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The Milano was relatively quiet. They're on their way to Contraxia, taking a much-needed vacation well after the Battle of Xandar. It had been a few months since that had occurred. The aftermath had some lingering effects, mainly on their pockets. The costs to rebuild the ship seriously killed their already small budget. Their fame brought in a lot of jobs that provided a steady income. Rocket enjoyed the days when they were just light mercenaries, surviving to see another day. This whole "Guardians of the Galaxy" crap wore him thin. Maybe it was just the way Star-Lord made it sound so incredibly lame. He never asked to be a space-faring "hero".

He complained about it often, but he did like having food in his stomach, and the recognition didn't hurt when it got him free drinks. Nonetheless, it was tiring, and he was going to relish the break from dealing with aliens fighting over things. After a few jumps, the ship needed time to charge, and some minor upkeep. He had completed his work when it came to that, and it would be another eighteen hours before they could resume going to their destination. During the wait, he and Gamora had spent the evening together.

She was frustrated with some idiotic thing Star-Lord had said. The kid was as smooth as the rocks on Morag. He made an off-hand joke about orphans, and it did its job in making her furious at the human. It also made her sulky, and even he couldn't stand a person being like that. It turned out to be a great time waster. He would usually attend to Groot, but with him being just a little sapling, he lost a huge deal of his companionship. Quill and Drax had retired for the evening, catching up on the sleep lost to a great battle defending a small village on some low-grade planet. It went on for three grueling days.

They didn't bother offering to help him with the ship maintenance, passing out in their respective quarters. Gamora and he sat chatting on the bridge before she invited her into her room for a "Gamora Cocktail". Apparently, the already established moniker as the Deadliest Woman in the Galaxy was blown up further by their recent popularity. It's an appreciable concoction, consisting of Arcturan vodka, Yaro juice, gold sugar, syrup, and silver cake sprinkles. She'd been gifted a half-gallon of the stuff, and a fourth of the bottle was gone within an hour.

This stirred up a rather entertaining conversation between the two loners. It was started by trash talking the other members of the crew. Familiarity does breed contempt and taking into account their abrasive personalities, it relieved the stress born from sharing a closed space with five of the craziest lifeforms in the galaxy. The talk extended to her recounting her past. Usually, he would say it was a buzzkill, but he felt a growing sympathy toward the story she was telling. He didn't need to know the details, because it wasn't hard to imagine a childhood under the villainous Thanos.

Once she actually got into it, the stories surpassed any dark scenario he could make up in his head. She didn't get into the exact happenings, just anecdotal stories. He was glad to be spared of details of mass genocide, and light murder on the side. It made him see the similarities in their existences. She expressed hatred of not being in full control of her life. They had found freedom, but the chains of their sad histories held them from being who they really wanted to be. He realized he'd been avoiding the gloomy truth, never really thinking about it.

He compared Thanos' vigorous training to his genetic manipulation by the robots of the Shrinks. They had been enhanced against their will, and for less than desirable purposes. They used to be slaves to their programming, and it left psychological damage that contributed to their unresolved problems. That topic led to Gamora telling a story about her fighting Nebula. It happened when they were young, and she attempted to sneak her a birthday present in one of their sparring matches. Although she managed to sneak the doll onto her person without anyone noticing, Nebula responded by smashing it with her electroshock staff.

She stated it was her first time aiming to connect with her, always viewing her as a sister. It visibly made her choked up, a single tear streaming down her cheek. He'd put his paw on her hand to comfort her, and that set fire to where they're now, which was in her bed. The simple consolation turned into a hot and passionate kiss, the cocktail taking over their base urges. If that wasn't unordinary enough, his implants weren't operating correctly. He could hold the liquor responsible for it, yet he'd been drunk before, and it was never like this.

Despite her tough exterior, she was gentle when it came to lovemaking. When they started kissing, she gently grabbed him by the waist so he could stand in her lap. This brought him to eye level with her head, so they could continue making out. He liked the sweet taste of the sugary drink on her full lips, not minding it melding with the residual traces of it on the fur around his mouth. It made the moment that more pleasing, the alcohol lowering their inhibitions to allow this kind of vulnerability. As they kissed, she put her hands on his cheeks, softly stroking his whiskers. This stimulated him in a desirable way.

Normally, if something touched his bristles, it would throw him off balance. However, the way she was doing it made him relax into the kisses. It was transmitting soothing information to his brain. His hands had the same vibrissae in them, so he decided to stroke her scarlet red hair. She had changed it a couple of weeks ago, wanting to express her new found freedom. He thought it made her look extra attractive, and it was then that he first realized his sexual feelings toward her. He should contemplate how fortunate he was to be in this position.

Her beauty was a part of her reputation. He couldn't count the many ugly aliens spouting on about how they would give it to her. He actually thought that toxic masculinity was a sign of weakness. Only men with a variety of insecurities would outwardly express such unintelligent ramblings. Up and until this point, he'd treated her like everyone else. He supposed that's why he got this far. Star-Lord behaved like one of them, and he could understand her animosity towards his schoolboy charm. She had probably heard it a thousand different ways, and he just reminded her of all those cringe experiences.

As they kissed, their cybernetic implants started reacting to their sexual activity. This made them pause long enough to get a light chuckle in, both of them feeling too good to worry about the obscure development. She carried him over to her mattress and took off her fishnet top and her wrist bands. He could remove his two pieces of clothing, but he was too enamored by her body. He'd never looked at her like this before. He could smell the strong pheromones she was giving out, a little bit of perspiration on her smooth, green skin. It came to him pungently when she removed the clothing, his nose going wild with the primal smell.

Gamora sat on the bed next to him and smiled at him confidently. "Let's see if those hands know how to do more than shoot and fly ships. Come on, these clothes won't take themselves off," she said, waiting for him to make his move.

The hairs on his furry body stood up, loving the sexy invitation. The only thing on her torso was an intricate array of thin straps. He wasn't going to let his hormones and drunk state hinder his competence. He could tell the straps were a part of she was wearing beneath her combat pants. He first unfastened her belt and then moved to do the same with the bands around her thighs. He made quick work of those and got off the bed to remove the knee-high boots she wore. He was a little dismayed to undo more straps, but he worked at a steady pace, wanting to impress her with his nimble thinking. He slid her field boots off one at a time and did the same with her pants. She gracefully lifted her legs as he did it, making the act seem seamless. He tossed it aside in the pile with her other clothes and looked at the last garment. For a second, he wanted to take her just like she was now. She was only wearing her under thongs, covering her hardened breasts and crotch area.

Although it's a seductive look, he wanted to see what was underneath. "Raise those arms. I'll show
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