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[October 17th, 2023. New York, North America, Earth.]
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The decisive Battle of Earth had come to a close a mere instant ago, the climactic struggle ending with the 2014 Thanos and his forces vanquished. As is lamentably customary, the victory was attained with the individual sacrifices of those who fought to dispel the darkness. Most notably, it was achieved with the pivotal Snap of the heroic Tony Stark. At this time, his allies, the Avengers, had gathered around his body, each of them honoring him, and everyone else that perished, by taking a knee. The scene was unquestionably a somber one but as stated, the war wasn’t won without those who had died today and in the many years prior. At opposing positions on the outskirts of the melancholy assembly were two people whose stories, by and large, had run parallel to the saga of the Infinity Stones. Their names are Rocket and Gamora, and like the differing timelines they were from, the couple had shared a story that was intermingled but separate from the conflict. The furry former was in mid-kneeling when he spotted the green latter walking away from the battlefield. He had lived through the entire nine-year history that led up to this significant occasion and for five of those years, the raccoon had dreamt of this very moment. All he had to do was walk up to her and say the words that would initiate the reunion he had crafted in the interim. Although he fondly remembered their past, he found himself unable to walk over, and for a simple reason.

She...hadn’t lived a single second of that history.

“Hey...buddy.” the quiet voice of the revived Quill greeted. Internally, Rocket was ponderously relieved to hear the revived vocals of the leader of the Guardians but outwardly, he hadn’t budged an inch, watching as the back of her red mane disappeared from sight. The newly arrived Star-Lord had already figured it out. The human had encountered her during the battle and the subsequent kick to his groin told him all he needed to know. The idle man couldn’t say it out loud so the sympathetic Peter said it for him. “She’s not...our Gamora. ...I met with Nebula. She brought me up to speed. Thanks for holding the fort down. I’m sorry that you had to do it...alone.”

Even the thunderstruck Rocket didn’t hesitate with his reply. “I wasn’t. ...I’m glad to have you back...Dick Head.” he earnestly remarked, staring straight ahead so Quill couldn’t see the tears in his eyes, “...After we clean up here, let’s go home...please.”
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[April 17th, 2024. Iron Lotus, Contraxia]
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“Arcturan vodka...neat.” the Sneeper Madame bluntly announced, sliding the glass to the patron at the end of the bar and curtly following it up with, “I would ask you for anything else but as you have done for every one of your ‘monthly’ visits, you’ll just say ‘no thanks’ and sit there with that sullen look on your beautiful face. ...My ‘offer’ still stands, by the way. You would make a great addition.”

Gamora leisurely picked up the drink and before taking a sip, responded with, “...Thanks. And, no. Maybe in another month, I’ll be tempted to say ‘yes’. Bounty hunting doesn’t seem to be cutting it...so who knows? ...I might branch out into prostitution.”

“Your loss, Zehoberei. My business is overflowing these days. I imagine hunting criminals is as well.”

“Eh, it ebbs and ‘flows’. Thanos left a huge power vacuum. Some idiots believe the Stones are still out there but anyone with half a brain knows they are gone for good. ...Then again, I shouldn’t be ‘here’. If you ask me, time traveling technology is going to be ‘hot’ on the black market. ...Want to partner up? Surely being the owner of a brothel gets old after a while. ...No offense.”

The peach-faced Madame poured herself a tonic, highly valuing her health and the company of the time-displaced alien. “Well, now that I’m in the ‘good graces’ of the Ravagers again, I can’t exactly step away. ...Ask me in a month. ...I ‘might’ help you set something up on Conjunction. You know? That place you go out of your way to avoid. ...’No offense.’”

The half-smiling Gamora took a longer sip and then pleasantly scoffed. “...Fair enough.” If this was a little over six months, in a past that functionally didn’t exist to her anymore, she would have likely assaulted the Sneeper for the verbal “slight”. However, the maturing Zehoberei couldn’t contest the statement about Conjunction. As candidly discussed, she had not just been avoiding the aforementioned desert planet but also going as far as dodging any thoughts about it. In truth, the Madame was the only person in the galaxy who knew about the elaborate process that was referred to as “TP”, an acronym for “Tour of the Past”. And as practiced, she let the subject dry out more than the alcohol she was presently gulping down, slamming the glass down, and sliding it back. “...Another.”

“I must have overstepped. ...This one is on the house.” the Sneeper Madame apologized, pouring another from the bottle and walking over to hand it to her, “I would suggest tipping this back quickly. ...Your...’robot’ friend is here. Like clockwork, that one.”

She didn’t hesitate, drinking the vodka in one long gulp, prepared to duck out the back exit. She was stopped when a discomfort in her boot was perceived, the object making her experience a surge of emotions she had been suppressing for six lengthy months. The wavering state it put her in caused the runaway female to miss her opportunity to slip away. The front entrance creaked open, making Gamora instantly surrender, getting the notion that this, in one way or another, was inescapable. Even the “bartender” was as surprised as she was, eyeing the sibling reunion with careful regard. The Sneeper was outspoken but knew how to read a room. The same instinct that told her that there was more to the woman once known as a “galaxy-class killer”. “...I'll let you two be.”

“...Thanks.” Gamora sarcastically uttered, looking straight ahead in defeat. She fiddled with the cup as the footsteps drew closer.

“...If I can chase our ‘Dad’ around space for the better part of a decade, then you should know how persistent I would be in finding someone I feel...the opposite of what I felt for our ‘dearly’ departed father.” the direct yet oddly sentimental Nebula opened with.

“...How did you find me here?” she asked. Like the madam and the intrusive sister, she decided to come out with it.

“I’m not here about that. I got...’intel’ that you came into contact with someone called...’Adam’. I know you’re avoiding us...and I respect that, but this man caused a lot of trouble for us and...’the other you’. We were stranded on—”

“Sakaar?” Gamora interrupted, almost smirking at the thought and clarifying with, “...It’s not what you think. I didn’t intend to go on that ‘stop’ of the TP intentionally. I was chasing a bounty near one of the wormholes and...you should know the rest. I met a Kronan named ‘Margus’ and he told me everything about the...’troubles’ you all had on the bastard of a world. And, I’m positive he informed me of everything. He was unusually honest. Anyways...yes, I met with ‘Adam’. I can’t tell you much about ‘Him’, because our interaction was pretty short. ...I don’t appreciate being ambushed by the twentieth person from the ‘other me’s’ past so before he got a word out, I told him to fuck off. The same goes for you...kind of. I’m glad that my sister turned out well but that’s the only reason I’m entertaining...this.”

Nebula looked at her expressionlessly for some seconds before looking down and abruptly tapping her boot with hers. “Then, why did you have ‘this’ on you? ...Look, I didn’t come here to beg you to come back. As exceedingly surreal as it is to look at someone who is...and isn’t my sibling, I’m trying my damndest to keep my sentiments in check. For the record, I didn’t slip ‘that’ into your pocket, like you accused me of doing the last time I met. ...Although, I’ll admit that it’s something that would have crossed my mind. ...Like I said, I just wanted to know about Adam. ...A long time ago, the other you told
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