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DISCLAIMER: The creators of this comic book are fans of the Transformers franchise. We do not own Transformers or 
any of their related characters. Transformers is produced by Hasbro and Takara Tomy. This comic book concept is 
fanfiction and intended for entertainment only. We are not making any profit from this story. All rights of the 

Transformers belong to Hasbro, Takara Tomy, and any of their subsidiaries or affiliated entities.

They were the dream-—mechanical beings able to convert their bodies into vehicles, beasts, and 
weapons; a last line of defense against the chaos bringer, Unicron! After millions of years, 

the heroic Autobots—-led by Optimus Prime—-were the victors of the Last Great War, even as the 
conflict splintered into a hundred shadow fronts across a fractured universe.



An uninteresting day, 
above an uninteresting 
planet…

…as the crew of the Brucalon 

discovers Primus will never 

answer their prayers.



“I don’t know how 
you got here…”



…it was the biggest 
mistake of your 
miserable life!

…and I don’t know 
why you of all 

autobots chose this 
mission. Regardless…

Hey, What 
can I say?

You can count 
on me to take 
the big risks.

nnyArghh!!

Decepticons!
Kill him!!!



Hey! You 
there!

Have you 
seen the 
autobot?

An autobot?!
Here!?!

Why, it’s been 
megacycles since 
I had a chance to 

beat a ‘bot!

Point me in his 
direction and I’ll be 
the first to offline 

him! Rarrr!

Today shall 
be your 

lucky day!

Haha! Then 
join us, 

little one!



Computer: 
status report.

And the 
crew?

Hey! Who 
goes 

there?!

Look at you, 
risk-taker…

…Not your 
lucky day,

is it?

Hi Hi! Your 
servos ruptured! 

Energon levels at 17%!
Stasis lock: imminent!

SORRY!

Nngh…!



RotoRbolt. 
Perfect. The 

universe has a 
sense of humor.

The spike through 
your torso is the 
only thing keeping 
your spark chamber 

from collapsing.
So yes. hilarious.

I can fix that, of 
course… but I 

have priorities.

Hmrph. You’re 
building 

something.

So the “something” I’m 
building is an exit.

For us. Unless you die. 
Then just me.

I am. y’See, This planet’s 
ecosystem thinks we’re a 
virus. It’s mounting an 

immune response. I give us 
twenty-eight hours before 
the air becomes decorative.

I have what’s left of a 
communications 

module, But it’s so 
damaged we Don’t know 

which side we’d be 
calling for help.

(And I can’t stop the 
annoying beep beep sound.)

You always 
this 

charming?

But you’re all I got 
left given the rest 

of the crew is…

It’s a defense 
mechanism. 

Sincerity makes me 
uncomfortable.

…disarmed.



Read me telemetry 
variance so I can 

properly calibrate…

Now do me a 
favor before 

you fall asleep 
again, will you?

…slag.

…This is 
immersion,

full and final.

Once you go down 
there, you won’t 

come back up.
You understand?

Please. Just inject me 
with the juice and let’s 
get this party started.

Power splicing 
complete, magnus!
Neural overlay’s at… 

…eh, let’s call it 87%, 
give or take a 

psychotic break.

Standard wheeljack 
protocol, then.

So, When is my ill-
timed explosion?

We’ve never tested 
this deep a cerebro/
spark immersion on a 

living volunteer. 

I’d prefer you not 
joke while your 

frontal cortex is 
being hijacked.

Just make sure this 
homicidal maniac has 

a great looking 
faceplate.

Yeah? first time 
for everything, 

Percy. 

The counterpunch test 
gave us a front row to 
Megatron’s next move… 

but This phase only works 
if they truly believe 
you’re one of them. 

I’ve been lying 
to myself my 
whole life. I’m 

great at it.

They’ll 
believe.

“If you’re 
expecting an 

infiltration like 
last time, punch—

it’s not…”



Fight starting!
Me grimlock smell 

decepticons!

