"You know it's a bad day to wake up, when the last thing you remember is dying..."

* * * * * * * * * *


She went limp against her attacker as he held her as a shield, her body preventing the police from getting a clear shot at the sociopath that had gone on a spree inside the bank. Layla hadn't expected the day to turn as badly as it had, but then, her mind pondered idly, who ever did? She squeezed her hazel eyes shut as the barrel of the Remington semi-automatic pressed behind her head at the base of her skull. Her ears had long before tuned the man's raving out, not wanting to hear his words and be poisoned any more by him than he had already done.


“Let her go, Jackson! It's not worth any more deaths!”


Layla had to give them credit, the cops were still trying to get her free. They couldn't feel the man behind her, though. He was as still as stone as his voice rose to throw more verbal abuse at the collection of police outside the blown-out bank window. She had made her peace when he had stormed into the branch and simply started shooting at anything or anyone above waist level. She had lived in the city long enough to know that when you hear a gun, you drop to the ground immediately. Others hadn't been so lucky, and the number of survivors had dwindled over the course of the afternoon. She was now the last innocent in the building who still had a pulse.


She wondered who would take care of her cats after she was gone when her eyes flew open in sudden fear. Her attacker had tensed as he turned his head slightly and the gun pushed harder against her skull, pushing her head forward and down. A tear trickled down her cheek as the gun was angled. There were still so many things she had wanted to do, more music to listen to, more blue skies to be amazed by each day, more fantastic things to learn. She screamed when she felt the slight motion as his finger pulled the trigger back, the life of the 27 year old cut short with a shot.

     * * * * * * * * * *


“Hey Fender, it looks like she's coming around... Kid... Hey, kid... What happened here?”


Chocolate-brown eyes opened slowly as the Martian child whimpered in unacustomed pain, and screamed as her eyes focused on the worried face hovering above her own.


“Well, if her reaction to yer ugly mug is any indication Gasket, I'd say she's alright...”


The gruff voice to her left had her turn her head and she nearly fainted at what she saw. A giant... talking... mouse. Two of them. Her mind reeled as she tried to absorb even a fraction of what was going on, failing every time she tried.


She collapsed into the darkness once more as the one that had been the first thing she had seen scooped up her tiny body and shrugged. “Don't think she was all that impressed with your looks there either, boy. Gotta get her back before the damned stinkfish come back through here.”


Both Mice looked at the girl and the surrounding area they had found her, amazed and concerned with the volume of blood that had been shed by someone. “This site ain't safe anymore. This'll let them know there's Mice in the area, if nothing else. Let's round up the rest and get moving.”


Gasket handed the girl up to Fender as he climbed up into a dune truck they had been using for their patrol and glanced towards the horizon. “I'd say we got about six hours before either the storm rolls in ot the fish get here. This ain't gonna be pretty...” He settled his aging body into the driver's seat and glanced at hs passengers. “Hold onto her, Fender. Got it?” He put the truck into gear as the younger buff Mouse did as he had been told without question, cradling the foundling against his chest.


“She's covered in a lot of blood, Gasket... Think she was hurt or did the hurting back there?” Fender cocked his head to the side as he carefully examined the blood-caked arms of the unconscious child. “I'm not seeing anything injury-wise on her...”


Gasket looked at Fender from under his shaggy hair. “If that little thing did enough damage to something else to have it bleed like that without injuring herself, then we need her as a fighter...” His red eye spared the girl a glance. “A fighter, not for what Command might want... if rumor's are right.”


The younger Mouse made himself as comfortable as he could while the truck raced across the dusty plain, their goal the collection of low tents that housed several Martian families the war against the Plutarkians had displaced. His gold eyes gazed out at the rushing terrain and sighed, adjusting their cargo to get her elbow out of his stomach. “Wonder where she came from...”

     * * * * * * * * * *


She sat in the furthest corner of the room, her eyes wide and dialated as she tried yet again to understand what was going on. She had died, hadn't she? That burning sensation for a split second, the bright flashes in that instant as her brain was pulverized by the bullet that tore through, then... then...


Then what?


“Let me go! I want to go back home! This can't be happening to me! I have a job, I have cats to feed, I have people that probably think I'm dead! Hell, I SHOULD be dead, dammit!” Her voice, now oddly shrill, rose to new heights of volume and tension as she glared at the one Mouse in the room, the younger of the two that brought her in. “I have a life back home! Or.. I did... why is this happening to me!” Her voice dropped as she began to truly see that she was not stuck in a nightmare before she screamed again.


