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I HATE
SPACE.

SPACE
15 NOT MY
SCENE.

IT IS SO
NOT MY



I WOULDN'T EVEN
FOR My BOYFRIEND
! ...THE THINGS
PETER... WE DO FOR
CUTE BOYS.

I HERUANETRSEARTAX!

YOURSELF,
MAGIK--

]
FRONT OF
DRAX--
//W—\\\\
SPACE ISN'T
MAGIK’S THING
EITHER, BUT
YOU WOULDN'T
KNOW |T--
(: NZo4
ARDUND} LA
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--BY THE WAY THANK GOD, BECAUSE
SHE DIVES WE _ARE SERIOUSLY
RIGHT IN. SHORT-HANDED AGAINST

THE SLAUGHTER LORDS.

AND THEN
THERE'S THE
BROOD.



EVERYONE ON PLANET
SPARTAX IS TRAPPED
IN AMBER WITH BROOD
INFESTOIDS BURROWING
THEIR WAY TO THEIR
SKUL

--50 THEY
CAN LAY THEIR
EGGS IN THEIR

BRAINS.

YEAH, I'M NOT

GONNA SLEEP  EYiR.

TONIGHT, EITHER.

IF WE FAIL, SO HOW DO YOU SHOO

IT'S THE WHOLE AWAY BILLIONS OF FLIES
PLANET...AND SWARMING ON A PICNIC
THEN THE THE SIZE OF ONE AND

A HALF EARTHS?

DID T MENTION

WE'RE RUNNING
OUT OF TIME?
(I HATE SPACE.)

PLAN A: KEEP THE
SLAUGHTER LORDS
OCCUPIED WHILE
STORM TRIES TO
FREEZE THEM OFF--
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THE ATMOSPHERE
15 INCHAOS, I'M

STRUGGLING

— D~
g\\ THEY A
FOUND
ME! %7
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PLAN B: T DON'T EVEN
WANT TO THINK ABOUT
WHAT PETER’S GONNA
SAY ABOUT IT.

BUT FIRST

WE NEED--



--CAPTAIN WITH THE
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THANK THE
LORD FOR

CAROL
DANVERS.




