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“They’re coming,” Drax firmly reported, the background noise filled with aggressive chatter. Gamora would have promptly said something in response but she was faced with an identical situation. The third party that had been on their heels turned out to be the Sakaarans themselves. The unnerved female had one palm shakily cusping her huge womb and was using the other to grab the item in her pocket. She and Groot were crouched behind a group of derelict crates, her eyes watching the strange hand movements of Star-Lord. The leader had his helmet on so she assumed he was attempting to communicate. The approaching insectoids were so close, she could hear the humming noises of their electronic weaponry activating. The architecture of the sewer network didn’t give them many tactical options. With the high ceilings and narrow corridors, they had a limited amount of moves they could make. Since time wasn’t on the side of the pinned Guardians, she had come up with just one. The circumstances were becoming dicey and her idea seemed like a waste of the grenade she was pulling out. Carefully, she loaded the explosive into the attached launcher of the laser cannon.

“We have our aero-rigs on. Drax and I can lure them to the charges and...um, as Star-Lord says, take out two ‘chicks’ with one big stone.” Mantis proposed. This time, Gamora was glad she couldn’t respond. If she could, it would have been to berate the gesturing idiot in front of her. It was part of the reason why she couldn’t think of an acceptable way out of this. She checked the communicator and confirmed their aggressor’s position, the real-time holo map showing them about twenty feet away. Quiet as a mouse, she aimed Rocket’s firearm so the blast would explode over their heads and expectantly, disarm them. In the chamber of the arnament’s modification was the last unused EMP grenade from her and the raccoon’s expedition to Halfworld. She had planned on using it as an ace in the hole, in case Proxima Benatar and her people attempted to take off with their spaceship. In addition, the explosive would disable Nebula, effectively giving them a leg up. However, that was when they thought the blue-skinned aliens were their enemies.

“That’s...uh, quite the story. ...I don’t mean to rush ya, but my buddies are most likely tearing Sakaar City apart to find me. You had me sold a while back so that’s enough of the tragic backstory for now. I’ll repair the ship and we’ll work out the rest later. No need for any...ahem, explosive theatrics. ...I’m sure all of us would like to walk out of this without doing anything really stupid.” Rocket desperately tried to communicate. The pressure had been raised to maximum and her rapidly beating heart told her to go with her gut. She had been criticizing Nebula for not accepting help and here she was, stewing in her hypocrisy.

Gamora took her finger off the trigger and gently grabbed Groot, pulling him in close. In the lowest whisper possible, she gave utterance to, “Remember what you did to Retch? Do that to their guns...and quietly.” The little guy was taken aback but after processing her instruction, he mischievously grinned and kissed her on the cheek. He then used his vines to stealthily vault himself to the top of the crates, drawing the regard of Star-Lord. She scooted closer to him, her belly bumping the confused human. With all that had happened between her and Quill in the past, she was finally ready to depend on him again, asking, “Do you trust me?”

“What?” he replied, the confusion causing his voice to raise. The ears of the Sakaarans caught this, the three-man team charging their firearms and closing the distance between them. Groot continued his improvised acrobatic performance, placing himself above the hissing hostiles before they turned the corner. The tree-creature then steadied himself on the pipe, three vines emerging from his hands.

“If you trust me, switch your blaster to non-lethal, and on the count of three, take out our friends.” she directed, taking the cannon off and standing up, right in the sights of the advancing bugmen. Besides her status as a Guardian, there was a chance they would recognize her as the Child of Thanos that brutally murdered a contingent of their brethren. “One...” The combatants raised their energy rifles and took aim. “Two...” Groot slinked his strong tendrils around their firearms and with some effort, he rendered them defenseless, their guns sailing upward. “Three!” The reliable Peter popped up and in sharp succession, shot all of them with precise energy shots, their bodies hitting the dirty water with gentle thuds. Gamora smirked, walking towards the incapacitated foes, feeling smug satisfaction from everything going smoothly. She was about to deliver a witty remark but found the victory short-lived, a four-digit palm clasping over her mouth. Instinct would have executed a counterattack, however, the knife pointed at her large belly stopped her cold.

“I am Groot!!” he shrieked, falling down and landing on the Celestial-Human’s shoulder. Star-Lord had dematerialized the helmet, aiming his weapon at the head of the humanoid Sakaaran. Their variant was the kind they were “familiar” with, unlike the indisposed pink grubs at their feet. This character was as scary-looking as the others, his insect-like mandibles and jaws making him a frightening presence to take in. Moreover, his deranged facial expression had everyone unsettled; standing by with the worst kind of bated breath.

“I’ve been waiting since the Battle of Xandar for this. When I saw your badger-faced comrade walking out of Margus’ place, I believed I was dreaming. ...Toss your weapon, ‘Star-Lord’. Don’t pull any of those little tricks, ‘Grout’...or whatever your stupid name is. All I care about is taking out this traitorous bitch. ...And while I’m at it, I’ll take your precious ship too.” the nameless soldier callously opened with. Quill and Groot grumbled but relented, disarming themselves and holding their hands up. The avenger hiding in the shadows urged her to take a step back. “I don’t know what’s going on here but whatever squabble you are having has given me the perfect opportunity to get revenge on you...Gamora. I was aboard the Necrocraft where you chose to betray Ronan. Long story short, I’ve been chasing you for around a year. ...You’re fatter than I remember. Did this idiot finally put one in you?” he crassly questioned, pointing at the scowling visage of Peter. The sapling was baring his fangs, eliciting a laugh from the enemy. “It’s no matter. All of you will die in the crossfire. I just need you and the blue-skins to kill each other, and I can fly out of here clean. ...Set those charges, human.”
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“You guys are lucky I feel sorry for you. You trashed a work of art.” Rocket commented. He was repairing the largest crack, located above the cockpit, operating the nanobot welder as fast as he could. Proxima Benatar was sitting on a supply trunk, her First Mate cleaning up the blood she was continuously coughing up. The other two were performing minor repairs on the interior of the ship, by his blunt directions of course. For the moment, things were cautiously tolerable. He was peeking at the knocked out Nebula every chance he got, knowing she was the wild card that could derail this truce. The vocal activity on the communicators had ceased so there was that as well. The raccoon wanted to trust that his teammates had understood his message but he hadn’t heard anything following Mantis’s last transmission. Apparently, the natives had followed them here and at any second, the cluster fuck could ignite. The best he could do was to keep them distracted for as long as possible and hope his buddies could handle it. “So...how did Baldy screw you over?”

The diversion worked, the male Proxmian leering at Nebula with the rage of a thousand supernovas. “Months back, we were lying low on a remote planet. If we were ever going to keep the element of surprise on our side, we couldn’t show our faces anywhere. This kept us cloaked but made our efforts exponentially difficult. ...One day, the traitorous female crash lands. She sells us this fiction about being on the run from a ‘mad tyrant’. Days later, around the fire, to our ‘surprise’, we find common ground with taking down Thanos. She goes on to say that she has a man with valuable information, but he won’t give her the info because he’s not sold that she can pull it off by herself.” he delineated, dipping the blood-soaked rag into a wash bin and ringing it out. There were some holes to fill, nonetheless, Rocket was seeing where
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