got what he so richly deserved.
          Whiterod began to approach his own headquaters deep near the centre of Polyhex, and slowed to a stop outside the front entrance. He transformed back to his robot form, his optics flashing briefly. He reached out and tapped a few buttons on the control pad next to the entrance, and he strode in, the door closing behind him He made his way over to his computer and switched it on, revealing a giant map of Cybertron on the viewscreen, with data readouts
and planet specifications and such. He was about to begin some scans of the area when a voice started speaking from behind him. 
          "Boss. I await your command." said Minirod, a small Decepticon that had pledged himself to Whiterod after a fierce battle with a renegade that nearly cost him his existence. Whiterod happened upon this, and saw the potential in the small Decepticon, and had him rebuilt and renamed. The renegades were eventually dealt with, but not before their message of rebellion was spread amongst the majority of the Decepticons, some pondering renegade status at that time. One could only wonder what would have become of the mighty Decepticons had a full‑scale rebellion actually occurred. Chaos, among other things, might have reigned for thousands of stellar cycles....

           ....Nothing of which mattered to him at the moment, as he started punching in series of commands into his computer and began scanning the area, attempting to locate some residual Autobot energy signatures, or that of some of his own minions, who were performing missions of covert reconnaissance and intelligence. He would have liked to gotten just one little shred of information recovered from all this, but as the scans completed and his minions reported in, it seemed rather unlikely, and there was no prospect of any further altercations within the next few megacycles.
           Whiterod's optics blinked once as he turned off his monitor screen for the time being and headed off to his lab's concealed hangar bay to check on it's repair progress, having been damaged slightly in a previous incident with the Autobots. He was greeted by another one of his minions, Microrod, as he entered the cramped hangar bay, it's two resident ships taking up most of it's space, with some spare parts and small groups of minions effecting repairs taking up the rest of the space in the hangar bay.
           Microrod glanced at his superior, then spoke in a lower tone.
           "If all goes well, you'll be outta here within the next few cycles, Boss. Now, where is it your going again?" he added, in a questioning tone of voice. 
           Whiterod looked down at Microrod, then answered, in the same low tone. "Unicron. I require answers."
            Microrod's optics flashed once as he pondered his next words, then spoke. "And how do you propose to find him? His head's been drifting in space since he was destroyed by the Autobots." he queried. 
            Whiterod answered him after a brief silence. "I will find him." he said as he walked
off towards the lab, pondering the future, pondering fate.


                                                          * * * *


            Whiterod hands moved over the ship's controls with ease. The ship was a stolen Autobot shuttle, painted purple with black stripes and insignia. He was used to these controls, as he piloted one of these several times when he was still an Autobot. Some things, he thought, you can never lose touch with. A small clatter was heard as some of his minions boarded the
shuttle, and either took seats in the cockpit, or headed to the aft compartment to recharge and/or reload their weapons. Minirod was one of them who joined Whiterod in the cockpit, with the rest of the small group heading aft.
           Minirod looked on and took his seat just as the main engines of the shuttle came to life, and the shuttle jolted forward, through the open hangar doors and into the black Cybertron sky, gaining altitude and in a matter of moments, leaving orbit of their home planet, en route to their
current destination. Minirod and Whiterod both turned to hear a familiar voice emanate from the small corridor, getting closer to the cockpit.
           Seastorm muttered to himself as he made his way into the cockpit of the shuttle, stopping as he saw both Whiterod and the smaller Minirod turned, obviously knowing beforehand that he would be entering the cockpit. He glanced about, unable to think of anything to say in the wake of his noisy entrance.
           Seastorm, the leader of the six Aquacons, had Whiterod to thank for him and his team's creation. The Aquacons, combiners who form the megacon, Executor, were nothing but mere piles of scrap at a recycling plant less than a stellar cycle ago. They're bodies were what was
left of the Stuntacons, Decepticon combiners who were heavily damaged and nearly destroyed at the hands of the Autobots.
           Whiterod had seen these piles of junk while at the recycling plant searching for a lost weapon, when he noticed the shells of the former Stuntacons, nearly inactive, their sparks trapped. He took them from the plant, had they're bodies rebuilt, with new forms, to serve a new purpose.
           Seastorm himself was a former Decepticon, once known by the name of Dirge, a Decepticon jet that was badly damaged in the assault on Earth's Autobot City, not redone as a one of the sweeps by Unicron like the others that were thrown out of Astrotrain, but was left to drift for eternity. That was until he was found by a Decepticon patrol, retrieved and dropped
off at the very same recycling plant, deemed inactive and left for scrap. He decided is was in his best interest to work for Whiterod in the meantime, and not question anything. He began to notice that he was being addressed by the other Decepticon.

            "Well? How did he get YOU and your fellow scrapheaps to come along on this mission of mine?" asked Whiterod, a hint of laughter in his voice. Seastorm spoke, after a pause.                
           "Minirod can be quite.... persuasive at times." he stated. 
           "Yeah!" yelled Whiterod, "At gunpoint!!"
            Seastorm was about to comment on the situation, but just then the shuttle rocked violently, and he was subsequently thrown off balance and into the nearest bulkhead with a loud thud. He tried to get back up quickly, but a second, more intense jolt of the shuttle send him flying again, this time crashing into the controls, then slumping over.
           Whiterod pulled himself up to the controls, and checked the readout. What he saw surprised him for the moment, then an evil smile appeared on his face plate. 
           "Autobots." he said, not knowing if any of the other robots had heard him. The shuttle rocked violently as another blast of laser energy hit the shuttle.
          "I think it's time we showed them what happens when Decepticons get ticked off." he said, as Seastorm got back up beside him. 
          "Aquacons, to the airlock!" he yelled through the shuttle's comm system. Minirod knew he would stay to pilot the shuttle, so he settled into the main pilot chair and steadied the ship as Whiterod and Seastorm bolted out of the cockpit.

           The rest of the Aquacons were waiting by the airlock, weapons at the ready as Whiterod and Seastorm arrived. 
           "Decepticons, ATTACK!!" exclaimed Whiterod as the ship lurched to a halt and the airlock hatch released, as the bunch of robots launched themselves out into space towards the Autobot shuttle, Whiterod first, the others soaring behind him. He opened fire with his sleek, black rifle, blowing a hole in the side of the enemy shuttle with two powerful bursts on plasma energy. Him and the others flew in and used it as their entrance, letting loose a barrage of weapons fire once inside, the Autobots retaliating at once.

