


HAPPENO!

WHAT ARE YOU
DOINGZ WE'RE
SUPPOSED TO BE

SO NO SHARED

BOOK WITH CABLE.

NO EVENT COMICS WITH

POWER PACHYDERMS.

AND NO SQUIRREL
GIRL!

NO, NO WE

DON'T. SEE, T HAVE

A COPY OF MY CONTRACT
RIGHT HERE, AND IT

TO MY CURRENT IMMENSE
POPULARITY, T NO LONGER
HAVE TO DO CROSSOVERS

LESS POPULAR THAN ME
FOR THEIR BENEFIT.

SQUIRREL &GIRLZ
DEADPOOL, THAT'S
ROCKET RACCOON.

SAUIRREL GIRL 1S

SPECIFICALLY SAYS THAT DUE

WITH CHARACTERS THAT ARE

JERKBAGSAYSWHAT?

T RACCOON 1S AN

A GIRL WITH THE
ABILITY TO
COMMLUNICATE
WITH SQUIRRELS.
SHE BEAT you
ONCE IN A FIGHT.

OOOOH.
I SEE. ONE
IS A GIRL.

ROCKE
INTELLI@ENT, ANTHROPOMORPHIG
RACCOON AND MEMBER
THE BUARPIANS OF THE éALAXY

A FILM BASED ON THE
BUARPIANS COMIC WAS A HUGE
BLOCKBUSTER, AND WAS BELOVED
BY PRETTY MUCH EVERYONE,
INSPIRING A MASSIVE DELUGE OF
ROCKET RACCOON MERCHANDISE.

DEADPOOL, A
CROSSOVER WITH
ROCKET WOULD
ACTUALLY
BENEFIT YOU.

DID HE GET
A FRAGRANCE? T
ALWAYS WANTED MY
OWN PERFUME. "WEEK-
OLD HAM SALAD,
BY DEADPOOCL."”

YEAH?
BLOCKBUSTER,
HUH?

OH THEN WHILE
I HAVE EVERYONE'S
ATTENTION I'D LIKE TO ASK
FOR CONTRIBUTIONS TO MY
GOFUNDME FOR A KICKSTARTER
FOR MY CHARITY CALLED CHUM
FOR CHILDREN, PROVIDING
KIDS WITH MINNOWS...

#SIGH< WELL,
WHO AM T TO
TELL YOU PEOPLE
YOU'RE ALL CLOSET
"FURRIES"? LET'S
MAKE WITH THE
PAGE TURN-Y AND
GET THAT FUR
FLYING!




UNDERGROUND CACHH INICOIORADON
DOES oY BELONG T0 TS G

RRAAAAH!

YOou GOT
THAT RIGHT. NOW,
THE QUESTION IS, DO
I KNOW YOU, OR DID
I PASS OUT ON
A PILE OF RANGER
RICK MAGAZINES
AGAIN?

LARIT
WASN'T FOR THE
FACT THAT DRAKILLARS
ARE TELEPATHIC AND
RECOGNIZE EACH OTHER
BY BRAINWAVES, USING
ONE YOU ALREADY KILLED,
AS A DISGUISE WOULD
HAVE BIEDEEY\AA GO0D

UH-HUH.
YEAH...A
DISGUISE.



HEY, WHAT
NOW, ANGRY
SMALL
BEAR?!

HUHZ?/
DEADPOOL?!

NAME'S
ROCKET. WE
HANG OUT IN
SIMILAR
CIRCLES.

HEARD ABOUT
YOU. THEY SAY
YOU'RE CRAZY,
BUT I GOTTA
ADMIT...

SO,
GUESSING YOU
ALSO GOT THE CALL
TO COME HERE FOR
A CHANCE TO PUT THE
HURT ON MACHO GOMEZ,

BEFORE THE PLACE GOT
OVERRUN BY THESE
DRAKILLARS?

I DID. ALSO
I MADE THE CALL. T
PUT OUT AN INVITE ON THE
INTERSTELLAR MERC WIRES
FOR ANYONE WITH MACHO

GOMEZ BEEF TO COME
HERE AND THROW HIM
A "HURT PARTY."”

BUT I DID
NOT INVITE ANY
DRAKILLARS. WHAT'S
A DRAKILLAR?




I BET YOU
THINK YOU'RE REAL
CLEVER, DEAPPOOL--
DRAGGING ME
OUT HERE ANP TRYING

MY EARS
ARE RINGING!
SOMEBODY

MUST BE
TALKING ABOUT
ME, MACHO!

BUT THE JOKE'S
ON YOU, EHZ I NEEPED
THE JOB BECAUSE THE
MACHOMOBILE'S SNOT-ENGINE
WAS ON THE FRITZ, BUT IT TURNS
OUT WHAT WAS MUCKING UP THE
WORKS WAS AN INFECTION OF
SPACE BAT EGGS, EH?

NOW THEY'RE HATCHED AND
THEY'RE HUNGRY! WHILE  AM
TRAPPED IN A SMALL ROOM,
THEY SCRATCH AT THE POOR,
TELLING ME IN MY BRAIN
THEY'RE GOING TO TURN
Us ALL INTO GUANO!

30, I MAKE
YOU A DEAL, BOYS!
YOU COME RESCLE
MACHO, AND HE WILL
DO YOU A FAVOR..

.AND MAYBE
HE DOESN’'T FEED
OUR FRIEND OBB HERE
TO HIS MUCO-SHEATH
ARMOR.

AW, OBB.
WHAT ARE YOU
DOING THERE?



