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Triangle

Part 11 – They Act
…

Dear diary,

It’s been two months now since Day and I arrived at Xavier’s school. Things are getting much better, even though I was afraid it would all be the same. I don’t know where my strength came from but its here and I’m surviving. I’ve even started gaining weight again.

Day’s leg has healed, so he’s better too. He’s still having problems with Wanda because of what happened, but he keeps trying. Every time he gets closer to her she starts remembering whatever he unlocked in her mind, and she pushes him away. I’m a little worried for him, she’s really messed up. He might get hurt. 

Things at “normal” school haven’t changed much, though I am sticking up for myself. I still get harassed just as much as I did when this all started, and no one has done anything to stop it, but on the bright side it hasn’t gotten any worse either. At least everyone at the Institute is being really awesome about it. Except Jubilee, of course, but I usually just ignore her. They’ve even stopped thinking that Madison’s responsible for what happened to Day, well, mostly, but almost everyone’s been really accepting.

Of course, there’s not much to tell there anyway. We’ve gotten a bit more…intimate, but nothing serious, and we haven’t used the ‘g’ world yet either. We’re both pretty messed up, but it works in a very weird need-to-be-medicated kind of way. I don’t know, we just get each other. Anyway, on a completely random note, we’ve figured out even more about her mind-speak and how it works. We should have realized it before, like the first time I called her, but oh well. It turns out not only can she single out just one person (as in having only them hear her), but she has a HUGE range…thus being able to talk to me on the phone. Otherwise, everyone between the Brotherhood house and the Mansion would have heard her, or she wouldn’t have been able to reach me in the first place. I’ll tell you one thing, it comes in very handy when we need to speak in a group of people who wouldn’t appreciate what we have to say.

I haven’t been able get her to come here to visit me yet, and I haven’t been to the Brotherhood house either. Maybe the fact that our teams are at war with each other contributes to that. I dunno. It’s not like either of us has done battle anyway, I know she actively avoids having to work like that with her housemates. I’ll keep trying though. I want everyone to meet her.

Things haven’t gone exactly as I planned, but I think I may be really happy for the first time. I think it’s going to work out here after all.


Rosaline closed her journal, smiling, and placed it back on her shelf between the Greek Myths and Harry Potter. She glanced over at the clock, and seeing what time it was, hurried to grab her phone and her shoes. She was going to be late.

…..

Angela Matthews slammed her fist down on the table. “It’s not working!” she shouted. “We have to think of something better!”
Gathered around her living room, her friends looked nervously at each other. She had called them here to discuss how to better attack that mutant dyke, Rosaline Jackson, but even they thought she was getting a little carried away. Most of them, at least. Her boyfriend-of-the-week and her brother, and his girlfriend Taryn, all supported her fully and shared her passion. The rest of them were just there because if they stood up against her, they’d be outcasts too.
“What else can we do?” one of them asked. “Nothing we’ve done has done anything, and as much as Kelly loves us, if we do anything else to her we’ll definitely get in trouble.”

“Really?” Duncan asked, eyeing the girl down. “Kelly loves you guys as much as he loved us. I think you’d get away with anything you do.” Taryn nodded in consent.

“Short of killing her, maybe,” another of the boys added.

Angela’s expression changed as if a light bulb had gone off in her dusty brain. “That’s it!”

“What’s it?” one of the girls asked.

A very wicked grin spread across her plain features. “Boys, I believe I need your help for this. And I promise…you will be well rewarded.”

…..


Rosaline and Masque met at the tree between the Brotherhood house and the mansion, which had magically come back to life ever since they first met there. From there, they didn’t have far to walk before they got to their specially picked spot, immediately unpacking and settling down to eat.

As they had their picnic, they looked out at the lake and talked, appreciating the chance to be alone in such a beautiful place. They talked about the day’s events and what else had happened since they last saw each other, which wasn’t too long ago. The food didn’t last long and neither did the conversation, but they didn’t need words all the time. All they wanted then was to be together.

After a while, Masque reached into her pocket and pulled something out, her hand closed around it so Rosaline couldn’t see what it was.


