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Triangle

Part 2 – They Dance
Dear diary,
I’ve been at the Institute for a week now. Things are going…interestingly. I’ve started school, but I’m invisible there as I was at home. Well, you know what I mean. As expected, I don’t really know anybody that well yet. Though I’ve gotten to be pretty good friends with Kitty. She’s very nice, and smart, and doesn’t ask too many questions about why I’m here. I mean, its not that I don’t want people to know, I just…well, I’m obviously not ready yet. Anyway, Day’s been doing well. I still feel guilty about dragging him here, but he insisted on coming with me, so I guess I shouldn’t, but still. He’s making friends a lot better than I am, he’s getting along will with this girl Rogue, who dresses a lot like him and likes the same kinds of stuff. I don’t know if he’s interested in her or not, it doesn’t seem like that. Besides, he’d say something to me, if he did. As for me, well, there is this girl…but I think she’s with this other girl, and I don’t wanna get in the way, and I’m too shy anyway. Maybe that’s part of my problem. 

I really have no confidence in myself, do I?
Rosaline closed her notebook, tracing her fingers over the fairy on the cover. She’d have to finish her entry later. She still had to get ready.
Sighing, she got up from her desk, and wandered over to her bed to change. She had chosen a thin light green top that wrapped around her torso, and flowed, but had no sleeves and left her shoulders bare, and a darker green skirt that clung tight to her thighs and ended above her knees. It wasn’t something she’d usually wear, but her brother had told her to look good. Dress to impress. So she hoped this would work.
Silently she slipped out of her jeans and tank top, and slid into the outfit she’d chosen. As she studied her reflection in the mirror, even she had to admit, she managed to make it look good.  Absentmindedly, she reached into one of the drawers on her dresser and pulled out some hairpins. Crossing the room again, she reached behind to put up her hair, twisting the curls expertly into a very loose bun, some tendrils still hanging around her ears. She spun around in circles then, as if she had a radio playing in her head that only she could hear.
It had been a while since she had been dancing, after all.

There was a knock on her door, and Day opened it and peeked inside just as she had put on her jewelry. “Hey sis,” he said, and entered since she was decent. “You look good.”

She blushed. “No I don’t. But thanks anyway.”

He leaned against the wall, waiting as she laced up her sandals, which had thin heels and ribbons wrapped criss-cross all the way up to her kneecaps. He himself had gone all out for the occasion, wearing a button up shirt made of purple fishnet, the collar and cuffs made of black vinyl. For some reason he was ridiculously proud of the fact that you could see his nipple rings through the sheerness of the fishnet. His pants were kinda tight, black vinyl too, to match the other parts of the shirt, and they fell over his monster-like boots. He was weighed down with silver jewelry, and had drawn swirls in black eyeliner around his eyes. His lips were black too.
Rosaline finished lacing herself up, and stood to look him up and down in turn. “You’re lucky it’s almost summer.”

“Not really. I’ll burn up when I get into the club. Vinyl tends to do that.” He reached into her closet and grabbed her green cloak, holding out to her. “So, ready to go, princess?”

Despite her nervousness, she smiled. “Absolutely.”


Across town, the final bus into the city pulled into the station. It was getting late, so there was no bus out, but it wasn’t likely that anyone arriving in Bayville this late would be leaving the same night.

A few people stepped off the massive vehicle, businessmen, random people who might have had family in the area.

The last person off was clearly not either of those. It was a young woman, 5’3” at most, but her steel-toed boots might have added to that. Her coat, laden with buckles, fell to her ankles, swishing around her as she stepped onto the platform. All she had with her was a backpack, patched up with duct tape. It contained everything she owned. Looking around, she shoved a hand through her messy blue hair, cropped short and oddly as if she had cut it herself. The scars on her face were clearly visible, some trailing out of view into her clothes, which probably hid more. She pursed her lips, then decided on a way to go, and went for it. The other people watched her leave with frightened relief, but she paid them no attention.
This had to be the right place. It looked like it, anyway. The vision had been clear last time, and she knew what she had to do, more than anything. If she didn’t find the boy, he was going to die. And there had been enough blood in her life already.

