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Chapter One.

“What do you mean you don’t like the idea? I mean, with all the fighting and stuff starting, I’m not sure how safe it is to stick around” 

“What’re ya gonna do, just pack up an’ leave? Ya really think nobody’d notice?”

“I….I don’t know…”

The white and blue bot leaned back in the chair, his thin, yet powerful figure tensing with frustration. His hand rested lightly on his knee, while his other one, a multitool, tapped lightly against the arm of the chair. Timetech had been on the vidphone for barely quarter of a cycle and he was already struggling to explain himself. He turned to look at the screen, gray optics quietly regarding the femme on the other end of the line. “I just don’t think I should really stay around here, I don’t have any place in the fighting, and I figured you were the right person to-”. He leaned back again, the chair creaking slightly as the oddly accented voice on the other end cut him off abruptly. “Shurache, call me when ya wanna go fleein’ from all ya troubles…” the emerald and gray femme sighed, and let her head fall, staring at something off screen for a moment before she responded “I’ll see what I c’n do for ya darlin’, but I ain’t promising nothin’. Ohkay?” The white truckbot grinned and sat forward as if to say something, when a creak sounded from the doorway. His hand shot out in a blur of white, and the vidscreen dimmed and clicked off. Timetech turned in his rotating chair, smiling sarcastically at the small white and red figure who poked his head in the entry.

 “Who are you talking to this time? You’re not on break yet” the smaller bot jokingly scowled at Timetech, laughing cheerfully as he stepped into the room. It was amazing how brave this little guy was. Barely half the height of anybody else at the compound, he was willing to yell and growl at anyone, no matter how easy it would be for them to crush him. Timetech smiled, and put on his best innocent face. “Talking to? Mwa? I haven’t touched the vidphone” This earned him a glare. “Well, I guess you caught me” he smiled, balling his hands under his chin girlishly and sighing, “She’s the most beautiful femme to ever step upon the glossy walkways of Delatacon” A datapad bonked him upside the head, and he started laughing. “What? You asked who I was talking to-“ “Gah, quiet you and out of here, I’m supposed to call Fireflare” The white and red bikebot waved his hand, shooing the truckbot towards the door. “Whassamatter, you gonna get all smoochy? That why you don’t want anyone in here?” Timetech laughed, making kissing noises at his companion, who visibly fumed. “Ok, that’s it, get our fat skid outta here and back into the ops room, I want the sim set up by the time I’m done” Timetech saluted “Yes ma’am Swipehead” he saluted, hand angled down between his optics, looking rather goofy. Webswipe growled, looking rater apathetic as the white and blue truckbot made his hasty retreat.

The bikebot sighed, and clambered up into the chair, feeling very childish. It was obviously way to big for him, but this compound wasn’t designed to accommodate minibots. He sighed, smiling halfway as he peered back at the doorway his friend had left through. He’d met Timetech nearly 6,000 megacycles ago, not too long after he’d been first activated. Sure, the bigger bot teased him a lot, but they really did get along well. He shook his head slowly, his mind pulling him back to the task at hand. One grayish hand reached out and flicked on the vidphone, tapping a few keys. He waited a few moments, until an image popped up. It was a femme, slender, delicate, and beautiful, by almost everyone’s standards. She was red, with orange armour plating and yellow frame highlights, living up to her name magnificently. “Hello Fireflare” Webswipe greeted, smiling happily. Her yellow optics lit up, and she smiled too. “Hello Swipe, what’re you doing? I didn’t expect you to get away long enough to call me today”, she laughed, her musical voice sounding wonderful, even over the imperfect signal. He couldn’t stop smiling, just listening to her voice send his mood soaring. “Well, I’d blow up the compound if it meant I could talk to you everyday”, she laughed, tuning to look at something off screen. “I can’t talk much longer, I’m expected back at the med building soon, but I was going to ask you if you’d mind Coupler coming over tonight…she’s been so despondent since Spark left to join the recruits”. He frowned as her expression turned a bit worried. “No problem! I’m just glad she’s got a friend like you.”, he smiled again, trying to look helpful. Fireflare perked up a bit, looking much more cheerful at his response. “Thanks Webswipe…It’s great to have someone like you who understands.” She pressed one hand against the screen, and he placed his hand over it, a little twinge of pain in his chest. She smiled again, her beauty shining like suns of Karan. He sighed and let his hand drop as the monitor flickered off, still grinning.