“Close your eyes,” she said.


She did. Moments later, she felt her companion reach around her head and slip something over it, lifting her hair to pull something snugly around her neck.


“All right, you can look now.”

Rosie opened her eyes and looked down to see a pendant resting on her chest, hung on a silver chain. She smiled widely, picking it up to look at it closer. It was two purple stones overlapping each other vertically, the bottom one slightly bigger, both very flat and held on the chain by a small hoop. 


“Oh Madison,” she said. “You didn’t have to.”


“I know,” she replied.


Rosaline leaned forward to kiss her, letting the necklace fall back in its rightful place. “…Thank you.”


She blushed. “Well, it comes with a question.”

“What?”


Masque gathered her courage, taking both of Rosaline’s hands in hers. “Will you go out with me? I mean, really go out with me…as girlfriends?”

She sat still for a moment, then let out a laugh and wrapped her arms around her, kissing her deeply. “Of course,” she said as they briefly parted. “I already am.”


Her now-official girlfriend grinned, and kissed her again. Time stopped for a while and there was nothing but them, neither would have had it any other way.

Eventually they let go, holding each other gently as they watched the sunlight reflected on the lake. 


“You don’t get a view like this at the Institute,” mused Rosie.


“Hm?”

“Oh, on part of the Institute grounds you can see the lake too, but not like this. It’s not as pretty.” She snuggled deeper into Masque’s arms. “Or as comfy.”


She laughed. “Really?”

“Mm-hm. …Madison?”


“Yeah?”

“Will you come back to the mansion with me? To visit?”


Masque sat up, not really surprised. “I…”

“You don’t have to if you don’t want to,” she continued, also sitting up, “but you know I want you to meet everyone, and see where I live, and all that. You’ve never really seen Day either, aside from that one night, and I know he wants to meet you again. Please?”

“Are you saying that your brother has no issues with me anymore?”

“…Well, no, but he doesn’t believe you tried to attack him anymore and he’s only worried about me. But I know if he meets you, he’ll be better, and he’s gonna love you I promise.”


She looked back out at the lake, thinking. Technically, she was a member of the Brotherhood, and the X-men hated them. Not everyone could have stopped blaming her for what happened, either, no matter what Rosaline said. Those two things combined should be enough to keep her away. However, when she came here to rescue Day from that car, she had hoped to be accepted at the Institute too, hoping there she could find home with others like her. No matter what was going on now, somehow that hope still lived within her.

She turned back to look at her girlfriend, knowing in an instant how happy this would make her too. She smiled. “…Okay.”

“Really?”


“Really.”

Overjoyed, Rosie almost knocked her over in an embrace, kissing her again. That alone made it worth it, she told herself, and they started to pack up. As soon as they were done, off they went, the short blonde chattering excitedly as they walked.


The mansion was relatively empty for a Saturday afternoon, so no one really noticed as they entered. Masque looked around, marveling at the size of it. Grinning, Rosaline led her through the halls, heading for the kitchen to drop off their dirt dishes before taking her on a full tour.

As they got closer, suddenly a voice sounded behind them. “Rosaline?”


She turned around to see Storm coming out of a room on their left, looking a bit confused and concerned. “Oh, hi,” she said. “Madison, this is Ororo Munroe.”


“Hello,” the weather witch smiled.


“And this is Madison…my girlfriend.”


“Hi.”

Storm studied her carefully. “You are the girl who saved Day that night, am I correct?”


Masque nodded, relieved that this woman was friendly.


She smiled again. “Welcome to the Institute. We’re glad you have come.”


“Thank you.”

Waving goodbye, Rosie dragged her off before anything else could be said, eager to get on the tour. Storm shook her head at them, then turned to go find the Professor and tell him of their guest. 

It took less than a minute to get rid of their picnic leftovers. That done, Rosaline took Masque back out to the main hall, having decided it best to start from there. She took her all over the school, through the dormitories, living room, library, dining room, and even Storm’s greenhouse garden upstairs. Masque didn’t ask about the lower levels where the team really operated out of, which she was glad for. The Professor definitely wouldn’t be happy if she showed her those.


