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Triangle

Part 12 – They Fight
…


Sunday passed without incident, Monday coming sooner than most everyone wanted it to. Grumbling, Xavier’s students filed out of the mansion and made their way towards Bayville High. The school was humming with activity, odd for the beginning of the week, but nobody really paid attention. 


Later that day, Rosaline sat in her history class, the last before lunch. She was sure something important was going on in the front of the room, though she didn’t really care. She was too busy thinking about Masque. Staring out the window, she twirled her necklace between her fingers, daydreaming about the past with her and what she wanted for the future. Directly behind her, a similar thing was occurring. Both she and her brother happened to share this class, so there he sat, only he was thinking about Wanda and replaying other events in his head. For a moment, Rosie looked over her shoulder and caught his eye. He grinned, and she grinned back, knowing exactly what was going on with each other.


Lunchtime came, resulting in a mass exodus towards the picnic area outside. They were lucky, Rogue, Tabby, Amara, Kitty, and Bobby had already grabbed a table. Rosaline waved, and they waved back, signaling for them to join them. 


“Hi there,” Kitty said brightly.


“Hi,” Day replied. “You seem quite chipper today.”


She shrugged. “I dunno. I think it’s, like, all the excitement around here. Everyone’s revved up for something.”


“There’s a pep rally today, I think,” Bobby said.


Rogue looked over at him. “On a Monday?”


“Yeah. There’s supposed to be a really big football game this weekend, or something, and everyone’s going nuts about it. Thus the rally.” He took a big bite of his sandwich, continuing as he chewed. “I think they’re having one every night.”


“That’s a little excessive,” Tabby snorted. “God, these people and their football.”


Amara nodded slightly, then turned to look around. “…Still, if it gets their attention off of us, I’d say its welcome.”


“Right,” Rosaline agreed, also looking around. “I’m up for anything that gives me a breather.”


Rogue smiled. “But you’ve been doin’ so well, Rosie. Y’know, handlin’ all o’their crap, Ah mean.”


She smiled back. “Thanks.”


As they continued eating, talking about the random aspects of life that arise in high school, one of the more popular girls in their class slowly approached them. Tabby spotted her first, and nudged Day, so cleared his throat to call her to everyone else’s attention. Rosaline frowned. She was one of Angela’s friends.


When she reached the table, she stood there nervously, glancing back and forth to make sure no one she knew was around.


“…Can we help you?” Day finally asked, thick annoyance in his voice.

She jumped, then looked directly at Rosaline, who stared coldly back at her. “…Listen, you should be careful. Just thought I should warn you.”

“What’s that supposed to mean?” Kitty wondered, also staring her down.


The girl shook her head, glanced around again, and then turned around so fast she almost fell over. Without another word she bolted and was gone before they could say anything else to her, or breathe any more of her air.


“Wow, what was that all about?” asked Bobby when they were done watching her run away.


“She’s one of the girls who harasses me along with Angela Matthews,” Rosaline explained. “It was probably another of their empty threats.” Annoyed, she went back to her salad,, poking at it furiously.


“Ah dunno,” said Rogue, “she seemed pretty scared someone was gonna see her. Maybe somethin’s really goin’ on.”


Tabby shook her head. “Like what? It’s not like they have the balls to do anything. Rosaline’s stood up to everything they’ve thrown at her thus far.”


Day studied his sister, who appeared to be letting the whole conversation pass by her ears. “…I still think you should be careful, Rosie. You know how people are.”


She mumbled her assent, then put on a pleasant smile, steering the conversation in a different direction. As they moved on, Rogue kept thinking about the threat and the fact that Rosaline might not be worried enough. She decided to try and keep and eye on her, or to tell someone who could. Having the same thought, Day looked over at her, and their eyes met. Instantly they knew they had the same idea, and nodded at each other. If she wasn’t going to be careful, they’d be careful for her.
…..


Later that afternoon, only a couple of hours before sunset, Rosaline got ready to meet Masque for coffee in the city. She wasn’t really meeting her, actually, she was going to surprise her at the Brotherhood house and kidnap her for coffee, but she figured it was about the same thing. Looking again at herself in the mirror, she smiled satisfactorily and headed out, forgetting to grab her phone.

Somehow she didn’t run into anyone as she left, except for passing a few occupied rooms where no one noticed her walk by. Excited, she hurried down the driveway and out the gates. Hopefully Masque wouldn’t be too busy. They hadn’t gotten coffee together yet, and as it was a famous lesbian date stereotype, she thought it might be funny to live up to it. Smiling, she noted how much her attitude towards her sexuality had changed, and walked a little faster.