A big annoying brown head stuck it’s way in the entry as he turned, an annoyingly squeaky voice grating across his audials. “Hey Swipe, are you coming? Tech’s had the simulation set up for a couple thousand astroseconds already.” “Yes Tap, I’m coming” Webswipe sighed, wincing slightly. Out of all the bots in the compound, he had to get the assistant with broken vocals. He slid out of the chair, and walked into the next room, noting that the blue and purple bot standing in the observation enclosement was all fitted up for the sim. “Okay, is everyone ready?” the brown carbot and his green and yellow companion both nodded, and Timetech shifted his multitool into a plug, and inserted it into a socket on the console, giving Webswipe a thumbs up. The red and white bikebot moved forward and sat down, pulling a tiny cord from the console and plugging it into the side of his head. His optics deactivated, and he pressed his hands to a set of pads on the unit. “Seeksnare, initialize the simulation. Timetech, are you ready?” he noticed how his own voice seemed to echo inside his head. “Yeah, I’m ready” the truckbot’s oddly tinted voice called from a few meters away. 

An image finally came into focus, and Webswipe silently cheered. It worked! He’d spent a couple megacycles working on this system, and now it would hopefully function properly. By plugging himself in, he could observe the bot in the simulation. Their actions, what they saw, and other important statistics like runtime, their fuel circulation rate, and all the stuff the higher-ups wanted to know. Pity it was a combat simulation though….He’d much rather have run this bot through one of his labyrinths. A timer and a row of histograms lined up along the top of his view, as he watched the bot scramble across terrain, through trenches, and dodge missile and laserfire. Webswipe loved to see how people reacted to things…everything from joy to terror - it was all intriguing. Thus, he was very glad the simulation viewer was working properly. He tapped a finger on the pad, dragging his angle of view across and in front of the bot, watching his facial expression carefully. Then, he tapped something else, guiding the simulation through a few different lines. The sim-immersed bot was shot at, chased by tanks, and then driven underground by laserfire from seekers overhead. He bent over to rest, hands on his knees as his air intakes struggled to cool off his systems. Webswipe watched, panning his view around, examining the corridor walls and dim lighting, a line nearby dripping ever so slowly with leaked energon. The bot paused, his frame still heaving as he looked around. Must find a place to rest…must refuel…
Tap looked up from his console, frowning at his yellow and brown friend. “Seek…this doesn’t look right. No mech should suffer from energy drain like this; it looks like he’s actually been in a battle. Would you check his vitals?” the carfemme nodded absently and typed away, optics flickering back and forth across her three readout screens. “I don’t see anything wrong, it might just be him” Seeksnare answered back doubtfully. Tap frowned, “I don’t think a problem like that would have gotten past screening. Tech? Wake up Web, I need to know if it’s something in the sim itself.” Timetech snorted, frowned, and sent a comm to Webswipe, watching the bot in the observation area. The bot straightened up, and reached his hands out, putting them against the holographic wall in front of his helmet, running them up and down until he looked like he’d grabbed onto something. He leaned forward and latched his mouth onto it, looking like he was drinking something. Simulations are so cool Timetech thought, pity they have to be used for combat training.
Webswipe smiled, panning his view around to watch the bot stand up, his optics flaring as he tried to see in the darkness of the corridor. He smirked slightly, his frame no longer heaving, and reached out, running his hands across the battle-marked corridor wall. He latched one hand around the energon leaking pipe, and tipped his frame forward to drink from it. It’s like a starving organic drinking from a spring the Bikebot thought, dragging one hand across the pad in front of him to bring up a new list of commands. “Hey, you alive over there?” Timetech’s voice echoed in his mind. He sighed, hating to be interrupted. “Yeah, just watching our little friend here be stupid while thinking he’s resourceful.”. There was a dead silence from Tech’s end of the line for just a moment, as Webswipe watched the bot’s frame suddenly jerk back. A Cyberorganic beast loomed behind him, possessing several tentacles and a number of teeth no living being should ever possess. The simbot managed to snake free of it’s grasp, and subbed in a pistol, sidestepping along the corridor with the wall to his back as he shot at the thing. Webswipe drug his hand across the panel again, tapping his fingers on a couple more menu options, watching as the beast thrashed out, knocking a hole in the wall beside the bot and suddenly lashing it’s way down the corridor, the poor bot racing away to escape it.

