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The Milano was relatively quiet. They're on their way to Contraxia, taking a much-needed vacation well after the Battle of Xandar. It had been a few months since that had occurred. The aftermath had some lingering effects, mainly on their pockets. The costs to rebuild the ship seriously killed their already small budget. Their fame brought in a lot of jobs that provided a steady income. Rocket enjoyed the days when they were just light mercenaries, surviving to see another day. This whole "Guardians of the Galaxy" crap wore him thin. Maybe it was just the way Star-Lord made it sound so incredibly lame. He never asked to be a space-faring "hero".

He complained about it often, but he did like having food in his stomach, and the recognition didn't hurt when it got him free drinks. Nonetheless, it was tiring, and he was going to relish the break from dealing with aliens fighting over things. After a few jumps, the ship needed time to charge, and some minor upkeep. He had completed his work when it came to that, and it would be another eighteen hours before they could resume going to their destination. During the wait, he and Gamora had spent the evening together.

She was frustrated with some idiotic thing Star-Lord had said. The kid was as smooth as the rocks on Morag. He made an off-hand joke about orphans, and it did its job in making her furious at the human. It also made her sulky, and even he couldn't stand a person being like that. It turned out to be a great time waster. He would usually attend to Groot, but with him being just a little sapling, he lost a huge deal of his companionship. Quill and Drax had retired for the evening, catching up on the sleep lost to a great battle defending a small village on some low-grade planet. It went on for three grueling days.

They didn't bother offering to help him with the ship maintenance, passing out in their respective quarters. Gamora and he sat chatting on the bridge before she invited her into her room for a "Gamora Cocktail". Apparently, the already established moniker as the Deadliest Woman in the Galaxy was blown up further by their recent popularity. It's an appreciable concoction, consisting of Arcturan vodka, Yaro juice, gold sugar, syrup, and silver cake sprinkles. She'd been gifted a half-gallon of the stuff, and a fourth of the bottle was gone within an hour.

This stirred up a rather entertaining conversation between the two loners. It was started by trash talking the other members of the crew. Familiarity does breed contempt and taking into account their abrasive personalities, it relieved the stress born from sharing a closed space with five of the craziest lifeforms in the galaxy. The talk extended to her recounting her past. Usually, he would say it was a buzzkill, but he felt a growing sympathy toward the story she was telling. He didn't need to know the details, because it wasn't hard to imagine a childhood under the villainous Thanos.

Once she actually got into it, the stories surpassed any dark scenario he could make up in his head. She didn't get into the exact happenings, just anecdotal stories. He was glad to be spared of details of mass genocide, and light murder on the side. It made him see the similarities in their existences. She expressed hatred of not being in full control of her life. They had found freedom, but the chains of their sad histories held them from being who they really wanted to be. He realized he'd been avoiding the gloomy truth, never really thinking about it.

He compared Thanos' vigorous training to his genetic manipulation by the robots of the Shrinks. They had been enhanced against their will, and for less than desirable purposes. They used to be slaves to their programming, and it left psychological damage that contributed to their unresolved problems. That topic led to Gamora telling a story about her fighting Nebula. It happened when they were young, and she attempted to sneak her a birthday present in one of their sparring matches. Although she managed to sneak the doll onto her person without anyone noticing, Nebula responded by smashing it with her electroshock staff.

She stated it was her first time aiming to connect with her, always viewing her as a sister. It visibly made her choked up, a single tear streaming down her cheek. He'd put his paw on her hand to comfort her, and that set fire to where they're now, which was in her bed. The simple consolation turned into a hot and passionate kiss, the cocktail taking over their base urges. If that wasn't unordinary enough, his implants weren't operating correctly. He could hold the liquor responsible for it, yet he'd been drunk before, and it was never like this.

