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Part 10 – They Deal
…


The next day, despite everyone’s expectations, Rosaline was downstairs and ready for school before anyone else. They all stared at her over breakfast, but she ignored him. If she let anything get to her, even them, her whole resolve was going to fail and she would crack again. She wasn’t going to let that happen.

After talking to Masque about her past, she had realized that despite what had happened she was still pretty lucky, and could make change in her life. She wasn’t worthless or deserving of what people said to her in hate. She had every right to be happy…and to fight back. Besides, Masque seemed to think she was worth something.


Blushing, she shoved another new notebook into her schoolbag. She would be all right.


She, Day, and the New Recruits headed off to school together, walking as fast as they could. Most everyone else had driven on ahead, and those who hadn’t were going to be late anyway. As they walked, she noticed them still watching her, but she brushed it off as she talked to her brother. 


“Oh come on, I know something happened,” he insisted as she finished telling him about the previous night. “She kissed you in the alley, remember? Something has to be going on.”


Before she could answer, Jubilee let out a disgusted noise and turned to glare at them. “Do you have any idea how disgusting you are?” she spat. 


“What about you?” Day shot back. “Mind your own business.”


“Come on Jubes,” Bobby said, trying to urge her away from them. She slid away from him.


“You know, Rosaline, just because we’ve all agreed to support you doesn’t mean we don’t think you’re sick,” he hissed, trying to get closer to her.


Rosie shrank back a bit, and as she did, Day stepped closer to Jubilee. “Sick, huh? Well maybe you’re the illness.”


She bristled. “Oh really?”


“There’s nothing wrong with loving differently,” he continued. An evil grin spread across his face, and he stopped walking, pressing up against Ray as he walked into him. He quickly managed to arrange his body in a very suggestive manner, leaning into the panicking boy and looking sideways at the fuming Asian. “…don’t you think so, Ray?”

“Gah! Um, I…er….,” he stammered, looking for a way out. “Could you please get off me?”


Jubilee was so disturbed by his display, all she could do was stare in shock, then gurgle a sound of complete revulsion and storm off after Bobby. Day laughed, apologizing to Ray, and looked back at Rosaline. To his relief, she was laughing too.


“Come on, sis,” he said, linking crutches with her. “Let’s go on with pride in our sickness.”


She grinned back. “Of course.”

…..


Later that day, at lunch, the siblings sat off to the side alone. Rosaline didn’t want to deal with the hassle of wondering what everyone else thought, and Day still wanted answers about the previous night. Besides, they were both having a difficult time now. They needed each other.


Under the shade of an oak tree, Rosie inhaled her sandwich. “There’s still nothing to tell.”


Day put down his drink. “Oh come on. Your attitude is completely different from last night, and anyway, I haven’t seen you this happy in a long time. Something important had to have happened.”


She sighed. “All right, fine. But all of this stays here. Understand?”


He grinned. “Spill it, girl.”


“Wait…” she said suddenly, watching the lack of anger on his face. “Aren’t you bothered by any of this?”


The grin faded. “Meaning…?”


“I thought you thought Masque tried to kill you, and I know you’re not happy that she kidnapped me the other night. So why your sudden change in attitude?”


“Well, because even if I’m not happy, you are. And no matter what I think, seeing you happy right now is all that matters.”

Tears swelled into her eyes, her smile threatening to spill them down her cheeks. She leaned forward and hugged her brother tight. He sat in surprise, but hugged her back.


“Thank you,” she whispers. “I have no idea how I’d survive out here without you.”


“You’d survive, Rosie. You always do.”


She let him go and sat back down. “…Well, anyway. When I said we talked over dinner, we did talk, but we basically told each other our life stories, and about what we liked, everything. I don’t believe she tried to kill you Masque, or even hurt you. She was there trying to save you.”


“I know you don’t. I’m still working on that. That’s not what I want to know, anyway.”


“All right. I suppose you want to know the ‘juicy bits,’ right?”


He grinned. “Of course, well, unless you had sex. That I don’t need to hear about, cause I don’t have a shotgun.”


She glared at him. “Funny. And no, we didn’t have sex.”


“What happened then?”


“Well, we kissed again. I asked her why she kissed me in the first place, and she basically kissed me because she thought I was beautiful.” As this, he snickered, and she threw her bag of chips at him. “Anyway, I braved myself and kissed her, and we ended up making out until Rogue arrived and interrupted us.”


“Yeah, she told me something happened, though she wouldn’t tell me what and seemed very amused about it. Turns out I spent too much time listening to her angst about Gambit and couldn’t come bother you about this last night.”