Seeksnare straightened up from her console, frowning as she watched the bot in the observation area suddenly start running to one side, the flooring underneath it rolling so it stayed stationary in the glass enclosure. She looked down at it’s vitals, watching it’s energy levels fluxuate. “Hey Tap…can we get a line in to see if his actual readings have changed? Because his self-diagnosis systems are reading as if he just processed more energon…” The brown carbot started typing, and paused, putting a hand to the side of his head thoughtfully, examining the readout screen. “No…” his squeaky voice chirruped. “He’s actually starting to drop down into the red, we should pull him soon.” “No, leave him in there”. Webswipe’s voice was suddenly flung into the room. Tap looked across at the bikebot, who was sitting there staring at things nobody else could see while tapping and dragging his fingers across the touchpad beneath his hands. “I want to see what he does next”. Seeksnare sighed, and hit a button, leaving her console to auto-record while she went and sat down on the side of the room. Timetech watched the bot in the simulation suddenly roll to one side, landing on the floor, and the armour panel on his shoulder blow out as a fuel line burst. “Woah, Seeksnare! Get Medical!” he stepped back as far as he could, hand still plugged into the console. Tap rushed forward, slapping Webswipe on the side of the head as he pulled the door to the enclosure open, rushing in to the injured bot on the floor. Seeksnare cursed as she shoved the door open, rushing out into the hallway while calling loudly for a medic over her comm. Webswipe powered his optics back up, reaching up and calmly unplugging the cord in the side of his head and setting it back down on the console. He leaned forward and rested his arms on the pannel to look disinterestedly at the profusely leaking bot in the observation area. Timetech hit a button and pulled his multitool out of his console, stepping out of the way of a set of medics who rushed past him to enter the enclosure through the door on his side. The white and blue truckbot looked worriedly over at his friend, a frown creasing his features. Webswipe sighed and shook his head, muttering something about an incomplete file, and got up, quietly leaving the room. Seeksnare stepped sideways past him as he left, looking at Timetech. “What’s up with him?” her light and airy voice called across to Tech as she frowned. “I don’t know…” he intoned quietly, peering past her out the doorway after his friend.

He rolls to the side, acts like he’s shooting, and gets hit, but the armour plating on his shoulder pops off, the joint sparks, and a fuel line bursts, splattering fuel everywhere. Tap freaks and slams the simulation shutdown button, and Seeksnare dashes in to drag him out, ranting about medical attention. Scene ends with Webswipe leaving the lab with a look of disgust.

Later that day, Webswipe is sitting and having a drink in the cafeteria, when Timetech comes in. He talks about how swipe’s gonna be in serious trouble for that, yada yada yada, too realistic. swipe only replies with how maybe an injury causing sim will teach them to not get hit. tech leaves, looking worried.

after that evening, swipe’s gathering up his datapads to leave when Scoperunner perches lithely on the top corner of his cubicle. She seems to have innuendo for him, but he’s very adamant about not wanting her, and she sorta huffs and tells him that he’s been released. Surprised look, shock, stuttering rambling about w-what? fired, no, how can I tell flare, and she’s all like, it’s your problem and leaves. We follow her, leaving swipe looking dejected at his desk. She heads outside, and is on a Decepticon commline, talking about the information yada yada yada. Here we learn that she’s a ‘con spy, who purposely orchestrates an attack on a med research lab not only for the information gained, but out of spite for Fireflare because she wants swipe. major foreshadowing here.

