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Alone, Together [Chapter 4]

By Jackal Entente

Copyright 2019 Jackal Entente

Smashwords Edition

"Hey, it's time," Gamora said, appearing in his bunk.

She grasped her hands on the top of his door and stretched a little. His eyes went to the small bulge under her black tank top. She was two months pregnant with their twins and was already showing a noteworthy bump. He figured her Zen-Whoberian physiology made the pregnancy an easy ride so far. Their tough skin made any stretching less damaging to their appearance. Even though she would obviously get bigger at a faster rate, she wouldn't be completely burdened by the usual effects of gestation. Coupled with her cybernetic appendages, the additional weight shouldn't slow her down. Regardless of that, she'd been taking it easy since it was announced a month ago.

That included lounging about and eating all the leftovers. They had a long discussion about them slowing down their hero duties since the Battle on Ego's Planet. The subsequent results of the big conflict took a toll on their psyches and the overall team dynamic. The others, for the most part, picked up where they left off. For him and his expecting girlfriend, they tried to reexamine how they approached everything.

They're docked at Xandar, using it as a base until they acquire a new ship. It was nice to be on good terms with the Nova Empire. Seeing as they saved them twice, the government was more than accommodating. The Elector Quadrant was actually in the port reserved for the Nova Corps. He was steadfast about it, despite the irritation of some of the crew. By "some", he meant Quill. They were butting heads lately, and it was another petty example. Rocket won the short argument by going full protective father on him. He wasn't the biggest fan of the Nova dorks either, but he felt they were safest under their shelter.

Today's task would be another step in attempting to be a normal couple. They had a doctor's appointment scheduled in thirty minutes. The Corps allowed them to use their hospital for free, and they finally took advantage of it. He and Gamora were a little late on biting the bullet. Both of them had been experimented upon and had an aversion to anything resembling medical facilities. It was something they strangely bonded over, feeling like they understood each other better. During this downtime, their relationship was starting to move in the right direction.

Their conversations had more substance as they opened up to each other. It wasn't anything heavily emotional. It would be some time before they could get deep with each other. They're trying to take it slow. That also went for how they spent their time. He's happy they weren't the type of partners that are too clingy. He still enjoyed his alone time. There was the additional reasoning that Groot wasn't exactly a fan of the arrangement. He still hadn't got over his resentment towards him for basically ignoring him. The intelligent raccoon wasn't sure how to handle it. They'd never been on the rocks like this. He attributed his attitude to his relative age as well.

Groot seemed to be growing four times faster than a humanoid. His current incarnation was about seven months old so that had him in what Peter referred to as the "terrible twos". He would throw a tantrum for every perceived slight, and Rocket supposed it was training for what's to come. It was...fun.

"Can you tell Star-Hole not to leave the planet without us again? I'm getting tired of him 'resolving his feelings', and accidentally forgetting we were out." he asked.

Gamora smirked and responded, "Sure. He should be polishing up his war gear."

She left his room, and he waited a minute before stashing away the papers he'd been sitting on. It's a schematic for a component of the Galacian Wall, specifically one of its power stations. He locked the drawer he put it in and walked out of his room. He came to the bridge with Star-Lord aggressively scrubbing a chest plate. He received a spare set of armor from the Corps. Ever since they got here, he'd been assisting them with hunting down bounties.

He tried to enlist Drax and Mantis in the effort. However, they wanted to take care of social matters rather than helping him with his personal crisis. The fatherless human was on his own, and it hadn't been pretty. He was already going through a rough time dealing with losing Yondu, and to a lesser extent, Ego as well. Rocket believed the revelation of his and Gamora's situation pushed him over the edge. The pathetic guy had lost important connections, and he thought that a shot with Gamora would make up for that. Mantis relayed this information after he fell into his deep depression after the news was awkwardly divulged.

"Peter? ...Still giving me the silent treatment? ...Okay. Just don't fly off without us again. Bye." Gamora stated. They left the ship, Star-Lord chipping the black paint off the piece as he wiped it down harder.
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"Okay, just sit tight and let the machine work its magic," the Xandarian nurse said.