Noting the street signs, she kept going, plunging headlong into the darkness. She had no idea where to find him, but she had to try.


They met to leave in front of the mansion. There were seven of them in all; Day, Rosaline, Rogue, Kitty, Tabitha, Amara, and oddly enough, Bobby. Tabitha and Amara had been the first ones there, followed by Bobby, who took little time to notice their outfits. Tabby wore a hot-pink tank top and tight jeans, topped off with lots of jewelry and platform sandals. Amara was dressed much more modestly, in brown leather pants and boots, her top covered in a Greek-looking wrap of red. She did her hair in a braid again. Tabby only wished she had been the one to tell her it was cute.
“Very nice, girls,” he smirked, not hiding at all the fact that he was eying Tabby’s cleavage.

She just shook her head in mock-disbelief. “Keep it in your pants, boy.” Then she took the opportunity to look him up and down. “Not bad yourself, though.”

He grinned, posing in his new dark blue jeans and ice blue shirt, which had, oddly enough, blue-purple flames on it. “Thanks.”

Rogue came out next, done up for the occasion as well. She had pulled back her hair, similar to the way she had in the Dracula musical she did at school, and wore a purple dress layered with black lace. Also, she wore tall, tight black boots designed around the foot like a stereotypical witch’s shoe, and matching opera gloves. Even if one didn’t approve of her style, they’d have to admit she looked stunning.
Tabby whistled. “Wow.”

Amara sighed, but smiled at Rogue anyway. “Where’d you get that?”

“Well, Ah kinda made it,” said the goth girl embarrassedly. “More like put it together though.”

“Seriously?” gawked Bobby. He could not understand the concept of not buying clothes premade.

She grinned sheepishly through dark-purple lips. “Ah just put the lace on, really. It’s not that big a deal.”

Tabby grinned back. “Well it’s still the shit. Didn’t know you could do that.”

“Ah guess Ah’m just full of surprises,” she said, ending the conversation and looking around for the two people missing. “So where’s Day an’ Rosaline?”

“Not here yet, I’d guess,” Bobby replied, sitting down on the steps. “How’re we getting there anyway?”

To that, Tabitha reached in her pocket and pulled out a set of keys, spinning them around her finger. “Jean’s SUV.”

“You got Jean to let us borrow her SUV to go clubbing?”

“No, I got Jean to let us borrow her SUV to go to the movies. She’s so clueless.”

“But we all won’t fit in there,” Amara observed. 

“Kitty went ta borrow Lance’s jeep, too,” Rogue informed them. “So with that we’ll have enough room.”

“Who gets to drive that?” Bobby asked hopefully.

Rogue shook her head at him. “Ah do. So don’ you get any ideas.”

He pouted. “You guys never let me have any fun.”

Finally, the doors opened again, and out came the manor’s newest twins. Rogue grinned at the sight of Day, and both Bobby and Tabby couldn’t help but gawk at Rosaline. She blushed, and looking between the two blonde women, the princess Amara found herself getting irrationally jealous. But she smothered it, and smiled beautifully. She did, however, step between them possessively. 

“All accounted and present for?” Day said.

“Present and accounted for, brother,” Rosaline corrected.

Tabitha just laughed. “Yes sir, well, no, Kitty went to get the jeep.”

“Ah should go start up the car,” Rogue said to that, and left the group to go inside the garage.

Bobby stretched his arms, pretending to yawn in boredom. “So, Day, where are we going? Francisco’s? The Blue Room?”

“No and no.”

“Uh, there aren’t any other clubs in town.”

He grinned again. “Oh yes there are. Is, rather.”

Everyone else but Rosaline looked confused. “Uh, where?” asked Tabitha.

He put his hands on his hips defiantly, jutting out a hip in an oddly feminine manner, and widened his smile. “The Witch’s Tit.”