Scene change to dinner, swipe, Fireflare, and Coupler are sitting around having some good ‘gon, while flare and Coupler talk about their day at work. They’re working on a new prototype jetbot, and having trouble with the configuration. They prattle on for awhile, until the conversation comes around to the oddly quiet Webswipe, who tells them that he was fired because of the simulation accident. they’re all sympathetic, and yada yada yada. Coupler leaves.

Webswipe peered over at the still form of Fireflare, his optics glowing dully in the darkness. He turned his head away from her, resting his forehead on his knees lightly. ‘What happened? Something’s different. I don’t believe it, but I think I actually –enjoyed- causing pain to the bot in that simulation today…’ he shook his head, and looked back over at Fireflare. His optics ran lightly up her frame until they came to rest on her peacefully offline features. He reached out one hand and gently ran a cobalt finger down the side of her face. ‘Fireflare…It can’t be true. I don’t think I could ever hurt anyone. I don’t know what you’d say if you found out…’ He let his hand fall, clinking lightly against the metal of the recharge berth and looked across the room. It was small…but it was all they needed. A flash crossed his mind, the brown bot laying on the ground, hands clasped to the side of his helmet as his vocalizers crackled and sparked, not even able to cry out in pain as fuel poured from his ruptured shoulder line, puddling darkly on the ground beside him as he thrashed around. The bikebot halfway smiled, and then dropped his head between his knees again, laughing quietly. “Oh Flare, I’m so glad you’re not awake now. You’d surely think something was corrupt in my programming” he tipped his head back, a dreamy look on his face as he continued to quietly laugh. ‘So what if I enjoyed it? It doesn’t matter now…’ Webswipe sighed, and rocked slightly before curling up beside Fireflare’s quiet, still form, his own optics fading away into dark.

The next day, action follows Fireflare, and she and Coupler are in the medlab, doing work on this new prototype jet [Cypher-don’t let on yet]. Final stages, they’re working on the laser core. We learn of an explosion hitting one side, and a Decepticon raid taking place. Battle and chaos ensues. Coupler is downed, and Fireflare is injured while trying to protect her. Scene flash here, a comm. goes to Webswipe, visually following his action. He’s been working on a visorpiece for Fireflare, much like his own, and is putting the final touches on it when he gets a crackle signal from her. He learns about the attack on the medlab, and is ready to rush out there to find her. Action flip back to her, who’s drug Coupler out of the place. The con’s are pulling out, and we see flare mourning over coupler’s lifeless shell. she extracts the personality program, only to be killed by a vengeful Scoperunner for reasons she doesn’t understand. We see a purple optic’d jetfemme pound laserfire into scope’s backside just before flare’s visual feed fades.

Scene flip to Webswipe, who shows up at the medlab in cyber-bikemode. He’s all panicked looking, and goes hopping through the debris. A search team finds him, and gives him the news of her death, he sees her shell, dramatic scene. Webswipe’s thoughts revealed, he’s hateful. The Autobots weren’t trained well enough, weren’t prepared, and flare died because of this. He leaves the scene, dropping his sygil-piece in the rubble.

scene change forward to much later in time, when swipe’s wandering around in a half destroyed art district. He’s low on energy, beat to hell (like that was hard to do) and is really sullen. He’s got no visor now (broken or lost), and is generally looking like shit. Through his thoughts, we can see that he’s been on his own for six years. He stumbles across an encampment, and is looking through stuff. He hears voices, and is struggling to escape when he comes face to face with Timetech, who is blatantly a neutral. He takes swipe into the group, where he’s hastily introduced to Synchline the medic, who puts a fuel feed into his line and starts pulling off web’s thin armour to tend to pressing injuries. Tech is busy explaining how he, from the start of the war, wanted nothing to do with any of it, and was actually planning to go neutral before the attack on the medlab that killed Coupler. 