So either jump or 

boom!
don’t, soldier!

Blam!
Boy’s got 30 seconds 

before this ship 
becomes Swiss scrap!

last chance. Only a few 
of us will know you’re 
you. You don’t have to 

do this.

No, but someone does.
And this someone has 
trust issues, burnt 

bridges, and 
questionable impulse 

control.

You mean 
Transforming. 

See ya on the 
other side of the 

war, fellas…

Personality engram is 
live. Visual distortion 

initiating. He’s 
converting!

…it’s time for me to 
make some new 

friends!

“Ah, he 
awakens…”

…You know, if your neural 
pathways were any more 

scrambled, I’d classify you as 
modern art. Expensive, 

pretentious, impossible to 
understand.

Join the club, glitch.
I’d much rather be 

watching the bolts play 
the servos in the big 

game, but here we are…

I’m slaggin’ tired of 
waking up to your 

voice.



Of course you’re 
a bolts fan. How 
long this time?

…and fix your 
energon leakage! 
You’re welcome, 

little buddy.
Long enough for 
me to stare at 

your great 
looking

faceplate…

>Nngh< 

Not your buddy. 
We fight on the 

same side.
That’s it.

Mm. Not a bolts fan? 
Tragic. Y’know, I used to 

think this war would 
reveal us. Show us who 
we really are behind the 

chassis and bravado.

Beneath the 
masks.

But that’s not 
what war does.

War doesn’t strip 
you bare.

nnYeeargh!!!

It hands you a 
brush and says 

“paint something 
they’ll fear.”

I of course went with 
something bold. 

Torture, detachment, 
the usual crowd 

pleasers.
-tt- How about You?

Yeah...I don’t remember.
Or maybe I remember all 
of it, and I’m choosing 

not to look too closely.

…you know, the part 
that survives every 

mission… isn’t really 
you, but the thing the 

war needed?

Every side thinks 
they’re liberators. 

Every voice thinks it’s 
the truth. do you ever 
wonder if that thing 

inside you…

Funny how 
memory can 

become a war 
zone all its 
own, hm?

I know who 
I am.

hm.

Hi again! Energon levels 
reported at 64%! Wow, 

amazing recovery!

Hff... 
computer…



What were you 
before all of 

this?

The first casualty of 
any war is clarity. 

Second’s usually mercy. 
Identity is somewhere 
around fifth or sixth,

if you’re lucky.
So I gotta ask…

We’re the last survivors 
of our ship. Who cares 

about sportsball? 
Nothing personal.

The war has been… long.

Very. Who fights for 
millions of years? 
Idiots, that’s who.

You mean 
existentially, 

or…? We crashed. You could 
have launched solo. Why 
didn’t you just leave me 

to bleed out and die?

Why are we 
here?

You’re noise 
with secrets.

Because you… you’re 
interesting. That’s rare in 
our circles. Most ‘cons are 

just noise with guns.

Secrets? I… 
I’m not…

Easy, bud. don’t 
black out yet! We 
still got hours of 

questionable 
teamwork ahead of 

us!

No— not 
again! I’m 

still here! 
I’m still—

“—still adjusting to 
the new rules of 

engagement.”

Besides someone 
who chose the 

wrong side.
In cyberball,

I mean. Go bolts!



“Okay, but next time 
we do a recon op, 
can we pick a planet 
that doesn’t smell 
like engine grease 

and regret?”

pow!
That’s just Laster. 
He skipped coolant 
maintenance again.

It’s a medical 
condition. rare. 

tragic. Very brave 
of me.

Yeah, well, my 
scanners say your 
“condition” is how 
six ‘bots end up as 

scrap. We’re 
supposed to be 

stealthy.

Focus, folks! 
This isn’t a 
field trip!

Speak for 
yourself, lady!

I brought 
snacks.

So, fearless leader, 
what’s the play? Sneak 

in? Loud entrance? 
something ethically 
questionable and 

morally gray?