They walked down the dormitory hall again to go back downstairs, and as they did, Day stepped out of his room behind them. “Rosie?”


She jumped. “Jeez, Day, you scared me!”


“Sorry,” he said, though inside he was definitely smirking. His eyes settled on Masque and he smiled, though his posture immediately became defensive. She was sure he would have stepped closer to his sister if it wouldn’t have been obvious. “Hey…”


“Hi,” she replied.


“Oh, um…” Rosaline blushed, then straightened herself and moved closer to her. “You remember Madison, right?”


“Of course.” He stuck out his hand for her to shake, and she did, although it was very awkward. “Looks like you got her to come here after all.”


His twin nodded quickly. “Finally, right? And, well…” She picked up the pendant around her neck and twirled it between her fingers, holding it out for him to see. “We’re dating now.”


He feigned surprise, then smiled. “Congrats.”


“Thanks,” Masque said, gathering her confidence again. “Day, you know, I’m sorry for what happened. I hope you believe it wasn’t my fault.”

He blinked a couple times and then sighed heavily. “I know it wasn’t. I’m sorry too. Guess I’ve been a bit of an idiot, worrying about my sister and all.”


“I understand. She’s easy to get worried about.”

“Hey!” Rosie piped up.


Masque and Day laughed together, which was a very welcome thing. Rosie smiled. Things were going even better than she expected.


They all went downstairs together, walking around until they reached the gardens, where Rosaline insisted they stop. As they went through the doors she shrugged off her sandals, smiling at the other over her shoulder as she left them behind. Masque moved to follow her, but Day stopped her, nodding in his sister’s direction. “Don’t. You should watch her dance.”

She did watch, and was awed by what happened. As always the flowers and plants turned as she walked and spun around them, bending to help with her power where anything needed it. The tips of her hair turned green again, climbing higher than before, and her eyes became a rich brown. She was off in her own world and it was beautiful to see.


“You know, she didn’t used to be so thin,” Day said, regaining her attention.


“What do you mean?”

“Before she came out she had more weight on her, more substance, I guess. Some might have said she was ‘pudgy’ or something but I thought they were full of shit. Then she came out at school, and shit hit the fan.” His expression grew more serious, still staring at his twin. “They started harassing her for being gay, and when it wasn’t enough, they attacked her for her entire image. She was too quiet, too mousy, a freak, too fat, not ‘girl’ enough, all on top of what they had already done. So she started hating herself, and eventually stopped eating as much.”


As much as Masque knew about her girlfriend’s past, she hadn’t expected this. Rosie had never told her what the abuse at school was like. She turned her gaze to her brother, expecting more, maybe a better reason why. He met her gaze, still set in his grim expression, and shook his head.


“I know. But don’t worry, she never put herself in any danger and she never stopped eating entirely. She just didn’t want to anymore. I think maybe she didn’t tell you because you’ve been through so much –”


“She told you about that?”

“Not with gory details, but some of it.” He looked back out at his sister again, and so did she. “Anyway, everyone noticed when she started dropping pounds, but instead of the positive reaction one might have expected it only got worse. She started being sexually harassed and her sexuality came up front again. Then it got really bad, but I know you know about that.”

In the distance, Rosaline laughed and played with the vines of a nearby willow tree as they twirled around her. It was hard for Masque to imagine her being so miserable in the past. Was it all a façade now? She turned again to Day, another question burning in her mind.


“Why didn’t she tell me?”

Day shrugged, pretending to have no real idea. “I don’t know. Like I said, maybe because you’ve been through so many horrible things. Maybe she didn’t want to burden you with this too, or she didn’t think her problems measured up to yours.” He smiled, chuckling a bit. “Sounds like her, anyway.”


She nodded, sadly, and returned to stare at the young woman in the garden, now lost deep in thought.


“Do you think she’ll be okay?”


“I hope so.” He tilted his head toward her. “Of course, I think you help in that department. And even though I want to protect her, I have to admit that she’s been a lot better since she found you. …Thank you for that.”


