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"I...am...Groot..."

The last words of the budding organism were fading, along with his existence. Rocket stumbled to him, wholly aghast.

“No, Groot...no, no, no, no! Oh...Groot. No...”

His paw didn’t get a chance to touch a wisp of the fastly dissipating dust. He was left with nothing, helpless to do anything but watch the particles that used to be his closest friend and partner scatter to the silent elements around him. The “Snap” had begun and like everyone across the universe, he was forced to face the blunt reality of the chilling present. Thanos had won and his indiscriminate wish was currently coming to fruition. The forest was alight with sharp screams and unintelligible exclamations but the raccoon was deaf to them all, his mouth slacked with a shock that was as quiet as the atmosphere. He had just lost someone that was more than platonic. Groot was his surrogate son and the fact that this was his second round at life made Rocket fall to his knees. He was nigh close to regressing into a catatonic-like state, however, the same love he had for the plant was igniting his parental instinct. The greenish-furry faces of his son and daughter made him rebound into action. He simply stood up and ran. The skittish man was sprinting in no particular direction.

-I have to get to Thor, but...wait. Stop, you fuckin’ moron.- he frenetically thought, his rational brain barging in at the right time. The realization was morbid, nevertheless, he had to accept that the Asgardian, as well as the other Guardians, were no longer in this realm either. He jumped to a branch, immediately pulled out his handheld gadget, and quickly tapped his way to a screen that would individually track their real-time locations, even over great distances. The device was interfacing with the communicator pins they all wore and with the rapidly unfolding chaos, he had to stand there and wait for his heart to further break. And, that it unfortunately did. This piece of technology was personally constructed by himself so he could trust the readings coming to him, one by one. The red-tinted text that spelled out “NO SIGNAL” never seemed so cold. Mantis...Drax...Quill...were gone. There was a signal for Gamora...but the life signs had flatlined. He was split in two, oscillated back into a frozen demeanor. Not even the active yet docile vitals for Nebula could sway him. Once more, the spark of his children made him land on the foliage and look for the God of Thunder, walking to his waypoint.

-Whatever that weird wormhole was, I need it and I need it now. I can’t rest until I know my kids are alive.- he inwardly despaired.

He, Groot, and Odinson had teleported to the battlefield using a Bifrost Bridge, and considering that his offspring were in a faraway place, it was his sole way of getting prompt confirmation. In order to keep the twins truly safe, he had to not only keep them in a remote part of the galaxy but also resist the urge to put tracking devices on them. He and Gamora argued over the latter decision. In truth, they weren’t genuinely fighting with each other, because they knew it was the proper thing to do, in defiance of their parenting inclination to know where they are at all times. At this time, he would give everything to have another pointless argument with her. He was ready to have one with Thor, not caring if the demigod had an objection to his desperate request. Although the passionate fire was driving him, it was doused the instant he came upon the inconsolable scene before him. The Asgardian had his back to him, shoulders slumped in defeat. Rocket then realized the selfishness of his demand. The lifeless body of Vision and the sorrow in the beat eyes of the surrounding Avengers made him retract any statement, dejectedly sitting on a log. Notwithstanding that he had lost most of his Guardian family, his sorrow was no more important than if someone had lost a single cherished one. ...Now, they all were alone, together.
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[October 14th, 2023. Rakk'n'Ruin, Halfworld]
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“Walford? ...I know you’re in here, Walford Raccoon. I knew the frequency of your life signals before you were even born, so you can’t hide from me. ...Come on out. Your father sent me to get you.” the more “personal” Nebula made known. She had made leaps and bounds in redeeming herself and had the kind yet unruly son of Rocket to thank for that. She and his Dad had bonded straight after the event that had taken half of all life in the universe, including his Mom and twin sister, “Zen” Raccoon. The youth wasn’t informed of Gamora’s true fate, his father and “aunt” deciding it was best to not give Walford a reason for revenge. Despite the complete slaying of Thanos and his army, the female android and her brother-in-law knew that a person didn’t need a specific target to take their “unresolved feelings” out on. With that said, it did contribute to the darkness that befell the lonely souls left behind. They didn’t have a criminal or a singular thing to put their overwhelming anger on. Collectively, they were in a contrived place, and for the lack of a better phrase, they had to: “Deal with it. ...I know you’re mad that we aren’t around as often but I promise that you’ll want to come with me this time.”

“...Liar. This is just going to be you taking me to another one of Dad’s ‘safe houses’. Any time I do get to see you guys, all you do is baby me and we end up doing one of these boring ‘tours of the past’, anyways. ...Just leave me here. I never get to do anything cool...” the peevish Walford uttered, making his presence known. The juvenile seemingly glided into view, showing a moderately tall fellow that appeared to be sixteen years old, in spite of being half that age. He celebrated his eighth birthday nearly five months ago and it had been about the same amount of years since he last celebrated it with his dearly departed sister. Zen had disintegrated before his orange and brown irises and “like father, like son”, the teenager had retreated to a solitary living on the outer edges of the thriving Rakk'n'Ruin. Due to a combination of differing yet enhanced genetics, he had physically matured at a faster rate. Mentally, he was very much as he looked, which was a confused adolescent looking for an identity. From the top, he wore a gray beanie that doubled as a mask that would cover up his heart-shaped, green-skinned facial structure. He was the spitting image of his mother, overlayed with a few paternal features, indicated by the dark patches under his optics and slightly rounded ears. The rest of him was decked in a plain black jumpsuit.

“Put this over the back of your wrist.” Nebula ordered, tossing a forward-looking metal bracelet onto his unmade cot, “I won’t be accompanying you with on this ‘tour’, much to your dismay. ...But, your Dad and I are working with the people on Earth and we...might have found a way to get everyone back...including your sister. Now, let’s move. ...Don’t tell him that I told you. He wanted to be the one who did. I’m telling you now, because I know you were ready to blast out of here with those rocket skates at any second and I had to bait you quickly. ...You’re just as stubborn as your mother. ...Hurry up.” She waited for him to relent, her cybernetic pupils dilating to drive the point home. As hard as it was for her to establish patience with people, Walford and his tendency to disobey every instruction that was given to him was a learning experience. She had chased him to every corner of Halfworld and though initially infuriating, the former assassin viewed it as a pleasant punishment for her numerous misdeeds. For the same reason, the reformed Luphomoid resisted telling him that Gamora couldn’t be brought back, leaving that as a responsibility Rocket should take care of. At the same time, she wasn’t sure if the raccoon wasn’t convinced of that either, considering where and when they were going. “...Be careful.”

************************************************************************
[image: ]


d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





