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The blade known as Godslayer collapsed into its compact state, Gamora attaching it to her belt. As she watched the two people who meant the most to her walk away, there was a flutter of movement. She put her hands on the great swell that was her pregnant belly, feeling tiny yet robust kicks coming from her twins. It was an odd time for the “quickening” to occur, nonetheless, it was the kind of purity she needed at the moment. The babies had three more months before they would come into this realm and she wasn’t certain where they would be by the end of the day. The three pirates escorted the unconscious Nebula and the awake Rocket out of the half-destroyed Quadrant’s common area, at gunpoint. Evenfall had come, the very little sunlight peering through the aperture that doubled as the entrance. She took a few steps forward, noticing a glint on the shiny surface of her sister’s head. Her brown irises didn’t leave the noggin, anticipating something. The expectation then happened, her cranium twitching ever so slightly.

She put on a tight-lipped smirk and said, “They’ll be fine.” 

Drax, sheathing his weapons, regarded her with a puzzled look. He stood beside her and inspected the scene. His perspective didn’t offer anything new, him pondering the source of her confidence. “What makes you say that? They seem like okay people, but we still don’t know much about them. It could be an act.” he formed an impression of. 

Although Gamora agreed, intuition was telling her that it didn’t matter if they had dishonorable intentions or not. Amongst the shady characters of Sakaar, she fears Nebula the most. With the change in circumstances, she felt somewhat comfortable knowing Rocket was in her company. She was assured that he would keep his sister-in-law in check. The error in that thought made her curtly think of their lack of an on-paper marital status and whether that meant anything to her. It was put off, considering the more imminent issues. The green-skinned babe answered with, “The hatred those two have for each other is creating a two-way deterrence.”

The statement further confused Drax, who was about to voice it but was halted by the fetal motions in her womb. It terrified him, the warrior unaware of nearly anything related to pregnancy. His pupils dilated, gently touching her with one hand. “...Gamora...don’t make any sudden moves. I think the salvagers put some sort of strange tracking device in you. ...I’ll have to cut it out.” he earnestly deduced. 

Before his hand could reach one of the knives, it was grasped by Star-Lord. “I can’t say I’m surprised a savage like you don’t know about the wonders of ‘being with child...ren’. ...Whatever. Anyways, her babies are kicking, you idiot.” Quill informed, grunting from the stab wound he incurred fighting Nebula. 

The tattooed Kylosian observed the small bumps on her stomach and came back with, “Fascinating.” 

Peter was staring as well, then focused on the mumbles coming from the recently-released prisoners, expressing, “Indeed it is. How about you put that blade to practical use and cut the binds off Groot and Mantis?” The Destroyer looked at them and rushed over. As he freed them, Gamora gazed at the distant figures until they disappeared from her sight. Pete stated to her, “While I have faith in your instincts, I’m afraid I’ll have to repeat his question: What makes you think they’ll be fine? If things go south, we’ll have no way of knowing.” 

She was contemplating the same thing, rubbing her tum. “...don't forget about our anniversary present in the toolbox,” she remembered him saying. The expecting alien moved to the tool chest and opened the top compartment. Inside was a device that was fashioned into a wristwatch. She picked it up and examined the implement, recognizing it from the gauntlet her lover was tinkering with earlier. It looked like a communicator, except it appeared to be bulkier than the ones she had used. 

“Has anybody seen my holo-map projector?” Quill asked. 

She pressed the side button and it activated, the screen lighting up. A mini-holographic image projected from the display, showing two side-by-side red dots. Scratchy audio emitted from the gadget, Rocket uttering, “Yup, there it is. The hood over the head.”
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The sounds of water splashing could be heard as the five silhouettes moved down the network of sewage tunnels below Sakaar City. They had been at this for an hour, Rocket half-worried the sludge of foreign microbes in the stream could ruin his rocket skates. He was lucky they didn’t know about the accessories, giving him another edge in this potentially dangerous occurrence. The sole unknown factor was what tricks Nebula might pull. She was willing to harm her expectant sibling in a gambit to retrieve an Infinity Stone. He wasn’t sure why she wouldn't simply ask for their help. The pondering reached a quick end once he recalled him trying to go to Halfworld all by his lonesome. The raccoon couldn’t imagine the mental troubles that would arise from being raised by a “father” like Thanos. He surmised that it made sense that a tyrant like the purple demon would drive someone to jump through a bunch of immoral hoops just to get a chance at killing him. Months ago, he was prepared to sacrifice himself to free his people. “What is this thing? It looks like garbage.” one of the pirates inquired.

“It’s probably just some trinket. I don’t blame you for thinking that it’s something more. The captain said this one was a 'talented engineer'. I frisked him six times over in case he had something up his sleeve. That’s how Nebula got away from us.” the one behind him added. They were talking about his tusk necklace. As the man had just described, they had thoroughly body-searched him shortly after leaving the Quadrant. Fortunately, they didn’t find the transmitter in his tooth. When the Guardians had reconvened, he set about retooling the communicator he got from Margus. He got the idea from watching Star-Lord combine the holo-map projector with the tracking system. Rocket took it a step further and assimilated the communicator into the mix. He also placed a transmitter on Nebula for obvious reasons. In truth, the transmitters weren’t needed to track their location. The improvised instrument was capable of locking onto any signal, provided they had the exact frequency. The “bug” in them functioned as a relay that mapped out the environment.

They ceased walking, him perceiving them tinkering with some machinery. Half a minute later, the loud noises of something on tracks clamored up until he was urged to proceed. He stepped into a dry space, the previous racket happening again. A glaring light came on, shining through the stitching of his hood. “Restrain her with those magnetic handcuffs we found. I don’t have enough power to keep the traitor down.” a deep and feminine voiced person ordered. The crew members concurred, supposedly doing so. The heavy-sounding individual continued with, “Did you rigorously search him? Nebula told us this animal was a 'fool but crafty'. I won’t have any more mistakes. We are already unprepared as it is.” 

The pale blue-fleshed male that initiated the prisoner exchange responded with, “Yes, Captain. And before you ask, yes, I did search his ear. I knew they were using communicators.” In the next second, the head covering was removed, blinded by the influx of artificial brightness. His vision cleared up, assessing the surroundings.

“Welcome...Rocket Raccoon. I assume you’ve been told why we brought you here. Unless you went down with a fight.” the captain opened with. His eyesight cleared up, becoming aware of the large complex they are occupying. It looked as though they were in an underground missile silo, the walls forming a broad cylinder. The slanted ceiling was high up but he could make out a sturdy gate. In front of him was the object of everyone’s desire. The orange-white color scheme of the ship’s paint job was chipped, along with the actual structure of the space vehicle. Rocket had seen pictures of it and was attempting to evoke the mental images, seeing as it was making him second-guess the authenticity.

To say it in the nicest way possible, “What a pile of shit. No wonder you all have been here such a long time. The repairs, if you could call them that, look like they were done by a blind man.” It was a crude but fair evaluation. The M-class spaceship wasn’t as damaged as the Quadrant. By some miracle, it had remained intact. However, there are numerous hull breaches.

“He figured it out before I had a chance to explain. There was an initial quarrel at first but he came with
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