Scene flips over: diaryesque entry by Webswipe, talking about the time he’s spent with the neutrals [list names, functions, and personalities]. Phoenix interrupts him, [she’s all friendly and flirty] and starts talking about the raid they’ve been planning. It’s that evening, and he has the job of plugging into the security system and making it go *fizzle* he’s a bit iffy about this, restating that he refuses to work with viruses, but she’s totally confident in him and gives him a little peck before she leaves.

Scene flip to Webswipe entering a main room on the little battered transport ship. Synchline is once again working on her mural, and Streakdraw’s beautiful singing echoes through the room. He sits and zones for awhile, listening to the music and watching synch paint, until Hardwire turns and slaps him in the arm. He smiles, and sits down to do work X with planning the raid. Timetech is rambling on about how important timing is, how everything has to be done at just the right point or it’ll all fail, but swipe just sorta zones him out. Here’s a really cool scene with a holographic walkthrough displayed by Smoketrail, designed by Webswipe, and swiped from the base by Fastpace. Streakdraw comes in to watch it, and is idly reassembling a piece of repaired weaponry to the side of the room. They do a flyover view and then internal schematics of the place they’re trying to go, and how they can get there, what’s inside, ect ect ect. Phoenix goes around and explains all of it, displaying her leadership of the small group. They plan for the raid, and take off. Along the way, Timetech approaches Webswipe with a dark purple visorpiece (to match his new paintjob), a gift from himself and Smoketrail (who has small amounts of hardware knowledge courtesy the time-obsessed bot). It’s a more advanced piece, that allows him to display and collect information by wiring it into his optics via the information port on the side of his helmet.

Signal style scene, with nothing but comms and sound effects, describing their infiltration of the base, Streakdraw being shot at, and Webswipe screaming for Synchline to come help.

They manage to escape with some energy, carrying their wounded, with a combination of skill between Timetech, Webswipe, and Smoketrail. Timetech cracks into the base’s poorly defended computer system, pulling up tracking stats for all entities onboard ship. Eight of the inhabitants are rushing towards them. Webswipe neural links with Smoketrail, and they do a really cool thing with the incoming mechs. The first five are hit with Webswipe’s bolts (designed by Streakdraw) and are injected with a hyperactive hallucinogen, which Smoketrail brings to life with horrifying holograms that they believe are shredding into them. Here’s an introspective view from inside one of the mech’s heads, seeing this thing tear into him and having his systems overload and shut down because of it. All five of them drop, and one of the other three is hit with a bolt, and is ‘attacked’ by the hologram. the last two see all their comrades down, and pissbolt. Webswipe halfway collapses from neural overload (on the spot coding the program in his bolts) and Phoenix, Hardwire dragging away Timetech, Fastpace, Streakdraw and Synchline, who was shot down while trying to repair pace while the hologram attack scene takes place. Smoketrail cargos out Webswipe with the energy they stole. 

Diaryesque scene, Webswipe logging how Hardwire is slowly system-failing from energon deprivation because his systems are too badly damaged to intake it properly, how Phoenix being dead has everyone hopeless, how Synchline is just rotting away in the corner, having lost motion in most of her body (still cheerful as ever), her self repair systems taking far too long and nobody else having the medical knowledge to help her recover. Fastpace is recovering very well, but is still injured, Streakdraw, who’s singing can be mournfully heard over the whirr of their damaged ship, Smoketrail who’s avidly avoiding Webswipe because of his malicious psychic assault on the mechs, and Timetech, who always did, managed to escape totally unscathed other than being forced into stasis lock.