Let’s try option four: 
improvise recklessly 

and pretend it was part 
of the plan.

You know 
improvisation is just 
latin for “we’re all 
gonna die”, right?

What’s 
“latin”?

I had percy run 
the numbers—
The season’s 

done.

Wait! We’re missing 
the servos game! 
Beat the bolts!

Still better 
odds than our 

last op on 
junkion.

We lived, 
didn’t we? 
We should 
all go back 

soon.

I hope we 
never hang 

out together 
again.

I’ve got both 
sides covered.

Best team ever. 
Remember gang: if 

this goes sideways…
(and it will)

…don’t worry!

“Ah, the 
smelter…”

This is not stealthy. 
This is shattered 
glass stealthy. 
Stealthy with a 

goatee.



“The scent of 
allegiance being 

boiled down to 
truth.

“If war is a forge, 
this is where we 

melt the 
impurities.”

You’ve done well, 
brother. These 

autobots were ghosts: 
resistance fighters, 
infiltrators, liars.

And now?

Just Flesh on 
a string, all 

thanks to you.

Megatron is very 
pleased. He speaks

your name now with a
curl in his voice… 

“we can count on him 
to take the big risks.”

Punch...?

“A single pull, and 
they return to the 

molten source.

“Four fewer 
variables in the 

autobot equation. 
Your choice.”

So, how shall we 
honor your services? 
We could interrogate 
them, peel back their 
circuity, strip the 

code from their very 
sparks!

Or—we take 
the cleaner 

route…



Why me?

Because you are a 
decepticon!

You understand that 
loyalty is not 

forged in flowery 
words or fake 
camaraderie.

It’s hammered in the 
fires of moments like 
these, where who you 

were is irrelevant. Only 
who you choose to be 

matters…
right. now.

Well, kapow. 
Whatcha 

waiting for, 
pal?

You are a 
decepticon, 

ain’t ya?

Choose, 
brother. 
Words...
or fire.

fire.

…but then I 
found the 

extinguisher!

As I was saying, 
things were on 

fire…



How long 
this Time?

I dunno. Seven 
megacycles? Long 

enough to learn how 
to pronounce this 

planet’s name: 
Torkulon. 

Still no idea what it 
means, but I like the 

way it hisses.

primus… it’s 
night out. 
what else 
happened?

I assure you, I’ve never 
been accused of that.

But I think I know why we 
crashed. It may be
faulty wiring but…

Have you ever heard of a 
word called sabotage?

Fire. Screams. You 
muttering in your sleep 
like a heretic in a wind 

tunnel. The usual.

Don’t be 
cute.

Did you hear 
that?

It’s the planet.
It’s writing its own 

nervous system.
Saw a vine spout 

circuitry this morning.

Elegant, really. 
evolution on 
fast-forward.

An 
ecosystem 
leraning to 

think. 

Even bit at me 
once. Twice, 

actually.

But I gotta tell ya, 
sport—when it comes 

to instability, you 
got this place beat.
the blackouts, the 

shifts in tone, 
slurred speech. 

What? Come 
on.

Okay, so it was just 
once. Which is more 

times than you’ve been 
honest with me. 



-sigh- fine, let’s 
really get to know 

each other. you ever 
think about what 

you’d be if the war 
never started?

The trick is… 
don’t flinch 

when it starts 
speaking back.

stare into a 
battlefield long 

enough, it starts to 
look like language.

This body I have… it was 
built for observation. 
Quiet things. Quantum 
harmonics. Pattern-

seeking in chaos.

Yeah, Something 
dramatic with a 

view.

That doesn’t 
sound very 
decepticon

of you.

I prefer 
subtler 

mechanisms.

I never cared for the 
slogans. Freedom 

through tyranny. Peace 
through domination. 
knives through ears. 

All very loud.

No, I suppose 
it doesn’t. 

I’m Just trying to 
understand the guy 
I’m betting my life 

on.