She was too lost in her thoughts to hear the truck pull out behind her, or its slow purr as it crept along until she stepped into some shadows. Suddenly she felt strong arms grab her and pull her inside, a damp cloth pressed over her nose and mouth. Then it all faded to black.
…..


Moments after she left, Rogue came by to check on her, knocking on the door of her room a few times. When no one answered, she knocked again, waiting less time before she called out to her.


“Rosie? Are ya in there?”


Again, no reply. Worried, she tried the handle and found it unlocked, turning and pushing the door open.


“Rosie?” she called again as she entered, seeing no sign of her. She looked around for any sign of where she was, but didn’t find any. Her cell phone was still on the dresser, and her cloak was there, though that didn’t mean anything. However, beneath her cloak was an empty spot where her sandals usually were.


That could only mean one thing. She had left the grounds.


Groaning in utter frustration, Rogue ran off to find Day. She checked his room, but he wasn’t there, then the kitchen and the living room. Finally she ran past the library, and skidded to a halt. There he was, staring aimlessly at the towers of books around him.

“Day!” she shouted as she hurried inside. “Rosie’s gone!”


“What?” he gasped. “What do you mean ‘gone’?”


“Ah mean she’s not in her room, and her sandals are missin’.”


He groaned too. “Shit. She only wears shoes when she leaves the Institute.”


“Ah know. Day, we gotta find her. I don’t know what that girl meant at lunch today, but Ah’m still worried.”


“Me too. Come on, let’s call her and get her back here.”


“We can’t. She left her phone.”


“…Shit.”


She grabbed his arm, pulling him in the direction of the doorway. “Come on, let’s go get the Professor. He can -”


“Wait!” he said. “I don’t want to freak everyone out. I’m sure things are fine.”


She frowned at him. “Y’know, every time y’all say that, you get in an assload o’ trouble an’ usually ya wouldn’t if you’d ask for help in the first place.”


He stopped and thought for a moment. “Huh, you have a point. Funny that.”


“Boys,” she cursed, grabbing his arm again. “Come on!”

…..


Rosaline woke up to see the city around her, vaguely aware that she was moving. She turned her head, noticing the forms of two boys in front of her, laughing heartily as they talked through a small window to someone she couldn’t see. Her vision became clearer, and she realized that she was in a pick-up truck. Her hands and feet were bound and her sandals were missing. She hadn’t been gagged but she kept silent anyway, fighting to keep control over her fear.

The truck stopped suddenly, causing her to slide forward and knock into one of her kidnappers. She grunted, then bit her lip. Now they’d know she was awake.


“Hey, she’s up,” one of them said. She opened her eyes as one of them grabbed her by the wrists and dragged her out of the truck. A car door slammed as she hit the pavement with a thud. Something cracked, and she screamed again, only to get kicked in the side.


“Shut up!” another one of them hissed. “You’re not supposed to make noise. Not yet, anyway.”


She struggled as they lifted her up, one of them carrying her as another kept her mouth covered. Try as she might she couldn’t escape, and the hold on her mouth was such that she couldn’t even bite him to make him let her yell for help. They took her down a series of alleys until finally they came to a very enclosed place, the buildings so close together that little sound could be heard from there.


They dropped her again and she screamed, this time trying to get someone’s attention. They laughed at her.

“Its no use,” one said, “no one lives around here. We’re all alone…mutie.”


“Dyke!” another added.


She refused to answer, her eyes darting frantically around for an escape. There was a manhole behind the boys, but even if she could get to it she couldn’t lift it. The only escape was past them, and she doubted she could find her way back to the street. There was also almost no plant life for her to use.

She was screwed.


One of them stepped forward, hauling her up by the shirt. He spat in her face, she grimaced. “We’re here to teach you a lesson,” he growled. “People like you aren’t welcome in Bayville. People like you aren’t welcome alive!”


She started to cry, then spat back at him, to which he punched her in the face. Taking that as a signal, they all rushed forward to attack her. She tried to fight them off but it was no use. There were too many of them and she was still bound.


Desperately, she called on her powers. The few weeds and sprouts of grass that had grown through cracks in the concrete rushed to her call, but they were weak and hadn’t had enough sunlight in their lives. She managed to wrap one around one guy’s ankles and tripped him, rolling over in his wake to try and tear the rope off  her feet with another, but as she pulled the plant snapped and she screamed again in frustration. They fell back upon her, breaking her concentration. All she felt from then on was pain until she was finally knocked out, surrendering to the darkness.