She smiled, feeling better at his words. “Anytime.”

A few feet away, Xavier and Wolverine stood watching them, careful not to alert them to their presence.

“Are you sure its safe havin’ her here, Chuck?” Logan asked.


“I think so, Logan,” he replied. “We know that she wasn’t responsible for the attack on Day, and if she was going to harm any of us, she would have done so already. Besides, she and Rosaline appear to genuinely care about each other.” He smiled up at him. “And if we were willing to let Lance know our secrets, I think we may as well take the risk with her.”

He grumbled a response, neither positive nor negative.

“I’m glad to see that they’re fitting in well here. They’ve been through a lot.”


Logan quirked an eyebrow. “All three of ‘em?”


Xavier shook his head. “I meant Rosaline and Day, but I suppose it could apply to Masque as well. She appears to have had a difficult life. I hope someday she decides to come to us as well. I think we could help her.”


This time, the Wolverine grumbled his assent, and they headed back down the hallway before they could be discovered.

…..


Later, after Rosaline and Masque had gone off alone again, Day stood pacing in his room. Every few moments he stopped and stared at his cell phone on his desk, then went back to pacing. Finally, he bit his lip and picked it up, dialing a series of numbers very quickly, lest he change his mind.

After all, the last time he had called her, she hung up before he had a chance to ask her out again.


It rang a couple times, then the receiver picked up. He held his breath.

“Hello?”


He sighed with extreme relief. “Wanda.”


“…Day.”


“Hi.”


“Hi.”


There was silence for a moment, then he shook his head, amazed at his own idiocy. “Listen, are you doing anything right now?”


“Not really?”


“Can we meet?”


“…Why?”


“Because I haven’t seen you in a while, and I want to.” He paused. “And I think you want to see me too.”


She didn’t respond.


“…Wanda?”


“I’m here.” Far away, he heard her let out a long breath. “Okay. Right now?”


“If that works.”


“It does.”


“The cemetery?”


“As always.”


“Okay. I’ll meet you there in….half an hour?” he asked.


“Why don’t we just meet there when we’re ready?”


“Um, so we don’t think the other has stood us up?”


“Damn. You ruin all my fun.”


He smirked. “Many apologies.”


“Whatever. See you soon, okay?”


“Okay. Bye.” He hung up, getting nervous again. Their relationship had been so…odd ever since it started. Every time they saw each other, they would always end up arguing about what happened in her mind, then start randomly making out. Not the he minded the latter, he just wanted them to be more functional sometimes. He could count the number of times they had been entirely civil to each other on one hand.


Still, he hoped he hadn’t fucked everything up too much.


It was still daylight, so he had no trouble getting out, just saying that he was going for a walk. Technically he was, just a very long one with a very big break in the middle, he told himself. He got there quickly, and sat down at the base of the tree in the middle, resigning himself to wait.

He didn’t have to. She showed up seconds later, surprised to see him early. He smiled, and she smiled back awkwardly. 


“Hey.”


“Hey.”


He stood up as she approached, and looked her over. “You look good.”


She crossed her arms over her chest. “…You too.”


They started aimlessly walking around, neither of them saying anything for a while. Day kept stealing glances at her as they went. She looked tired, but still beautiful Her hair was getting longer too, he wondered why she hadn’t cut it. 


“Is there something you wanted to talk to me about?” she asked suddenly, stopping and staring sternly at him.


He turned to face her. “Well…sort of. I was thinking about what happens every time we see each other.”


“Which is…?”


As he answered, he counted each point on one finger. “We don’t say much, then we argue, and then we end up randomly getting busy. Why do we do that?”


She shrugged. “Which part?”


“I dunno. All of it, I guess.”


She looked around, finding a tombstone arranged nicely enough to serve as a seat and walked over to it. He followed her. After a moment, she sighed, rubbing her temples with the heels of her hands. “I don’t know. Maybe this is just how I have relationships. If you hadn’t noticed, I’m not the least complicated of people.”


