

    
        
          Alone, Together [Chapter 3]

        

        
        
          Alone, Together, Volume 3

        

        
        
          Jackal Entente

        

        
          Published by Jackal Entente, 2019.

        

    


[LinkTree]

[Characters copyrighted to Marvel, and the story is by JackalEntente. Please notify me before you post this somewhere else.]

Alone, Together [Chapter 3]

By Jackal Entente

Copyright 2019 Jackal Entente

Smashwords Edition



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      ALONE, TOGETHER [CHAPTER 3]

    

    
      First edition. October 9, 2019.

      Copyright © 2019 Jackal Entente.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 978-0463651445

    

    
    
      Written by Jackal Entente.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Copyright Page

Alone, Together [Chapter 3]

Sign up for Jackal Entente's Mailing List

Further Reading: Alone, Together [Chapter 4]

Also By Jackal Entente

About the Author

About the Publisher

Gamora was looking at a dirty bathroom mirror, taking note of how puffy her eyes were. She needed a cursory break from the recent bout with the Abilisk. She had dealt the decisive blow to the monster and was glad she left the guns to Quill. She had just come back from their meeting with Ayesha, who promptly handed over Nebula to their custody. Of course, Star-Lord had to flirt with the Golden High Priestess, and that made her feel better about pursuing a relationship with Rocket. Although, her secret furry lover had to directly offend them as well. He really needed to get a hold of when it's a proper time to wink. She would take Rocket's slip of the tongue over Peter's repeated attempts to court her any day. He had just tried to apologize for something she honestly didn't care about.

She had given up on him a long time ago, and his persistence would only succeed in solidifying her decision. Her mind wandered to more predominant matters. She had just secured Nebula in the holding area, and she presumed that's why she was trying to think of unimportant matters with other people she disliked greatly. She didn't feel bad about the way she treated her, but musing about it made her feel nauseous.

-Oh, wait. Real nausea.- she grimly thought, her face turning a lighter shade of green.

As her head went for the toilet, she heard the ship's alarms go off, feeling like their peaceful departure from Sovereign wasn't going as such.
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Rocket was sitting at the campfire with Drax, Mantis, and Nebula. He wasn't feeling like his best self. Star-Lord's father, Ego, had offered his son and the rest of them to come back to his planet. He could care less about Quill's daddy issues, but he was more focused on the few insults thrown his way by Ego and his weird sidekick. They separately called him a "triangle-faced monkey" and a "puppy". He was glad to bite her hand in response, but it made him realize the deeper problems behind his anger. He viewed the abuse as a reflection of his big mistake.

If he hadn't stolen the batteries, they wouldn't be in this predicament. He was thankful that Peter's father destroyed the Sovereign fleet, yet something felt off about the guy. It's really convenient to come in, save them at the last second, and get their favor by offering refuge. His suspicions are valid, but he didn't have enough information to run with it. He continued to explore why he felt weak from the latest developments. He supposed Ego showing he could protect them showed his inability to do so himself, chiefly since he provoked the problems in the first place. To put the cherry on the Yaro root sundae, Gamora had taken Peter into the forest.

To say the minimum, his self-esteem wasn't at an all-time high at the moment. He didn't have a real reason to be envious of them talking. He assumed she was going to give him a pep talk about going with his parent, and she knew he trusted her words over anybody in the crew. She did have that effect. Her rationality was another reason he was attracted to her, and he was pleased she could provide that type of therapy to someone else. If only they both could apply that to their respective emotional subjects. He thought of their time alone in the space above Halfworld. That could be viewed as progress when it concerns that, albeit small.

It was good to finally share himself with someone, but like the things he was experiencing now, it didn't feel like there was a solid conclusion. He also remembered having the gnawing desire to fly down to his birth place's surface and liberate the inhabitants from the people who had killed his former best friend. He yawned, these thoughts of unfinished business would have to be solved at a later time. The Milano had suffered major damage, and if they were going to get off Berhert, he couldn't sit here sulking about how much of a loser he was.