After a moment of blank stares, both Bobby and Tabby burst out laughing. Amara and Rosaline blushed, even though Rosaline had known the name of the place. Day just looked triumphant.

“He he, sounds like my kinda place,” giggled the blonde bombshell, after she had managed to get some air again. She cast a side wards glance at Amara, who met her gaze, but didn’t say anything back.

“It’s a goth club,” the dark boy went on to explain. “Might not be the best scene for any of you, but you’ll have fun anyway. The bar will make sure of that.”

Tabby’s face lit up. “Bar?”

He laughed. “Yes. Al-co-hol.”

She was practically salivating already.

Beside her, Amara tried to wrap the idea around her head. “But, if it’s a place with alcohol, how are we gonna get in? None of us are old enough.”

Rosaline spoke up then, looking at her brother disapprovingly. “He’s going to use his power to get us in?”

“His power?” repeated Bobby.

Day looked infinitely proud of himself suddenly. “Empathy, kids.”
“How is that going to help us?”

“Oh, you’ll see.” His eyes moved then, and they all followed his gaze to see Kitty pulling up to them in Lance’s jeep. She was done up good as well, in pink, as usual. She honked the horn twice and beckoned them inside, just as Rogue pulled the SUV up next to her. Bobby took Tabitha and Amara by the arms, playfully, and dragged them towards the jeep. If Kitty was driving, there was no way that wouldn’t be an adventure, and he sure wasn’t going to miss it. That left Day and Rosaline with Rogue, and once everyone was seated, they were off.

It took them less than ten minutes to get there, but longer to park, and then to walk back to the club since they ended up a few blocks away. Already they saw a line in front of the place, which appeared to be in the basement of an abandoned building. There was no sign above the entrance, only the bouncers on either side of the door. Assumedly, if there had been one, it had been taken down due to complaints from the more elderly community. After all, the word ‘tit’ was very taboo.

Rogue and Day took the lead, having both been there before. They got at the end of the line, watching everyone in front of them fiddle with their ID’s. Everyone they saw was in black, an obvious part of the subculture, and suddenly Bobby, Kitty, Tabby, and Amara felt very out of place indeed. Rosaline just looked nervous, even though she looked even more out of place than they did. The line passed quickly, and before they could even wonder how they were going to pull this off, they found the tall, burly bouncers looming over them.

And then, Day worked his magic.

All the rest of them could see was that he smiled at them, and suddenly, they smiled back. Only he knew that he had reached into their minds, or rather, their hearts, and altered their emotions to make them so deliriously happy that they wouldn’t care to look at their identification. It took only a moment, and at that smile, the men moved aside, and inside they went.
“Like, what did he just do?” Kitty gasped, her eyes adjusting.

Rosaline just smiled. “I’ll tell you later.”

The club was packed already. Bodies were tangled together on the dance floor, jostling each other at the bar, clamoring for the few tables the place had. A band played live upon the stage, an odd combination of rock instruments and…a cello. There were three of them; two girls, and one boy on the drums, all dressed in oddly old-looking clothing like corsets and vintage skirts.

Upon sighting them, Day gave a rather fangirlish squeal, and started bouncing around like a weasel on crack. “Ohmygodohmygoditsrasputina!”

Bobby stuck a finger in his ear. “Uh, come again?”

“Rasputina. It’s his favorite band,” his twin explained, looking as if this were a daily occurrence.

Day grabbed Rogue then, still very much spazzing. “Come on, we have to go dance!” And before she could respond, he pulled her into the crowd of people.

“Uh, I wonder if she, like, remembers she doesn’t like crowds,” Kitty pondered. 

Bobby let out a noise then, and they all looked at him, only follow his eyes to a group of three skimpily dressed girls at a table in the corner. Without wasting another moment, he stepped forward, obviously making to go talk to them.

“Bye girls got work to do have fun!” he yelled over his shoulder, grinning, then disappeared.

“That was, like, kinda rude of him,” the short brunette noted, crossing her arms. “Stupid boys.”