            Perceptor, who was on this mission for the purpose of researching the scientific aspect of finding the lost Unicron's head, left the cockpit and rounded the corner to the aft section, only to get hit in the chest plate by a Decepticon laser blast, purple smoke pouring out of him as he fell backwards and landed with a hard thud.
           Sunstreaker looked over to see him hit the deck, as he poured on with his laser fire, watching one bolt hit the Aquacon, Screamer, right in the right side of his lower torso twice, sending him backwards in a heap out the hole of the shuttle the Decepticons had used to gain entrance. Sunstreaker wanted to yell at the sight of his success, but never got the chance as a bolt of plasma energy from Whiterod's rifle caught him.
         Sunstreaker doubled over as his upper body exploded, and he hit the deck, joining the other three Autobots who were picked off by the fierce attack, and now motionless on the floor, the battle over for now.
         Whiterod walked over to one of the fallen Autobots and looked down at it's body, a reminder of the big Decepticons power and mercilessness. With the Autobots subdued for now, the group of Decepticons left the shuttle the same way they had entered, leaving it adrift, and retrieving Screamer, who's damage was repairable. They made their way back to their own shuttle within cycles, and were back on course towards the last known coordinates of the head of Unicron. With the small obstacle out of the way, they were free to continue their journey.
          Whiterod looked out a window of the shuttle's aft section as he worked on the damage suffered by Screamer, who was offline at the moment. He wondered what he would actually do if and when they found Unicron's head. Or if it was still functional, seeing as how the damage inflicted from the attacks from days past was heavy, and cost Unicron his body. 

                                                ‑‑‑‑‑‑‑‑‑‑‑‑‑‑‑‑‑‑‑‑‑‑‑‑‑‑‑‑‑‑‑‑‑

Chapter 2 ‑ Unicron's Head

            More blackness. The normal scenery in space. The shuttle slowed finally from is voyage, and came to complete stop. Whiterod looked out the forward viewer above his controls and only saw that same blackness. He checked the coordinates and frowned. 
            "Well. These ARE the last known coordinates of Unicron's head, but there's nothing here." he said, as Minirod checked the database.
           "I dunno. Maybe his head was destroyed." said Minirod, who was glancing back and forth between Whiterod and the databade on his screen. They both knew that this trip was for nothing if they were unable to locate Unicron's head. But it seemed as if all was for not. No head, no debris, no trace of anything. Nothing. Just space.
           Just then, the controls beeped and flashed, and Minirod checked them as quickly as it started. He had a puzzled look on his face, but that soon vanished, and he addressed Whiterod.    
          "Boss, I think we've found it." he said, as he rechecked the instruments. "Setting a course...." his voice trailed off as the shuttle slowly lurched forward.
           Within a few cycles, the shuttle had arrived at what seemed to be a debris field, with scrap and some asteroids floating about. Suddenly, they saw it. Floating all by itself near some asteroids was Unicron's head, a gaping hole in it that encompassed one eye, and the horn on the left side missing, blown off when his body exploded.
           Whiterod opened the intercom at a tap of a button. "Air Slash, meet me at the airlock, on the double!" he yelled into it. He gestured for Minirod to follow him as he left his seat and left the cockpit hastily, heading for the airlock. He and Minirod arrived at the airlock at the same time that Air Slash did. Whiterod nodded then pulled the lever, the airlock opening with a whoosh as space rushed in.
           He nodded again, and all three Decepticons launched themselves out into space. After a few seconds, they started to approach the head, it's remaining features growing larger as they got closer. Whiterod suddenly felt small, and all three began to recollect the chaos this head caused when still attached to it's body, an eerie reminder of irony.
           The three robots made their way up to the gaping hole in Unicron's face on the right side of his head. All three used their optics to scan the visible interior for anything, but picked up nothing. No energy signatures, nothing. Whiterod, with his rifle drawn, led the group of three into the large breach, and inside the massive head. They landed on a level surface, and began walking towards the central brain area, hoping it might still be active.
            There was debris everywhere. Shards of metal were strewn about, laying everywhere, some sticking out of walls and such. A body of a dead Junkion was in a crumpled heap, it's body severely damaged, inoperative. The trio kept walking, with Minirod using his knoledge of the interior, and an optical scan as a map, to navigate through the maze. After a few more cycles of walking, they finally arrived inside the brain chamber of Unicron's head, and saw the destroyed heap of charred computers and such. Whiterod saw only one thing operational. It was a large viewing screen that had a video feed stuck in a playback mode. He wandered
over to the screen and watched.
           The playback was of Unicron's final cycles of life. The clip was of when the Autobot‑commandeered Quintesson ship crashed into his eye, depositing some Autobots inside of him. The feed then showed the battle between Galvatron and the Autobot,  Hotrod. Then came the unleashing of the Matrix, it's creation of Rodimus Prime from Hotrod, and the explosion of Unicron himself, with the video feed ending and starting at the beginning of the loop again. The playback was infinite it seemed.
            Minirod performed a final scan, but it revealed nothing. Unicron, it seemed, was truly dead. Just then, all three realized the eerie silence that was about them. After all, it's not everyday you stand inside a once‑ powerful entity's head, the same entity that almost caused the destruction of Cybertron and it's inhabitants. The silence continued. It was time to leave.

           Shockwave glanced about the large room that used to be the Decepticon command centre, unsure of what he was supposed to be doing there. He knew there was energon to collect, and had already sent Astrotrain about the old base looking for the concealed stack he had saved. Other than that, Shockwave was a bit confused.
          For the first time since his creation, Shockwave had no purpose. Nothing to command, nothing to oversee or to guard. No Megatron to serve. He had no direction. He was even doubting the Decepticon cause as of late. So many questions, so little answers. Him and Astrotrain had been working together for themselves since the destruction of Galvatron.
         He continued pondering until a voice interrupted. "Energon cubes loaded. Let's move." said Astrotrain, some urgency in his voice. Shockwave nodded, and Astrotrain transformed with a loud mechanical noise from his robot mode into his space shuttle mode, bypassing his locomotive mode. Shockwave climbed aboard as the hatch closed, and they jetted out of the
command module into the Cybertronian sky, on their way back to their current domain, a hidden base at Cybertron's south polar region.
          Astrotrain, a triplechanger, was one of the first of his kind. He served Megatron faithfully back on Earth against the Autobots, and was regarded as one of Megatron's most loyal. He accepted Galvatron as their new leader, but was confused of his role in the Decepticons after Galvatron was destroyed. He was also unsure of the future. He teamed with Shockwave, because they trusted each other, but not anyone else. It was becoming difficult to figure out who was with you, and who was going to take a plasma gun and shoot you in the back. Astrotrain knew the latter could happen at any time. If he had to go, he knew he wanted to go down fighting.

           The hatch to the airlock slid closed behind them with ease, the heavy door between them and space. Whiterod glanced about for a moment, then headed off towards the cockpit, with Minirod in tow. Air Slash had gone back to the aft compartment with his fellow Aquacons.
           Whiterod entered the cockpit and sat down behind the pilot's controls, with Seastorm to his right in the other seat, still performing scans of Unicron's head. He was about to swing the shuttle about and set a course for Cybertron, when Seastorm yelled, and pointed out the viewer. Unicron's head had suddenly powered up, and his remaining optic was glowing a bright green, a sight unseen since the great robot had ravaged Cybertron in days past. The optic grew a bit brighter, and then, Unicron's voice could be heard throughout the shuttle, it's commanding tone making itself known once again.
           "I....have returned....to instill fear once again..." said Unicron, as his deep voice trailed off, and his optic flickered briefly. By now, the rest of the Aquacons had piled into the cockpit, trying to get a glimpse of seemingly operational‑again Unicron. Whiterod pressed a few buttons and swung the shuttle around before hitting the throttle, the engines roaring to life once again
and catapulting the shuttle on it's new course, back to Cybertron.
          He couldn't help but wonder how this could be happening. He had seen with his own optics that Unicron's brain has been destroyed. This didn't seem possible, but then again, it was happening. His thoughts were interrupted by Minirod who seemed to want some attention.   
          "Boss, we have a problem. Unicron's head is moving, and is following us." he explained.
          Whiterod looked up. "How fast?" he queried. 
          "It'll arrive at Cybertron seven megacycles after we do." answered Minirod.
          Whiterod began to contemplate this new information. Could the mighty Unicron again pose a threat to Cybertron? His body destroyed, he was only a floating head. What could he possibly do in his current state? Even though he was a little skeptical of any certain doom, he didn't want to ponder the possiblities. He stopped pondering for the moment, and went back to piloting the shuttle, knowing they would soon arrive back at Cybertron.