…..


Xavier lifted Cerebro off of his head, rolling back towards the students in defeat. Now that everyone had been told Rosaline might be in danger a small crowd had amassed outside, waiting for him. Day was at the front, pacing back and forth, as Rogue, Tabby, and Amara shot worried glances at him and each other.


All action stopped as the Professor approached. He looked at the hope in their eyes and sadly shook his head.


“I can’t find her. She might be unconscious somewhere, or mentally refusing my call, though usually I’d still be able to pinpoint her location.” He put a comforting hand on Day’s arm. “I am sorry. I don’t think there’s much else I can do.”

“But we have to do something!” Tabby insisted. “We should at least go look for her, or…or something!”


“Good idea. Let’s go,” Day said, turning to leave without a second thought.


Knowing he couldn’t stop them, Xavier sighed. “Wait,” he called. They all stopped and turned to look at him, not sure what he was going to do. “Be careful. Take your phones, and call if you find anything. Good luck.”

Day smiled nodded, then led the others off to get ready.

…..


Beneath the streets of Bayville, Caliban of the Morlocks walked the sewers on his usual patrol. There hadn’t been much activity lately as far as the mutants in Bayville went, though he had felt the presence of three new signatures a few months ago. They did not come to the Morlocks, however, so he did not think of them.


He turned, passing under a block where he knew the buildings were arranged very strangely. He looked up idly as he walked by a manhole, moving on, then stopped, and looked back up. Someone was up there. One of them.


He waited. When whoever it was did not move at all after many minutes, he turned around, heading back to the Morlock tunnels. Callisto must be informed, then something could be done. The only way to get to the mutant was by lifting that manhole, and he didn’t have the strength. He hoped it wouldn’t be too late.


Less than half an hour later, Spyke and Callisto carried Rosaline into their home. She was beaten badly, bleeding from several places and broken and bruised in more, and still bound. Carefully they placed her down on a flat slab of stone and cut the ropes around her hands and feet. Callisto yelled for Scaleface to tend her wounds, the green girl rushing to do so as everyone else stared at her.


“Do you know her?” she asked Spyke.


He shook his head. “I’ve never seen her before.”

She furrowed her brow over her one good eye. “Is she from Xavier’s Institute?”

“I don’t know. She might be.”


Standing, Scaleface stepped in front of Callisto, pieces of her purple hair hanging in her eyes. “That’s all I can do for her. She’s still bleeding, but I bandaged her up, and she hasn’t got as many broken bones as I thought she did.” She sighed, rubbing the back of her head where it was shaved. “If we don’t bring her topside again, she’s going to die.”


Callisto and Evan looked at each other with concern.


“Hey, you’re the boss,” he said.


Lucid stepped forward. “We can’t go topside! It’s too dangerous.”


“We have to,” Callisto said finally. He shut his mouth and stepped backward, looking at Façade with concern. They both looked worried about what would happen.


“I’ll go,” Spyke volunteered. “I came from the Institute, after all. They know me there.”


Callisto nodded. “I’m going with you. Scaleface?”


“Yessum?”


“Do you still know how to pick locks?”


She grinned, baring pointed teeth. “Of course.”


“And hotwire a car?”


“Yup.”


“And drive one?”


“…Sure.”


She nodded again. “You’re going with us too, then.”


“You are stealing a car?” Caliban asked.


Carefully, Callisto helped Evan pick Rosaline up, making sure she had moved as little as possible. “Yes.”


“You might get caught.”


“I know. But if we don’t, it will take longer to get her there, and I don’t want her to die. She’s one of us, even if she lives topside.”

…..


Meanwhile, Day ran ahead, checking down every side street they passed. In order to search for his sister they had split up, so he was only with Rogue and Masque, who were doing well keeping up with him even in his panicked state. In fact, Masque was running faster than he was in her panic about Rosie. He didn’t know a mind could scream so loud.

Panting, Day slowed down, looking around to get his bearings. He clenched his hand tighter around the sandal he held, found just before the tree between the mansion and the Brotherhood house. Stopping there first, they picked up Masque and Wanda, who was searching another part of the city with Tabby, Amara, and Kitty. So far no one had found her, and it was getting late.
He cursed, and started running again. He had to find her. Something was definitely wrong.