Rosaline nodded, trying to steal her chips back. “How are they doing anyway?”

“No better. It’s gotta be hard when you can’t touch.”


“Yeah…” Victorious, she sat back down, and ripped the bag open. “By the way, what’s going on with you and Wanda? We didn’t really get to talk about that after you rescued me.”


“Oh, right.” He looked down at the ground, his meal becoming unappetizing now that his thoughts turned to her. “Things are very complicated.”


“How so?”


“She’s still pissed at me for going into her mind, for one thing. I unlocked something very dark that she didn’t want to remember, and not bits and pieces of it are torturing her. She wants me to fix it, but I can’t, and I don’t know what to do.”


“She doesn’t have any idea what the images are?”


He shook his head. “No. And you know, I could handle it if she was just mad at me, people have been pissed at me before. But when we were in the graveyard the other day –”


“The graveyard?” she asked, surprised. “Why were you in the graveyard?”


“She keeps a map buried there. I know, weird. Anyway, when we were in there, she got pissed and slammed me up against a tombstone, screaming at me about what I did and all that. Then all of a sudden she kissed me.”


“Seriously?”


“Seriously. She doesn’t know why she did it either.”


Rosie smirked. “Maybe you’re just that sexy.”


He laughed. “Yeah okay. I don’t usually merit that reaction from people.”


“Well, she liked you before you pissed her off. Maybe she’s a bit messed up about that. She doesn’t exactly look like the easiest girl to figure out.”


“I know.” Sighing, he ran his hands though his hair, absentmindedly massaging the back of his neck. “I don’t know what to do. I feel like it’s hopeless.”


She patted him on the back. “You know, maybe it’s a sign that you should give up on women entirely.”


“Ha ha ha, very funny. Then there’d be no boys to date anyway. Looks like you’re the first dyke to set foot in the school.”


“Untrue. Tabby and Amara were together way before we got here, whether they realized it or not.”


“Hm, true.” Day stretched, collecting his garbage. “We’d better get going. The period’s going to be over soon.”


She nodded, beginning to gather her things as well. When they were both ready, she stood up and helped him to stand and get on his crutches, heading towards the door and throwing away their garbage.


As they entered the building, Day turned to her and asked, “Do you think things will really work out for us here?”


Rosaline thought for a moment, then smiled. “That’s up to us.”

He smiled too, and they parted, heading for class.

…..


Meanwhile, Tabitha and Amara sat at their own table, also having opted to eat without everyone else. They didn’t know where the rest of the New Recruits were, and they didn’t really care. Both of them needed a break from Jubilee’s homophobic antics.


“What do you think we should do?” Amara asked through bites of her salad.


Tabby sighed. “I don’t know. You see how everyone’s acting, if we told them we’re together, they’d act even worse.”


“But they’re going to find out eventually,” she insisted. “Maybe its better to tell them now and get everything over with. At least we have an easy way to bring it up.”


“How?”


“The next time Jubilee starts bashing gays, we could counter by coming out.”


Tabitha laughed. “No way. She’d chop off our heads.”


Amara frowned, putting down her fork. “You know, usually you’d go for the most shocking and scandalous thing. Why not now?”


“Because,” she said, poking at her food. “I like trouble, but trouble isn’t what I want right now. We just got together, ‘Mara, and I’m really happy for the first time in a while. For now I wanna just be ‘us.’ We can deal with the angst later.”


Carefully, her girl reached over to touch her hand, rubbing her thumb over the skin. “I know. Maybe you’re right. We’ll wait until things boil over.”


She put her hand on top of hers. “Thank you.”


Amara nodded. “Do you think Rosie’s going to be okay?”


Tabby smirked. “Judging by Day’s display earlier, I think so.”

…..


Later, the bell rang and Rosaline strode out of class, just as confident as she had been that morning. Nothing had really happened all day, aside from a few insults and odd stares, which she kept ignoring. Maybe things were going to be all right after all.

She thought too quickly. When she turned into a hallway that wasn’t very crowded, a group of girls rushed into her, bumping her against a set of lockers. She bounced back, standing straight, and stared at them. They were all popular girls, headed by a tall blonde with strong features and too much make-up. She stood facing her, hands on her hips and distaste on her face.


“Hey, you dyke freak,” she hissed. “You must think it pretty brave to show your face here again.”


Rosaline didn’t let herself back down. “I go to school here. Of course I came back.”


“Looks like you’re not very smart then,” she said. Aggressively, she stepped forward. “You think things are going to be okay if you wait them out? Wrong! You’re sick, and we don’t like your kind here, gays or mutants! You’re a freak and you don’t deserve to even breathe our air!”


