


When he saw the jury,
Rocket knew it was in
the bag. A lead-pipe
cinch.

He didn’t need the
fancy lawyers. He
didn’t need the judge on
his side. He didn’t even
need the suit--if it
didn’t look so damned
good on him.

A jury like this, they’d
see him for what he was.
A good guy. A Guardian
of the Galaxy, sticking
up for the little
people.

Sure, technically, he’d
committed a crime or
two--but who hasn’t?
You never datastreamed
a free holo-vid in your
1life? C’mon.

Rocket grinned,
showing teeth. He had
this.

Finally, something
was going his way.

Not 1like before...



It was meant to be a
simple job--rob the vault,
steal the deeds to the
land on Tarka’s World,
prevent environmental
catastrophe, yadda yadda.

Rocket had used his
contacts--found half the
Technet to help. Together,
they’d busted into the
tightest vault on Digriz.

That’s where they’d
found the other half of
the Technet.

AND T
TOLD You,
PARASITE--

Mother...

Look out,
before...

STUN
L ? WHAT'S NEXT,
BLASTS HMMM? WATER
PISTOLS AT
DAWN?



WHAT ARE
you DOING
HERE...?

I HAVE MY
WAYS, CHINA
DOLL.

GATE-
CRASHER?

The Technet--Rocket

...AND
found out later--had IQLFIELEERDT'[}:IHEXI’ on
a bad habit of running HE/ET ON THAT HASN'T
into their own future HA’\’(’E%/EP
iterations.
Which meant

transtemporal gossip.

THE SEKURIMAX
PEOPLE TOOK MY WARNING
SERIOUSLY ENOUGH TO LET
US PROVIDE ALDITIONAL
SECURITY.

AND YAP
HERE TELEPORTED
US INTO POSITION--

RESTED AND
READY.

STOP
CROWINE, YOU--YOU
HIPPOPOTAMUS!

ROCKET'S
TECHNET--
ATTACK/!

DON'T YOu
WISH YOU STILL
HAD ACCESS TO
SUCH £4sY
TRANSPORT?

CE
LITTLE EARNER
FOR MY LOYAL
UNDERLINGS...

"~ Cash
in hand. Snee,
shee, shee.





