
                                                   
TRANSFORMERS: The Fallen



                                 The shuttle ride was slow and serene, and quite uneventful
from his perspective. Not all missions were this peaceful, especially missions
like this where a great amount of energon was being transported. What with 
the Decepticons lurking, no one could let their guard down, not even for a 
second. The toughest of the Autobots, Brawn was unaccustomed to any kind
of relaxation. He was always ready to go into battle, unafraid of what lay ahead.
                                 In fact, he was hoping for some quick action along the way
to break up the overall quietness of the trip. No one seemed to want to speak, 
intent on their stations and what they were doing. It was all a little too peaceful.
But little did Brawn know that it was about to pick up in a hurry. The shuttle
was now entering Earth’s atmosphere, and began it’s descent through the clouds,
getting closer to it’s destination. A cycle later, the large shuttle began it’s
approach to Autobot City. Just as the mission was about to end, the battle, and
all the carnage that came with it, began.
                                 An explosion shook the shuttle, and pieces of the hull
scattered about the deck as a gaping hole was formed. Brawn swiveled his
chair to watch as through the hole stepped the mightiest and leader of the 
Decepticons, Megatron, along with the Seekers and Constructicons. Brawn 
couldn’t believe what he was seeing. He drew his weapon and stood up as
quick as he could. “DECEPTICONS!!” he yelled as he began firing on them,
his first few shots missing the enemy and deflecting off the wall.
                                 Megatron transformed into his gun mode, flying into the
air as he changed forms, landing in the right hand of Starscream, his treacherous
lieutenant. The trigger was pulled, and a large blast of fusion energy shot forward,
striking Brawn in the shoulder hard. The strongest Autobot of them all fell
backwards and landed on the deck of the shuttle with a loud crash, as his systems
went offline for good, the glow of his optics extinguished.


                                He surveyed the situation, albeit a little quickly, as the battle
for Autobot City raged not too far away. Laser blast after laser blast echoed
throughout the land, both sides dug in, and neither wanting to give up. His forces
would soon be overwhelmed if the tide of the battle were not turned to their
advantage. They needed inspiration and a morale boost to overcome the odds, 
and he was going to give them just that.
                                “Megatron must be stopped,” he stated solidly. “No matter
the cost....” he finished, before transforming into his tractor-trailer form and
speeding down the landing pad ramp, heading for the chaos. As he accelerated
towards the core of the city, several of the Decepticons blocked his path, as if
to block his way in. But nothing was going to stop him. He wanted Megatron
bad, and a few Decepticon cronies were going to pay for trying to delay him.
He gunned his engine, aiming for the first unfortunate Decepticon. With a 
loud smack, his first victim felt the cold, shiny chrome of his grille as it wiped
him out rather quickly.
                              Optimus Prime spun his wheel to the right, and took out the
next Decepticon, totally crushing him. Then, just as he steered for the next one,
his transformed and launched himself into the air simultaneously. Optimus
drew his weapon and fired at a few more Decepticons while soaring before 
maiking a quick descent and landing back on the ground, picking off whoever
was left. It was now time.
                               He walked up a collapsed section of a structure, and found
Megatron lurking in the shadows. He pointed his weapon at his nemesis. “One
shall stand, one shall fall.” he said. Megatron just looked at him with a smirk.
“Why throw away your life so recklessly Prime?” Megatron queried. Optimus
replied immediately. “That’s a question you should ask yourself, Megatron.”
Megatron aimed his fusion cannon at Optimus’ head, but suddenly lowered it
just as quickly. “No! I’ll destroy you with my bare hands!” he exclaimed, before
jumping Optimus Prime and rolling out the door.
                               The hand to hand combat began at that point, with both
combatants inflicting damage on the other. About to go for a blow, Optimus
stepped back a bit, and prepared to throw himself at Megatron. Suddenly,
Megatron picked up a fragment of sharp debris, throwing it at Optimus. The
object catches Optimus right in his mid-section, the energon from the open
wound now crackling. Stunned, Optimus could do little as Megatron grabbed
him by the head. “I’ll rip out your optics!” yelled Megatron.
                               Optimus knew he could not give in. He pulled Megatron
off and threw him hard, the Decepticon slamming into debris with a high
impact. Noticing his weapon on the ground nearby, Optimus walked over
and picked it up, then trained it on Megatron, waiting for a response. “No more
Optimus Prime,” he pleaded. “Grant me mercy, I beg of you!” he finished, his
hand now outstretched.
                               “You who are without mercy now beg for it?” asked Prime.
“I thought you were made of sterner stuff.” he said, about to fire. Just then,
Megatron pulled up a loose gun out of the rubble and opened fire on Prime’s
mid-section damage. “Fall....FALL!!!” he yelled, as several blasts hit the large
Autobot and sent him crashing down. Megatron walked up to the fallen Autobot,
near a ledge, and pointed the laser down upon him. “I would have waited an
eternity for this. It’s over, Prime.” said Megatron.
                                Interlocking his hands together Prime’s reply was simple.
“NEVER!” he yelled as he struck the Decepticon with all his might. Megatron 
fell over the ledge, striking the next one, then slamming into the ground below 
with great force. Optimus, who was looking over the ledge, collapsed due to his
injuries, and fell to the ground with a loud thud, never to get up again.



