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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 might have taken that a bit far. She hated acting like a teenager, setting up some accidental bump-in, and all to confirm he wasn't like most males she'd come across. It's the only thing that kept her interested in him, wanting him to prove she was wrong about her low expectations.

She'd acknowledge it was a lot to put all that on him, mainly because they hadn't progressed beyond one-night stand status, and it was equally both their faults that it was like this. She was going to ponder it further, but an alert from the ship communicator beeped and vibrated in her pocket. She pulled it out to see it had an intruder alert flashing in red lettering. She went on the defensive and rushed back to the spaceship, likely the only one who could have seen the warning. Her inner prompting made her think of the defenseless Groot.

——————————————————————————————————————————————————-
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Gamora was inside the hangar containing the Milano. There wasn't a soul in sight, except that obviously couldn't be the case. She was behind the control room window, looking for any signs of a trespasser. There were no employees here. They're servicing another ship at another dock. As she tried to stay in stealth, she looked at the communicator to see the alert didn't show a break-in of any kind. That would have triggered a proximity breach, and her scouting of the ship affirmed that. It had to be coming from inside the spacecraft. Her mind went to it being the Blue Idiot himself, taking the allowable opening for revenge.

She always awaited some type of payback for Star-Lord performing a classic switcheroo, tricking him into thinking he gave him the Power Stone. She knew she shouldn't have trusted Star-Lord's instincts. She mused this would be the rest of her life, constantly getting into and avoiding danger they caused to themselves. She had an out of place premonition it would one day culminate in her demise. She pulled out Godslayer and snuck her way past the hangar door, placing herself behind some nearby crates.

At times like these, she regretted having melee weapons. Her training with Thanos made her skillful with firearms, but she would let guns be Star-Lord's thing. She removed the detachable knife from the sword, just in case she would get into a long-range fight. This irked her because even in close quarters, a laser shot would likely win the fight, depending on what she was dealing with. She moved like a cat, quick and quiet, and was right next to the ship's hatch. She took a deep breath and pressed the button on the device that opened the door.

She had her collapsible sword in her right hand, the blade facing down her arm, holding the hilt backward to give herself enough arc to throw the knife in her other, dominant hand. The highest chance for combat should happen at this moment. If they're still inside, it would be possible they had set up some kind of ambush, and this was their best chance when it came to the element of surprise. At least that's what she would have done. Thanos always taught her to assume the enemy was going to be smarter than her, and she should always be prepared for any possibility, no matter the stakes.

The hydraulics hissed as the platform lowered. Gamora moved behind one of the landing gear, in case there would be some type of explosive thrown out. She was still in the fighter stance from before, the air trapped inside her lungs as she squinched up. The hatch hit the ground, and the gears shifted one last time before a stillness filled the atmosphere. She stood ready for a long minute, and nothing came out or made a noise.

-Looks like you are smarter than I thought. Fine, then. Let's dance.- she thought, feeling a little blood lust.

She moved with the same grace she had earlier, and expertly slid up the platform, and into the ship. She planted herself against the wall, and she must have not been as noiseless as she thought, because as she got in, she heard a commotion coming from the nearby bunking quarters. She slowly stepped down the corridor, her heart pumping a bit before the cybernetics reduced the fleeting stress it would cause her. She stopped before she turned the corner, peeking her head around it to see the door to Rocket's quarters was open. Her heart then fluttered again, actually feeling it this time. In a flash, she felt overly protective.

She didn't have time to analyze where it came from, hearing a loud clanging, then what sounded like scratches shortly after that. It came from the debriefing and engine section, and this time, dashed back through the vestibule. She put her sword away, still keeping the knife, figuring her martial prowess would be better used in these small confines. As she approached the area, she put her left hand behind her neck, all set to put it in the forehead of the enemy that appeared in her sights. Gamora focused herself, the view of the room would be viewable once she turned right in less than a second. She brought her arm farther back, giving her throw more velocity. As she turned the corner, she stopped dead in her tracks. Well, more like inelegantly sliding across the doorsill. She felt a mix of emotions as she stared at a miniature Groot on the table, ravenously lapping some spilled water. She looked at the things he had knocked over in getting onto the table top, the source of the noise she heard. It still didn't explain the secondary clamor and she immediately got her answer as she ascertained the same sound coming from the entrance opposite of where she was.

When the creature put a foot forward, she sidestepped to her left and launched the knife towards where its head would be. The blade landed a foot and a half above the gritted face of Rocket. In succession, he fired a beam from Star-Lord's quad blaster. The laser hit the wall behind her, just where her body was a millisecond ago. This made the Baby Groot aware of their presence, standing up.

"Rocket!" she said, startled.

"Gamora?" the raccoon inquired, confused.

There was a short pause, Groot turned his head to each of them, and then squeaked out, "...I am Groot."

There was another small delay, then the both of them cackled like asylum patients. They also concurrently looked behind them at their attacks meant for the "intruder" and laughed again. They slumped down, the hilarity of the situation overcoming them. Groot looked bewildered, and shrugged his shoulders, going back to slurping up the water. The comedy didn't end there, with Drax coming in, yelling out an exaggerated war cry, his dual knives out, ready to slay the nonexistent invader. He mirrored the same look they had, looking at Groot in clueless surprise.

Gamora and Rocket recommenced their laughter, the Destroyer commenting, "They must have gone mad. I heard you all shouting your names. Did Groot release a speech-affecting spore on you? Is this the only way we can communicate now?! You probably can't understand me! Drax?! Drax?! Drax?!"
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Rocket finished up fixing the minor damage him and Gamora did to the ship. He was thankful that he didn't fire his laser cannon inside the ship, or they would be stuck on this frigid planet, trying to repair a potentially
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