“Ooh!” squealed Tabby then, grabbing Amara’s arm. “There’s the bar! Let’s go.” She led the two of them that way, but then turned back, looking at Rosaline. “You want anything, Rosie?”

She turned bright pink at her words, matching Kitty’s outfit. “N-no, I’m fine.”

“Okay. Find you guys later,” she grinned, then dashed off with her best friend.


“Ooooookay,” said Kitty, only a little surprised that the blonde would go right for the booze. “So, wanna find somewhere to sit?”

“Yeah, might as well,” her companion replied, forcing down the color that had rushed to her face. Tabby had only offered her a drink to be polite, after all. Nothing else. Really. Besides, even if she had, Amara would surely have killed her.

Miraculously, they managed to find an empty table, and grabbed it before anyone else could notice it. Kitty leaned her head on her hands, her eyes browsing the crowd around them. Rosaline watched them too, trying to ignore the stares they got due to their colorful clothes. There certainly was lots of eye-candy there for the viewing, though they weren’t looking at the same kind. They sat in silence for a while, each to their own thoughts, until Kitty finally broke it.
“Ohmigod look!” she gasped suddenly, pointing to the dance floor. 

Rosie followed her finger, her gaze resting finally on Rogue and Day. But, no, not just them, someone else was there now too. A girl with short black-red hair, in a tight red corset and fishnet, her wrists weighed down with bracelets and lots of ankh charms adorning the rest of her body. She was dancing dangerously close to Day, and then suddenly, he boldly pulled her into him, their bodies winding together in the strange style that was goth dancing. Rogue just looked impressed.

Back at the table, Kitty’s jaw just about hit the table. “Wanda…doing that! Lance is not going to believe this!”

Rosaline laughed melodically, still watching her brother and not bothering to ask who the girl was. She was sure she’d find out later. And she had to admit, he had good taste, though she’d never tell anyone that.

About then, Tabitha and Amara returned, staggering to the table the best they could. Well, more like Tabby staggered, and Amara held her up. They sat down, and it was obvious the bombshell had had more than her fill of drink. Amara, who hadn’t drank as much, was far better off. 

“’Ello girls,” Tabby drawled, grinning. “You really should have something to drink. Soooooo worth it.”

Amara grabbed her arm to keep her from falling out of her chair.

“Um, like, no thanks,” said Kitty with disgust. “Exactly how much did you have?”

“Six shots,” she replied triumphantly.

The brunette just stared at her in awe. “Like, wow…Lance would be proud.”

“Who is Lance?” Rosaline asked.

“Her boyfriend,” Tabby answered, before Kitty could open her mouth again.

“Like, shut up!” she shot back. “At least I have one. You can barely hold onto a boy for a day!”

“Like I’d want to,” she growled. “Boys are gross and at their best only playthings.”

The song changed, but neither of them took advantage of it. “You know, if I didn’t know any better,” Kitty snarled, annoyed at Tabby’s drunkenness, and at feeling so out of place, “I’d say you were a –”

“Guys!” Amara interrupted. “Look…”

They both followed her gaze to Rosaline. The girl had gone rigid in her seat, her eyes focused on the band, then on the dance floor, then the band again. It looked like she was trying to decide something, hearing the music. Then, before anyone could say anything to bring her back to reality, she was up and bounding toward the dance floor.

“What the hell?” Tabby wondered, forgetting entirely about her mini-argument with Kitty.

“I dunno,” said Kitty, also forgetting. “…Come on.” She left her seat, and followed her friend on to the dance floor. Not knowing what else to do, the two girls got up and followed her too, tracing Rosaline’s trail to where Day, Rogue, and Wanda were.

They arrived just as the lyrics started.

Dig Ophelia 
consider it dug 
Flowers madness and polar bear rug 
Here's the water, just ankle deep high 
Lay back relax and look up at the sky. 
The three of them didn’t know how to dance to this music, so mostly they just swayed in place, and watched Rosaline dance. Even Day, Wanda, and Rogue and turned to watch her. She flowed, spun, bowed, bent, moved like some fairy girl from a story. It was as if she was someone else. And everyone was put under her spell.