            Laserbeak observed the Cybertronian skyline, looking for something, anything, that he could spy on and report back to his master, Soundwave. To him, everything seemed so quiet, so uneventful. Usually, there was something to watch, whether it be Autobots preparing for something, or other Decepticons plotting against each other or someone else. Laserbeak was bored. He had been Megatron's number one spy, never failing a mission, always fulfilling his duties. But Megatron was gone. And Laserbeak only reported to Soundwave now. In the middle of his boredness, his small optics picked up on something, and he raised his optical recording device, hoping to record something useful. Laserbeak used his optics to zoom in on a small craft approaching.
            It was an Autobot shuttle, now painted in Decepticon colours that was closing in on the section of Polyhex that Laserbeak was just north of, perched on an old comm tower. The shuttle slowed down, descended, and then suddenly disappeared behind a structure. Laserbeak scanned the area, but picked up nothing. The shuttle had vanished. He lowered the optical recording device back into himself, and went airborne, heading south in the direction of Soundwave's workshop at his top speed.

            In a clatter of metallic objects and other assorted objects spread out upon his worktable, Soundwave looked up at the sound of a swoosh as Laserbeak flew into his workshop. Soundwave pressed a button on his upper torso, and a panel opened up, admitting Laserbeak who had quickly transformed into his casette form. Soundwave connected to his computer terminal and began the playback, watching the recording of the Decepticon shuttle returning from somewhere, then vanishing.
         "Whiterod returns." announced Soundwave, even though he was alone. He quickly disconnected from the terminal and pondered his next course of action. He knew Whiterod didn't go off‑planet for no reason. Must have been something important to get him in a shuttle and going somewhere. The question became what was it that made him return so hastily. Little did Soundwave know that the answer would be most surprising.

           The shuttle landed with a dull thud on the floor of the hangar bay, it's occupants disembarking shortly thereafter. Whiterod checked a chronometer at the far end of the hangar bay before wandering through the door that led to his lab. Only five megacycles til Unicron entered Cybertronian orbit, and all hell breaks loose. He entered his lab and hastily walked right over to the door to his armoury, punching in the code and opening the door, revealing a large collection of assorted weapons and such. He knew he would need all of this if Unicron decided to attack. The last time, it took everything Cybertron had, plus the unleashing of the Matrix to
stop Unicron. This time, they might not be so lucky. This time, himself, the Autobots, ALL of Cybertron might not make it. He hoped to hell he was wrong, and that somehow, they all might make it out of this intact.


                                               ‑‑‑‑‑‑‑‑‑‑‑‑‑‑‑‑‑‑‑‑‑‑‑‑‑‑‑‑‑‑‑‑‑

Chapter 3 ‑ Carnage

            There was a lot of smoke. It was the first thing that Bluestreak noticed when he came to on the floor of the shuttle he was in. The last thing he remembered was someone shouting, "DECEPTICONS!" and some loud laser fire. He had left the cockpit, only to be hit in the shoulder by a barrage of laser fire, and went down. 
           Bluestreak slowly got to his feet, and pulled himself into the main hatch area to find his fallen comrades sprawled out amidst the debris. There was nothing he could do, and he knew it. He looked down at Sunstreaker, the battle damage inflicted upon him quite prominent. Bluestreak was about to move his fallen friend into the aft section when the shuttle began to shake and rumble uncontrollably. He rushed back into the cockpit, and came to a sudden halt, staring in disbelief out the viewport.
          There he saw Unicron's head, a large gash in the face, approaching on an intercept vector. Bluestreak jumped into the pilot's seat and pushed the stick forward, bringing the main engines to life once again before swinging the shuttle around so it was facing in the direction it had first came, back on course to Cybertron. With a push of a button, the engines fired again, and the shuttle blasted away from Unicron's head, gaining some speed as it hurtled along.
Bluestreak couldn't believe this was happening. 
          "That head should be inactive!" he mumbled. 
          The shuttle continued along, but was not at it's top speed due to the damage inflicted by the Decepticons. Bluestreak scanned aft of the shuttle. Unicron's head was catching up. If he didn't do something soon, he'd be the first casualty in any kind of new chaos.
          Almost a megacycle later, the shuttle approached Cybertron, but began to slow. Bluestreak checked his instruments. Unicron's head had put some kind of tractor beam on the shuttle and was pulling him in! Bluestreak left the pilot's seat and jumped into the co‑pilot's seat, activating the shuttle's separation sequence. It was his only choice, his only way to escape Unicron, for now. A creaking sound could be heard from the cockpit as the front part of the shuttle unlatched from the aft section, and blasted away. Just then, a large green energy beam shot out from Unicron's remaining eye and hit the aft portion of the shuttle, causing it to explode into a cloud of fire and debris. Bluestreak fell out of the seat as the explosion rocked his section of shuttle.
          The shockwave from the explosion knocked the small ship from it's quick, steady orbit of Cybertron, sending it towards the planet at a high speed, with no control. The ground started getting closer as Bluestreak popped the emergency hatch. He struggled to remain balance, but took one last look out the viewport before throwing himself out the hatch into the air.
         Bluestreak soared in the air, descending, as the small ship he was in slammed into a ground structure with force that caused another explosion, sending more debris flying. He landed with a thud a few moments later near one of the Autobot command centres. He knew this new obstacle would take a great deal to overcome. 
         'Can we do it?' he asked to himself.

