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[Day 3: Voyage of Rebuke]
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On the furthermost edge of the galaxy lies a dead planet, a spiritless world once known as “Proxima”. The calamity that caused its core to burst was catalyzed by none other than Thanos. The chain of events was the one example of his dark ideology completely failing and although the story needed to be sung, it never would be. The tragedy could be argued as an inevitability, considering the reprehensible actions of an individual named “Proxima Midnight”. She took it upon herself to execute the Mad Tyrant’s usual methodology and at the end of it all, only four survivors remained. Midnight had long forgotten about the homeworld she had turned her back on, unaware of the ultimate fate that befell the now uninhabitable heavenly body. In the shadows, her twin sister, Proxima Benatar, and the other refugees had undertaken a hardened quest for justice against the pair of cohorts. Their odyssey had brought them in contact with another ragtag band of revengers called the Guardians of the Galaxy. Their similar stories had converged and in place of revenge, the groups chose to work together, escaping Sakaar with a renewed outlook on the dangers of a self-destructive mindset.

“It’s been a pleasure, Guardians. We’re sorry we couldn’t assist with your journey home but as I said, my power is only so vast. ...You noble warriors have taught us a valuable lesson.” Benatar earnestly spoke, boarding the space pod. She joined her brethren in the auxiliary vehicle of the recovered M-class spaceship, Star-Lord ferrying them to the desolate earth below. After three days of repairs from the thoroughly exhausted Rocket, they were ready to part ways. Their time together had come to a close and both parties had a long expedition ahead of them. The Proximians were attempting the seemingly impossible, which was reigniting the inner core of the planetoid. The last of the High Proxy stated the process would take half a decade of hard work and would require the full extent of her magic for completion. She went on to explain that her powers were suffering from a surplus of unused energy, which accounted for the contrarily ill state she had been in. Evidently, the foregone higher echelons of their species had a backup plan in place, and even though it could have been implemented immediately following the initial destruction, she and her comrades couldn’t let Midnight go unpunished.

“Our angry hearts clouded our better resolve. ...We lost sight of what’s important. ...Rocket,” she uttered, getting his attention, “I have you to thank. Your unfiltered speech made us see that we had been forgoing, as you put it, ‘living’. ...You have as well, Gamora.” The pregnant alien heeded the recognition, half-smiling and squeezing her partner’s paw. “We didn’t have the satisfaction of conversing with one another but your actions and his words gave me the reminder I needed. You could have taken the same path as we did, but you chose to walk away. ...Instead of taking a life for a life, you are now creating it. ...Altogether, the Guardians are proof that ‘family’ is nothing more than a connection to those around you. ...Farewell.” The rest of the crew was gathered at the docking station for the stellar means of transport, each of them giving their gestures for goodbye. They were peering through the windows, watching as the enclosure depressurized, the cargo doors opening and dropping the space pod to the darkness underneath. As the spacecraft departed for the nearby Proxima, Mantis and Drax shot each other a nonverbal acknowledgment of their desire to remain as described:

“Family? ...I think I understand what she means, but I’m feeling...sad about what that might imply. ...Shouldn’t we be able to expect that sentiment from those who are biologically related to us?” Mantis put out there. The innocent question elicited an internal response from everyone present...and it wasn’t as heartfelt as the dialogue of Benatar. In any event, their abrasive nature was telling them to answer the empath with a seasoned, direct uttering of “No.” Regardless of cynicism, their recent adventure offered a drip of optimism.

“We should, Mantis. ...We should.” Gamora addressed, her cybernetics buzzing the senses. The dark silhouette of Nebula exited the area as she looked back, a light amount of fetal activity in her womb bringing her back. The outlaws enjoyed the sentiment of camaraderie, before it would become fleeting. The “journey” ahead of them was, as usual, not going to be without its trials. The Guardians were going to find out just how much of a family they actually are, especially with facing an extensive case of classic “space madness”.
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[Day 4: The Overall Rebuke]
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Rocket was sitting in the co-pilot’s chair, running the calculations once more before Star-Lord came in and commenced the team meetings he loved to conduct. In truth, this was the fiftieth time he had recalculated the course home, and every time, he prayed that the slightest tweak in the math would give him a favorable estimated time of arrival. His concern wasn’t so much with the interval, rather the gestational period of the expected twins. As someone who had put himself in situations where he was drifting through the endless void of space before him, the fugitive knew how to handle it, and with finesse. On the flip side, his expertise was at a flat zero when it came to the daunting development that would occur within the timeframe of the “ETA” displayed on the screen. “I rather go back to Sakaar.”

“Alright, everyone. Let’s get this done and over with. This is a bandaid I’ve been wanting to rip off for three days now.” Quill said, broaching the subject with an uncharacteristic lack of enthusiasm. His physical appearance didn’t inspire the feeling either, the human’s clothes stained with different colored fluids. He had been performing his own tweaks on the engines and judging by the defeated expression, he hadn’t made any significant progress. “Good news is that we’ll get home a whole two hours faster. Bad news...everything else is still going to suck ass. At this point, all we can hope for is a gravity assist from an unmapped planet. ...I don’t know, guys.”

The heedful raccoon studied the room, looking upon the melancholy faces of Drax, Mantis, and Groot. They had been playing a makeshift game of Kylosian poker. With the bulk of their supplies and belongings left on Sakaar, they were betting with their allotted times for using the restroom. The predicament made Rocket take the lead, doing it the only way he knew how. “If you don’t mind, I’ll paint the bleak picture. ...As our leader put it, this will be long, dull, and at times, touch and go. I won’t even mention the unit of length between us and the nearest planet. For that reason, we have to ration our fuel and thus, space out the jumps. That goes double for the food and the power supply. ...We have Benatar and her gracious folks to thank. They gave us a good deal of grub. We all can eat comfortably, but the power issue is going to be tricky...considering everyone’s...ahem, ‘individual needs’. ...Personal sacrifices are going to happen.”

“Gamora, I’ll trade you a week’s worth of bathroom time for light use. As I’ve stated before, my people have fewer concerns. We are proud of our musk! ...On the other hand, I can’t be without my nightly knife-cleaning ritual. Speaking of, it’s your turn, Mantis. ...Since we are no longer lovers, I can’t show you
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