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The augmented rocket skates dashed up the ruined spire, the focused humanoid raccoon pursuing the mystery person. He felt brand new, despite utilizing something from his early thieving days. With the tusk necklace vibrating against his chest, he liked to think the ghosts of the past were protecting him in these trying times. Even though it was healthy to resolve these previously hanging demons, he had another lesson to learn: At some point, he would have to move on from it completely.

It was nice to have mementos, but sometimes, people would start to depend on them too much. Ultimately, he had to forge a path with his mental strength alone. For now, this character was in their way and he had no choice but to take them down. They'd been in the badlands for fourteen days and this was the closest they had come to tracking down their spaceship. A lot was riding on him capturing this bouncing antagonist and he wouldn't disappoint the Guardians, chiefly his six and a half month pregnant girlfriend. Although he was using twenty-year-old footgear, the master engineer made sure to apply some necessary tweaks.

"Time to end this fuckin' goose chase," he stated, stopping for a brief instant to click his heels.

Two small turbine engines appeared on the back of the gliders, small flames shooting out, generating the thrust needed to quickly catch up to the target. They were blindsided by the fastly approaching Rocket, stun baton in hand. He had constructed the weapon after his short time with Nebula. It was less lethal than the electroshock variant but could pack an adequate punch. This was displayed when he clipped the enemy's right knee, making them slightly exclaim. He circled until he was in front of the downed prey, turning up the shock setting on the melee rod.

"Let's get a good look at that mug. What are you hiding? First, let's make sure your slippery ass can't hop anymore." he said in a cocky tone.

He made his move but gave rise to the mistake of informing them of the tactic. They launched themselves headfirst, throwing him off. He's still using the boost, so it made him painfully collide with the headbutt. It hurt, but his vest and enhanced physiology took most of the blow. Reacting, he not only removed the hood of the attacker but also managed to strike one of the spring-like boots they were wearing. They were on top of the column and he broke free, teetering on the edge. The figure dashed like greased lightning, hitting him with a familiar weapon.

"You should have never come here...stupid fox." the voice of Nebula dryly uttered. She then struck him with the other electroshock baton, generating a blue-colored charge and sending a debilitating current throughout his framework. He wailed with agony and was left fried, unable to act. She grabbed the shoulder strap of his garment and insulted him more with, "That's a pathetic reproduction of my weapon. A little advice...the original is always better. Also, go back the way you came. Which wasn't through the Anus. You'll figure it out. ...It looks like you brought the whole family."

He groggily turned his head to see Star-Lord flying toward them with his aero-rig activated, noticing his bare feet. She let him go, his stunned body dropping to the ground. As expected, his "leader" caught him and soared upward, looking for her.

"Shit. They got away. At least you're safe, buddy. Don't beat yourself up. We'll find another way." Quill reassured.

"We...already...have...one..." Rocket weakly spoke, showing an object to him. It was the left hand of the cybernetic daughter of Thanos, detaching it before she shocked him.

"The hell?!" Peter exclaimed, confused.

Over their communicators, Gamora pensively expressed, "...My sister is here."

************************************************************************
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Aboard the burnt husk of the Quadrant, the Zehoberei beginning the third trimester of her twin pregnancy sat staring at the disconnected hand of Nebula, hooked up to a salvaged computer system. A host of emotions were swirling in her hormone-filled bloodstream and she kept them suppressed. The several questions that surfaced from this development had her sufficiently distracted. She looked at the screen, the text reading as, "Trace in progress...53% complete."

This could have been completed a short while ago, but they're using low-grade technology procured from various means. Gamora detested that her lover had to resort to his usual skillset, but they're in desperate times. The initial week in Sakaar City was full of danger at every corner. For one, they weren't entirely welcome here in the first place. They had fought against the Sakaarans during the Battle of Xandar, including personally facing them when they retrieved the Power Stone on Morag. With the Guardians' name spreading across the galaxy, the insect-like species certainly couldn't forget them. The ones that had allied with Korath, and in extension, Ronan, were all killed during the aforementioned conflict. So far, they hadn't been spotted, and that was in part due to their careful movements.

"Are you okay?" Mantis asked, startling her.

She jumped, hands instinctively going to her belly. She relaxed once she saw who it was, coming back with, "Yeah, just a little spacey. How are you? Those snails were pretty rancid."

The empath rubbed her abdomen then stopped, looking at the blanketed and sleeping Drax. "Honestly, all I had was some mild discomfort. ...I pretended to regurgitate so Drax wouldn't feel emasculated. He's kind but has a tendency to be overprotective of me. I know he lost his family, so I think he's overcompensating." the former servant of Ego observed.

Gamora looked at the fluffy Rocket, who was resting on a cot. She could relate, seeing as the father of her babies had been acting the same way since they had undertaken this expedition. He was intransigent about her participation. With Nebula entering the picture, that might soon change. Regardless of that, the whole team was worried about her, so she had put them at ease.

"It seems like no matter what world they're from, males are all the same. They have to take on the whole burden themselves. We'll have to remind them that we aren't delicate little flowers." the ex-assassin said, touching Mantis' hand.

Her antennas lit up, feeling the warmth of the solidarity and queried with, "What's going on here?"

Gamora set her eyes on the progress bar, currently at fifty-six percent. The ingenious Rocket knew the implants Thanos had installed in them emitted life signals. Nebula had a regeneration implant as well, so that meant all of her body parts were connected to this signal. Using the hand as a relay, they could trace it to her and expectantly find the stranded sibling of hers.

"It should lead us to Nebula. We're jacked into the main network, so we'll be able to see wherever she is. Whether she's apprised of this method or not, she'll know we're coming for her. It's about to get dicey..." she answered, tight-lipped.

Her feelings were still being emulated by Mantis, who put forth, "She's trying to kill Thanos. ...Why would she be here, though? This is a trash planet. What is there to gain by stealing the ship?"

The mother-to-be had nothing to put forward. They had found out an "angry-looking robot" had fallen out of the sky when one of the locals said they saw the spacecraft flying overhead. This occurred seven days ago, so they followed the trail. With a lot of investigation, bribes, and some coercion they finally tracked her down. With the revelation of her identity, it was no wonder why it took them this long.

"She is stubborn, but not an idiot. You can't ambush Thanos. There must be something here that she needs. If I was her, I would try to draw him out. You would need some strong bait, though. ...No...she wouldn't." Gamora verbalized, suddenly realizing the gambit.

"She's looking for one of the Infinity Stones," Quill said for her, making them both jump. He was standing behind them, arms crossed and holding a device.

"How long have you been standing there?" Gamora questioned, getting a bit tired of the surprises.

"Long enough. Can I help? Or will that make you feel like 'a delicate little flower'?" he offered with a sarcastic smirk.

Her eyelids narrowed and she motioned with an open palm. He took his holo-map projector and connected it to the hardware. He tapped the screen a few times, a separate smaller progress bar appearing, swiftly loading to one hundred percent. It disappeared, making the scan load faster, already past eighty percent.

"I thought this might come in handy. With all of us scurrying around like rats, I figured it would be a good idea to know the lay of the land." he boasted. The trace completed, bringing up a detailed map of the metropolis. A blinking red dot came up, followed by ten more in wildly different locations. Peter exhaled, saying
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