                                 Now was not the best time to be running experiments, and
he knew it. Shutting down his lab for now, Wheeljack ran out the door and down
the corridor to the small weapons locker he had built and grabbed a concussion
weapon he had designed a while earlier. Those Decepticons would pay for
interrupting his work. He ran towards the lift, wanting to get a few potshots in
with some heavy artillery before he used his own weapon.
                                 The lift elevated him to the top level of the structure he was
in, leaving him at the door to the upper plasma turret. He walked through the open
portal, and took a seat behind the console for the large weapon. Training it on the
group of aerial Decepticons that were bombing the city from above, he opened
fire, sending large bolts of plasma energy their way. A couple small explosions
in midair told him that some of the bursts had hit their mark.
                                 But before he could let loose another barrage upon them, the
turret control room began to explode all around him, the Decepticons now aware
of him. Wheeljack jumped out of his chair an ran out the door to the lift just as
a large burst of energy ripped apart the turret, the massive explosion sending
debris all over the ground below. Reaching the ground, he left the lift, and started
to run down the courtyard, firing the occasional shot up in the air at the attacking
Decepticons, not knowing if he hit anything. 
                                 Wheeljack kept running, heading for the missile launcher 
room. He had seen other Autobots heading in that direction, so he decided to
follow and see what he could do to help while they still had time. Decepticon
laser fire rained down in his direction as he ran, it’s pounding overly relentless.
Concussion weapon still in hand, he stopped and turned, aiming his weapon high
into the sky to take a few quick potshots at the attackers. But that fateful decision 
turned out to be his last.
                                 Before he could get a shot off, a projectile impacted right in
front of him and exploded, sending him flying backwards into the nearest wall,
his body heavily damaged. His last glimpse was that of several Decepticon jets
soaring overhead as he slowly went offline. Wheeljack had made the ultimate error
in judgment, and paid the ultimate price.


                                The day he had been waiting for had finally come. His whole
existence had led up to this very moment. Soon, he would become leader of the
Decepticons. With Megatron out of the way, nothing could stop him. Nothing at
all. The trumpets kept playing, their coronation music slightly off-key, but still
adequate. He stood patiently at the top of the altar, his crimson cape as subdued
as he was for the time being.
                                His time had finally come. After megacycles of being second
to that idiot Megatron, he was ready to take the reins himself and be the supreme
leader of the Decepticons. No more second best amongst his comrades anymore.
It was his time now. The Decepticons were his to lead, and he vowed to himself
that he would crush all that opposed him, as well as do what Megatron failed to
do: Destroy all of the Autobots once and for all. ‘With me in command,’ he
thought, ‘We can’t lose.’
                                The crown was now being carried up to him for placement
atop his head. This was, after all, the first time in a long while that a new leader
was installed. The music continued, and the crown finally made it’s way up the
steps to the altar, and onto his head as a fellow Decepticon put it on for him. He
looked around at his followers to see their reactions, only to hear a noise coming
from somewhere close by.
                               Suddenly, a strange looking jet appeared, and began it’s
approach to the Hall of Heroes, the noise of it’s engines getting louder. The jet
circled around to face the altar, and made a quick landing on the red carpet 
before coming to a halt. A large form jumped out of the jet, which transformed
immediately into a sinister looking robot. Both robots looked somewhat menacing,
and both sported the purple Decepticon insignia. The whole blatant interruption
irritated Starscream immensely. 
                               “Who disrupts my coronation?” he demanded. The robot with
the yellow cannon on his arm spoke almost immediately in response to Starscream.
“Coronation Starscream?” he asked. “This is bad comedy.” finished the robot.
Starscream’s optics went wide as the voice seemed familiar, yet highly unlikely.
“Megatron, is that you??” he queried, unable to figure out how this was all possible.
The robot smirked evily before responding. “Here’s a hint.” he said, just before he
transformed into a cannon with some tank treads.
                                A burst of fusion energy shot out from the cannon and struck
Starscream, who seemed to glow bright while for a few seconds before his form
turned gray, then crumbled, falling to the ground with the crown. Starscream was
now a plie of ash, his newfound leadership gone just as fast as it came. His spark 
rose from the now-destroyed shell into space, beginning a journey that would not 
end, as he had eternity to drift.


                                So close he was! Damn that infernal Matrix of Leadership!
Damn the Autobots! Damn everyone and everything! To get this far only to be 
stopped by that which you have sought to destroy for so long.......  He knew
there was no stopping it. If he was going to go, then he would take several of
them along with him. Suddenly, something burst out of his left eye, the material
shattering upon the impact. The mighty Unicron was now in his final moments,
his fate sealed, and his destiny all but dissolved.
                                They had escaped after all! This could not be! Beams of
energy pierced through his armour as his body began to destruct and fragment,
not able to withstand the power of the Matrix. His body finally gave in, exploding
with such a force that it blew his head off completely, sending into orbit of
Cybertron while the shrapnel that was his body was sent flying elsewhere, all
that was left of the massive body he once had. The head floated all alone quietly,
not functional for the time being. Unicron was no more.    

                                                             THE END    
                         
                                   
