Mickey stared at the wall blankly as he sat in the room he'd been given in the orphanage.

He could still smell the smoke, feel the heat from the flames along with the crackle of the burning studio echoing in his ears.

His whole family... his friends...

Minnie...

They were dead.

Everyone who had been at the studio that day was dead... all except him...

"Why? why did I have to survive?" Mickey asked no one in particular before he sighed and lay down to go to sleep knowing that once again he'd have nightmares.

Day pass and Mickey went through the motions without any emotional input he shut himself off and distanced himself from everyone there which worried most of them.

The mouse sat outside on a bench eyes cast to the ground which is why he didn't see a broken glass bottle being swung at him leaving a deep jagged cut on the right side of his face he hit the ground with a cry of pain before something snapped inside him and his eyes burned gold.

"What are you going to do? cry to Mommy?" one of the boys taunted "oh that's right you don't have one!".

"At least my parents didn't abandon me in a shoe box like yours did Travis" Mickey spat sitting up blood running down his face.

"You little shit!" Travis snarled tackling him back down and stabbing him with the bottle causing the mouse to scream well he would have if Travis friends didn't gag him so his cries came out muffled as they continued to beat him his once again brown eyes filled with tears.

                                                                      ~-~-~-~-~

Soon Travis and one of his friends walked off laughing while the other a mouse just like Mickey stayed behind and Mickey didn't like the look in his eyes "no more... I can't take another beating..." he gasped out as the gag was ripped off.

The older boy nearly seventeen pinned down Mickey's arms with a cruel grin "who said I was going to beat you up?" he leered at the smaller Toon before nuzzling at Mickey's neck placing kisses, nibbling occasionally while shoving a hand down his shorts.

"N-NO! STOP! GET OFF ME!" Mickey struggled to try to get away his eyes turning gold again the very shadows seemed to come alive before they shot forward and tore the other Toon off Mickey and threw him away where he hit the ground neck twisted at an odd angle they then swirled around Mickey and when they faded he was gone.

                                                                   ~-~-~-~-~

Reappearing in his room Mickey curled up into a ball and started crying he pushed his battered body up and got into bed curling up covering himself completely with the blanket before passing out due to the pain and emotional turmoil.

His sleep was filled with nightmares where the shadows hadn't saved him...

With bloodshot eyes, Mickey stared at his bowl of porridge his hands shook under the table "I'm telling you it was that little rat who killed Tommy!" Travis shouts pointing at Mickey.

The matron glared at him "you expect me to believe that Mickey who hasn't shown any aggressive tendencies broke Thomas' neck?".

"I know it was that little rat! he was the last one with Tommy before he died!" he glared at him "yeah! I know it was you ya little shit!"

"Travis!" The matron snarled.

Mickey trembled with anger "so what if he died! I don't care! not after you all beat me up again!" the mouse then took off up to his room slamming shut and locking the door behind him not caring about the chaos his words had caused.

The next morning Mickey found a box on his nightstand he looked for a note and upon finding it read it: you don't have to take these but if you do they can protect you -from a friend.

"A friend huh?" Mickey muttered absentmindedly scratching at his bandaged cheek before opening the box and gasping the earings looked like swords while the chain had a large blood stone in it.

Mickey slipped on the chain smiling softly at the warm feeling it gave off he felt safe for the first time in weeks he then picked up the earings before yelping as they turned into full sized swords "so that's what the note meant

Mickey slipped on the chain smiling softly at the warm feeling it gave off he felt safe for the first time in weeks he then picked up the earings before yelping as they turned into full sized swords "so that's what the note meant..." he muttered before shirking them back earing form and putting them in surprised that they didn't hurt as he did so looking at the note he wondered who it was that had given these to him.

They said they were a friend but...

He sighed "I'll trust you for now... whoever you are".

Mickey really hoped that putting his trust in the mysterious gift giver wasn't a mistake...