Your eyes never close 
your mind's not at rest 
Lay back, get waterlogged 
Give us a kiss 
She mouthed the lyrics as she danced, not a sound escaping her lips. More people had stopped to watch her now, and she took up the space they made, dipping and twirling. Tabitha found herself pulled in too, wanting all of a sudden to touch her, somehow, but oddly afraid that she might break at the slightest contact.

Water spreads the small seed 
Water kills the tall weed 
Ophelia 

She did it anyway, stepping into her space and reaching out to lightly take one of Rosaline’s hands in hers. The girl didn’t miss a beat, pulling the taller blonde into her own world. And they moved together, oddly fitting, somehow, spinning in each others arms. 


Cut the stem and you'll see how you feel 
Floating orchids just ain't no big deal 
Never knowing's like knowing too much 
Tap the table, oh here's more bad luck 
Seeing this, Amara’s features deepened into a frown that penetrated into every bit of her being. And the more they danced, the angrier she got. She wasn’t even sure why she was getting so mad, she only knew that she was, and if Rosaline didn’t stop dancing with HER Tabitha she was going to explode.

Your eyes never close 
your mind's not at rest 
Lay back, get waterlogged 
Give us a kiss 
Amara’s anger had grown so much, by now, that waves of heat were emanating from her body. Kitty felt them, sweat forming on her bare arms, and looked over to see what was happening. Her eyes widened at the sight. Amara’s eyes were now as red as flame, and the air around her sizzled, lifting stray pieces of her hair up like the wind.

“Oh shit…”

Water spreads the small seed 
Water kills the tall weed 
Ophelia 
Ophelia

Tabitha and Rosaline noticed none of this, even as the song ended. People clapped for them, but they didn’t notice that either. They couldn’t even let go of each other. Rosaline locked her gray eyes with Tabby’s blue, and stared into them, searching for something. Tabby, shocked at herself, stared back.
Then, slowly, Rosaline leaned forward and up, stopping briefly before their lips touched to make sure she wasn’t making a mistake.

And in that moment, Amara surged forward and stuck her hands between them, pushing them apart. The heat coming from her body was still there, but not strong enough to burn them, so the only reaction they had was shock. She stood in front of Tabitha then, glaring at Rosaline with possessive hatred.

“’Mara, what the fuck are you doing?”

She turned around, and looking at her best friend, forced her anger to die down. Her body cooled and her eyes became their normal brown again. But her face still retained an expression of fury she had never felt before.

Tabitha, for once, was almost lost for words. “It, it was just a dance.”

Amara grabbed her friend’s arm then, and dragged her towards the back door. “We need to talk,” she stated flatly. They were gone before anyone could stop them.

Rosaline watched them leave, then staggered backwards, suddenly feeling very embarrassed. She wrapped her arms around herself and held on tight. She hadn’t meant to jump up and dance like that, she hated drawing attention to herself. But that song had always done that to her, she didn’t know why. And though she felt even happier that Tabitha had chosen to dance with her, too, she didn’t know what would happen now. Amara must hate her so much…

Feeling his sister’s sadness as if it was his own, Day let go of Wanda, and reached to put an arm around her. Without saying anything to anyone, he steered her out of the crowd, towards the front entrance.

It was all the rest could do to just stare after them.


The back exit led back up to the ground level, into an alley behind the building. Amara had let go of Tabitha as soon as they got on the stairs, but the blonde girl didn’t dare run away. She had never seen her friend this furious.

Now out in the night air, the princess spun around again to face her. She opened her mouth as if to speak, but then shut it, and absentmindedly ran a hand over the top of her head and down her braid. Suddenly, the pavement beneath them was very interesting. It kept her from meeting Tabby’s eyes, anyway.

“Amara, what the fuck is wrong with you?” Tabby demanded then, deciding the first word was hers. “It was just a dance!”
“No it wasn’t!” the dark girl shouted back, her eyes leaving the ground to glare straight at the other girl. “Couldn’t you, I mean, the way you two moved together, it was horrible, and it made me feel so bad, and I don’t even know why!”

