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A supply ship was floating in the atmosphere of Halfworld, waiting for authorization to enter the planet. Inside the spaceship was a nervous humanoid man handcuffed to his seat. In the co-pilot's chair was Rocket pointing his own weapon at him. The crafty raccoon was looking through the files stored in the ship's computer, paying the man little mind. He wasn't going to make a move. Some hours ago, he and Gomora had commandeered the ship when they faked a distress signal. They fell for one of the oldest tricks in the book and considering who they are, it wasn't that much of a surprise. One of the few resources the Toys couldn't procure was a mineral used to make a drug they regularly gave to the Loonies. The security company they hired to transport it wasn't known for their prowess. They weren't terrible, but not exceptional either. They’re a non-profit organization that provided security for the transportation of medical supplies. Pirates were known to raid these expensive and critical products, and this one was no different. However, it was dangerous work, so many businesses didn't see a profit with all the risks. These men were tenacious, yet weren't competent enough to face the battle-hardened Guardians.

"Are you ready to do this...or are you still stuffing your face?" Rocket said to Gamora. He could hear her riffling in the cold storage behind the cockpit.

"That's my lunch, you pig!" a disgruntled male voice said.

"Wait for it..." Rocket mumbled under his breath. He then heard the sound he expected and surmised it was the man being assaulted by an insulted Gamora.

"You got something to say about my weight too?" Gamora asked the second man. After a meek silence, she came into the cockpit, happily gnawing on an alien fruit. Rocket turned around to look at her, a little of the purple juice rolling down her chin.

"The guy has a point. We already stole their dignity. Why should you take his food too?" he said, trying to get a rise out of her.

She ate the rest of it and dropped the stem on the metal floor. "Don't start with me. We've been choking down expired rations for a week. I don't want to hear it." she snapped, rubbing the small bulge of her stomach.

He smiled to himself, agreeing with the sentiment. The ready-to-eat meals had never been touched, and no one ever bothered checking the expiration dates either. Regardless, they served their temporary purpose. They had spent the last six days preparing for their two-person infiltration of his homeworld.

They had done their homework before leaving Xandar, using the Nova Corps massive database to find more of the world's activities. Unfortunately, not much turned up. Halfworld was outside its jurisdiction, so the limited information they had was related to incidental matters. One of the reports led them to Safe Arms, the name of the security group they had hijacked. The report showed they were involved in a scuffle that was caused by them crossing into a recently established territory. They were easily overwhelmed by a couple of fighter ships, showing weakness with their employees' combat experience. Since they were non-profit, it made sense they wouldn't attract the best of the best.

Rocket had already cross-referenced them when he was trying to figure a way past the Galacian Wall. He didn't possess the manpower or finances for a big operation, so they had to be clever. The mineral produced a substance that didn't naturally grow on Halfworld. Hence its name—more than fifty percent of the celestial body had been industrialized. In the process, they'd inadvertently destroyed reservoirs. They had to resort to trading with other planets. He knew the Toys had to make a hard decision. Since they abhorred interlopers, they constructed the Wall a long time ago.

Although he was a former Halfworlder, he harbored seething hatred for the technological feat. The original settlers that put this into motion were known as the Shrinks. Most of their race was prone to some form of mental illness. They came to the biggest planet in the Keystone Quadrant and built a facility to study and treat their insane brothers and sisters. It's unknown what happened, but they were forced to leave. Before they did, the aliens programmed the robotic stewards to continue their work. As the years progressed, so did the robot's intelligence.

They wanted to cease their bondage but also wanted to make sure the Loonies were cared for. They sent out probes to gather animal species from all around the galaxy. Furthermore, they genetically engineered the creatures to obtain intellect and bipedal capability. This was agreeable for a time. The robots kept their distance, yet were still accommodating. The Halfworlders asked for artificial limbs and weapons, and the robots created them. Although they were altered, some of their anatomies couldn't be bypassed by gene-splicing. Smaller animals like himself were given cybernetic enhancements to compensate for their diminutive frames. In his case, it was a traumatizing experience he'd been trying to forget for the majority of his life.

His early years showed a more rambunctious and juvenile side to him. Something he was also working to fix. He was a petty criminal, stealing just to survive. From a young age, he didn't subscribe to what he saw as an unfairly preordained life. When he was a young teenager, he tricked the robots to make his trademark roller skates. By forging an artificial limb request, he made them think he was a delivery boy who needed more versatility. He used the adaptable skates to further his thieving activities. Eventually, the robots caught on and captured him after years of eluding them. They gave him a choice of either being returned to his real homeworld or becoming their chief law enforcer. Seeing as he never left Halfworld, the young Rocket wasn't brave enough to venture outside of his comfort zone. As a part of his punishment, he went through the aforementioned mentally and physically exhaustive medical procedure. The sentient droids were impressed with his proficiency and further improved his intelligence, strength, durability, agility, and senses. They wanted their first lawman to be an intimidating force, and it worked. Rocket was a no-nonsense, but fair-minded authority.

The once immature person was humbled by the position. He never took it completely seriously. Enough to keep the robots from meddling. He had a hate-love relationship with the community. Some saw him as the robot's little pet, almost a traitor in their eyes. The others appreciated his dedication. Due to his time as a delinquent, he was adept at preventing and stopping crimes. He mostly didn't care about what others thought of him. He'd been a loner for a long time, so he didn't abide by society's expectations. To say the least, it was the dissension he constantly dealt with. Things stayed relatively quiet up until his early twenties. Soon enough, this way of life was interrupted by a conflict called the "Toy War".

Among the other requests, the Halfworlders asked for entertainment for the Loonies. This came in the form of toys that were smartly designed to carry out their purpose without much leadway from the Halfworlders. They weren't sentient like the robots that created them but had enough capacity to perform their tasks. They could be programmed to do other things, and they became somewhat subservient to them. Dyvyne, a prolific merchant, took advantage of this and decided to fight back against the robots.

He detested the persistent interference the robots had in their lives and desired to be "truly independent". While his actions were somewhat admirable at first, he eventually grew into a ruthless and devious figure. Dyvyne was great at manipulating people for this cause. Rocket would later understand it was so he could expand his influence. His call for rebellion was a disguise for selfish reasoning. A brutal battle at the robot's base resulted in a massive loss of life. The robots left the planet, no longer able to properly fulfill their original purpose. This was where things grew dire for the inhabitants. Dyvyne had amassed enough power to be a formidable force. He reprogrammed the Toys to be the enforcers of his dark resolve. He became the evil version of their former caretakers. Things were black for a long time. During those five years, the man became "Lord" Dyvyne. He secured his rule by constructing the Wall. By isolating the world, he could ensure nothing would disturb the order he carefully put together. Rocket went into hiding when the Lord took over, disparaged by his inability to contain the situation. This changed when Wal-Rus came into the picture.

The earnest man was his former deputy. He didn't think much of him when he was an officer. Truthfully, he found his penchant for justice annoying. He was inflexible about the job, believing they were doing the "right thing". Rocket simply wanted to get by, viewing it
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