…..


Ten minutes, two cars, and five more minutes later, three Morlocks drove through the gates of Xavier’s mansion. Beast and Wolverine were outside before they parked, taking Rosaline from them and heading right to the Infirmary. Storm invited them inside, and they accepted, Callisto and Spyke following them while Scaleface lingered behind, gaping at the size and style of the building. 

Wolverine detoured to get Xavier, finding him on his way to look for Rosaline once more, unaware of her proximity.

“She’s back, Charles,” he huffed. “And she’s really hurt.”


Hurrying, they met everyone in the Infirmary. Xavier gasped at Rosaline’s damaged body, his hopes for her safety now crushed. 


“Excuse me. I must call the children back,” he said, then rolled out of the room to return to Cerebro.


Hank worked quickly, hooking her up to necessary machines and preparing to treat her wounds and stop the bleeding. “God…what happened?” he asked, looking over at the Morlocks. 


“Caliban found her while he was patrolling,” Callisto answered. “We don’t know what happened to her before then.”


“Well, you’re lucky, nothing was broken enough to have hurt her when you moved her. Rather, we’re lucky. Let’s just hope…” he trailed off, not wanting to finish his thought, though everyone knew what he was going to say.


“She is one of yours, then,” Spyke stated very matter-of-factly.


Storm nodded. “She is, Evan. Thank you for bringing her back to us.”


He nodded, smiling slightly at his aunt.


Xavier rolled back into the room, his face wrinkled with concern, and made his way over to Rosaline. “Hank, will it bother you if I look into her mind while you mend her?”

“Not as long as you stay over there,” he answered.


Xavier nodded, and putting his hands on either side of her head, entered Rosaline’s mind. Images of the fight flooded into his own, replaying backwards until the moment she left the mansion. He saw everything in perfect detail, though whenever she blacked out, he hit a dead end. Frowning, he sat up, putting his hand comfortingly over her forehead.

“She was kidnapped not far from here, and taken to an alley in the city. Four men beat her, during which she fell unconscious, so I don’t know what happened after that.” He sighed. 


“Who did it?” Wolverine growled.


“I don’t know, and neither does she. All I saw was that they were all male, around her age. She didn’t appear to recognize them.”


“Caliban found her in an alley,” Spyke added. “They must not have moved her after they left.”

The sound of screeching footsteps announced that somehow the remaining students had gotten word of what happened. Jean, Scott, Kurt, Bobby, Rahne, Ray, Roberto, Sam, Jamie, and Jubilee fought to enter the room, which luckily was large enough to accommodate all of them.


“Oh my god…” Jean gasped, as she and Scott stared at Rosaline. Kurt mouthed something in German, also staring. Everyone else did as well; Bobby tried to keep Jamie from seeing, Rahne let out a small yelp and hid her face in Roberto’s shoulder as he gawked too, and Sam stood silent. Even Jubilee’s hands flew to her mouth, horrified. Ray opened his mouth to say something, then stopped, looking from Rosaline to the Morlocks. His eyes locked with Scaleface’s, and she glared at him.


“We didn’t do this, idiot.”


He stammered. “I didn’t say that.”


“Professor, what happened to her?” Scott asked.


Xavier rolled over to them. “She was kidnapped and taken to an alley, where she was beaten and then left. She doesn’t know who did it.”


No one said anything, they just watched Hank work busily, eventually asking Storm for help as he stitched up some very bad cuts. There were no words for what had happened, even less for the fact that they had no idea who had done this to her. After a moment, Wolverine tried to get the students out of the room. He had almost succeeded, leaving only Scott, Jean, and Kurt, when more footsteps sounded and frightened shouts reached them.

“Rosie!!!” Day called out as he entered, followed closely by Masque and Rogue. He stopped dead when he saw her, almost falling. His eyes widened, and he stared, his mouth open as if he needed to speak but all words had left him.


Behind him, Masque stared too, a look of complete terror on her face. “No…” she whispered, and staggered past Day to get to her girlfriend’s side. She gently touched the side of her face, wishing that somehow this wasn’t true and she would open her eyes, sit up, and say it had all been a cruel joke.
Speechless, Rogue looked at the Professor, hoping for answers. Before he could answer, however, Day snapped, rushing towards him and planting one hand on either side of the wheelchair. 

“Who did this?!” he demanded.


“We don’t know, Day,” Xavier answered calmly. 


Day struggled as Kurt and Scott tried to restrain him. “No! You have to!!! Tell me!!!”