          Whiterod stood outside his armoury, his weapons recharged, his new armour installed, and himself quite re‑equipped for combat. He was about to head to his computer terminal when a loud explosion shook his lab, causing him to grab his plasma rifle and rush outside.
           Green energy beams emitting from Unicron's remaining eye shot down from the sky, impacting into the core of Polyhex. Some Decepticons were aiming their weapons at Unicron's head and firing, with little effect. Others were jetting up there in small shuttles, only to be shot down and come crashing down to planet again. 
           "He must be stopped." muttered Whiterod, still looking up at the instrument of destruction high above Cybertron, the green energy beams still raining down. He took another look up into space, then walked back into his armoury, heading right for the comm unit near the far door. He walked up and activated the comm, making sure it reached all areas of his base.
           "All Decepticons to the hangar bay on the double!" he exclaimed into the comm, then shut it off. He then exited the armoury and also headed to the hangar bay. A few cycles later, he arrived to see all of his minions present in the confines of the hangar bay in front of the two shuttles. He stopped near the large group of transformers, and began to address them.
           "Fellow Decepticons, by now you should be aware of the current threat to us, to Cybertron." he said as he paused for a moment, then continued.
          "We cannot allow this to happen. Unicron must be destroyed, no matter the cost.
Do I have any volunteers?" he queried as a conclusion. Every Decepticon in the bay pondered for a quick moment before stepping forward.
           Whiterod managed a quick grin before his next order. "Very well then. Board the shuttles! The time for combat is NOW!!" he yelled, somewhat excitedly, his thirst for battle re‑emerging once again. His minions poured into the two ships, both loaded and ready to go within a few cycles. The hangar door was opened, and Whiterod boarded the second shuttle just before it's gangway ramp was retracted. He immediately made his way to the cockpit, where Minirod was at the controls. 
           "Contact!" he exclaimed as he shoved the control stick forward, bringing the main engines to life with a roar. The second shuttle did the same, and both were away and gone in less then ten seconds. A short time later, both shuttle began to approach the head slower then usual in an attempt to sneak up behind it and begin their assault. Such was not the case, as Unicron's head turned to face the two ships that he had picked up on, and fired a beam of green energy at them.

           The second shuttle took the hit head on near the cockpit, with twin explosions causing an upper and lower plume of smoke and fire start to pour out as the shuttle began to spiral out of control from the powerful hit. Whiterod and the others in the shuttle were thrown about like rag dolls from the direct hit, but managed to open the airlock and began to exit the shuttle. He opened a brief comm channel to the other shuttle, and whoever else that was on the frequency.
           "Decepticons, ATTACK!!!" he screamed as he drew his plasma rifle and soared
off towards the head, his troops in tow.
           The first shuttle opened it's airlock, and the rest of his troops exited and began their assault on Unicron's head. Back and forth went the bolts of energy, the battle full on. Whiterod aimed his rifle at the remaining eye, and let loose several fierce barrages of plasma energy, but with little effect. The bursts exploded harmlessly above or just below the eye, it's own energy preventing it from being hit.
           Unicron's head responded with more of the powerful energy blasts from that eye, one bolt hitting one of the minis and sending him for a loop. Whiterod and the Aquacons began to concentrate their fire on the gash area, hoping something internal would be hit and damaged. Blast after blast impacted inside the gash, but not doing as much damage as they had hoped. Whiterod looked to the six Aquacons, and gave the word. 
          "Aquacons, combine and engage!!"

           Astrotrain began closing in on Unicron's head, with Shockwave aboard, their trip to their hidden base cut short due to the current chaos about the planet. Astrotrain slowed and Shockwave disembarked before he transformed, and both were now staring at the small group of six Decepticons combining to form one of the most feared combiners, Executor. Executor began to fire his own large weapon as well as special missiles, which were launched and streaked into the head, exploding on contact.
          They also saw Whiterod, who was still intent on doing damage to  the gash, his weapons having little effect. Astrotrain looked to Shockwave and spoke. 
          "I'm going in. It's time we did something." he said as he transformed quickly back to his shuttle mode and streaked towards the head, firing his own weapons at the gash area. Shockwave didn't move for a brief moment, thinking about a plan of action. He then transformed, his gun form now prominent, and roaring towards the head. He positioned himself right in front of Unicron's eye and opened fire at point blank range. 

           A large explosion made Whiterod temporarily cease fire and glance towards the head's remaining eye, where he saw Shockwave in his gun mode, blowing the eye apart with one shot and sending the debris everywhere. The battle was really heating up now, Decepticons from all over Cybertron having joined the fight, their weapons blazing across the void and lighting up the blackness of spacefrom the massive explosions.
          Green bolts of energy that were pounding the surface of Cybertron were now ceased from the destruction of the eye module, smoke billowing out. He continued his fire, slowly starting to cause good amounts of damage to Unicron's head. Just then, Whiterod picked up on something approaching from the side. He turned to see Soundwave come to a halt beside him. Soundwave nodded, then spoke in his seemingly robotic voice. 
          "What are your orders?" he asked, louder then usual.
           Whiterod considered Soundwave for a moment, then spoke.
           "Follow me. It's time we shook Unicron up a little." he said as he soared off, Soundwave in tow soon after. It only took a cycle to arrive on Unicron's head at the very top. They landed on it with a thud, then Soundwave spoke. 
          "Rumble, Frenzy, eject! Operation devastation!" he said as his chest cavity opened and ejected two of the cassettes, Rumble and Frenzy, who immediately transformed
and landed on the head with a thud.
           Within seconds, they activated their twin piledrivers and began shaking the head violently, internal explosions beginning to sound. The shaking continued, as did the laser fire. Whiterod performed a quick scan of the head with his optics, checking for internal malfunctions. He noticed there was a large energy build up inside, and it was growing rapidly. He motioned to Soundwave, who called off Rumble and Frenzy.
            Whiterod opened a comm channel. "Everyone, scramble! It's gonna blow!!" he yelled as he, Soundwave, and the two cassettes hurried away from the head, the power buildup almost at critical levels. The rest of the Decepticons that were attacking followed suit, fleeing the area and heading back down to Cybertron's surface. Whiterod and his squad, along with Soundwave and cassettes, piled into the remaining shuttle and descended down to the planet's surface. Unicron's head shuddered violently as beams of combined light and energy poked through, gaps opening everywhere. After a short out‑of‑control drift, the head exploded into a mass of fireballs and shrapnel, which flew outward from the blast, creating a floating cloud of debris as the fireballs ceased.

           Whiterod stood in his lab, trying to figure out how the head of Unicron had been rendered active again. He knew there had to be some outside party that brought the head back to working order, but had no idea who it was. He wanted to find out, as this latest incident could have caused the destruction of Cybertron. He walked outside for a second, and saw some automated robots effecting repairs on the nearest damage site.
            He glanced up towards space for a moment, catching a glimpse of the debris field, then brought his attention back to the damage. He saw the fallen Decepticons, the damaged structures, the columns of smoke arising into the sky. Whiterod knew whoever was behind this would have to pay for what was done to Cybertron. He knew they would pay. Whiterod had every intention of seeking out and destroying the culprit himself, for his own revenge...

                                         ----------------------------------------

Chapter 4 ‑ Ghosts

             His spark drifted through space effortlessly, on it's long journey to oblivion. Just a spark he was, in the vast expanse of the universe, his true form from long ago occasionally appearing when summoned, forming the essence of a true ghostly image, one that was feared when it was still contained within a body that was known everywhere.
            The ‘Slag‑maker' he was called in the past. The most feared of all Transformers. No one dared cross him, he who was once known as the mighty Megatron, once the leader of the Decepticons. His body heavily damaged in a battle with Optimus Prime, a battle in which he was victorious, sent him on his way to destiny.
            Given a second chance by Unicron, reborn as Galvatron, then exacting his revenge against the traitor Starscream. But destiny found it fit to destroy Galvatron's body, sending the spark on and endless journey, one that he didn't doubt the destination of oblivion as his final fate. His spark continued to drift through space, entering a small star system on it's way. But this was no ordinary star system. The spark became drawn to the nearest planet in the system, the world called Quintessa. The spark began it's descent, falling out of space to the surface below. Perhaps it was fate that brought his spark here, or maybe it was destiny. His destiny.
          