Despite her tough exterior, she was gentle when it came to lovemaking. When they started kissing, she gently grabbed him by the waist so he could stand in her lap. This brought him to eye level with her head, so they could continue making out. He liked the sweet taste of the sugary drink on her full lips, not minding it melding with the residual traces of it on the fur around his mouth. It made the moment that more pleasing, the alcohol lowering their inhibitions to allow this kind of vulnerability. As they kissed, she put her hands on his cheeks, softly stroking his whiskers. This stimulated him in a desirable way.

Normally, if something touched his bristles, it would throw him off balance. However, the way she was doing it made him relax into the kisses. It was transmitting soothing information to his brain. His hands had the same vibrissae in them, so he decided to stroke her scarlet red hair. She had changed it a couple of weeks ago, wanting to express her new found freedom. He thought it made her look extra attractive, and it was then that he first realized his sexual feelings toward her. He should contemplate how fortunate he was to be in this position.

Her beauty was a part of her reputation. He couldn't count the many ugly aliens spouting on about how they would give it to her. He actually thought that toxic masculinity was a sign of weakness. Only men with a variety of insecurities would outwardly express such unintelligent ramblings. Up and until this point, he'd treated her like everyone else. He supposed that's why he got this far. Star-Lord behaved like one of them, and he could understand her animosity towards his schoolboy charm. She had probably heard it a thousand different ways, and he just reminded her of all those cringe experiences.

As they kissed, their cybernetic implants started reacting to their sexual activity. This made them pause long enough to get a light chuckle in, both of them feeling too good to worry about the obscure development. She carried him over to her mattress and took off her fishnet top and her wrist bands. He could remove his two pieces of clothing, but he was too enamored by her body. He'd never looked at her like this before. He could smell the strong pheromones she was giving out, a little bit of perspiration on her smooth, green skin. It came to him pungently when she removed the clothing, his nose going wild with the primal smell.

Gamora sat on the bed next to him and smiled at him confidently. "Let's see if those hands know how to do more than shoot and fly ships. Come on, these clothes won't take themselves off," she said, waiting for him to make his move.

The hairs on his furry body stood up, loving the sexy invitation. The only thing on her torso was an intricate array of thin straps. He wasn't going to let his hormones and drunk state hinder his competence. He could tell the straps were a part of she was wearing beneath her combat pants. He first unfastened her belt and then moved to do the same with the bands around her thighs. He made quick work of those and got off the bed to remove the knee-high boots she wore. He was a little dismayed to undo more straps, but he worked at a steady pace, wanting to impress her with his nimble thinking. He slid her field boots off one at a time and did the same with her pants. She gracefully lifted her legs as he did it, making the act seem seamless. He tossed it aside in the pile with her other clothes and looked at the last garment. For a second, he wanted to take her just like she was now. She was only wearing her under thongs, covering her hardened breasts and crotch area.

Although it's a seductive look, he wanted to see what was underneath. "Raise those arms. I'll show you how steady these hands are," he stated, giving her a wink.

She stifled a giggle, slowly doing as he asked. He jumped onto the bed and went behind her, making easy work of the article of clothing. As he got down to her back, he put his paws under her firm ass and pushed up a few times to indicate he wanted her to stand up. She stood, lowering her arms as he undid the last of the knots. He whipped it off, feeling good about how he managed to not make it look troublesome. Gamora turned to him in her full naked eminence. Her odor increased to an even more pungent degree that made his senses turn further feral. He wanted her so bad and knew she did too. Still, he wasn't an animal and would let her give him the ready signal. She strutted a few steps forward, bent down, put her hand under his chin, and pecked him on the nose. She got back on the bed and laid down, her head settling onto the pillows, looking at him the entire time. He used this time to rip his suit off. By the time she had adjusted herself, he added his clothing to the stack next to the bed.