He leaned back, staring at the sunset. “Well, I’m no picnic myself.”


“What’s got you thinking about that anyway?” she asked. “You never have before.”

“Well, my sister brought her girlfriend over to visit today, and they’re so happy. I have no idea how they do it.” He laughed. “I mean, I’m an empath, you’d think that I’d be better at this stuff or something. I guess seeing them together made me wonder about us.”


“Couldn’t you have just entered my mind to look for answers?” she retaliated bitterly.


“And here we go with the arguing,” he mumbled. “Just so you know, I haven’t used my power on you since. And I’m sorry I did in the first place.”


She opened her mouth as if to say something, then quickly closed it, turning her face to look at the ground. “…I know you are. I’m just pretty messed up about whatever you set loose.”


“Okay. That covers the arguing.” Boldly, he slid a little closer to her. “What about our physical relationship then?”


“What about it?”


“I believe last time a hand job was involved.”


“And the time before that your hand was in my pants. So I guess we’re even.”


“Touché.” He always felt awkward talking about it, oddly, even though nothing was awkward when it actually happened. 


Sighing, she looked up to see the horizon. “You know, this place looks really different when the sun’s setting. Usually we’re here in the dark.”


“Yeah.”


“You know, I still don’t know why I kissed you in the first place.”


He looked at her. “Oh?”


She turned her head to him, forcing a smile. “Guess it’s a bit late to wonder about that.”

“Maybe. But it is a good question.”


“Maybe being angry makes me horny. Or maybe I’m not used to being attracted to someone like this.”


“But I know you’ve had sex before. I remember us talking about that.” Suddenly he pretended to look worried, badly. “We did talk about that, right?”


“Oh shut up.” She turned away from him again.


He stared at her, for once not really caring if she noticed. “I’m attracted to you too, you know…you’re beautiful, Wanda.”


“You don’t mean that. You just mean that I’m hot.” She smiled again, this time not forced. “And you’re not so bad either.”

He really, really wanted to kiss her then. It wasn’t like it hadn’t happened like that before, but this time he wanted it to be different. Somehow he knew there was something else he had to say. 


“Wanda?”


She looked up quickly. “What?”


“I don’t know if saying this is going to make any difference, but I keep having this feeling that something horrible is going to happen. I don’t know what. I just feel it inside, and it feels true…it’s hard to explain.”


“…That’s pretty damn vague.”


“I know.”


She slid closer to him too. “Day, I know things turn to shit sometimes, but even if you’re right I know you’ll survive. You seem like you could make a habit of that.” Gingerly she reached up and touched his face, forcing him to meet her eyes. “You’ll be okay.”

He reached to hold her hand there with his. “Thanks.”


She nodded, drawing her hand back. “There’s something I better say too. Whatever you unlocked inside of me, no matter how bad it is and how bad I want it to go away, I know it’s true. I don’t know how or what happened to hide all of it inside my mind, but its there, and it feels more real than anything else I remember about my past.” She shook her head slightly, her eyes closed tight. “I don’t want to be angry at you anymore. What you did was still wrong, and I still deserved to be pissed at you…but what’s in there is in there because of someone else. I’m sorry if I made you feel like it was your fault.”


“I deserved it.”


“Not all of it.” She looked over at him, her eyes laughing. “Some of it, yes. But I’ve decided that even if it hurts, I’d rather know the truth than live a lie.”


He whistled. “That’s a big step.”


She rolled her eyes. “Shut up. I’m trying to ask you a favor.”


“Oh. My apologies.”


Shifting her weight, she leaned closer to him, locking his gaze very seriously. “Day, I want you to help me find out what happened, what these memories are and why they’re there.”


“Why me?”


“As payment for bringing them out in the first place.”


He nodded. “All right. I guess that’s fair.”


She smiled. “Good.”


Day let out a small laugh then, sitting up. “You know, it looks like we skipped the argument part of our usual date itinerary.”


“What, are you worried that means we won’t get to the last part?”


“You know, why do you always have to assume I’m thinking with my dick?”


