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This is Agent Leland Turbo, the British spy car whispered hurriedly. I have a flash transmission for Agent Finn McMissile. Turbo was looking directly into the camera of his audiovisual transmitter, trying to reach headquarters. The agent quickly spun and checked to see if his enemies were approaching. Safe so far. You wont believe what Ive found out here. This is bigger than anything weve ever seen. And no one knows it exists. 

The audio static was making Turbos message nearly indecipherable, but some of his words were crystal clear: Finn, I need backup! The transmission flickered. Then Turbo added, Transmitting my grids now. Good luck. 

Hours later, in the pitch-dark night, a feisty little boat fearlessly made its way through the rough seas of the North Pacific. It stayed on course as its bow alternately rose and slammed down into the oncoming swells. 

On board, Agent Finn McMissile steeled himself as the boat approached the coordinates designated on his dashboard. As one of Britains best spies, Finn had serious business to address tonightclandestine business. 

All right, were hereright where you paid me to bring you, Finns scrappy ride told him as they rocked from side to side. The question is: Why? 

To find a car, Finn answered elusively. 

The tiny boat glanced back at his rider. I hate to break it to you, but there aint nobody out here. 

Finn braced his tires. The little boat was wrong about that. The agency had tracked Finns fellow agent Turbo to these very coordinates. Turbo was somewhere out here, and he was in trouble. Turbo also had informationimportant, top-secret information. 

Suddenly, the bright light of a massive combat ship targeted the little boat. Finn took this as a signal that they were close to his enemy. No one else around here would have high security. He quickly backed into the shadows. 

The combat ship suddenly swung a laser beam directly at the boat and ordered, Turn around and go back where you came from. 

Sorry, buddy, the boat said to Finn. Guess this is as far as we go. 

But no one answered. Finn McMissile was gone. 

As the combat ship navigated the turbulent waters, Finn hung off the large vessels side, unseen. A sudden discharge of orange flame briefly illuminated the darkness. In the flash, Finn could see that the ship was pulling alongside a huge oil derrick. 

He quickly released a high-tech tether that held him to the side of the ship, and drove up to one of the higher platforms. The deck below him was crawling with cheap carslikely inexpensive labor for whoever was running this place. Gremlins and Pacers unloaded crate after crate from a large cargo boat. 

Then Finn heard the unmistakable sound of German engineering. A boxlike blue-green car, wearing a monocle, rolled onto the deck and began shouting orders. 

Too many cars here! Out of the way! 

Finn instantly recognized the car: Professor Z. He was a gifted German scientist whose specialty was designing weapons. He was also at the top of Britains Most Wanted list. Professor Z was willing to do any workterrible and destructive workfor anyone willing to pay the right price. 

Here it is, Professor, a Pacer said as he hovered next to a crate. You wanted to see this before we loaded it? Not even Finn recognized the American agent Rod Redline, working undercover as a Pacer. 

Ah, yes, Professor Z answered. Show me, please. Very carefully. 

Finn silently fired off a grappling hook and slid to the other side of the oil derrick. He watched as a forklift lowered and opened the mysterious crate. Inside was a TV camera packed as carefully as a brand-new windshield. The letters WGP stood out on its side. 

Professor Z was most pleased. Good, good, he said with a thick German accent. This is valuable equipment. Make sure it is properly secured for the voyage. 

Gremlins and Pacers surrounded the crate and began closing it up. Apparently, they were sending it away with the cargo boat. Finn made a note to himself to find out where that cargo boat was headed. 

As the secret agent snapped photos, something else caught his attention. A crane lowered another large crate to the deck for Professor Zs inspection. 

Hey, Professor Z! a Gremlin, aptly named Grem, shouted. This is one of those British spies we told you about. 

Professor Z knew exactly who it was: Agent Leland Turbo. 

Finn got ready to come out of hiding and fight. 
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Finn McMissiles eyes widened when he finally saw Turbo: the agent was already crushed and cubed. 

A blast of flame from the oil derrick suddenly cast Finns shadow onto Professor Z. The Professor made eye contact with his nemesis. 

Its Finn McMissile! Professor Z shouted to his thugs, ordering them to chase down the spy. 

Gremlins, Pacers, and other shoddy cars swarmed onto the catwalk closest to Finn. But Finn was faster and more agile. He shot out his cables, latching on to the crane standing tall above the deck. Nimbly, he swung out and drove straight up the cranes arm, away from the chase. The agent used every trick he could think of to escape. First he released some oil, causing his pursuers to spin out behind him; then he knocked over a stack of oil drums, blocking their path. But when Finn reached the helipad on the top deck of the oil derrick, there was nowhere left to go. The enemy cars surrounded him, their tinny engines whining like a swarm of mosquitoes. 

Finn slammed into reverse…and flung himself off the side of the oil derrick. He hit the water hundreds of feet below. 

Gremlins and Pacers raced to stare down into the turbulent ocean. In a burst of splashing water, Finn surfaced and transformed into a sleek hydrofoil. He sped away from the oil derrick. 