A couple of the girls voice their assent, urging her on. Rosie frowned.


“Oh really?” she countered. “Well you know, most people who act this way towards people who are different, do so out of fear. Fear that they might be different too. So before you say I’m a freak, you’d better look at yourselves.”


She tried to walk away, but the tall girl grabbed her by the shoulder and shoved her back into the lockers. “Excuse me?! Are you suggesting that I’m a dyke, or, or a mutant?!”


She shrugged, glaring at her. “I’m just stating a fact.”


The girl growled. “The only reason you’d suggest that, you dyke, was because you wanted me!” She shoved her, backing up but remaining aggressive. “Well, stay the fuck away from me, or a man will teach you why shouldn’t want women.”

“Oh please,” she groaned, crossing her arms in front of her. “Even I’m not desperate enough to want you.”


By the look the girl’s face it could have easily come to blows over those words, but at that moment Kitty and Rahne came upon  the scene. Rahne rushed to make sure Rosaline was okay, while Kitty walked up to the girls. 


“You should know better than to pick on mutants,” she grinned. “We travel in packs.”


They all snarled, looking much the same, and backed away. “This isn’t over!” their leader shouted. With that, they hurried off, still complaining in loud voices.

Kitty walked back to Rosie and Rahne. “Are you okay?”


“I’m fine,” she reassured them. “Thank you.”


“What did ye do t’make them do mad?” Rahne asked.


She smiled. “I stood up for myself…it felt good.”


Kitty smiled back. “Good job. No one’s stood up to Angela Matthews that much in a long time.”


“Thanks.”

“Listen, Rosaline,” Rahne started, looking a bit embarrassed, “I just want ye’ to know tha’ I don’t think anything’s wrong about ye, or bad, or anythin’. Jubilee’s off her rocker and does not speak of all o’ us.”


She sighed, and smiled, placing a hand on Rahne’s shoulder. “Thank you.”


“Me too,” said Kitty. “This doesn’t change how I view you at all, Rosie. You’re my friend and I’ll look out for you no matter what.”


Hearing this, and knowing that she was indeed strong enough to defend herself, Rosaline felt a lot better. “Thank you,” she said again, hugging them both. “It really means a lot.”


They all headed off to class, and for the rest of the day, Rosie drifted happily in her confidence. Things were really different. She was afraid, but things were going to be okay after all.

…..

Miles away, at the Brotherhood of Bayville Boarding House, Masque lay on her bed staring blankly at the ceiling as she lost herself in her thoughts. She kept running over the events of last night, remembering every detail in a mix of happiness and surprise. She had never told anyone about herself before; whenever anyone heard bits of it, she was always rejected, so no one knew the truth except her. Now Rosaline did, and Rosaline accepted her. She made her feel like her life didn’t have to be hard, that it could get better…that she could be loved.
Her thoughts turned to her mother as she remembered what she had lost. Would it have been different if her mother hadn’t died bringing her into the world? She didn’t know, and she never let herself hope. She didn’t even think about why her father hated her so much. Even though she knew, somehow, that it was wrong to have killed him, every day she thanked whatever power protected her that her body had gotten desperate enough to bring about her power. It had saved her life. She remembered her childish fear when she watched her desire happening, her father’s body turning his knife on himself, freeing her in his death. It looked like he had killed himself, and though she knew this, she still left in a panic. She had no idea what could have happened if she had stayed. Maybe they would have found out that she was a mutant and she would have been locked up, or studied. Maybe she would have been placed in the care of foster parents, or in an orphanage. Her life had been hard, and she thought about the other possibilities, but she had survived as it was. 
She knew that the hardship she endured had led her here, and without it, she might not be in Bayville and she might not have met her. For the first time, she felt that everything was worth it. She might finally have something to live for.
A knock on her door jarred her back to reality, and she almost got up before she remembered she could speak. “Enter,” she called with her mind, oddly satisfied.

The door opened to reveal Wanda, carrying an empty CD case. “Masque, have you seen my copy of ‘American Idiot?’ It seems to have vanished.”

“No. What is ‘American Idiot?’”
Wanda stared at her. “Well, if you help me find it, I’ll let you listen to it too. And I’ll subject you to more good music, as it seems you need it.”
“You want to spend time with me?”
She shrugged. “We’re the only girls in the house. We might as well bond…or something.” Almost not believing herself, she looked back at her, pushing the door open a little more. “So. Deal?”

Masque grinned, pushing herself up and heading out of her room. “Deal.”
…..
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