He mounted her toned stomach, fondling her slightly swollen bosom. She put her hands behind the pillow and let out low moans of pleasure. He was careful to not dig his claws into her flesh, delicately massaging them, and leaning down to lick one of her nipples. The volume of her whimpers went to a medium level, and he kept up with the action, making sure he never stopped caressing them. Gamora dug her toes into the sheets, unable to contain the warm lust that kept building. In spite of the fact that he didn't want to interrupt the good start of their intimacy, strong alertness came to him when he couldn't remember if the door was still open. He still rubbed her chest but turned his head to see it indeed wasn't. A mild panic went through his body, not wanting to stop this sexy session, but knowing he had to take care of it. This was already an out of place event, and they didn't need the other idiots to stumble upon, or at the least, hear this very unusual situation. He started to question it himself but skipped past the thought. If he didn't do it soon, she would likely notice, and that could potentially put an end to it.

There wasn't much room for thinking when it came to something like this. Any type of shame didn't have room for a time like now. He figured his next few actions would probably impress her. He stopped massaging, gave her a lively smooch, and planted his legs on the sides of her waist. He then performed a backflip that landed him above the panel next to the door. He quickly pressed a few keys, and the door locked shut, while a blue force field appeared over every part of the quarters. He flexed his knees and jumped back onto her stomach. Gamora was stunned, looking at him with shock.

"I installed soundproofing in every room. Drax snores." he plainly stated.

Gamora stared at him for a few seconds before laughing loudly. They continued with surging passion. Any worry that could obstruct was now gone, and it showed with his member erecting before him and her. The yellow-eyed woman showed her excitement by abruptly shoving it into her mouth. The arousal rushed his blood, a good deal of it increasing the girth of his cock in her mouth. She didn't gag and slid her fat tongue around the shaft of it.

As suddenly as she did with his member, she did it with his ass too. It hurt a bit, but in a very pleasant way. It felt even better when she rammed his penis into her mouth back and forth. He felt awkward not knowing where to put his hands, not wanting to put them on her head. He felt like it was degrading to her as a person, and what's more, it would ruin the rapid cadence she was perfectly executing. He needed to steady himself, the sexual longing overriding his thinking brain. He gently placed his forepaws over her hands. She didn't protest the move, and he tried to match her rhythm. His testicles started to swell with seed, and he held it back. He grunted with a tiny moan. Gamora slid her mouth over his knob for another minute and then nimbly removed it. Her hands slid up his back, and she wrapped her hands on his shoulders and pulled him down with just a tinge of force. His erection pressed onto her lower stomach, his balls just above the lips of her pussy. She kissed his abs and laid back, her hands once again going behind the pillow.

She sighed deeply, raised the cybernetic lines that formed what could be called her eyebrows up and down, saying, "What are you waiting for? I gave you the 'mating signal' a long while ago." Her ability to maintain her sense of humor in this set of circumstances made him appreciate doing it with her. "Don't be afraid of using those claws either. If I can handle the toughest criminals in the galaxy, then a few scratches are nothing," she added, spreading her legs a little, and bringing her knees up.

Truthfully, he didn't know why he was being so gentlemanly. It took years for him to get even close to someone, and it felt so easy with her. He presumed it was the kindred fondness he sensed between them. That type of understanding was hard to come by, and the alcohol obviously sped it along. He didn't want to attribute blame for the latter reason. They appeared to be veterans of the activity, so they had grown past the immature excuse. They always knew what they were doing, even in this state. He focused, not wanting to lose his ideal boner.

He carefully placed his hind legs in between the space she made with her legs. He circled his short arms around her sizable thighs and penetrated her deeply. She let out a deep howl when he did. Her hands immediately clutched the metal headboard and moved with his beat. He dug his claws in further, causing her to stick her hips out. This reaction made him go rock hard, and he started to thrust with a crazed frenzy. All of their personal implants began to react in sync. It was lighting up their bodies and the room with their fast movements. Her wailing ceased when an intense orgasm was set off. He was able to probe her further with the extra lubrication, and his climax riled up as well. The glows of their transplants shining brightest as they finished their near exemplary intercourse.