Hes getting away! Acer the Pacer shouted. 

Not for long, a combat ship replied as he released two missiles. The cars on the derrick watched as the missiles exploded. Finns motionless silhouette drifted under the surface of the ocean. Shortly afterward, all four of his tires floated to the surface. Professor Z smiled and called off the chase. It had been a wonderful night. Both Finn McMissile and Leland Turbo had been eliminated. 

Now no one can stop us, Professor Z told his grinning crew. 

But he was wrong: Finn McMissile had transformed into submarine mode and purposely released his tires. As his enemies on the oil derrick turned away, Finn was speeding underwater to return to agency headquarters. 
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At the crack of dawn on the following day, halfway around the world, a rusty, dented tow truck named Mater had his eyes fixed on Route 66, smack in the middle of the U.S.A. Lightning McQueen was returning to Radiator Springs fresh from winning the Hudson Hornet Memorial Piston Cup race. Mater couldnt wait to see him. 

Things had improved mightily since racing champion Lightning McQueen had made Radiator Springs his permanent home. Tourists visited regularly, and the whole dusty town had taken on a shine like a new coat of chrome. And no one enjoyed the reflected glory of Lightning McQueens success more than his buddy Mater. 

Im gonna stay right here in this spot until my best friend, Lightning McQueen, comes home, Mater said, bleary-eyed and exhausted. 

Lightnings girlfriend, Sally, was worried. She and Mater were the only two cars in town who were awake. 

Mater, Sally said with a weary sigh, youve been sitting here for seven days. 

Thats cause I got a special surprise for him, Miss Sally, Mater replied. To celebrate his fourth Piston Cup win. And I want to show it to him first thing. 

Okay, Sally said, driving off. At least move around a little. Your gaskets are gonna dry up. Youre gonna leak oil. 

I never leak oil! Mater called after her. 

But Mater had a bigger problem: he simply could not stay awake any longer. 

Later that day, as Mater snored and snored, Lightning McQueen finally arrived home. All of Lightnings friends were gathered around, eager to see him. Sally nuzzled next to him. And, of course, there was Ramone, the owner of the body shop, and Flo, his wife, who ran the newly refurbished Wheel Well restaurant. Sarge and Fillmore were there, too. Sarge owned the surplus supplies store right next to Fillmores, where the green-and-white van made and sold his own organic fuel. Lizzie, the old black car who owned the curio shop, was settled right next to Red, the fire truck. 

Poor Mater had waited the longest for Lightning to return, and now he was missing the homecoming! 

He looks so peaceful, Lightning said. I dont want to wake him up. 

Okay, move aside! It was Mack, the big rig who drove Lightning to and from his races. Ive always wanted to do this. 

The big rig blasted his horn, startling Mater so wide awake that the poor tow truck raced around town backward at top speedhe couldnt stop! 

Finally, Mater drove right over a cliff! Im okay! he shouted as all his friends raced to his rescue. He had already tossed his hook over a ledge and was climbing back into view. 

Mater? Lightning shouted, worried about his pal. 

Im all right, Mater said. 

But Lightning was concerned. Wow, you just got yourself a nasty dent there, buddy. 

That might be my best dent yet! Mater said proudly. He grinned at Lightning. Maters dents were a sign of friendship and of his many adventures with Lightning. He had gotten dents while tractor-tipping with Lightning, while pulling the race car out of ditches, and even while showing off his backward driving. Hed kept every dent hed ever gotten as a way to remember good times with his best friend. 

Mater, its so good to see you! Lightning exclaimed as soon as he knew Mater was okay. 

You, too, buddy! Mater shouted. Oh! I got something to show you! Youre gonna love it. 

Actually, Lightning said quietly, Ive got something to show you first. 
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Lightning and Mater drove to Doc Hudsons former garage. The town had converted it into a racing museum in Docs honor. Lightning placed his trophythe first-ever Hudson Hornet Memorial Piston Cupin the case alongside Docs and his own Piston Cups. 

I know Doc said these things were just old cups…but to have someone else win it just didnt feel right, you know? Lightning said quietly. 

Mater nodded. Doc wouldve been mighty proud of you, he said. Thats for sure. 

The private moment ended as the two friends took off to join the rest of the Radiator Springs citizens. 

Boy, Ill tell you what, pal, Lightning said to Mater as they drove along together. Its been a long day. All I want to do is 

Stay up all night and party? Mater asked excitedly as they moved toward his salvage yard. 

No.… Lightning hesitated. 

Mater grinned. Go tractor-tipping, then stay up all night long? 

No, Mater. I want to go out for a quiet dinner, Lightning said. 

That sounds like fun, too! Mater agreed. Exactly what I was thinking! 

Lightning paused. I meant with Sally, Mater, he managed to say. 

Thats a great idea! Maters grin got even wider. You, me, and Miss Sally going out for supper! Where we gonna eat? Hey, I knowhow about that new restaurant at the water park down on the interstateKersploosh Mountain? 

Lightning was hoping he wouldnt hurt Maters feelings, but he really wanted to spend special time alone with Sally. I
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