           Whiterod was stood in front of his computer display, going over the damage reports on his two shuttles, which were under repair in the hangar bay at the same moment. He frowned, and mumbled to himself. 
           "Too high indeed." He said, in reference to the price paid for the destruction of Unicron's head. A handful of Decepticon warriors had been lost, as well as the city of Xicon and it's resident headquarters for that division. He began to wonder who would have the power to bring the head of Unicron back to operation, and to use it against Cybertron. The thoughts were quite disturbing, as the scale of this was large. He was about to go find some of his comrades, but instead had his thoughts interrupted by his commlink.
          "Air Slash to Whiterod, Soundwave requests your presence in the hangar bay."            
          Whiterod tapped a button to acknowledge the signal, and turned and headed towards the door that lead to the hangar bay. He made his way down the hall into the hangar bay, to the sight of the Aquacons, Soundwave, and the others standing near the open bay door.
          Soundwave looked to the hangar door just as Laserbeak flew in, and headed for him. He spoke, "Laserbeak returns." he said as the smaller casette transformed and entered the now opened chest cavity of Soundwave, which closed behind him. Soundwave then transformed, and connected with the computer terminal in the hangar bay, the information recorded in Laserbeak beginning to play on the screen. All of the gathered watched the display as the images and related information played out. At the end of the feed, Soundwave disconnected from the terminal and transformed back to his robot mode. He stood there, silent for a second before speaking. 
         "What is your command?" he queried, unaware of what came next, as his part was fulfilled for the moment.
          "It seems to me that something is going on on Quintessa." he began. "Perhaps the Dinobots didn't wipe out all the Quintessons afterall. However, it's in our best interests to go find out. Get a shuttle ready for launch!" 
          The hangar bay became a buzz of activity, a shuttle being prepared for launch, and
some of his troops seemingly deciding amongst themselves who was going.
           Whiterod walked over to the ship that was being readied for launch and studied some his troops, pondering who to select for this mission. He knew that he wanted a medium‑sized team, nothing too big, but not too small should there be combat on this trip. It took him a cycle, but he selected the Aquabots, Soundwave, and Minirod for the mission, each beginning to board the shuttle. Whiterod was the last to board the ship, making his way into the cockpit, where Minirod was already seated at the pilot's controls. 
          "Contact!" yelled Minirod as he pushed a lever on the control panel forward. The main engines of the shuttle were brought to life, and it catapulted forward out of the hangar bay and into the sky, leaving orbit just a cycle later and heading on course to the planet Quintessa. Whiterod sat in the other pilot's seat, and pondered the new activity on the forgotten planet, wondering what was left of it after the Sharkticon revolt of mass proportions.
          "We'll find out one way or another." he muttered to himself, the others in the cockpit not really paying attention. He had heard stories of some of the Sharkticons leaving the planet and venturing out into space. He has never seen one on Cybertron. 
          "Pity." he said to himself. "They'd make excellent sentries." and with that, he stared out the window into space, peering out at blackness.
          
           Shockwave just stood there and watched the computer terminal flash information across it's screen. He had been told by Whiterod to research Quintessa then transmit any useful findings to the shuttle before it arrived at the sinister planet.
           So far, he hadn't found anything of relevance to send. There was little information about Quitessa in the Decepticon database. He knew the Autobots had better information, which was why he had sent Astrotrain to try and infiltrate the Autobot mainframe and download any data about the planet. After all the time that had passed there, plus the Dinobot rampage, one would expect a place like that to be silent for a while.
           Such was not the case apparently. He wondered how Laserbeak had gotten into Quintessan orbit, recorded some happenings, and reported back to base so quickly. It seemed a bit speedy. But then again, he though, Laserbeak had a rather large reputation for getting in and out in a hurry without being seen or heard. Shockwave stopped questioning that, and went back to work. He decided to open a channel to Astrotrain to check on his progress. He scrambled a frequency, and opened a channel. 
          "Shockwave to Astrotrain." he said. "Respond." Nothing. He tapped the controls and tried another frequency. Nothing. He then brought up a grid on the screen and punched
in a code into the pad to bring up a homing signal.
            Nothing. So very frustrating! He wondered what else to try. How the homing signal wasn't showing up was beyond him at the moment. Shockwave began a series of scans, bringing up any Decepticon signatures on the screen in the corresponding grid square. He looked them over, and got a surprise. The small purple dot representing Astrotrain's signature blinked on the grid. Just as he was about to cross‑reference, his comm crackled to life.
           "Astrotrain calling Shockwave, come in." said the other Decepticon, sounding a
bit rushed. 
          "Shockwave here. Report." was his response. He listened to all of what the other Decepticon had to say, then proceeded to download the data from the Autobot database that Astrotrain had provided an uplink to. The comm channel now closed, and Astrotrain on his way back to base, Shockwave sifted through the data provided, before speaking again. 
          "What the slag is Q‑001?" he queried. It was the only worthwhile bit the Autobot mainframe had contained, the entry from a probe sent to Quintessa after the war. Shockwave put the information into a data packet and transmitted his findings to Whiterod's shuttle, still
en route to Quintessa.
           The fast shuttle continued on it's way, getting closer to it's current destination. Minirod was about to take the ship off auto‑pilot when the comm panel chirped. He glanced at the panel. An incoming data packet had been received by the comm array, and was uploaded to the computer.
           Whiterod looked as the information being flashed on his computer screen and frowned.  
          "What the slag is a Q‑001???" he yelled. Minirod shrugged then went back to his controls. Whiterod was confused by this new information that didn't seem to make much sense. But something told him that the answers to their many questions would be revealed on Quintessa.
           He was also still trying to figure out the Unicron equation of this whole league of misadventures. He and his troops both knew that this whole mystery was bigger than all of them. It almost spelled the doom of Cybertron, and many other things along the way. There was much to ponder, but he didn't have the time to, as Quintessa would soon be approached.
           Within a few more cycles, the shuttle entered the small system where the planet of Quintessa resided, it's unusual rings twisted around itself, exactly as the records had depicted it. Minirod tapped a few controls, and slowed the shuttle down as it entered orbit, then broke, slower, to begin it's descent to the planet's strange surface.
           The shuttle landed with a thud just outside where the ‘court' that had been depicted in the Autobot records, the place where two of them had escaped their so‑called trial, and with the help of the Dinobots, had the Sharkticons overthrow their former masters. The place was desolate. Nothing moved, except the ramp from the shuttle opening and extending to the ground below. Soundwave was the first out of the shuttle, and immediately he deployed Laserbeak, who transformed and flew off with his orders to scout the area and report back. Whiterod then emerged from the shuttle, his Aquacons right behind him, spreading out as they exited the ramp. Whiterod looked around, and performed a quick optical scan.
           The scan was inconclusive, but he carried on with his mission. He got everyone to fan out and cover as much ground as possible, with Minirod staying behind to guard the shuttle. Little did any of them know, something was going on a little whiles away, something that would change the face of not only the Decepticons, but perhaps all of Cybertron.
          
