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 Prowl vented a sign of relief. He had been working his hardest the last couple of weeks so that 

he could surprise his lover with a few days of well-earned vacation. It was also meant as a bit of an 

apology for not spending as much time with him as he would like to – as they would both like for him to. 

All he had to do was find the mech after he finished clearing his plans with Prime. There were a few 

minor details that he needed to know and the tactician had outlined who was the best mech to take 

which type of questions to. 

 He knocked on Optimus’s wall next to the door to his office to gain the Matrix-bearer’s attention 

before entering, staying out of the line of sight of the vid feed where Elita-One was displayed. The 

femme commander and he did not get along very well, but were civil to each other – in a political sort of 

way with masked barbs. At this point in time he was wound too tight to be overly polite and ignore 

some of the slight digs at his personality, veiled though they were. They frustrated him on a normal 

basis, but feeling like he was, he didn’t want to cause a scene. 

 “Thank you, Elita. Please keep me updated.” 

 The pink femme smiled and blew him a kiss before he feed cut out. Optimus sighed deeply, 

tracing the screen where she had been displayed. The longing that his action displayed hit the ex-

Enforcer deeply and caused him to frown. 

 “I am sorry that the war is keeping you from your love, Optimus,” he said quietly, respecting 

them all the more for holding off on bonding like they wanted to so desperately. 

 The much larger mech startled, apparently not having noticed Prowl’s knock. “Sorry, Prowl. I 

didn’t see you there.” 

 He inclined his chevroned helm. “I am sorry that I interrupted you. As you know, I have 

submitted a request for time off that you approved. Here is a datapad of who is best for what questions. 



There are also several on my desk that detail some generic battle plans, punishments lined up for the 

crew members, and scheduled deliveries and orders that need to be made. You can always change them 

at your discretion. I have informed Smokescreen and Trailbreaker of their duties in my absence and have 

asked Mirage to fill in for Jazz. He also helped me set this up, so he knows where we’ll be. Ratchet also 

knows everything just in case something occurs. We should be gone for three days with one extra day in 

case we enjoy this trip that much or for recovery back here at the Ark.” 

 Optimus smiled at his tactician. He really needed a vacation. If the Prime couldn’t remember the 

last time he had taken one, even with the Matrix’s memories, he really should take one. “I did approve 

this, yes.” He held out a hand for the datapad. “Thank you for the plans you made for your absence. May 

I ask where you have planned on going?” 

 “There’s a concert a good full day’s drive away by a band he likes. The even coordinators have 

agreed to let us come. There’s also an area I’ve been to that I want to show Jazz. It’s beautiful. In fact, I 

have several paintings depicting it.” 

 “Would those be hanging in your office?” 

 The tactician nodded. “Yes.” 

 “I wish you luck, Prowl.” 

* 

 “Prowl!” the security director called from the control room. 

 “Yes, Red Alert?” he asked, stopping next to his friend. “What can I do for you?” 

 “Something’s been up in the ventilation shafts.” 

 The tactician’s optic ridges drew together in a frown. There had been no scheduled maintenance 

recently, so he did not know what the cause might be. “Check it out.” 

 The red and white Lamborghini smiled brightly at him, earning him a smile from Prowl and the 

doorwinger a glare from Inferno. The fire truck had yet to realize they were friends and nothing more 

could or would come of it. 

* 

 The datapad home to his travel plans clattered to the rec room floor. That sight was not 

something that was supposed to happen. Jazz kissing a gleaming Tracks was not supposed to happen. He 

turned and ran from the room, entirely forgetting about the energon he was supposed to get for the 

evening and his doorwings drooping low upon his back and pressing as close as they possibly could to his 

frame. 

 At the noise, most of the bots turned to look, barely seeing the tactician as he turned a corner. 

Mirage walked up to the door just then and saw the datapad. He bent down to pick it up, gasping as he 



saw who’s it was and able to infer from there what had happened when he looked up to see the two 

mechs still going at it. For that matter, he dropped the pad himself and had to pick it up again. Hound 

beckoned him over and the spy sat next to his only friend. 

 “What’s on the ‘pad, ‘Raj?” 

 “I don’t know. It’s Prowl’s. He dropped it before he left.” 

 “Let’s see it then,” Cliffjumper piped up from the next table over. 

 The spy shrugged. He didn’t see the harm in it as what the tactician mainly brought with him 

was bookfiles that he shared with any who asked. As the mini-bot’s expression changed while he looked 

at it, he had to admit that it may not have been his best idea. 

 “Do ya know what’s on it?” 

 “No, Cliffjumper. He normally brings bookfiles, so I just assumed that’s what it was.” 

 The red mini-bot thrust the pad back into the spy’s hands. “It sure ain’t a bookfile. And now I 

know why Prowl’s not been here at all the past few weeks.” 

 As plans revealed themselves in meticulous detail, he finally realized why Jazz’s duties needed to 

be covered and why Prowl had been the one to tell him so, forgetting that he had been told part of the 

plans. This was supposed to be a surprise to the Third-in-Command. “There’s one thing I can say. 

Ratchet won’t be happy at all.” 

* 

 Wheeljack heard Ratchet’s cursing from down the hall in his lab. He left in the middle of what he 

was doing – reviewing plans for his latest invention that exploded. It was a plan that Prowl and Red Alert 

had come up with so he could at least try and avoid future explosions caused by the same mishap. The 

plan had, in fact, worked to a degree. There were fewer explosions and less for the same reason, but he 

was getting less done. 