************************************************************************
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Gamora bit a chunk out of her gamma donut, feeling half-starved from the previous night's unforeseen bout of exercise. She also felt slightly cruddy from the light hangover she had. The nanomachines were working a bit of overtime to cure the physical ailments, but she dialed its effectiveness back to avoid any suspicion of why it would be that way. She doubted Star-Munch or Drax would notice, but it didn't hurt to take precautions. In fact, they looked rougher than she did. She was relieved she sat out the three-day long battle because it would add to the overall shitty feeling. She chose to not participate due to the recently established grind getting to her.

Sure, the missions varied, but it made her see how she'd been avoiding the leftover feelings from being a tool of Thanos. At first, she dived into it feet first. Although they worked as a somewhat functional team, she loved being able to make her own decisions. That usually conflicted with their leader, but he usually relented to her expertise. They were hunting remnants of Ronan's forces, and while battling them about a week ago, she found herself beating the hell out of a grunt unnecessarily.

The big minion reminded her of her adopted "father" and the history of horrid abuse he dealt to her psyche. Drax and Peter had to pull her off the horribly beaten man, making his face look almost unrecognizable. After the incident, Star-Lord ordered her to stay on the ship, and she disagreed. He later attempted to comfort her with a bad pickup line, but that ended up solidifying her short break. He caught her at the wrong time and reminding her of the million times males disappointed her didn't help with the repressed issues. The time alone didn't serve any helpful purpose with her sorting it out. It brought back horrible memories of what she was trying to work through.

The major PTSD made her experience it over and over again. She tried to busy herself with various activities. She did her regular training but found that was leading to the thoughts that got her to this point. This time though, it was about Nebula. Their last duel wasn't exactly pretty. She actually came close to killing her, remembering how she had disarmed her and the painful electric shock that followed. That blow didn't hurt as much as what she did to conclude the fight.

She would rather cut her hand off than listen to reason. It made her see the mental destruction of the Mad Titan. Nebula had always been more susceptible to his influence, wanting to impress her father by defeating her in combat. Gamora was thankful for both not being that desperate for approval, and no longer being around that kind of manipulation. The weight of all this made her seek a distraction. Although Rocket had been there the whole time she was going through it, they hadn't made more than small talk until last night. She was the one who initiated things by asking him to join her for a drink. It was a shame to waste good spirits alone, and she figured it would aid in the diversion she wanted. Everything that proceeded after that was what she was trying to think about now.

If she was being honest, Rocket would be the last person she expected to sleep with, among the crew members. Star-Lord had a certain charm to him, but it wasn't anything past basic attraction. He didn't have the maturity she wanted in a partner. Drax...was well, just Drax. He did try to kill her, but that was forgiven when he decided to save her. Besides that, there was no seduction between them. His quirky personality was already a turn-off. And with Groot, she had an affection for him that was anything but sexual.

When it came to Rocket, a small affinity for him had been planted. The chat between them made her see a different side of him. Her first impression of him that he was a capable, but rough combatant. His temperament left something to be desired, but it never bothered her. She was pleased to have another relatively stable mind aboard their motley crew. The moment her viewpoint of him changed when he divulged a little about his past. She'd made an off-hand remark about slavery, and he told a short story of his time on Halfworld. It wasn't particularly revealing.

He described a small occasion during what he called the Toy War. The tale of enslavement caused her to reciprocate by telling him a, in some measure, similar account of her history with Nebula. His passion for saving his fellow mates made her feel comfortable opening about her sisterly troubles. For once, she felt a sliver of understanding toward another person. The rest of the evening was quite unexpected, and she didn't know how to navigate the complicated feelings she was having. That brought up a more relative question.

"Where's...uh, Rocket?" she asked.

Drax had his hands on his head, soothing whatever bad headache he had. He didn't move from the position and replied with, "...Strange question...and strange wording. Shouldn't you be asking 'Where's a rocket?' instead? I don't know why you're asking. We bought some before we left Xandar ages ago. You should know that."

Gamora dropped her doughnut and responded with a discernible grunt. "...I'm asking about the 'raccoon'. You know, the furry little guy who likes to shoot and shout." she retorted sarcastically.