She smirked. “Most guys are.”


He tilted his head. “You know, you’re the one who brought it up again.”

“You know, that’s right.” Confidently, she crawled into his lap, and reached up to run her hands through his hair.


He ran his hands down her sides, studying her features. “Wanda?”


“Yeah?”


“Does all of this mean you’re going to let me into your world?”


She leaned forward, brushing her lips against his. “…Provided you have protection.”

…..


Later, as activity in the mansion began to wind down, Rosaline led Masque to the front door. They stood on the steps for a while just looking at each other, neither of them really knowing what to say. Masque reached up and tucked Rosaline’s hair behind her ears, letting her hand trail down to the necklace she gave her. They both smiled.

“Are you sure you don’t wanna stay?” she asked.


Masque hesitated, but nodded. “I’m sure. I’m not ready yet.”

Rosaline meant more than just asking if she wanted to join the team, and she wasn’t sure if her girlfriend answered to that or an unspoken question. Regardless, she understood, and nodded back. “All right.”

They leaned in together, their kiss lingering as if neither of them wanted to part. At the sound of footsteps approaching, however, they pulled apart and turned to see Day walking up the driveway. His shirt was definitely on backwards and his hair looked like a mess, dirt showing in patched everywhere. Despite his appearance, he wore a very satisfied grin and walked with an extra bounce in his step.


“Goddess, Day, are you okay?” his sister asked, partly worried that something had actually happened.


“I’m great!” he replied chipperly, ruffling her hair as he passed. “Good night guys.”


“Night,” said Masque, staring curiously after him.


Rosaline shook her head. “Anyway…”


“Right.”

She pulled her close again, pressing their foreheads together. “Call me tomorrow, okay?”


“I will.”

“Promise?”


“Promise.”

“Good.” They kissed again, then she reluctantly let her go. “Sweet dreams.”


“Of you,” she answered, and turned towards the gates to go home.


Rosaline blushed, watching her leave until she was out of sight. As the gates closed, she smiled, going back inside the mansion to bother her twin about his state of dress.


It didn’t take Masque long to get home, and when she did, she noticed Wanda coming in the back. She was in the same state that Day was, her clothes all awry and her hair messed up and dirty. She smiled too, looking oddly out of character. 


“What happened to you?” she asked.


Before she could answer, Toad came bounding down the stairs, screeching to a halt in front of her. “Good evening my baby-cakes,” he grinned, all of his yellow teeth showing. “…Whoa! What happened to you?!”


“That is none of your business,” she growled, and within a moment he slammed against the wall surrounded in a blue haze. She walked forward, passing Masque as she headed for the stairs. “’Night.”

“Goodnight,” she replied, watching as Toad fell back on the floor.


Stepping over him, she entered the kitchen, opening the fridge and reaching for some water. A sudden hum announced Pietro’s arrival even before she closed the door.


“Where were you today?” he demanded, hands planted firmly on his hips.


She started away from him. “I don’t see how it concerns you.”

He bolted in front of her to cut her off. “I’lltellyouhowitconcernsme!!! You are a member of this team, and as such, the X-men are your en-e-my! Getting involved with them is a betrayal to all of us. Have you forgotten how much you’ve been given here?!” He reached out a finger to tap her forehead. “Such gifts come with obligations.”

“I don’t remember signing any contracts,” she frowned, pushing him away. “Who I talk to and see is my business. You do not control me, Pietro. So fuck off.”

He stood there, too stunned to do anything as she strode past him and headed upstairs. Too late, he turned around to try and stop her only to find Lance standing in the doorway, stifling his laughter.

“You know,” he said, looking oddly satisfied. “I definitely like her.”

Upstairs, Masque shed her things and got ready for a shower. As she stood there under the warm water, she realized that she felt good about what she just did and who she was becoming. She thought of Rosaline, the warmth spreading, and she looked down at herself. Scars made a map all over her skin. She had always hated them, reminders of her harsh life and her ugliness, covering them up as much as she could. Now, for the first time, she found she didn’t want to. She just might be beautiful after all.

…….
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