           A machine. A large machine. His spark had come to a stop in front of the machine, pondering what to do next. But just as he was figuring this out, the machine spoke to him.  
          "Megatron." said the machine, which looked like a whole computer system that would be used as a mainframe.
           Megatron's ghostly image sprang forth, so he could respond. "Who are you?" asked Megatron, his voice sounding old and fatigued. The machine began a humming sound before responding.
          "I am he who will give you back what you used to be, what you have lost, what is rightfully yours." it explained.
          Before Megatron could answer, the side of the machine opened, revealing something hanging from a metal support, something that looked like, his old body! He the spark flew and hovered around this body, and before he could react, was plucked by some large grappling object, and placed inside the open chest cavity of the inactive body.
          As he became connected to this body, energy shot out from the large machine, creating a rumble that could be heard from all over the planet, a rumble that began to crumble the machine, it's power finished with the connections. And finally, as though it had seemed like a long time in coming, the machine exploded, and was destroyed, the last remnants of Unicron, his spark dissolving, no longer of use to the universe.
          After the shrapnel and dust settled on the ground, everything was motionless again, and only one thing seemed to have remained at that very spot. His optics coming to life with a bright flash of red, his fusion cannon humming with energy, his spark had become one with the machine once again.  There stood Megatron, leader of the Decepticons once again.
           
          Confusion. He hated confusion, in any of it's forms. He was still trying to figure out the information that Shockwave sent him. Just when he thought he had it figured out, a large explosion of some sort knocked him off his feet, and he landed with a loud clang on the ground. He looked up to see a spark fly up into the air, then vanish into nothingness. He wondered what that was all about, and got to his feet and started walking towards the smouldering hole in the ground, only to find that the hole was a large gaping hole, one that the shuttle could be landed
in with room to spare.
          The smoke continued to billow as he made his way down to the bottom of the gaping hole. Then his comm unit crackled to life. 
          "Minirod to Whiterod, I got a stable channel going. Do you copy?" 
          "Yes, I copy." responded Whiterod, still making his way though the smoke. If he thought his confusion was bad now, he was in for a surprise. Suddenly, his optical sensors picked up slow movement to his right, so he turned, and drew his rifle, leveling it at the movement. A silhouette among the smoke turned into a solid for, one which didn't seem remotely possible.  
          "This can't be!!!" he exclaimed, anyone on the comm channel hearing it. 
          "What??" asked Minirod. "What do you see?" 
           Whiterod said nothing for a moment, a very long moment, before answering back, uncertainty and awe in his voice.
           "It's Megatron....he's back!!" he said, as the comm fell dead silent.

                                          ------------------------------------------

Chapter 5 ‑ Leadership

            "Go on. Shoot me. See what good it does you!" exclaimed Megatron as he looked past the long barrel of his fusion cannon, which was trained on Whiterod. By now, the rest of the Decepticons present had joined Whiterod in the pit, and were staring in disbelief at what they saw. They all knew the fate this same Megatron had suffered at the hands of Unicron those few years ago. They wondered how this was possible, but rather than speak, they focused on Whiterod, unsure of what he would do. It was then that he chose to respond to the comment. 
           "I see no reason to shoot you." said Whiterod as he lowered his weapon, but kept his optics on Megatron.
            "A smart decision on your part." said Megatron. "Now....I don't recall you. Identify yourself." he ordered. 
           Whiterod took a cautious step forward then replied. "I am Whiterod. I currently lead the mighty Decepticons." he replied. Megatron pondered this for a moment, and looked up to the sky for a few seconds before turning his attention back to the other Decepticon.
           "Indeed. You will fill me in on what I have missed in my absence." he said. Whiterod agreed, and the two Decepticons walked out of the pit together towards the shuttle, Whiterod filling in Megatron with all available information, with the others following not far behind. 

           After the long talk, they stopped for a moment, and Megatron turned towards Whiterod.  
           "You have managed to unite most of the Decepticons, even though they are not all on the same page. Impressive." he said quietly.
          Whiterod just nodded, and the pair began to move again, getting closer to the
parked shuttle.
           Whiterod stopped in front of the door and adressed Megatron.
           "Megatron. I must know something." he started. "Have you come back to lead us once again?" he asked. 
           Megatron looked up at Whiterod briefly. "Perhaps." he said as they boarded the shuttle, the rest of the Decepticons following suit. Within a cycle, the ramp withdrew, and the shuttle was blasting off, heading back to Cybertron, it's passenger sure to surprise everyone.

            Shockwave stood at the computer terminal, silently cursing it for taking up too much time to do something. 
          ‘This machine is pile of slag.'
           He was just about to punch the stupid machine when an alarm went off in the base. He flicked on an external view of the base. The shuttle was returning. He quickly shut off the viewer and rushed down the hall to the hangar bay where the shuttle was in the midst of entering. He stopped and waited for the shuttle to fire it's thrusters and land before he strode over to the
main hatch, waiting for the ramp to lower. The ramp began to lower, and two forms strode out of the shadow and into the light. The first was Whiterod, but when the second form appeared,
Shockwave stared in disbelief. He adjusted his optics, then stepped forward.
          "Megatron! My lord, is it really you??" he asked, with a touch of awe in his
surprised voice.
           Megatron looked at him, then spoke. "Shockwave, you're loyalty still precedes you." he said. "Yes, it is I." he finished as he walked down the ramp of the shuttle, Shockwave following him, who was following Whiterod down the hall to the main room of the lab. Shockwave pondered how all of this was possible.
          ‘Perhaps it'll all become clear soon.' 

           The computer terminal blinked to life as Whiterod's hands flew over the controls and brought up a schematic of Cybertron, highlighting the areas in which Decepticons were prominent, and they're bases stood. He noticed Megatron staring at the one point of the schematic. "
           What's this big blue dot over here?" he asked. Whiterod looked at the area, then managed a laugh.
           "That's this base, and us." he replied, slightly amused. Megatron glanced at Whiterod briefy. "Ah. I see." he said quietly. Whiterod wondered why Megatron had come back. Was it to lead the Decepticons again? Perhaps, but sort of pointless, as it was himself that got them back together and working as a unit again in a short time. He knew his questions would probably be answered soon, but his curiosity had been peaked when he first found Megatron among the smouldering remains of a Quintessian installation, of which Megatron had not identified.
           Whiterod frowned for a moment before turning his attention back to the controls and went back to scanning the area. Within a short time, he was beginning to receive calls from a lot of other Decepticons who had heard that Megatron had come back. When asked about the leadership, Whiterod had declined any statement, uncertain of what lay ahead. As much as he wanted Megatron to lead again, he didn't really want to give up what he achieved, but rather to improve on it.
            An explosion ruined his train of thought, then the alarms rang out through the base.  
            "WHAT GIVES??" he yelled. 
            Shockwave yelled back from the far door, "Autobots!" as he drew his weapon, battle ready. Whiterod headed for the door, his weapon drawn as he arrived outside the same time as Megatron, who had started to fire his fusion cannon at a strafing Autobot.
            "Die Autobots!" he yelled as he fired another burst. He then turned to Whiterod, grinned, and transformed to his gun mode, Whiterod catching him in his left hand, and began firing. The other Decepticons ceased fire and stood aside, watching as a fusion burst lanced out and blew a hole through an Autobot's shoulder, sending him backwards ino the ground.
            "It's-it's Megatron!" an Autobot yelled as they pulled back before retreating, in
disbelief, and at a slight tactical disadvantage as Whiterod's other troops took up positions and opened fire on them. Megatron stood before the carnage a moment later, having quickly transformed back to his robot mode, grinning to himself.