Sometime a few weeks later, Webswipe sitting in a room with his visor in his hand, and his head in the other, optics covered by his fingers, slouched over with the lifeless graying shell of Streakdraw next to him. Timetech comes in, and swipe explains that she’s dead. Hardline disappeared sometime earlier that day in the ship’s pod, some rambling comm. about his safety around a malicious freak like swipe part of his departure.  Synchline is sitting in the corner, her motion slowly being restored, as she talks with Fastpace and works on her painting carefully with one functioning arm. Smoketrail is using what little repair knowledge he has to work on the ship, which is badly damaged from fleeing fire. (since tech was out of it, he wouldn’t a known any of this, and it makes a convenient way to explain the story action without a narrator) Webswipe and Timetech discuss how it was all swipes fault that they were found, because he didn’t properly disable the security system. Tad bit of angst, cause his best friend is pointing out how blatantly horrible swipe’s fuck up was, that it’s gonna cost the entire unit their lives in the end. He tries to be comforting about it, but never really was a very tactful person, and can’t say much other than what he believes. He leaves, and swipe watches  Fastpace sit down to recharge and Synchline continue to paint. Here, his thoughts are mournful over their lack of energy supplies, and how he can’t see them surviving very long at this rate. 

Scene later is sort of fuzzy, with the ship getting attacked after drifting for so long, Webswipe’s partway offline, his sensors are all half-fried and it’s all confused. He sees Fastpace go down under fire, and hits the floor as a transmission forces itself into his memory banks and he’s knocked offline. Action focus on Timetech, who’s drug swipe to the corner where Synchline’s mural is almost complete, as he fends of fire from three mechs around the corner who keep trying to enter the room. He finally gives up, and blasts a hole through the wall to the outside, dragging the mostly recovered pace and offline swipe with him. The ship explodes (Smoketrail along with it assumedly), sending them plummeting into an asteroid.

Diaryesque setting a couple more years down the line. Webswipe’s finally managed to repair his log, and mentions all sorts of stuff. Timetech, Synchline and himself ended up on an asteroid where another neutral base was, and managed to hitch a ride to Cybertron on one of their raiding party ships, but didn’t want to have anything to do with another group, preferring to stay to themselves. So they’ve been hiding out on Cybertron for two decades, surviving by occasionally stealing energy from small outposts. Webswipe’s been working with viruses, and the bolt design that Streakdraw gave him he’s been able to reproduce, and although expensive, is very effective for knocking out the four or five key guards per target they need to in order to get supplies.

A scene where they go and attack a small Autobot storage outpost, and Webswipe gets slammed in the back with a laser shot on the way out. [show Webswipe sniperdeathing guards with virusbolts, and then taking his hand held darts and throwing/jabbing bots with them] [show Timetech at a console, and Webswipe sitting their nervously downloading data, Synchline keeping the guards back by wedging the door, and then Tech frying the console hardware as swipe leaps away and the bots rush in to tear him away from their database, making things explode and sending two bots flying back from an explosion as time bodily shields swipe from the explosion, synch leaping out of the way and hiding in the next room] [show Synchline hand to hand combating people, and tearing out their neural transmission cords and tackling one bot to the ground, popping open a panel on his back and crushing his spark case with her fist, coming up dripping with fuel as she turns and fistslams the oncoming bot, smashing his face in.]

A scene where Synchline is ready to leave Webswipe for dead because he was an idiot and got shot, how his damned bolts and his repairs take up so much of their vital resources. Timetech steps in and realitychecks her by pointing out how malicious they’ve become, all bots at some point who just violently killed and mauled others. She sort of stops, and sulks, staying quiet the entire time back. Webswipe, laying fatally damaged in the dark of Timetech’s cargo hold, hears tech comforting a sobbing synch over how much they’ve changed. He doesn’t do that well, well….because he never could. He doesn’t understand tact at all.