"Ohhh, the puppy is so cute when it yawns like that!" Mantis said, overly excited.

Rocket turned his head and gave her a bitter snarl, and walked back to the ship.

"That's not how you get people to like you either," Drax added, slurping up the last of his food.

——————————————————————————————————————————————————-
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"Shoot her if she does anything suspicious," Gamora said to Rocket, on her way to leaving the planet.

He gave her an unintelligible grunt of sorts, a little miffed at her for joining Star-Boy and the others.

"...or if you feel like it." she responded, expecting the little mood he was in.

He affirmed it with, "Okay."

Last night, they agreed it was better if Star-Lord had the support of most of them, just in case Ego turned out to be "evil". She had to admit that it was his fault the ship was in a state of near ruin, and it was apt that he stayed behind and fixed it. That brought up what he was thinking about yesterday, and it had carried over when he woke up this morning. Once again, being called an animal he was not by Nebula didn't brighten that mood either. Gamora said some comforting words to Groot and left. Peter and Drax came behind her, discussing something he started to ignore. Just hearing Quill's voice sent him fully back to his old self, bitter and quippy.

"I hope Daddy isn't as big of a dick as you, orphan boy," he said, the stingy words already leaving a bad taste in his mouth.

"What is your goal here? To get everyone to hate you? Because it's working." Quill emotionally countered.

He watched them leave, Ego's spaceship blasting up into the atmosphere. He went back to using the repair tool, uttering another grumpy mumble.

"Give me some Yaro root. It should be ripe now," Nebula requested of him.

"You can starve, prisoner. I'm busy," he replied. Playing babysitter was now included on the list of things irritating him, and he wasn't going to entertain that chore at the moment.

"She likes you. I can tell. It's disgusting." Nebula remarked, unprompted.

Rocket stopped what he was doing, and gave her a scrutinizing look. "Fuck off. You're out of your element, metal head." Rocket fired back, spitting out a dry wad of saliva.

Nebula snorted, her cuffs clinging against her legs, and said, "Figures. It looks like she's having father troubles too. She always liked the pissy, underappreciated ones."

He decided to ignore the bait, laughing inwardly at being compared to Thanos. However, this might be a good time to get personal information about Gamora. It would serve as a great distraction, and he might find a way to bond with her better. Considering the source and despite their history, there could be a few nuggets of truth he could decipher. He pulled a nearby crate to the edge of the blasted out portion, and pretended to fix a component of the tool he was using.

"Not like I care...but what were Gamora's lovers like? Humor me. We're going to be here for a while. Might as well waste some time." he inquired, not looking at her.

Nebula didn't respond for a few long seconds and then shifted, looking out at the horizon. "She's never had a lover. Thanos would never allow it. He said that for what he has planned, 'attachments' wouldn't be advised." she answered, coldly, as though she subscribed to his warped ideology.

"Er...okay. What about some more...happy times?" he asked, feeling like those dark days of old would depress him further.

"Why are you asking so many questions about her? Is it because she's pregnant?" she bluntly questioned.

He dropped the implement, actually giving him something to fix.

"I am Groot!" the stunned Baby Groot said, spitting out a leaf he was chewing on.

Rocket rushed over to her and dug his claws in her arm, and in a manic fit said, "The FUCK did you say?!"

Nebula said gave him a fierce look, wincing at the needle-like pain. "Her implants are giving off three life signals! You have them too. You should have noticed, dirty battery thief! Now, let me go!" she said, violently trying to shake him off.

He let go of her arm and felt like his world was spinning. It was like he drank the entire jug of Gamora's Cocktail, his mind going in many directions. He was about to pop, and he tried to focus on the one thing he was always good at, smack talk.

"Battery thief? Takes one...to...know...one..." he said, going unconscious, and falling down onto the dirt.

Groot hurried to his side.

Nebula looked on, huffed like a brute, and said, "Stupid fox."
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Gamora was walking to her quarters with Drax and Mantis. She was thinking
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