           Astrotrain frowned as he spoke with Soundwave over the comm.
           "Megatron is back for real?" he queried. 
           "Affirmative." replied Soundwave.
           To Astrotrain, this was more confusing than most things he had encountered in the time since his initial activaition. 
           "Okay. I'll arrive shortly. Astrotrain out." he said. He had much to ponder before he arrived at Whiterod's headquarters back in the vastness of Polyhex.
            He had done a short trip to Earth to pick up some components for something that the Constructicons had been designing as of late. As he neared Cybertron, he couldn't help but ponder the significance of the happenings. He figured that if Megatron was Decepticon leader once again, all of them might unite and fight for the cause, rather than keep up the pointless skirmishes that had been resulting in more loss than gain as of late.
            Astrotrain entered orbit, then fired his thrusters, and descended down towards the surface transforming to his train mode and continuing on the ground upon landing. Within a few cycles, Astrotrain had entered Polyhex, and was near the heart of the city when he came up to the structure that was Whiterod's main base, it's blast door/entrance with shadows upon it.
           He transformed to his robot mode, and tapped in a code into the control pad next to the door, and it opened suddenly with a loud clunk, and he stepped through the threshold, and the door closed behind him. He walked down the short corridor and arround the corner in the main area. What he saw startled him at first, and he let out a bit of a yelp. Megatron and the others in the main area turned all at the same time, much to the dismay of Astrotrain.
          "Ahhh. Astrotrain. How good of you to drop in." said Megatron, with a touch of laughter in his voice. Whiterod and the others managed a slight grin at the small bit of humour, then awaited a response from the other Decepticon. There was a brief second of silence before Astrotrain responded.
          "When I was told you had come back, I was skeptical at first." he explained.
          Megatron stood there, no expression on his face, listening to what Astrotrain had to say.     
          "But it's obvious you've come back to lead us into glory once again." finished Astrotrain, his optics blinking briefly at the sight of Megatron examining his large fusion cannon as he listened. What shocked him even more was the fact that Megatron had now trained that very fusion cannon on him, a grin now on his face.
            "You see, you did desert me when I fell victim to Prime." started Megatron, as he charged his cannon. "You didn't serve me as well as I would have hoped. Too bad for you." his voice trailed off as he fired a burst of concentrated fusion energy, which lanced out and caught Astrotrain in his left side under his chest plate. He toppled over, smoke pouring out of the wound. Whiterod and the others immediately looked to Megatron, who had lowered his weapon and begun laughing to a certain degree. Whiterod spoke up.
           "Was that really necessary? We need our troops intact!" he said in a loud tone.
           Megatron turned slowly and addressed the other Decepticon. 
           "He's not dead. My weapon's charge was low." explained Megatron. "He'll live. For now." Just then, Astrotrain came to, and spoke, hoping someone heard him amidst the crackling of his damaged circuits. 
          "Enough! I'll serve you!" he yelled. Megatron's evil grin was prominent again as he replied. "Excellent." he said as some of Whiterod's minions got Astrotrain onto an anti‑grav sled and took him to the repair bay.
           Megatron turned to the others present and adressed them, in his most serious tone. 
           "Let this mark my return as leader of the Decepticons!" he said, as he raised his fusion cannon into the air. 
           "Decepticons FOREVER!" he yelled, as the others present began repeating it, knowing there was a new age for them being ushered in.

           Whiterod sat at his terminal, examining the reports from the recent battle that Megatron had won for the Decepticons. Three days had gone by since Megatron has re‑claimed his leadership of the Decepticons, and already they had won a major battle against the Autobots, their lives given new purpose by the resurgence of their cause.
             He knew his own plans of leadership had to be put on hold once again, and it was this that annoyed him most. He knew it was his time to lead, his time for glory, his time to be victorious in battle. He would have to abide by Megatron for now. But when time time came, he knew he would be ready to act.


                                                ‑‑‑‑‑‑‑‑‑‑‑‑‑‑‑‑‑‑‑‑‑‑‑‑‑‑‑‑‑‑‑‑‑

Chapter 6 ‑ Imprisonment

            Treachery. Corruption. Deceit. Only a few of the things the Decepticons stood for. Cruetly and chaos soon followed. These traits were almost commonplace within their ranks. But treachery, and only treachery seemed to be the most generic. And yet when one Decepticon turned on another, surprise would occur and remain.
            So unprepared were some, so overconfident, that they began to believe that it could'nt happen to them due to the level of fear and motivation imposed upon their subordinates. Megatron was a victim of this very epidemic. Even though he was aware when someone wanted to take him out, or challenge him, sometimes it would surprise him, and surprise him good.

           Whiterod made his way back to the command module of the base, speeding along the ground in his automobile mode. He neared the base after another long, sloping corner, and screeched to a halt. Whiterod transformed back to his robot mode with a familiar mechanical noise, and began a short walk to the main entrance.
           Upon reaching the heavily fortified entrance, he tapped in a code on the control pad attached to the side of the door, and stood patiently as the door slowly slid open. He walked inside, then the door began to shut behind him. Whiterod made his way into the control room to see Astrotrain and Microrod sitting in front of opposite consoles, checking area readouts.
           He was about to speak, then caught notice of Megatron standing at the main viewport at the far wall. 
          "Don't you ever regenerate?" asked Whiterod.
          Megatron turned slowly and considered the query before responding. "No. I have no need for regeneration." he replied.
          Whiterod shrugged before wandering over to Microrod's station.
         "Bring up the records for that hidden base we found outside Telex." he said.
          Microrod blinked then replied. "That information has been classified. Only Megatron can access it." 
          Whiterod scowled. "WHAT!! I was the one that found that slagging base!! I want the files...NOW!!" he yelled. 
          By this time, Megatron had made his way over to the station. "Is there a problem here?" he asked, a faint grin on his face.
          Whiterod scowled more. "Yes. Why is MY file restricted to only you?" he asked.                 
          Megatron laughed. "Your file? How quaint. I am leader, therefore I can restrict anything I want, Lieutenant." said Megatron.
          Whiterod's optics began to glow as he studied Megatron carefully. He knew what he had to do. "We shall see." he said as he turned and walked out the same door he had entered. Megatron looked to the now‑empty doorway with a slight grin on his face again. 
          "Yes. We shall." 