“We don’t know, Day,” Xavier repeated. “I am sorry. I looked into her memory, but she didn’t know who her attackers were, and neither do I.”


He kept struggling, trying to get free for a reason no one understood. Eventually he stopped, sagging against them as he looked over at this battered sister. “…Why?” he cried, dropping his head to look at the floor. Uncomfortable, Scott let go of him, Rogue stepping up to take him from both of them. She held him as he kept crying, both of them staring at the figure in the bed.

Masque tried to step out of Beast’s way, but didn’t want to leave Rosaline’s side. Eventually she settled for standing at the head of her cot, reaching down to smooth out her hair. She bit her lip, trying not to cry too. “Is, is she going to be okay?”

Hank sighed, but nodded. “She should be, provided she doesn’t lose any more blood. If she does, we’ll need to take her to the hospital for a transfusion.”


Callisto shifted uncomfortably. “Excuse me, Professor Xavier, we don’t mean to be rude…”


“No, of course. Thank you for bringing her back to us. We owe you a great deal.”


Spyke nodded, and smiled. Storm walked over to them, glancing back at the Professor, and said, “I’ll show them out.”


“Of course.” As they left, Xavier looked at Jean. Do you think you might know who her attackers are if I show you?

I don’t know, she answered. Show me anyway.

He pushed the image of the four men into her mind, and she closed her eyes, studying it. Finally, she shook her head. No.

“Vhat are you doing?” Kurt asked, noticing their silence.


“We’re trying to figure out who attacked her,” Jean answered shortly. 

“What did they look like?” Masque asked.


“High-school age, all guys,” she answered. “They wore nothing to identify them either.”

Day’s eyes snapped open, but he didn’t say anything.


“It’s probably best for Rosaline to get some rest now,” Hank noted, looking over at the assembled group. “She’ll be fine. I’ll let you know if anything changes.”


“Can I stay?” Masque asked, praying he wouldn’t say no.


“You can stay. And you too, Day, if you want.”


Letting go of Rogue, he stood up, and shook his head. “No. I…I need to be alone right now.”


“All right. If you want to come down here at any time, feel free.”


“Thanks.” As Wolverine and the Professor herded the rest of the students out of the Infirmary, Day walked over to his sister, standing by her side and looking at her wounds. After a moment he leaned down and kissed her forehead, then smiled at Masque, and followed the others out.


Masque watched him leave suspiciously, then felt a seat pushed under her. “Here,” said Hank, smiling. “I figured you’d be here a while.”


She smiled back. “Thank you.” Forgetting all suspicions, she reached down to hold her girlfriend’s hand, focusing on the desire for her to get better.

…..


About ten minutes later, Tabby, Amara, Wanda, and Kitty returned to the Institute. Rahne saw them enter and caught up with them first, leading them down to the Infirmary. 


“Oh shit,” Tabby exclaimed. Amara grabbed on to her arm and stared at Rosaline in shock. Kitty said nothing, lost for words. 

Wanda looked over every wound, growing angry, then turned to Masque and asked, “Where’s Day?”


“He went upstairs, I think. He said he needed some time alone.”

“Thanks.” She nodded at Beast, then turned and rushed back up the hallway.


“What happened?” Kitty finally managed to squeak out.


Hank sighed, already tired to relating the story. “She got kidnapped and beaten, then left in an alley. The Morlocks found her and brought her here.”


Amara stepped closer, coming up behind Masque and putting her hand on her shoulder. “Are you okay?”


She shook her head. “No. But I’m not worried about me right now.”

Amara nodded understandingly. 


“All right, I hate to do this, but I need to kick you out. Having so many people around isn’t good for her,” the Beast insisted. “Go get some rest. If anything happens, we’ll let you know.”


“Okay,” Tabby said, and stepped forward to take Amara’s hand. “Er, good luck.”


Kitty came over to give Masque a very unexpected hug, which she was almost too surprised to return. “She’ll be okay,” she insisted, trying to sound comforting.


“Thank you,” she replied. “I know.”

The girls filed out slowly, reluctant to leave their friend there. Hank busied himself again checking Rosaline’s charts, while Masque went back to willing her better.


Then, suddenly, a chill ran up her spine and she had a vision. It was the clearest she had had yet, and again, it was of Day. He was about to do something very stupid.


In standing up she knocked over her chair, not bothering to pick it up. She leaned down and gently kissed Rosie, then bolted. Beast barely had a chance to realize what had happened before she was gone.


