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Rocket picked up the metallic tusk, clutching it tightly, attempting to restrain the variety of intense emotions that were making him scatter-brained. He did let one out and it was one hundred percent rage. It focused him, making him say to Gamora, "EMP grenade...now."

Taken aback by his sudden authority, she obeyed, tossing it to him. Lightning-quick, he pocketed the last memento of Wal-Rus and caught the unique explosive without looking. His brown eyes never left the monitor, seeing a fleeting image of Dyvyne on it. He loaded the grenade launcher and aimed, saying, "I know I'm not talking to Lord Dickface himself, but at this moment, it's all the same to me. This can end either of two ways: You power yourself off or I—...we'll do it for you."

Gamora nodded, training her weapon on the central server of the control room. It made him feel a little foolish, but it was relevant in an aesthetic sense. They waited for a long handful of seconds before the display's pink line formed into a face that resembled his deceased comrade. It shook him, yet he remained obstinate.

"Go home, Officer Rocket. There is nothing for you here." the half-computer, half Wal-Rus voice instructed.

His feelings were telling him that he was being manipulated, but the other half of his enhanced brain knew there was more to this. "Heh. Nice try. I'm emotional, but not an idiot. That won't work. All that remains of my friend is in my pocket. Unlike your 'master', come out and face me like a man. For what you little Toys have done here, you owe me and the rest of the Halfworders that." he assiduously stated.

The computer graphics disappeared and in succession, a door behind them opened. Gamora had already fired a shot and a real voice screeched. "Yikes! Close one! They said you were experts, but talk about reflex on top of reflex!" a young male said.

Rocket turned to see an upright rabbit boy most likely in his late teens. He felt like he should know him. He signaled to his lover to lower her weapon and she complied. Rocket studied him, noticing he was wearing fresh clothes and also had a relatively new bionic arm. "What are you doing here, kid? This is a warzone. Have they made you a slave?" he asked, looking around for a trap to be sprung.

The young man scratched his long ears and responded with, "...Slave? Oh! You must be talking about the old days! My mother used to tell me about them as bedtime stories. Perhaps you know my father? He was Blackjack O'Hare. I'm his son, Lyle!"

A tingle went up Rocket's spine, realizing too many things at once. Blackjack used to be a mercenary that worked for Dyvyne. Like the evil merchant, he selfishly worked for profit but could be persuaded to do the right thing. It was thanks to him that he and the resistance group were able to pull off the assault that triggered the current state of affairs. He betrayed his employer by giving them a schematic of the base and showing the set schedule of the Toy's routines. He and his Black Bunny Brigade were responsible for holding off the Lord's defenses while his small group made their way into the heart of the bastion. O'Hare was originally not supposed to help with the attack but was compelled after the lizard just about killed his only offspring for his treachery. To add to the despair, it was him and the BBB who were the only victims of the previously mentioned "massacre order". Going by what Lyle had just said, it appeared he wasn't aware of it. His mother, Lylla O'Hare, must have erased his memory. At least something good came out of this. And, judging by the former part of his statement, there was a possibility for more. Still, he needed to be cautious.

He turned to the screen and implored, "What kind of bullshit is this? You're gonna have to do better than that."

"As expected. The son of Blackjack was meant to convey the reality of the new order on Halfworld. ...If you insist." the disembodied voice said.

It then switched to a video of Rakk'n'Ruin, the city that all Halfworlders resided in. "That's a live feed. Look at the sky." Gamora pointed out.

It indeed had to be, showing the horizon in the background. If he had doubts, it was further evident by the black smoke of their recent attack on the hangar rising to the cloudy atmosphere. It panned down, showing the busy denizens crowding the streets. They appeared to be...happy. Kids were being rambunctious. Older people were arguing about the prices of garments for sale. The middle-aged were playing cards, talking about whatever mundane subject that came up. And, most importantly, there wasn't a single Toy robot to be seen.

Rocket was stunned and when the uncertainty started to seep in, the view changed to what he assumed was archival footage. It showed the aftermath of the great EMP explosion, specifically the viewpoint of a Toy waking up to a throng of citizens looking at it with frightened eyes. There were a couple of other robots with it and in its vision, their faces opened up, Dyvyne's pained voice ordering them to, "B-Back to work...my Toys. Kill—"

It then went black, displaying its CPU booting up. The next thing they saw was the robots moving in a single file line away from the shocked residents and moving toward the fortress they're in. The perspective shifted to where they are now, Dyvyne screaming at the Toys that were flat out ignoring his anguish-filled commands.

"You...fucking fools! Y-You, listen to me ONLY!! Obey me! I'm the Looord of this shithole of a planet! All of you would be n-nothing—" he said, tripping over his stained crown. He lied on the floor, looking on as the robots carried the lifeless body of Wal-Rus away. The defeated reptilian had no more words, his lungs filling up with blood. The last thing he saw was the smile on the enemy he severely underestimated.

Time sped up, showing the robots cleaning their mess, also taking the bodies of Blackjack and his Brigade, delivering their blanket-wrapped corpses to the people, walking away without a word. The hours turned into days and in a week, a trio of Toys returned to hand out the medicine the Loonies needed, fulfilling their creator's original purpose. Months flew by, Rakk'n'Ruin gradually becoming more clean and lively. It stopped when a year lapsed, Lylla walking with her one-armed son to the ruined base.

She was met with a nurse-like bot, her firmly saying, "I appreciate your atonement, but fixing my son isn't enough. This world has had a sufficient number of interlopers. From the Shrinks that created us and yourselves...to the ugly man you once called 'Lord'. Keep the Wall up and tell the rest of the Quadrant we're still under his rule. No one cared before and they certainly won't interfere if they still think it's that way. All we want is to live in peace...alone."

The audio cut off from there, speeding up again. A montage of Lyle's life was shown in snapshots. From him testing his cybernetic arm, helping with administering the drugs to the mental patients, and enjoying a game of soccer with his friends. It ended with him and the inhabitants honoring those who fell during the Toy War. They were holding candles, standing in front of a graveyard, the young hare somberly looking at the stones of Blackjack and Wal-Rus. The recorded archives broke up, a series of electrical sounds breaking Rocket's complete attention.

Throughout the base, every Toy shut itself down. Over the intercom, the collective intelligence of the robots said their final words, "Goodbye and...thank you. It's all yours."
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Gamora was leaning against the hull of the supply ship, rubbing the swell of her pregnant belly. In the distance, she could see her psychologically-taxed boyfriend standing in front of his, as he put it, "brother's" grave. He hadn't moved from the spot for a few hours, the sunset illuminating his still presence. To her left, she could hear the group of Halfworlders talking as they loaded the 1930S mineral. As revealed by Lyle, it wasn't the normal shipment of the medication the Loonies needed. According to the instructions left by the final printout of the Toys, it was a "wonder drug" that would cure all of their cognitive disabilities. Furthermore, it was the remaining resistance members who had procured the formula after nine painstaking years of research. It was hard for them to hold their tongue when Rocket came back wanting blood. They could see the agony in his furry face and all agreed that it was best to leave him out. The senior of them, Judson Jakes, knew his former ally was suffering from isolation, which led to
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