          Whiterod stood outside the base, pondering the future among other things. His thought process became interrupted as his scanners picked up some unfamiliar objects heading his way a short distance away. Whiterod scanned the objects, which were now getting closer.   
          "Autobots." he mumbled as the scan completed. He drew his rifle and trained it on the lead Autobot, and fired, letting loose a concentrated burst of plasma energy.
           A moment later there was an explosion as bits of shrapnel flew about, followed by an Autobot which had careened into something. He looked closer. 
          "Not bad. One shot, two Autobots." he said to himself as he noticed a second Autobot, the lead in a heap of burning parts.
           He began to walk towards the damaged Autobot, his weapon still trained, and the other three transforming and taking up a position. He chose a target and was about to fire when three streaking figures descended and landed in front of him between himself and his opponents.    
          "What the slag?" he said as he swore a curse and sped up. As he approached the group, he watched as the Autobots fell to the ground one by one, the other Decepticons standing tall over them, they're weapon's barrels still smoking from the discharges. 
          "No!! They're mine!!" he yelled. The group turned to face him. It was two of his Aquacons, Thrasher and Cutter, with Megatron standing in front of them.
           "Yours? You couldn't even finish them off. The ‘Great' Whiterod indeed. You're beginning to remind me of that fool Starscream."
           Whiterod sizzled with anger and hatred, and could bear it no more. He drew his rifle and trained it on Megatron, his optics flashing a brilliant red.

           He couldn't believe what he saw when he turned on the viewer to the spy frequency. Whiterod and Megatron with their weapons pointed at each other rather than the enemy. Perhaps it was a ruse of some sort? This was no ruse. He knew that optics that intense related to something else entirely. By now, the other four Aquacons and Shockwave had arrived, also staring at the viewer at this harrowing scene.
          Air Slash chose then to speak up. "Boss gonna shoot? Slaaag...." he said in awe and confusion, both at the same time. Waverider shrugged as the others watched carefully. This could go either way, they thought, and could very well determine the future of the Decepticons one way or another.

          "Do you really think you could defeat me?" asked Megatron, in a humorous but serious tone. His fusion cannon was fully charged and ready, pointed at Whiterod carefully while he patiently waited for a response. After a few silent moments, it came. 
          "Perhaps," said Whiterod. "But what makes you think that you could defeat me, oh ‘mighty' Megatron?" 
          Megatron pondered this question for a second, then smiled. "I rarely lose. And when I did, I fought a WORTHY opponent, not some half‑wit with crossed circuits." he explained, his only true loss at the hands of Optimus Prime, a former leader of the Autobots. All he had to do now was wait, and see if this younger challenger would let his weapon do the talking. Megatron got his wish, in a big way.

          'Crossed circuits?' The insult bounced around in his brain a few times before he pulled the trigger of his rifle, sending a powerful burst of plasma energy towards Megatron, who was caught off guard, unusual for him. He watched as the burst caught Megatron head‑on in the chest plate, and made him double back and stagger.
          Whiterod readied for another shot, and saw Megatron steady and point his own weapon. Whiterod fired his weapon at the same instant as the discharge from Megatron's cannon. Time seemed to slow right down, both energy bursts heading directly for their respective targets. But rather then hitting their targets, something unpredictable happened.
           The two bursts collided with themselves, a colossal flash of light and explosion occurring shortly threafter. As the explosion rang out, the sheet of flame shot outwards, creating something unseen: a rotating red hole several metres off the ground. Whiterod walked up to it and scanned it, not noticing Megatron approaching behind him, and aiming his weapon carefully.

           "Dammit! Comm is down, and I have NO SLAGGING IDEA WHAT THAT THING IS!!!" yelled Minirod, who was hunched over the console nearest the main viewer. Himself and the others present were now watching the red hole, and Whiterod walking up to it. Minirod saw Megatron sneak up behind his boss, but could do nothing to warn him.
          Muttering a curse, Minirod tried some alternate comm channels, but with no success, as all comm was down for the time being. He could only watch as his boss and friend was about to be shot in the back.

          Whiterod was about to go for a deeper scan of the anomaly, but then remembered that Megatron might be sneaking around him. He whirled around, rifle pointed, to see Megatron's fusion cannon trained on him. He didn't have enough time to react as Megatron fired, the purple blast streaking towards Whiterod. It hit the thickest part of his chest armour, not enough to
pierce it, but enough to send him off‑balance.
          He fell backwards, trying to steady himself, but to no avail as he tumbled into the red floating hole, his form disappearing, and the hole closing behind him and vansihing as if it hadn't been there in the first place. Whiterod was gone. Where he went, nobody knew.
         Megatron lowered his weapon and looked around before speaking.
         "Well. It seems our friend Whiterod has decided to depart on a vacation." he said, starting to laugh at his own statement. The two Aquacons stared in disbelief at the spot where the red hole used to be, not knowing what had just happened. They became utterly silent, then leaped into the air and soared off, leaving Megatron by himself out in the open.
            "Fools. Did they think I would lose?" he asked himself. He stood there, an evil grin on his face. A grin that only Megatron was capable of and could get away with. He knew he had won. Whiterod was but the first, he thought. The first, but certainly not the last.

           Minirod and the others stared in confusion at the view screen, having just seen their boss disappear into the red hole that had been opened by the collision of the two energy weapons. Air Slash hung his head low and pounded a console with a large fist. 
           "NO!!" he screamed. The small group knew that with Whiterod gone, they would have to truly follow Megatron, a prospect they didn't enjoy.
           "We'll find him....somehow." said Minirod, quietly. He knew that it would be next to impossible to find Whiterod, and where he might be. The disappearance was due to the red hole, so that is how he would start. He didn't have a clue as to what actually created the red hole, or what sustained it even. He would have to find out, or Whiterod was truly lost.


                                                               * * * * 

             He stood there staring at the red vastness that lie all around him, a place he had never seen, or been to before. He was alone it seemed, no one around, no structures of any kind. Nothing at all. Just redness. Red sky, if it was indeed a sky, red ground, red hills, total redness.
            The red hole he had fell into had vanished upon depositing him to this strange place. Whiterod had no idea where he was, or more importantly, how to get back. It seemed to him he'd have to make the best of his stay by exploring this place, and hopefully find a way back. One thing was for certain, when he did get back, Megatron would pay.
            He transformed into his automobile mode with the usual noise, and sped off towards the red, rolling hills in the distance, hoping to find something of use on the other side. His sensors picking up nothing so far, he got closer to the hills, they're rough shapes now becoming more distinguished. He noticed that the hills were much larger than he thought, and wondered how
to go about transversing them.
           That was when his sensors spotted a small tunnel at the foot of the hill that was dead ahead. He cautiously drove up to the mouth of the tunnel, and flicked on his headlights, giving the tunnel an eerie glow. Sensors now at full scan, he accelerated once again into the tunnel, leveling off at a moderate speed. The tunnel seemed to go on forever.
           Just then, a rumble started from behind him. He switched to his rear sensors, and they told him there was a cave in. He quickly sped up to avoid the calamity, before stopping further down the tunnel, the route behind him now cut‑off. 
          ‘Well....guess there's no going back.' he thought to himself. The end of the tunnel was getting nearer, and he began to accelerate a bit more, wanting to get to the glowing red light at the end of the tunnel, a light that made him ponder what was beyond it, ponder the future, ponder his revenge against the one that had trapped him here, the one that would face his fury upon his return to the Decepticons....
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