another two years, and a scene in a dark dripping place deep in the bowels of Cybertron. a small dark figure is huddled in the corner sobbing, sparks emitting from his left shoulder as a larger grimy looking figure with gray optics mutters about failure, and having to leave synch behind in the con base they raided, how even though cons have more supplies, they’re malicious fighters willing to put down neutrals. swipe goes off about how if he had kept his promise and never worked with viruses again, that synch would be just fine (she was hit with one of swipe’s crossbow bolts, because he was slammed in the shoulder with laserfire just as he triggered it, and it went veering off to hit her straight through the lower torso, dropping her instantly as the neural interrupter took effect.) He finally turns and tells swipe to stop crying, it’d have to happen eventually. Swipe doesn’t reply, just quiets down a bit, and turns his head. one cobalt optic is visible through the shattered left side of his visor. tech sighs, and unsubs a really tattered package, handing it to swipe. He looks up at him, one ice blue optic and one purple glow of his visor, an inquisitive look. Tech sighs, and explains that it’s a set of visors for him, both in the same purple colour. he and Smoketrail had made more than one, expecting swipe to crunch his in a clumsy stumble or something, and figured that while they had the materials a couple replacements should be made. web smiles, and unwraps the package halfway, taking out one new visorpiece and rewrapping the package, subbing it away. He moves to unsnap his currently shattered visorpiece, and his shoulder rotor snaps, sending up another shower of sparks. tech tchs and moves forward quickly, carefully removing the shattered glass and setting it aside. his hand does that multi-tool thing, and he starts pulling shards of glass out of swipes face. after awhile, swipe powers down to recharge, and tech smiles. ‘looks like it’s just you and me again, eh buddy?’ he finishes pulling out the shards, and snaps the new one into place, strapping web’s injured arm to his side and carries him as he climbs through rubble up a corridor.

next scene, they’re wandering through an old abandoned art district, web’s arm lashed to his side with a piece of wire, dried fuel caked all along his shoulder, bare joint exposed. he’s talking to tech about how he just can’t believe Synchline is gone. they wander around, casting about through the rubble for anything interesting, until they hear something creeping about. they start to search for it, but are promptly interjected when two seekers go overhead, a bot copter chasing it with laser fire, and a bunch of carbots come zooming through the barren courtyard. a big chaotic battle ensues, and Timetech drags the injured Webswipe painfully behind a large pile of rocks. Tech immediately turns to watch, his gray optics flaring in almost white battlelust as he glances about, before pouncing at and tackling an offsides bot to the ground, tearing out the main fuel line on his neck and stealing his gun. he dodges back behind the rocks, where swipe’s balanced out his crossbow, and is aiming, concentration flickering as lines of coding buzz across his visor at insane speeds, before he lets loose with a bolt, which lances straight through the really thin armour plating of the first bot who’s back is towards him, and jams into the next one’s lower torso, who’s shot through the head by tech’s stolen gun before he even this the ground. Swipe resorts to normal bolts, and tech fires away. they drop a few more with debilitating injuries, but nothing eventful happens until they hear a sound of scraping from a nearby building, and a gray jetfemme stumbles out, leaping into the fray with a laser flying. They fire away until they hear RETREAT echo across the battlefield, and see a bunch of bots fleeing. Web stumbles down, subbing his crossbow quickly, and tech leans over to help him he however turns sharply as a bot walks straight towards them, gun levered up. Tech takes a pot shot at his head, but the gun only fizzles. a mutter of ‘damn, dead batterypack’ is heard before he takes a shot through the chest, dropping down beside web. he just sits there, knowing the bot is coming, before he hears a shot, realizes it wasn’t at him or tech, and pushes himself to his feet with his useable arm. a con approaches them, gun smoking as the body of the bot lays on the ground behind her. She smirks, narrowing red optics in a predatory fashion as she looks over the injured bikebot and his companion. she congratulates the silence-struck swipe and offers him and tech repairs if they want to join the unit. [the con is Scoperunner, and even though she’s gone through a rebuild from her spy-driven Autobot design, she’s still blatantly the same old lecherous bitch] he mentally debates this for a moment, looks down at the injured tech, and realizing its that or their lives, accepts. they’re taken off for repairs.

