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Epilogue – They Change
…

Five Years Later…..

The Bayville train station was relatively empty for a Saturday. Only a few people milled about in crowds, waiting to board the next train, or waiting for someone to get off it. It usually got more crowded than this on weekend afternoons, especially in summer. But maybe, she thought as she stood up, it was for the best. They gathered up their bags and hurried off. 
First off was a very plump, short woman. Her blonde hair was still curled, like it used to be, but was now shoulder-length, un-dyed, and bound into pigtails. She wore a low-cut short-sleeved white top with green skirts, one darker than the other, and sandals. Her purple jeweled pendant still hung around her neck. She was much different from the girl who had left this city five years ago, having grown in many ways, and looking all the more beautiful for it. Safe on the platform, she set her bags and her cloak down beside her, turning to watch as another woman followed. 
This one was taller and thinner, with short dark brown hair that was buzzed from her earlobes down and her pale skin was covered in scars. She didn’t hide them with layers of fabric anymore; instead she wore a tight black tank top with thin straps and a pair of baggy dark blue jeans, which overlapped a thick pair of boots. There were a few piercings in each ear and one in her left nostril. She carried only one suitcase, though it was much bigger than her old backpack, and had her jacket draped over her shoulders. Smiling, she stepped down and joined the other woman, hand placed possessively on her back, and they both turned and waited for what was bound to come.

There was a great crash, and a few impressive-looking pieces of luggage fell out of the train. A very loud curse from inside followed and soon a figure emerged, struggling with even more of it. The person was taller than both girls, with light brown skin and striking blue hair pulled up in a bun on either side of their head, which also bore a face that was very well made-up. They wore a yellow corset-like top over a very flat chest and slim but not stick-like body, as well as tight blue jeans which had rhinestones sewed onto the cuffs. The lack of cleavage and the way the jeans fit over the crotchal area denoted this figure as male, though by stereotypical assumptions he didn’t seem like one.

“Aw fuck!” he shouted, his voice also rather androgynous. “I think I broke my heel!”


“…Your actual heel, or the shoe?” Madison asked, trying very hard not to laugh.


He glared at her. “The shoe.”


Rosaline giggled and went over to help him. “You probably shouldn’t have worn those today then,” she noted, “and besides, nothing’s broken.”

“Thank god,” he said, grinning. 


“You probably shouldn’t have brought so many clothes either,” Madison added, also moving to help him up. “You know, we’re going to have more stuff shipped here once we find a place.”

“I know!” he whined, “But I need my costumes now! You never know when a show opportunity might drop into my lap.”


“Adryen,” Rosaline replied, “we don’t really want to think about anything that drops into your lap.”


He clicked his tongue at her. “Silly lesbian.”


“Weird-ass queen.”


They grinned at each other, and Madison shook her head. Even if things were better than they ever had been, sometimes life was still strange.


Suddenly all three of them became aware that everyone else on the platform was staring at them, either in shock or annoyance. Adryen blew a kiss at them, and Rosaline blushed, ushering him and her girlfriend into the building and out through the front doors. Outside, they looked around for a specific car, which Rosaline had described to them in hopes they could help her find it. In the end she found it herself, and pointed it out. Excitedly, she led them over to it, just as a tall dark-skinned woman stepped out to greet them.

“Welcome back.”

…..


On the other side of the city, in the massive back yard of a massive mansion, something even more chaotic was going on. At least ten teenagers were running around shooting at each other with their powers, in a friendly way of course, completely ignoring the instructions and shouts of their teachers. They laughed as they streaked past them, giving both women even more of a headache.

One was muscular and short, just about five feet tall, with straight brown hair that had bangs layered down to her ears. Her eyebrows were furrowed over her green eyes, the rest of her sharp features set deep in a frown, which luckily did not knock her Djarum black clove cigarette out of her mouth. Her arms were crossed over a dark grey t-shirt which looked like the sleeves had been torn off, and she wore loose brown pants under that which looked like they also had seen some wear and tear. She wore little jewelry, only a few rings, and no piercings to speak of.