You know, for someone 
who talks like they don’t 

care, you put a lot of 
effort into staying alive.

Then why join us? Why 
not be a merc or…

And for someone who 
pretends not to be 

afraid, you ask a lot of 
questions about me.

Because they’re 
predictable! Loud bots 

with sharp edges! Pay them 
enough and they’ll leave 

you alone to build.
Or destroy. Whatever, 

same thing, different end 
of the wrench.

Choice is a myth.
We are the sum of our 
programming and our 
damage. Everything 

else…

…Getting dizzy 
again, are we?

Seems I have… 
Not much choice.

Mm, I suppose I would’ve liked a 
tower. A tall one, perched on a 
storm cliff. You know, the kind 

that hums with magnetic 
distortion and has a terrible 

elevator. 

Dead, probably. Or 
worse… bored.

Careful. I’m a 
poor investment. 

High yield, 
catastrophic 
loss. Oh, hey…



“…is performance 
art.”

This performance… this face…
I can’t do it anymore.

You hear me, Magnus?! I said
I can’t be him anymore!

Define 
“him”.

Every time I come back, I 
wake up with oil on my 

hands, and have no clue if 
I’m the hero or the 

goddamn executioner.

You bastard. You 
know exactly—

Counterpunch.
Your monster.

the intelligence you 
provide continues to

be valuable to
new cybertron.

Valuable? you
measure my trauma
in…what? Metrics? 

in victories. lives 
saved. Plans of 

genocides disrupted.

Your pain is 
unfortunate but 

irrelevant.

Delete him! Please.
I keep hearing them 
talk to each other,

and I can’t tell which 
of them I am.

You programmed me 
to be two men.

now neither one of 
them sleeps. 

You’re the 
knife.

Knives don’t choose 
who they cut. They’re 
just sharpened and 

aimed.



I…like it now.
The interrogations…

The cruelty. 
Counterpunch was 

supposed to be a mask. 
So why is he the one 
smiling when we kill?

Because he 
understands the 
assignment. And 

maybe… you’re just 
beginning to.

You knew 
this would 

happen.

I hoped. I needed you to 
lose yourself. There’s no 
room for selves in war. 

Only outcomes.

Maybe it’s time 
you stopped 
fighting him.

Then I know 
you’re still 

sharp.

an untold lesson of 
war: every hero is 

just a weapon 
waiting to admit it. 

And what 
happens when 
the weapon 

turns around?

Eventually.
But only after 

you win. 

“Did I ever tell you 
about the sky on 
Velgas prime?”

you’re gonna 
get me killed, 

magnus.



It was a shield. 
Artificial. 

designed.

Looked like cracked glass 
during an eclipse.

The natives called it
“the mirror of the gods.”

I ran tests.
It wasn’t a sky at all.

Designed By 
who?

And I wondered if 
maybe I was born for 
something more for 
war. or… something 

else.

No one you’ve ever heard of. 
But I remember thinking:

 even here, on the edges of 
known space… someone is 

watching.

Rotorbolt. 
What are you?

…because you know 
I’ll be the one 

holding the knife 
when you turn.

The friend you 
keep at arm’s 

length…
Not screaming. Not 

crying. Just... 
breathing. Like a 

broken fan motor. 
Constant. Grinding.

Huh. You ever 
notice how guilt 

always sounds like 
breathing?

Are you here to 
philosophize or do 
you want my help 

finishing the 
thruster assembly?

Oh, I’ve got 
what I need. 

I’m just 
curious now.

About?

Which one of you 
I’m talking to.



What the hell 
are you talking 

about?

I was damaged. 
The crash…

No, you were 
shifting. Every time 

you fall asleep…

“…you turn 
into him. 

“Brilliant. Efficient. 
Useful. Until now.
you thought you 

were fooling me…”

…punch?

…but You were really 
fooling yourself. 
isn’t that right…

…And I do not need 
to get found. So 

when my escape pod 
takes off?