Drax actually looked at her this time, and with a genuinely puzzled look, said, "Oh. You never ask about him, so I assumed you were talking about an actual one."

She responded by slamming her fist down on the table. "You...fucking...literal...mo—" she said, expressing her great annoyance before Star-Lord interjected.

"Woah, calm down there, morning breath! He went down to the planet to take care of any stragglers we didn't finish off," he informed, a little defensive.

"He was looking for a fight. I've seen that same look in myself. I encouraged him to expel the demons in his soul!" Drax added.

This made her stand up and angrily proclaim, "And, you both just let him do it?! He could get himself killed! Idiots!"

She left the bridge in a huff, the two men stunned into silence.

************************************************************************
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Rocket hid behind a rock, peeking at the injured party of Ronan's former henchmen. After waking up in Gamora's bed, blind aggression filled his little soul. He felt like he'd committed a grave crime by sleeping with her. It went against his own personal code of ethics. In a way, he felt like he took advantage of her vulnerable state, and it made him hate himself. He'd always been easily enraged, and it usually directed him to violence. It wasn't a pretty sight when he got like this. It could be weighed up to the time he tried to take vengeance against Ronan for causing Groot's death. He still felt responsible for that, being his "guardian" for a long time. Deep down, even at this time, he knew he was compensating for his inadequacy to work out his emotions. Something about shooting things always made him feel better. He realized it wouldn't solve anything, but he would rather waste lackeys than think about the developing feelings for her. He gritted his teeth and turned on his laser cannon. He did a final tally of the men tending to their wounds, counting four of them.

"This should be an easy way to expel some 'demons'," he said, mocking Drax's words to him before he left.

He activated his aero-rigs and readied his gun, a jet pack materializing on his back. He blasted up and got the attention of the wounded men. They scrambled for their weapons, but he already had the edge. He fired a shot in front of them, kicking up a small cloud of dust that blinded them to his presence. He flew up at an angle to get a bird's eye view of them. He pulled his goggles over his eyes and watched their heat signatures appear in his vision. Two of them were running for the nearby cave, while the other two were tripping over each other.

He fired two shots at them, instantly disabling them. The remaining men found their weapons and were wildly firing them up in the air. Of course, all of the shots missed as he flew toward his left and came spirally down toward them. They spotted him, and the one farthest away managed to graze his arm. The implants and his determination made him ignore the searing pain and then he landed a shot on the closer man. He was still barreling toward the guy who harmed him and gave an angry war cry as he got within twenty feet of him. He deactivated the jet pack and used the momentum to crash right into the frightened man, throwing his gun aside at the same time he turned off his jets.

The force of the impact made the man's body crash against the wall of the inner cave. The blow was probably enough to kill him, yet that didn't satisfy his taste for blood. As soon as he smacked him against the wall, he threw the man to the ground and jumped on top of his chest. He bared his sharp teeth and howled as he repeatedly punched the man's face. He was striking him so hard that a couple of teeth flew out of his mouth after the second blow. He saw red after that. Everything came at once. His shady days of old, the loss of Groot, the atrocities of Ronan and Thanos, and what he did with Gamora. All of his pent up rage climbed to the surface. The man's head twisted this way and that as he beat him to a pulp. The gruesome display was brought to a halt when he felt a blast strike his side, sending him flying outside of the cave's entrance. He grunted, his nanomachines working slowly to fix both his grievous wounds.

"Of course...there's always a fifth man," he dejectedly said, seeing the bruiser walking over his comrade's beaten corpse, Rocket's laser weapon in hand. He didn't want to think about the layers of irony here.

The man briskly walked to him, and stood over his fallen body. He aimed his own gun at him, and gruffly said, "Looks like I get to kill one of the Guardians of the Galaxy meself! I can't believe a filthy mutt took out the Accuser."

He aimed the powerful gun at his head and before his finger could pull the trigger, a laser blast took out much of his head, and the kill shot made his body fall back. Rocket turned his head to the right to see Star-Lord's blaster power down. He turned off his helmet and sighed like he was disappointed.