The young blonde walked out of the examination room, leaving Gamora and Rocket to anxiously wait. They weren't exactly comfortable talking about the pregnancy in this setting. It's a serious issue, and they're too on edge to discuss it maturely. There had been a pronounced silence since they arrived here, and she wanted to reduce the tension.

"I'm really worried about Peter." she put forth. This should deflect their own fears. Truthfully, she meant the statement. His mental health was deteriorating, thus his regressive behavior.

"Why? He's being the same idiot he always is, except...more so." Rocket gritted out.

She could tell he wanted to avoid the subject, but that was the underlying reason why she brought it up. There had been a noticeable rift between Rocket and Quill, and it needed to be mended. Rocket dealt with it by not engaging him at all. That was impossible to maintain. The little interaction he did have with him usually commenced with Peter making a snippy comment and it ending pretty much there. During one of their bedside chats, Rocket expressed that he felt bad for him.

The two hadn't always been on the greatest terms, yet he said it was akin to a feeling of betrayal. He was quick to add that he didn't view Gamora as a "prize" to be won between the two of them. It was the fact he, in a way, violated Star-Lord's trust in him. The raccoon knew Peter had obvious feelings for her, and he should have told him about their relationship sooner. She told him about Peter's advances while they were on Ego's planet, and Rocket saw his folly in not doing it earlier. To be fair, all of this started from a spontaneous action. From the beginning, it wasn't exactly handled well. If it wasn't for the premature pregnancy reveal, this would most likely still be under the radar. However, it seems like the Guardians of the Galaxy couldn't keep their personal lives under wraps.

"He's taking every bounty contract he can get his hands on. The ship comes back looking shittier than it already was. I know you two aren't talking, but that must be getting under your fur." Gamora, prodding him a bit.

He was flipping through a news magazine, trying to get his mind off what she's wanting to talk about. "Eh, it passes the time." Rocket said dismissively, turning another page.

She would have slapped the publication out of his hand, but she's strapped to the table. A device that looked like a futuristic lamp was scanning her womb, and she couldn't move an inch without starting the whole process over. "You need to talk to him." she bluntly stated. She was tired of beating around the bush.

"Now she says it." Rocket said in a snarky tone.

"You have to. He's going to get himself killed." Gamora continued, not letting up.

"Why does it have to be me? You know he's pissed at me. What about you? You're the one he has eyes for." he proposed.

"You know why. I broke his heart, in probably one of the worst ways possible." she protested.

"It wasn't your fault. We can help that our teammates don't know how to keep a secret," he reasoned.

She tightened her fist but tried not to make any sudden movement. "Someone has to. Drax and Mantis are up each other's asses. The only person left is Groot, and he has the emotional complexity of a two-year-old." she better reasoned.

Rocket threw the magazine aside and grunted. "Fine. I'll talk to the maniac." he said, bested by the short exchange of wits.

She slyly smiled, and simply replied, "Thanks."

The door to the room slid open, and an attractive Krylorian came in. She's wearing lavish blue clothing under her white coat. "Hello. I'm Dr. Dey," she said, barely looking at them.

She and Rocket eyed each other, processing the "small world" moment. The doctor walked over the computer and looked at the progress of the scan.

"Okay, it looks like we have a few minutes until it's complete. You didn't pop up in our records. New parents?" she asked, still not looking them in the face.

Rocket cleared his throat and said, "Yeah. Tell your husband thanks again."

Rhomann Dey's wife looked puzzled, and then laid her eyes on the meekly smiling Gamora. "Oh wow, the Guardians! I'm so sorry! The nurse told me you two provided fake names. Usually, the undercover operatives do that." she explained with happiness in her voice.

"We used to be criminals, so it's a little habit. Luckily, Rhomann took care of that for us." Rocket stated, more frank about it than he should have been. Gamora gave her a strained smile.

"That was all in the past. You're heroes now. I wouldn't be able to tuck in my daughter without knowing we have men and women like you all out there." Dr. Dey genuinely said.

The kind words made the rest of the visit go easily. The doctor informed them the twins were developing on track. The only thing she noted was that they were bigger than what they should be at
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