The other was very, very different. She was a bit taller and had short yellow-blonde hair cut close to her scalp, with bright blue eyes and features set in an amused grin. Piercings lined her ears and one of her eyebrows and she too wore rings, a gold one standing out on her left ring finger. She wore a revealing magenta tube top over short, tight shorts, purple flip-flops on her feet.

The two of them looked at each other, then at their not-so-assembled students. It was going to be a long day. 


“I’m getting a beer,” Tabitha said, already starting back toward the mansion. “Do you want one?”


Sarah Howlett, also known as X23, shook her head. “Nope. Take your time. But I can’t promise the kids’ll be alive when you get back.” 


She smiled, unsure of whether the girl was serious or not, and headed inside. The mansion was even bigger now; two larger wings had been added on either side of the main building with even more floors added to the levels underneath, the backyard had an even bigger garden and several volleyball/basketball/tennis/whatever courts, as well as the huge area of grass where a lot of outdoor training still took place, not mention lots of other changes inside. As much as things had to grow to take on the school’s new responsibilities, it almost seemed too huge.

After getting her beer from the kitchen, popping it open and taking a swig as she walked back, she heard familiar voices down the hall and stopped. She backtracked to go down there and found her wife talking to Storm, both of them looking very excited.

Amara had changed a lot in the last few years, but didn’t look very different. She had cut her hair to just about shoulder length and it was thicker now, and that was really the only thing that had changed. She wore a red top that kind of draped over her shoulders and khaki Capri’s, with a couple bracelets on her wrists and a gold ring on her left hand that matched Tabitha’s. 


Storm also hadn’t changed much in her appearance. Her hair was also a bit shorter, though not much, and slightly curled. She still dressed elegantly and today wore a thin purple summer dress that reached to her knees.

They turned as she approached, their conversation ending. Amara rushed forward to kiss Tabitha, grabbing her hands and shaking them excitedly. 


“Love, Ororo was just telling me that we have some new guests!” she exclaimed.


She quirked an eyebrow, glancing over at Storm, who just smiled at her. “….Okay, so who are they?”


Instead of answering, the princess pulled her in the direction of the Professor’s office, waving goodbye to Storm as they rushed past her. “Come on, let’s go find them!”


She thought she should interject and tell her that she was supposed to be leading a training session right now, but remembering how much she didn’t want to do that, she kept her mouth shut. Besides, whatever had gotten her wife this excited was probably very important.

They got there before she even had a chance to ask again who the guests were, and before they could knock on the door, it opened on its own. Xavier rolled out, still in conversation with whoever was following him.


“Your things are…oh, hello Amara, Tabitha.” He smiled, and moved out further.


“Tabitha?” a voice sounded, and the blonde gasped as a familiar face stepped out of the room.


Tabby stared in shock at the two women in front of her who were so different from the girls she used to know. Masque had done a complete 180, and even though society wouldn’t say so, Rosie was even more beautiful than she was at sixteen. A moment passed, then Rosaline let out an excited shriek, and all four women embraced. Adryen, having stepped out behind them unnoticed, took to looking at his nails and tried not to look too curious as to who the other women were.


“Holy shit,” Tabitha repeated for the fifteenth time. “When did you guys get here?”


“A little while ago,” Rosie answered. “Wow, you guys. You look great.”


“You too,” Amara said. “And so different.”


“A lot has changed,” Madison replied. “More than we can probably discuss in the middle of a hallway.”

“Right,” said Tabby, and she looked over at the Professor. “Can we kidnap them from you for a while?”


“Of course,” he answered, turning back to the new arrivals. “Your things will have been brought up to your rooms, which are in the teachers’ wing. I assume you can ask Amara and Tabitha to show you there later.”

“Sure,” they replied in unison.


He nodded, smiling, and went down the hallway in Storm’s direction.