Moments later, Wanda appeared again, entering the room in a huff. “Day’s gone! …Where’s Masque?”


Hank blinked a couple times, then groaned. “Great. Why can’t I help but think that this is all connected?”
…..


Day crossed the distance between the mansion and the school in the shortest time he ever would in his whole life. He had left almost immediately, only stopping upstairs to grab his pocketknife. He knew it wasn’t going to be enough, but he didn’t really care. Reason was far beyond him now.

He had watched this happen to his sister once. He wasn’t going to let anyone get away with it again. 


He crossed the Bayville High school grounds almost at a run, passing the football field where the pep rally was still going strong. He looked around for a sign where to go next, then heard glass breaking, followed by roaring laughter. It was coming from the small parking lot behind the school.


Flipping the blade of his knife out, he strode in that direction. The laughter grew louder and within moments he came upon five guys hanging out in the bed of a pick-up truck, cracking up over several beers. Crushed cans were everywhere and they were making a lot of noise, but they didn’t seem to notice. Four of them looked to be around his age, though the fifth was older, still wearing a high school letterman jacket. Funny, Day thought, he looks kind of like Angela.

They didn’t seem him until he was almost to the truck. One of them shouted, pointing, and they all busted up laughing again. The older one jumped down to meet him, standing proud as if he’d done something worthwhile.


“Hello, Day Jackson,” he grinned. “My friends were just telling me this great story about them and your sister Rosa –”


Suddenly, he was cut off by Day’s knife in his stomach.


It took the other boys a moment to realize what had happened, but when they did, they all rushed to attack him just like they had his sister. They were weaponless and drunk, as well as only human, so Day had the upper edge on three counts. However, the odds were still three to one.

He did the best he could, using his power to turn their anger on each other while he fought as best he knew how. They had never trained with normal weapons in the Danger room, so he wasn’t very good, but for a while he managed to hold his own. He actually managed to hurt them.


Then one landed a kick just right and the knife flew from his hand.


Before he could do anything about it, he was down, and one of the guys climbed on top of him. He struggled, then felt the piercing of a blade sinking into his back. He screamed, and fought to get out, but the guy kept stabbing him. Then finally, he severed something he did not mean to, and Day’s body went limp.

The guy kept stabbing him for a few seconds before he realized he had won. Laughing, he stood up and went to his friends, receiving high fives. Somehow this made them remember that one of them had been stabbed in the stomach, and they rushed to go find him.


They turned around, however, as a strange scream sounded in their minds.


Masque stood at the edge of the parking lot on shaking legs. All she saw was Day’s body on the ground, and she snapped. Slowly, she looked up at the group of boys.


.What she decided to do, she did because of what Day’s death would mean. It would crush Rosaline more than any beating ever would. She could break, feeling that pain. If these boys were indeed the ones who had beaten Rosaline as well, which they probably were, they deserved what she was about to do. They stood for everything she was against, and worst of all, reminded her of her father with every wound on the twins’ bodies.

She stepped forward, growling, and spread out her hands.


Everything happened in a blur after that. She didn’t even really see it, so fueled by her rage and lacking any control. Anyone watching would have seen the boys go rigid, then suddenly move into action, attacking each other and fighting until none of them survived. She made them fight until she was satisfied that even if some were just knocked out, their wounds would kill them within hours. 


As soon as they were all gone, her control over them was lost, and she staggered backward. Breathing heavily, she sank onto the ground and burst into tears. When she killed her father, she promised herself that she would never do it again, no matter how bad things got. She had broken her promise, and though it had felt really good, she knew it was wrong. It was all for nothing anyway. She had been too late.

Suddenly her head snapped up and she looked across the parking lot again. “Day…”

Staggering to her feet, she rushed over to find him. He hadn’t moved. She knelt beside him, rolling him over to see if there was any chance he was alive.


His eyes were open, but they were cold and lifeless. He wasn’t breathing and was covered in blood. By the looks of it, he died before she had even started.

Crying harder, she wrapped her arms around him. “Oh god, Day…”

Moments later, she pulled herself together and lifted his body off of the ground, slinging it over her shoulder. She had to get him out of here, if it was going to look like a gang suicide, they couldn’t be there when the bodies were discovered. She staggered even more under the weight but kept going, keeping to the woods so no one would see her.

As she walked, carrying him home for the last time, all she could think of was how this was going to kill Rosie too.

……
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