TRANSMISSION
[flat, toneless voice] We’ve been taken into the unit, courtesy of Scoperunner. Although I have been placed in a higher rank, I hold the firm belief that Timetech got the better end of the deal. I am constantly at her side, the Primus-damned bitch. If it weren’t for tech, I would have just laid there and leaked…but he would have died too, and I couldn’t let that happen. It’s a horrible price though…to spend days and nights at her side. 

diaryesque piece, Webswipe talking in a flat, emotionless monotonic tone of voice about how he and Timetech were placed in higher ranks in the unit, himself at Scoperunner’s side constantly. Seems she wanted him as a mate, and wouldn’t take no for an answer. Since his best friend’s life was on the line, he said yes, submitting to her insane control. he’s stationed to write battle simulations like he used to, and work with tech to design neural force-feeds that inflict injury, mostly for questioning and torture. 

END

epilogue.

Tech’s sitting at a table in a violently lit messhall, with a packet of energon. Swipe wanders in, and tells him, quietly, that he’s been assigned to travel on a ship to Earth. Tech mutely nods, and notes that he never expects to see him again. Swipe merely smirks, optics invisible behind the black visor he’s been using to program with, and sends him the comm that a dying Streakdraw left with him, of a little song [write little piece about friendship here “and even when I’m gone, I’ll always be your friend”] and turns to leave.

Scene change to him packing up the last of his stuff, subbing a small stack of datapads. he swears to himself that he’ll never again touch another virus, and that he means it this time, comparing Synchline’s death with last time he broke his promise. He finishes packing, and sighs. glad that he’s getting away from Scoperunner, hopefully once and for all.

END EPILOGUE

Cast of characters:

Name – Function ==special== (gender, alignment) [status, alignment if changed]

Colours and Alt Mode Information, Weapon

Webswipe – Software Engineer ==none== (mech, autobot) [Alive, Decepticon]

Black and Blue Cybertronian Bikebot, Crossbow

Scoperunner –R&D==sniper== (femme, deceptibot) [Alive, Decepticon]

Black and Red Cybertronian Carfemme, Sniper Leetness :D

Timetech – Hardware Developer ==timing== (Friend, neutral) [Alive, Neutral]

White and Gray Cybertronian Truckbot, Twin Swords

Synchline – Artist & Medic ==fuse pulse==(mech, neutral) [Captured]

Silver and Yellow Cybertronian Carfemme, Shock

Fastpace – Communications ==internal transmissions==(femme, neutral) [Captured]

Brown and Cobalt Cybertronian SeekerFemme, Hand Guns

Phoenix – Tracker ==energy masking==(femme, neutral) [Deceased]

Emerald and Gray Cybertronian SeekerFemme, Energy Bow and Sickle

Streakdraw – Gunner & Vocalist ==insane arsenal==(femme, neutral) [Deceased]

Black and Gray Cybertronian Truckbot, Guess >:3

Fireflare – Developmental Medic (femme, Decepticon) [Deceased, Autobot]

Yellow Orange and Red Cybertronian Jetfemme, Armlasers

Coupler –Mech Design and Creation (femme, mate’s co-worker and friend) [Deceased]

White Cybertronian Carfemme, Arc welder

Smoketrail – Espionage ==hologram== (mech, neutral) [Assumed Dead]

Gray and black Cybertronian Carbot, spiked rope launcher thing.

Hardwire – Pilot ==neural intervention immunity== (mech, neutral) [Runaway]

Orange and Purple Cybertronian Jetmech, Hand Gun and Hook

Seeksnare – Hardware Developer (mech, co-worker) [Alive]

Brown Cybertronian Carbot, Pistol

Tap – Repair and Rebuild (mech, co-worker) [Alive]

Green and Yellow Cybertronian Carbot, Pistol

But it sure is a Nice Day! I think we should all stop fighting because I'm such a fucking Nice Guy!