The male stayed calm by the door in spite of her hysterics, watching her as she railed out loud. “I don't know what yer going on about, but if you keep that up, you are gonna hurt yerself. And I don't wanna see you getting hurt. So please, calm down. Here yer safe at least.”


The fact that he'd spoken to her forced her to stop for a moment, looking shocked. “Where... where is here? What are you, why am I talking to a giant rodent that can talk back?”


He approached her carefully, his eyes remaining soft as his posture remained relaxed and unthreatening. She watched his approach warily and caught the look in his eyes as he stopped within two feet of her. “Your eyes... are they alright?” He tilted his head and reached out to her face. She flinched from his touch but she couldn't fight as his strong, gentle fingers coaxed her to look at him once more. “Could've sworn they were both brown...”


She growled slightly and tried to look away from him. “Of course they aren't brown, my eyes are hazel! Or don't they have hazel eyes in rodent land?” Her tiny neck had little hope of making the move, but she was going to try. She never gave up... or had she... Things were still too confusing to her!


The hand held her head steady as she growled again, trying to look meaner than she now knew her body led anyone to believe. That had been a shock to her that nearly set her mind to break. To see herself as one of them, tail, ears, fur antennae and all... This male had held her as her mind went into an overload. She was shocked he wasn't bruised or scrathched from that encounter, and that he could still hear. She knew he'd had to struggle to hold onto her. Her tiny body was as wiry and boneless as any child's body, and even if the body didn't know what the mind now knew, she had utilized the basic maneuvers for breaking free on several occasions.


“Now now, little one, stop fighting me, I'm not gonna hurt you. But you're wrong, or at least half wrong. Yer one eye's hazel, the other brown. And yes,” he grinned to her,”we have hazel eyes here in rodent land. They just aren't very common.” She again tried to give the impression of meanness, which made the man chuckle at her, which served to only aggravate her all the more. “Now, will you cooperate with me at least? I promise I'll keep you safe until we can figure out what's going on with you.”


She sniffed and closed her eyes. “Why should I trust anyone here? You don't believe me, I can see that much in your eyes. I wasn't born yesterday... although I can't tell you how old I am... or if I even have a name...” Her eyebrows furrowed as she considered that. She knew she wasn't one of these Mice, she knew this wasn't her home, but she couldn't remember her name. Certain details of who she had been were fuzzy at best. In her head was a repository of knowledge she would swear to, music she knew inside and out, martial training she had been learning since she was significantly younger than the approximate age of her new body. Yet simple things, like a name or age, were lost to her. “Why can't I remember my name? I know I have one! I just want to wake up and go back to my life...”


She couldn't stop it. The tears began to fall against her will and she found the strong arms wrapping around her and pulling her tight against his chest. The sobs tore from her throat as she let everything go, suddenly too tired to fight anymore. “Why is this happening to me... Who did I piss off in a past life?” She curled up into a ball in the man's arms while he held her, settling down onto the floor for the long haul.


“I dunno the answer to that one, kiddo. If I could answer that, I'd be Mars Himself. But you know what?” Taking the bait of his words, she sniffled and looked up at him. “I'm glad yer here, and I think I can say the same for Gasket, crotchety old Mouse that he is. Even if you're screaming at someone or yer carrying on a conversation that would scare Command to no end, it's good to hear a kid's voice again around here...” She eeped as his arms gave her a tight hug that left her gasping for air for a moment. “It's hard to grasp some of what yer saying, but if you'll trust me, I'll try my best to understand you. Ok?”


She gave him a careful nod, her eyes letting him know she was going to take her time in trusting him. “What's your name... Fender, was it?”


“So, you were aware enough then to hear that and remember it. I think yer gonna do fine here.”

He chuckled and leaned against the wall to give the girl a more secure surface to rest against. “We may have an identity for you. You match the description of a girl that went missing a few days ago, save for your eyes, from another Tribe a couple days off. The name Mix ringing a bell for you?”


“Mix? What kind of a name is that? Wait, no, I don't want to know...” She almost felt that the name may have been right, but she shrugged as she sniffled, knuckling her eyes. “If that was the name before... It fits...” Her eyes closed as his breathing and warmth compounded her exhaustion. “Yeah... fits... Mix...”


Her breathing slowly evened out and deepened, sleep overtaking her, and Fender gently held the girl as she slept. “Yeah, it does fit you very well, little one. Sleep, we're gonna have a very busy time ahead of us.”