Alone, Madison and Rosie remembered to introduce Adryen, then they all went outside to talk, picking a part of the yard that was near the garden (and shielded from X23’s view). Before they could say much, Adryen found a random Frisbee and tried to pull them all into a game. Sighing, Madison indulged him, and Amara joined them. That left Rosaline and Tabitha to actually catch up.

“Goddess, things are so different here,” Rosie said, looking around at the grounds. “You’d think more than five years have passed.”


“It’s kinda like that, isn’t it?” Tabby replied. “Well, a lot of things had to change quickly over the last couple years.”


She looked over at her curiously. “Why’s that?”


The blonde bombshell sighed. “As you probably know, anti-mutant stuff has been on the rise since humanity found out about us, and its especially bad here. I have no idea why this city is some kind of mutant Mecca. Anyway, Xavier decided it would be best to make this school a real school, not just a training place where the students still have to attend public high school. I know, it sounds like self-enforced segregation, but he doesn’t want to put anyone else in danger. So everyone from our school years has been scrambling to learn things to teach, get degrees, all that shit. And since it’s an all-mutant school now that covers the normal stuff and mutant power control, or whatever you want to call it, the student body is getting bigger. There’s gotta be at least thirty new recruits this year.”


“Wow,” she gasped.


She smirked. “Yeah. It’s a pain in the ass.”


“So do you teach here?”


“Uh, sorta. You know I’m not the scholarly type, I didn’t even finish high school, remember? But Xavier needed people to help train the new recruits to control their powers, so I’m doing that.”


She laughed. “I feel sorry for those kids.”


“Hey!”


Grinning, Rosaline shook her head. “Sorry Tabitha.”


“No big,” she grinned back. “Let’s see, who else is doing what… Jean and Scott are teaching here, of course, and are active members of the X-men, as are Kitty and Kurt, and this guy named Colossus that Kitty’s dating right now. He just trains the recruits though, like me. Rogue and Remy are teaching here too. A lot’s happened with them. Hmmm….oh, Storm’s still around, of course, teaching classes and all. So is Bobby, he’s a full-fledged X-man now, and boy will he tell you about it. Logan went off in search of Sabretooth a while ago and hasn’t come back yet, so X23’s taking his place. I don’t think you ever met her.”


She shook her head.


“Hoo boy. We’ll save that for later. Anyway, where was I? Oh right, Beast’s still here too, teaching science and all. I think that covers the “official” X-men team. The rest of us just hang out and teach here. Jubilee’s here too, and Ray, oh and this girl Danielle who Kitty used to know before you got here.”


“Wow, a lot of teachers.”


“Yeah. But every day the classes keep growing, so we’re gonna need them. And we really get a new bunch every year.”


She nodded, trying not to look overwhelmed already. “So anyway, what about you and Amara?”


Tabby smiled widely, blushing. “We got married a couple years ago.”


“Congratulations!” She leaned over to hug her.


She hugged her back. “Thanks. I’m not really the religious type but we had a traditional Roman ceremony, sort of, it was modified and stuff to suit the fact that we’re both women. It was so beautiful though.” She stared off into space for a moment, remembering, and then continued. “Right after that we went to Nova Roma, you know, where Amara’s from, to visit her father and take care of the matter of her inheritance.”


“Inheritance?”


“She’s the only daughter of the king of Nova Roma, and they reeeeeaally like to keep it in the family, so just picking someone else was out of the question. He actually wanted her to marry one of her cousins. But in the end Amara just abdicated the throne to said cousin and we came back here, starting work. She teaches a World Cultures class.”


“Cool. Say, how is everyone getting through college fast enough to have begun work so soon?”


“Well, you’d be surprised how lenient Xavier is about credentials.”


She laughed. “Well, at least we know he’s wise enough to still pick good teachers.”


“Yup. We’d better not lose faith in him.”


She nodded. “What happened to Wanda?”


She frowned. “Oh, right. Wanda and the rest of the Brotherhood work for S.H.E.I.L.D. now.”