She crossed her arms over her chest, standing her ground. As far as she was concerned, she hadn’t done anything wrong. “Why are you so pissed, Amara?” she asked, her voice oozing with venom. “Cause I was dancing with another girl?”

“No!” she spat back, sounding somehow insulted.

“Then what is it?!”

“You were dancing with a girl that wasn’t me!!!” she screamed, letting out the words before she even thought about them. As soon as they were said, she clamped her hands over her mouth, and her eyes widened. She hadn’t meant to put it so bluntly. She hadn’t meant for Tabitha to know, ever.

But now she did now, and her eyes were even wider than Amara’s. She opened her mouth, licking her lips, moving them as if there were words inside she couldn’t get out. She reached out to touch her friend, but she small girl turned away, feeling slightly humiliated. They stood there in silence for what seemed like eternity, neither sure what to say. However, Tabby was not known for staying silent long, and there was something she had to know.

“So...you…?”

Amara turned around again, facing her, her face now softened in sorrow and regret. But her tear-filled eyes still held some hope. She couldn’t have known it, but she had never looked more beautiful. 

Her answer came out in less than a whisper, but it was enough. “…Yes.”

Tabby took a step forward, carefully, and moved to speak again. She didn’t get the chance, however, as the door behind them opened again and out stepped a very concerned-looking Kitty.

“Hey,” the brunette said hesitantly. She may have been a ditz, but she knew she was stepping into dangerous ground.

Amara forced down her insecurities, smiling as if nothing was wrong, though it was obviously very difficult for her. “What is it, Kitty?”

The girl pointed back towards the door. “We kinda have a problem. You better get back inside.”


Meanwhile, inside, Rogue leaned against the bar, sipping the cheapest wine they had. Kitty had gone to get Tabitha and Amara, and no one knew where Bobby had gone, so all she could do was wait. It was up to them what to do now. She didn’t really want to leave, but once the highly unstable blonde found out what had happened, no one else would want to stay. She was sure of it.

Suddenly she felt a warm breath on her back, and she turned around, ready to strike if she was in danger.

Instead, she found herself face to face with a very familiar pair of red-on-black eyes. 

“Bonjour, chere,” Remy drawled, grinning.

She feigned disgust. “What’re ya doin’ here, Cajun?”
The couple next to them moved, and he took their space, leaning against the counter quite close to her. “There ain’t much better place fo’ me in did town, girl. Y’should know dat, I t’ink.”

She frowned. “Wish there was a better place for ya.”

“The best place fo’ me, chere, is righ’ where you are,” he answered smoothly. “Now, let Gambit buy ya a drink. I can get ya better than dat.”

“Ah’ll pass,” she replied. “Y’know, y’all’ve been gone since that party, the one where the Professor had that big photo taken…”

“Oui, chere.”

“Well, where’ve ya been, then?”

He sighed. “I had some t’ings ta take care of down south. Dat’s all you need t’know.”
She frowned. “Ya know, if we’re gonna keep bein’…whatever this is, ya can’t keep hidin’ things from me.”

His eyes met hers, and she softened. “I know, Rogue, but…its jus’ not time yet. Someday, I will tell ya. I promise.”

Their tender moment was ruined then as Tabby came sauntering up to them, followed closely by Amara and Kitty. She looked angry, still, but that expression mingled with lots of wonder and confusion. Amara just looked sad. And of course, Kitty looked confused by it all.

“Uh, found them,” she said.

“What’s going on?” Tabitha asked immediately. “Where’re Rosie and Day?”

“They booked,” Rogue answered, shifting herself so she was facing all of them. “Ah bet they went back to the mansion. In Jean’s SUV, no less. Guess we’ll all hafta use the jeep.”

She sighed then, the sound more like a defeated growl. “We should probably go too, then. We can’t all return from ‘the movie’ at different times.”
“But we’ve barely been here an hour!” exclaimed Kitty. “That’s, like, not nearly enough time for a successful club trip!”