"He's over here," he reported into his communication device. He walked over to him, knelt down, and said, "Do yourself a favor and don't listen to Drax. His whole 'path of vengeance' thing didn't exactly make him a role model. Next time, just scream into a pillow, buddy."

Star-Lord held out his hand, and he took it, rising to his feet. His senses were normalizing now that the brutish escapade had ceased, and thus, the implants resumed the task of healing his wounds. "...Thanks." he sheepishly said.

"Don't thank me. Gamora was the one who spear-headed this rescue. I told her she was crazy. I said 'Don't worry about Rocket. He wouldn't do anything stupid.'" he stated, half joking.

The damaged raccoon stumbled when he said that, and Peter steadied him with one hand. He pushed his hand away and took a few steps away from him. He was grateful for the last second assistance, but his embarrassment made him go back to his bitter self. "I was just about to stab the dumbass with my welder, but you just had to be a hero again." he spatted, wanting to make up for his folly.

It was brewing in his subconscious, but he didn't want to acknowledge the obvious bad action of him trying to settle the knotty problems. He should be chastising himself, rather than taking it out on him. The stress of keeping it under wraps led to this kind of reckless behavior, to begin with. He then saw Drax and Gamora appear on the horizon. They're flying towards him, and his gaze remained on the beautiful alien. He felt a glimmer of the attraction he had for her last night. That told him this was a problem that wasn't going away with inaction. They both would have to eventually confront each other about it, and no diversion would help.

She landed many feet in front of him. Her face had an unreadable look, performing the same socially conscious act he was doing. She stopped when she got close, looked at the dead grunt, and then back to him.

"Moron."

——————————————————————————————————————————————————-
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It had been a week since she and Rocket met in a fiery passion that led to the present contrived circumstances. Despite the fact that they're vacationing on Contraxia, Gamora didn't find herself relaxing as she should. Then again, trying to unwind on this icy planet wasn't exactly as easy as advertised. She'd already chastised Star-Lord for wanting to vacation in a place where the Ravagers frequented. In his brilliance, he reassured her that Yondu's clan wouldn't be there, and even if they were spotted by other factions, he would welcome another fight with Mary Poppins. He also reasoned that Yondu wasn't respected as much as he once was among the crime syndicate. He heard rumors about the men under him questioning his authority, especially about him going easy on the Guardians of the Galaxy. If anything, and in his words, "They'll probably buy us a round of drinks."

He cited that their code of honor didn't extend that far when it came to a perceived weakness in another member, especially regarding a captain. They're jackals and would pounce on any opportunity to expel them, and gain from that person's downfall. Gamora thought of it as a brutish way of living, but as long as they didn't disturb them, she could care less about their politics.

Peter, Drax, and sadly, Rocket all went to the Iron Lotus to "partake of the sights", as The Legendary Outlaw put it. She expected the former two to do it, yet she was a little chagrined that Rocket decided to join them. She'd already been down this line of thought she was about to engage. She shouldn't have a reason to mind. They hadn't talked about what happened, even after they rescued him from his poor attempt at managing his feelings. She knew what he was doing because it reflected her similar actions. She half-anticipated her organizing the saving of him from danger would communicate to him that they're more alike than they knew.

She also hoped it would beget a conversation about it, however, everything went back to as it usually was. Maybe it was adolescent of her to expect him to come to her. When it came to relationships, she didn't have a notable track record. And by that, she meant none at all. Her being a Galaxy-class killer under Ronan and Thanos didn't afford her time to explore a love life. The little she knew of Rocket made her think he had a non-existent history with a partner as well. So, here they both were, in a standstill.

She was presently walking through the snow-filled streets, looking for a place to gamble. She didn't usually do so, but it was the only other activity that held some kind of interest to her. She was near the Lotus, so other lesser brothels surrounded the area, and were the primary attraction of the city. As an ulterior motive, she aspired to possibly run into Rocket. He mentioned he liked to bet, but she
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