“What’s shield?”


“It’s a government agency, the Strategic Hazard Intervention Espionage Logistics Directorate, which deals with rogue mutants and the like. You know the program that gave Logan his claws? They were involved in that, and they’ve been using mutants as experiments for the idea of using super-powered beings in combat. You know, for the military.”


Rosie’s face dropped. “Shit…”


“Yeah. So now the Brotherhood is called the Freedom Force, which is bullshit, because they capture so-called ‘dangerous and rogue mutants’ and give them to the government. They’ve even come after us a few times.”

“That’s terrible.”


“I know. I don’t know why they’re doing it. Not that I can judge them, I’m not quite the girl scout type either, but for fuck’s sake, the government’s trying to instate a Mutant Registration Act and they’re working for them! It doesn’t make sense.”


Rosie nodded, staring silently at the ground.


“So anyway,” Tabby said, forcing herself to calm down, “why are you back? “Not that I’m complaining, of course.”


“Of course,” she replied. “Xavier called us and offered us jobs about three months ago, actually, but we didn’t decide to take him up on the offer until now.”

“Ah. So, two questions: one, what happened to you after you left? And two, what’s up with your guy friend there?”


Rosie smiled. “All of that can actually be answered in one. After we all got back to Salem and buried Day’s ashes, Madison and I ran away to New York City.”


“Seriously?” she gawked.


“Seriously. I needed to get away from here because I might not have moved on, and I needed to get away from there even more. So we ran off to New York, and it was tough at first, but we got jobs and lived a normal life for a while, and we focused on our problems and helped each other work through our issues. We met Adryen there, at a gay bar, and he sorta adopted us as his token lesbians.”

“Is he a mutant?”


“Well…sort of. His blue hair is natural, but that’s it.”


“…That’s kinda lame.”


“Yeah. But the world would be a scary place if he had even greater powers.”


She smirked. “I can see that. So anyway…”


“Right. Anyway, we decided to leave New York about a year ago. Adryen came with us because, for some reason or another, he had to flee the gay scene there. He’s kinda vague about it, but I think he had a scandalous affair or something. That’s really beside the point. So yeah, we went back to Salem to visit my parents so I could fix things up with them, and now everything’s great and they totally accept me and Madison and everything. We stayed there until three months ago, when the Professor called us, and we weren’t sure what we wanted to do. We had just gotten settled, you know? But he said he needed a grounds person slash gardener, which I obviously would love to do, and he offered Madison a teaching position here if she could get through some college, which he also offered to help pay for since we don’t have a lot of money. It’s really generous of him. So we thought about it and finally a few weeks ago decided to come back. We’re not going to stay in the mansion though, we want to get an apartment in the city nearby so we can have more privacy, but we won’t be far away. But we will be living here until we find one. Adryen came with us this time because we told him Bayville doesn’t have much of a gay scene, and he wants to open up a bar where he can hold drag shows.”

“Drag shows?”


“He’s a drag queen,” Rosaline explained. She sat back a little and stared at the group still playing Frisbee. Masque threw it at Adryen, hard, and as it sailed over his head and he jumped for it, he almost fell over. As usual, he started bitching about his shoes, and Amara busted up laughing. “I’m glad he came with us. He’s the only real friend we’ve made since we left.”

Tabby nodded, turning to watch the group as well. “Yeah, it seems like he’ll really stir things up around here.”


“And I bet that’ll please you,” Rosie smirked.


“Of course! You know I love trouble.”


“If I remember anything about you, Tabitha, it’s that.”


She chuckled, turning to look at her again. “You know, you’re taking a risk by coming back here again.”


“Am I?”


“Yeah. It sounds like you were happy in Salem and your life was pretty peaceful, I think. Coming back will risk all that. Even though this is a safe place for us, you know things are still pretty bad and getting worse. You’ll probably face more prejudice and ridicule here than in Salem.”


“Oooh, look at you using big words.”


“Oh shut up! I’m trying to be all concerned about you.”