“Does it matter?” Rogue replied. “I know Ah’m not gonna be havin’ fun anymore if Ah stay.”

“
I, I’m gonna go find Bobby, then,” Amara said suddenly, turning on her heel and dashing into the crowd. Tabby shouted after her, reaching out to grab her, but she was already gone.

Kitty sighed. “I’ll go get the car started.”

That left the Cajun, the southern belle, and the insane bomb-wielding blonde alone together. None of them said anything, and the silence that followed was very awkward. Anyone could tell that Remy wanted to be alone with Rogue, and Rogue was annoyed that she had to leave. 

It wasn’t long, therefore, before Tabby gave up standing there and barreled into the mass of bodies after her best friend.

But before she could catch up to her, or even have the chance to find her, someone behind her called her name. She turned to search for the voice, and saw Wanda walking towards her. The two of them had never actually talked, only heard stories about each other from others, which made them wary. The witch smiled, though, as she approached.

“Uh, hello…Tabitha.”

“Hey,” she said, straightening her stance.

She put her hands on her hips. “I’m not going to bore you with small talk. I want to know who that boy is, the one you came in with.”

“You mean the one you were almost fucking on the dance floor?”

She didn’t look the least bit embarrassed at her words. “Yeah, him.”

She smirked. “His name’s Day Jackson, new to the Institute, empath, etc. Now, if you’ll excuse me.”

Wanda frowned, but nodded her head. “Thanks.” And without another word, she vanished again into the crowd. 

Tabitha pushed onward, continuing her search for her princess of new Rome. Amara, however, found her first, pulling a very forlorn looking Bobby with her.

“But I could have had them! All of them!” he whined.

“You wouldn’t have been able to bring them home with you anyway,” she scolded. “Now come on, the others are waiting.”

“But I could have snuck them in the back!” he continued to bitch. “And my bed’s big enough for all of them! Sorta…oh, hey Tabby.”

“Hey,” she answered him, but only looked at Amara. 

Amara, all her feelings coming back to her, only looked away.

Bobby looked between them, wondering what could have happened to make the two girls stop acting so friendly. “Uh…did someone die?”

“Oh come on,” Tabby growled, taking his other arm and pulling him back towards the bar. Rogue and Gambit were still there, waiting for them.

“Got him,” she said, pushing him forward. “Let’s go.”

“All right, uh, you guys go on ahead,” the goth girl told them, her eyes darting back to Remy. “Ah’ll be right out.”

Shrugging, Tabby led them out, the silence between her and Amara still confusing the hell out of their companion. Once they were out of sight, Rogue turned back to Remy, smiling slightly regrettably.
“Well, Ah guess Ah should go.”

He nodded. “Is dere gonna be enough room in there fo’ all of ya.”

“We can squeeze in,” she replied.

He tilted his head, raising his hand to stroke his goatee in a mockingly thoughtful gesture. “It’d be a shame fo’ you to risk ruinin’ that dress, havin’ t’pack it in so tight.”

She tried not to laugh, instead pouting her lips a bit and crossing her arms over her chest. “Then what do ya suggest, Gambit?”

He grinned. “My bike’s righ’ ou’side. Ride wit’ me.”

And, despite her best intentions, the Rogue found herself smiling back. “All right,” she decided, her answer having been a given even before he said those words. “But ya know, if ya touch me, you’re a dead man.”

“In more ways den one, chere,” he noted, and reached to take her gloved hand in his. “Now, shall we?”

She nodded, still smiling, and led him towards the door.


After Rogue explained to Kitty that she was going with Gambit, and getting her to not freak out about it, the jeep finally pulled out of its space and onto the street towards home. No one said anything on the way; the tension between the girls in the back seat was too strong. The two of them kept stealing nervous, unsure glances at each other, obviously needing to talk but unable to do so in front of the others. It seemed like they would never get there, it felt so bad, but they did eventually, and Kitty dropped them off, driving back down the driveway to return the jeep to the Brotherhood.
Bobby said goodnight to the girls as soon as they got inside, dashing up the stairs to wallow in his regret of not being able to bring anyone home with him. Now left alone, they just stood staring at each other, unsure what to do now.