 “Hey Ratch, Mirage, Hound,” he greeted as he entered the med bay. “What’s got him so riled?” 

He had to ask the spy and scout as the medic had yet to finish his rant. 

 “Jazz was kissing Tracks. Prowl walked in on that.” 

 “Slag,” he cursed. “And that was such a nice trip he had planned too. He needed the vacation. 

Did you know that he was going to ask Jazz to bond with him? Hey, do you know where he’s at?” 

 Neither of the two bots did, so the inventor shrugged. The best place to start looking would be 

with Red Alert. After all, who better to calm the tactician down than his favorite half brother? In any 

case, that’s what he did. Ratchet and Red Alert were very good at hugs. 

 “I’ll be back. Tell Ratch I went looking for him.” 



 His stride was purposeful as he made his way down to the control center. Even if Prowl wasn’t 

there, the Lamborghini could find him. He hesitantly knocked at the door leading in to his destination. A 

camera whirred around to show who it was and his sibling bond to Red Alert was nudged. He sent a light 

pulse back and waited to be admitted entrance. 

 Prowl was leaning into Red Alert, hugging him tightly with his helm buried in his midriff. The 

security director was running a soothing hand over the tactician’s doorwings while his other briefly lifted 

from the caress of his lower back to beckon the inventor over. Wheeljack obliged and took over rubbing 

his half brother’s back. Shaking sobs and shivers quietly came from Prowl’s vocalizer and frame. The 

Lamborghini and Lancia shared a look over his helm. Jazz would pay for hurting their little brother the 

way he had, but first they would need to help the tactician recover. In the meantime, his visits to 

Ratchet would suddenly become much more violent and Wheeljack would conveniently be out of his 

favorite explosives and not have time to fabricate more. 

 The control room’s door whisked open and closed quickly, admitting Inferno. “Hey Red, I got  

ya-“ he trailed off. 

 “A cube, yes, ‘Ferno. Could you please get one for Wheeljack and Prowl? I’d really appreciate it.” 

 “Has he been crying?” 

 “We’ll talk when you get back, alright? If you could also bring Ratchet with you, that would be 

nice. Just don’t let him near jazz, he’ll beat his aft to scrap and then ‘Jack and I can’t have our revenge.” 

 The fire truck nodded mutely and did as bid, reappearing a short breem later, Ratchet in tow. He 

had noticed the hostility aimed towards Jazz and Tracks from a good amount of the base while in the rec 

room getting more energon for the group. Some of the most even-tempered bots, Bumblebee and 

Mirage – both who worked up the Head of Spec Ops – even glared distrustfully at him. What he had 

done in such a short time to gain the enmity of a good portion of a base of mechs who had loved him 

less than a joor ago had to have been something huge and he had a feeling that the crying Second was 

an integral part of the explanation. 

 “Ya know, I heard Cliffjumper, Mirage, and Hound plotting something as I walked past them in 

the rec room.” 

 Something had obviously passed between Red Alert and the medic as the security director said, 

“Yes, Ratch, they’ll get away with it. The monitors mysteriously malfunctioned. You’ll be treating me of 

course since that would cause me to glitch.” 

 “And let the Pit Spawns have free-rein on the mechs.” 

 “I don’t know if that’s a good idea. They may go overboard. We know that at least Sideswipe has 

a thing for our youngest brother.” 



 Thankfully Prowl was by then recharging so he did not crash due to such information. On the 

other hand, he really needed to be moved somewhere more comfortable for his frame and for Red 

Alert’s lower extremities which were becoming slightly energon deprived. 

 Inferno froze for a moment as he processed the information suddenly unloaded onto him. In a 

way, the entire relationship made sense when all of the pieces to the puzzle were present and 

accounted for. He was just grateful that he had been jealous over nothing and Red Alert was still his. 

 “Let’s get him up onto the berth in here. He’ll recharge better,” Ratchet said softly, stroking the 

tactician’s chevron and causing him to unconsciously lean into the touch searching for comfort. 

 Wheeljack helped the medic lay him out on Red Alert’s recharge berth in the control room. All 

four of the awake mechs helped move the table in the corner of the room that functioned as the 

security director’s desk. The Lamborghini sat by the youngest brother’s helm and absently stroked his 

neck cables as he sipped at his cube. Ratchet had flung himself into the chair that went with the desk 

and stared pensively at his energon, rolling the cube between his hands with his pedes up on the table. 

Wheeljack made himself comfortable on the edge of the desk and took a cube he set about draining. 

 “Pull up a chair, ‘Ferno,” Red Alert said. He did so, flopping comfortably back into it and 

grabbing his own cube. 

 “Ya know, I convinced him to give Jazz a chance,” Ratchet muttered, finally sipping some 

energon. “And he was happy, but none of us knew what he was doin’ to our night prowler behind his 

back.” 

 “He did tell us that he was wantin’ more affection.” 

 “That’s very true, Red,” the inventor said. “Seems real petty though. I mean, how often do you 

see Ratch and ‘Hide together showin’ each other a lot of affection?” 

 “Very little,” the medic answered. “We never were very overt about anything while he was 

courtin’ me. Now we have our bond.” 

 “At least Prowl was trying to be a bit more affectionate for him. He had actually allowed him to 

give him a hug in the hallway.” 

 “Yeah. Jazz missed that sign apparently.” 