She smiled apologetically, and nodded her head slightly. “I know. But Tabby, I live that risk every day, no matter where I am. And I don’t need to escape that to be happy…not anymore.”


She smiled back. “Glad to hear it. And you know, you’re right. We should all remember that.”


Suddenly someone called out to them, and the turned to see Adryen waving rather animatedly in their direction.


“Hey, ya bitches!” he shouted. “Are you gonna sit there all day like losers or come play with us? I need someone to beat Maddy’s ass for hitting me in the head with a Frisbee!!!”


“Why can’t you do it yourself?” Rosaline shouted back at him.


“Becaaaauuuuuuuse,” he shouted, “I might break one of my nails on her hard head!”


“Hey!” Madison yelled at him, though she obviously wasn’t insulted.


Rosie laughed and looked at Tabitha, who grinned and nodded. They got up and ran to join the game.

…..


Later, as everyone was finishing dinner, Rosaline went back up to her room alone. All her and Madison’s stuff had been brought up just as Xavier said, and absentmindedly, she began to unpack. As she did, she hummed a familiar song from a very eventful night so many years ago, a song that didn’t make her dance like she used to but made her remember, which was even better.


She hung up their clothes in the closet and took out whatever books they had brought with them, movies, CD’s, and the like, and arranged them on the desk and dresser. There was a ledge on the window where she put a candle and a Goddess figurine, and a framed picture of her parents. Her jewelry box also went on the dresser, and she hung various other things on the walls, dream catchers and pentacles and small prints of art she and Madison both liked. More personal things went in both nightstands on either side of the bed, which was luckily big enough for both of them, and she put the rest of her girlfriend’s things there, not sure where she’d want them to go. 

Almost an hour passed and she was almost done when she reached into one of the bags and pulled out a flat rectangular thing wrapped in black fabric. She stopped, looking around the room, and headed toward a place on the wall where a tack was pressed just in the right spot. As she walked toward it, she slowly unwrapped the object in her hands, held in on either side, and lifted it to its proper place there. Once she was sure it looked even, she stepped back, smiling.
Day smiled back at her, framed in space just the way she remembered him, immortal in that image and in her memory.

“…Welcome home.”

……….

Author’s note: 
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Anyway, I hope you all had as much fun reading this as I did writing it. Please keep looking out for me in the future, I’ll be around, and remember the wonder that is X-men Evolution long after it’s gone. Thank you!!!!

~ Lady Comet

…

Tyriel – Glad you liked! It’s been a long time since I lost someone close to me, so it was hard to try and put myself in the characters’ shoes, so I’m really glad I did it well. I bet it could have easily seemed reeeeeally fake. Anyway, glad you liked the introduction of Rosie and Day’s parents; they were fun to create even though I only got to use them in one chapter. I need to draw them. And I’m thrilled that I scared you with the scene with the scissors, I thought of that last minute and threw it in there hoping it would work *does the that-was-a-stroke-of-genius dance* And I know you still don’t buy Pietro being gay, and you’re more than entitled to your opinion, but I shall point out this fact – gay men always attract women (well maybe not always, but you should know of the prevalence of fag hags), so him having four dates is even more proof. Ha. I also know you’re going to HATE my version of X23 with a burning fiery passion of death, but that’s how she is in my mind ^^;  Hey, I gave you credit for her name, so maybe that will earn me brownie points. Anyway, much yay for Jubilee wising up too, I really do like her and couldn’t keep her as an uberbitch forever. I still want her and Bobby to have little kick-ass babies. And I hope this epilogue lived up to the story as a whole. Thank you so much for sticking with it and reading it to the end *hugs*
BigLittleKid – Thank you! I’m glad you liked ending part 1, and I hope you liked ending part 2 even more. Thank you so much for reading and reviewing always! It really means a lot to me.

(and I apologize to anyone who reviews the last chapter after this one is posted; I promise I’ll reply to your reviews some other way)

Thank you everyone!!!!!