After a while, Amara just smiled sweetly, the pain and the hope returning to her eyes. “Um, good night, Tabitha,” she chose, and turned to go up the stairs.

“’Mara, we share a room,” she reminded her. “And…we need to talk.”

The princess paused, her hand resting slightly on the banister. She looked back at Tabitha, not turning her head much, then bit her lip and kept going. “I, I’m going to bed. See you in the morning.”

Tabby did not run after her. She didn’t go up the stairs and stop her in her tracks, demanded that they speak. She didn’t take her princess into her arms and pray that what she had said meant what she thought it did. Instead, she just stood and watched her go. And she wondered. What if Kitty hadn’t interrupted them? What would have happened? What would she have said? Clearly, they needed to talk about this. Amara had to know that. She had to. Then why did she just go to bed, ignoring it?

Frustrated now beyond belief, Tabby stalked towards the kitchen, hoping she could find something to soothe her. Maybe if the alcohol hadn’t worn off, it wouldn’t have been so bad.

Then again, she thought as she popped open a soda, if she hadn’t drank so much she might not have randomly invaded Rosaline’s dance, and none of this would have happened.

She took a swig. But if she hadn’t done it, Amara wouldn’t have gotten jealous and said what she did, even if she didn’t mean to.

The door opened, and she looked up to see Jean walk in, already in her pajamas. She smiled at Tabby, who forced a smile back, and went to the fridge.

“Hi Tabitha.”

Another swig. “Hey Jean.”

“How was the movie?”

“What movie?”

The redheaded telepath closed the refrigerator door, a knowing smirk playing across her lips. “The one you went to. Right?”

“Oh, that, right.” The can was empty now, and she cast it carelessly into the garbage. “It was good. Uneventful.”

“Uh huh,” Jean replied, her glass of milk now poured. She moved to rummage through the cupboards for the cookies she had bought. “Bet the others liked it too, yes?”

“Sure.”

“What did you see?”

She shoved her hands in her pockets, and headed for the door. “You don’t wanna know,” she shot back at the older girl, leaving her with that, and started through the hall and up the stairs to her room.
When she got there, Amara was already in bed, the lights off and her curved form facing towards the wall, and away from her. Tabitha sat down on her bed, undoing her shoes, and then lay down. She was too tired from it all to bother doing anything else.

God, how she hated her life sometimes.

Author’s note: There you have it, the long awaited chapter 2! Well, not as long awaited as this story, but you get the point. The band playing at the club was obviously Rasputina, and the song I put in there was ‘Dig Ophelia’, one of my favorites of theirs. Check them out at www.rasputina.com. I had to keep the Tabby/Rosie dance scene from the old story, since it still remains such a good plot device, though this story is obviously going in a different direction than the old one. And I hope you all enjoyed the appearance of my third OC; you’ll see more of her soon. And find out what her mission is. Stay tuned for chapter 3, which hopefully won’t be this long. Until ^^
Irishtomboy06 – Glad you like the new story, and I am flattered that you didn’t think that Queer sucked. Though yes, this is way better. 

Rurouni Tyriel – Hehehe, glad you like. I did try to work on the characterization more, so I’m happy that came across. And the sexual tension in Tabby and Amara’s room must be very intense, especially considering what just happened. As for the introduction of you-know-who, how’s that for you? More of her to come, I promise ^^

NctrlBlst – Have fun reading Queer, though keep in mind, lots has changed for this story. Certain people are going to end up with different people, new plot twists, an actual plot too, squee! Glad you like, by the way.
Demono-the-wildfire – Good to know that my old readers are still reading. And thanks for the flowy compliment; I like my work to do that. As well as what you said about Rosie. A lot is going to change in this story, and I hope you still like it, despite the differences. Thanks again ^^