Hello, blue eyes.
Got yourself buried so 
deep inside a lie, you 
lost the way out… 

There won’t be 
room for two.

“I’ve seen 
experiments like 

this before—
“and he flipped 

you. So when you 
thought you were 

an autobot 
disguised as a 
decepticon…

“…you became a 
decepticon 

disguised as an 
autobot.

“but Megatron knew 
your dirty little 
secret from the 
start, didn’t he?

The shifts in tone. The 
disorientation. Those 
little gaps in the act. 

You’re a one-bot 
masquerade. 

The 
ventriloquist 
and the dummy.

And sometimes… just 
sometimes… you look 
at me like you can’t 
remember which war 

you’re fighting.

“—Fractured bots 
split straight down 
the middle, unable 

to survive.

“A wildcard that 
could be turned on 

at any moment. 



Nice. Living up to 
your name.

But do you know 
which voice to 
threaten me in, 

broken boy?



I’m not broken! 
Not anymore!

I should have played 
with your insides a 

little longer…

Please. I had more 
respect for you when 

you were a walking 
blackout.

What the hell 
did you do to 

me?!?

Didn’t fix you.
Why would I fix you?
I’m the one who 

stabbed you during 
the crash.

Spoiler alert!
I tampered with your 
neural relay—Took 
your energon to 

finish the pod.

me.

You…?

your mistake…



…You left 
just enough 
fight in me.

-unf!- Shall we 
call you kick 

now?

Congrats! 
you’re finally 
being honest.

At least I’m not a 
psycho who 

betrays his own 
crew!

Your decepticon pals 
were getting too 

close to my scent. 
Couldn’t have that.

And 
Definitely 
sabotage.

Better a 
graveyard than 
a trial at the 

smelter.

Who are you, 
rotorbolt?

What are you? 
Answer me!

rarrr!

Okay, kick…

…You can
count on me to 
tell the truth.

I am…

It was faulty 
wiring!

Besides, Fire’s 
always been 
your thing, 
hasn’t it?



…exactly 
what you 

used to be.



Huh. Guess I 
fixed you 
after all. 

They’ll come for 
you, now—One side 

or the other.
They always do.

Soldiers are 
currency. And our 

war’s been bankrupt 
for centuries.

Just layers of 
camouflage, glued 
to trauma, held 
together by lies. 

But there’s no 
clear answer,

is there? 

They’ll bring forensics. 
Probe that broken brain 
trying to find where the 

spy ends and the 
traitor begins.

“I guess the 
question now is:
which side will 

you call on
to rescue you?”

And who will 
you be when 
they arrive?

Beep
…

Beep
…



Beep
…



 will return after these messages

The



Welcome back… 

prime.

#1 of 52026 PREVIEW

BEFORE THE END
OF ALL THINGS



You’ve been away for awhile. 
-TT- it appears what you 

needed, after all…

…was a little 
light.

The aliens were just 
twisted mirrors of 
ourselves, weren’t 
they? showing our 

truths more than we 
cared to admit.

those poor humans fought 
tooth and claw for what 
was right, only for our 
deception to lead them 

astray.

You fight well, Optimus! 
But the old ways still 

permeate, do they not? 
And you are still an 

autobot.

…we must 
end it all.

you don’t know what 
you’re saying!

The fate of all that is… 
all THAT we’ve done—!
This isN’T YOU. The 

godseeds have infected 
you!  tornedron is 

controlling—

Oh, but he sure 
knows what 
he’s doing!

No one. 
Controls. 

Megatron.

…collapsing.

—To this place, this 
time, all the 

different times…

Of course, 
lights are how 
we got here—

Sadly, for us to build 
anew—to atone for 
the sins we proudly 

committed…



…when your hours 
were dark and the 
strongest among 

you dead?
Ah, yes…

What was it 
your race 

always said…

Til all…

…are 
one!
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…a lot has 
happened.

Clearly…
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