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Triangle

Part 3 – They Talk

The next morning, Amara was the first to wake, as usual. She rolled over, tangled in her crimson sheets, and looked over at her roommate’s bed. For a moment she had forgotten what had happened, and things were still as they had been, but as soon as she saw Tabby asleep on top of her blankets and still in her jeans and tube top it all came rushing back.
She couldn’t stop the color rushing to her face, though she knew her friend wasn’t awake. Sitting up, she drew her knees into her chest and lay her aching head on them. She could barely remember what she had said; her anger and emotion had blurred it all out. But she did remember one thing. She had slipped up, and now Tabitha knew how she felt.

Now fully awake with the memory, the Nova Roman royalty crawled out of bed, running nervous hands through her hair and stealing glances at the sleeping blonde across the room. She moved like a ghost, her mind lost in itself as she went about getting ready from the day. She dressed quickly, pulling jeans and a t-shirt without bothering to try and look exceptionally good. It was a Saturday, if she remembered right. So she deserved to be lazy. Done with that, she stood in the middle of her side, fingering the purple fabric of her top and continuing to stare at her best friend’s sleeping form.

What should she do?

Her body moved of its own accord, crossing the space between them and hovering over the other bed, her heart beginning to beat faster and her mind still swimming. She reached out slowly to brush a stray strand of hair out of her Tabitha’s eyes. It never ceased to amaze her how soft her skin was. She shook her head. Better let her sleep. They could talk later.

As she headed for the door, closing it softly behind her as she proceeded down the hallway, it occurred to her that she had more talking to do than that. Tabby had been dancing with Rosaline, and after her outburst, the girl must have been very confused. Or scared, though that was more of a subconscious hope. She didn’t blame the girl for what had happened, not at all, though the jealousy still smoldered within her. Still, she probably owed her an apology. By the time she had managed to make herself some toast and drink some juice, she had decided. She would find Rosaline and talk to her about what happened, making it clear that she wasn’t mad.
And also make it clear that there was something between her and Tabitha already, and she wasn’t going to let her fuck it up.

During the past week, Kitty had managed to tell everyone about Rosaline’s enchantment of the garden, so Amara had no doubt that if she was up she would probably be there. Stuffing the rest of the toast into her mouth, she headed that way, unsure of what she would do if Rosie wasn’t there.

Fortunately, she didn’t have to worry. Rosaline was there, far out along the path, curled up on a bench reading a rather thick book. The flowers and other plants in that area had all turned towards her already, though she wasn’t using her powers, her influence over them was still that strong. Her back was to the princess as she approached, and she gave no inkling as to whether or not she had noticed or even heard her.

Amara opened her mouth a couple times to catch her attention, but couldn’t fin words. Finally she just asked, “Um, what are you reading, Rosaline?”, and hoped it was good enough.

It was. “Harry Potter and the Order of the Phoenix,” came the reply, though the willowy straw-haired girl did not turn to look at her. “Tonks is such a lesbian, it’s so awesome, if she were real I’d –”
She stopped suddenly, having turned her head at last to look at whoever had come to her. Her whole face was red in embarrassment, and she scrambled to shut the book and find herself again. It seemed as if she had gotten so engrossed in the story that she had forgotten where she was, almost even how meek she was. Now, back in reality, she just stared dumbly at the young woman who had been so angry at her.

The darker of the two forced a very awkward smile. “Hello.”

“H-hi…” She bit her lip, and slid over on the bench, allowing room for her to sit down.

She did so, and they sat in silence some more, neither of them knowing how to talk about what had happened. It seemed like an eternity before either of them gathered enough courage to speak. And oddly, it was Rosie who did.
“Listen, I’m sorry,” she started, her voice shaky and quickly turning into a babble, “I didn’t mean for what happened to happen, and I understand if you’re angry, and you can yell all you want, I don’t mind, and –”

“Whoa, Rosaline, slow down,” her companion interrupted, holding up her hands in apparent defense. “I did not come here to argue. I just want to talk. Can we just talk?”
“Y-yes,” she replied after a moment, still looking scared and guilty.

She took a deep breath. “All right. I just want to say that…I’m sorry. I know I acted very rude, overreacted, really, and I didn’t mean to scare you.”

One of the blonde’s eyebrows arched in disbelief.

“…Okay, I did mean to scare you, but I’m sorry now. I guess I wasn’t thinking.”

Beside her, Rosaline visibly relaxed, and genuinely smiled. “I’m sorry too. I didn’t realize you two were so connected to each other. If I had, I would have found a way to stop with her.”

Amara nodded. “I don’t blame you for what happened, Rosie.”

She nodded back. “I know. But I am still sorry.”

Silence reigned again; leaving them both to their thoughts, as they separately stared at the flowers around them. Some were quivering with the tension that had been between the girls, now feeling the aftershocks of it through Rosaline’s power. Amara drew her knees to her chest and scared at the sky. Now that what she had needed to say was said, she didn’t know what to do. She should leave, she supposed, so the wisp of a woman next to her could go on with her reading. But she didn’t want to go back to her room yet, and where else was she to go?

Rosaline glanced over at her, not yet reaching for her book. Maybe she wasn’t ready to part with her either…

“Do you like mythology?” the princess found herself asking suddenly.”

“Yes,” her companion answered.

She turned to her, now finding a string of conversation they could share. “There’s a myth I know of, the elders of my people hold it in high regard, though the disrest in my own generation makes it seem less tangible. The story is that originally, human beings were like two people in one, stuck back to back, and we were more powerful and knowledgeable that way, but there was no love because everyone was whole as they were. And there were three kinds of people, the two-man kind, the two-woman kind, and the man-and-woman kind. But then the gods saw how powerful and knowledgeable we were like that, and feared us growing to be like them, or something, so they split every person in half, making people as they are today. And now everyone is doomed to spend their life searching for their other half. And it doesn’t matter what sex they are, they just are, and love is what finding that person is.”
“I’ve heard it before,” the smaller said, her eyes alight with the memory. “It’s been talked about a lot in certain areas of the Queer community.”

The Brazilian-Roman girl bit her lip, pondering whether or not to ask. “Um, I hope you don’t mind me asking, Rosaline…,” she broke after a moment, “but, what are you?”

“What do you mean?”

“I knew you liked girls from the moment I saw you. Its not uncommon back home, so I’ve seen it before, and I know the way you’ve looked at only the girls here and not the boys. I don’t even know why I’m asking, but something in me wants to know.”

It could have gone bad then, she could have been insulted that anyone had the gall to wonder, or been embarrassed by the forwardness of the princess’ question. But instead she just smiled again, and turned her head to stare wistfully at the trees and the grass and everything green as she explained herself. “I knew I was different ever since I was a little girl. When I got older, I dated boys because that was what you were supposed to do, but I think everyone knew anyway. And when I finally accepted myself and stopped hiding I got the good and the bad of it…but I’m better now, being who I am. I guess you’d say I’m a lesbian, but I’m just a woman too…” she smiled. “…looking for her other half.”
Amara nodded, finding herself embarrassed instead. “I thought so. And I’m sorry, that was forward of me.”

“Yes, but its all right.” She turned her face back to her. “Now, if you don’t mind my asking, where do you lie?”

“Me?” the darker girl repeated. “I…don’t know. I never really thought about it, not until…”

“Until you met Tabitha.”

“Yeah, until her,” she blushed. The memory of what had been said in the alleyway last night came rushing to her again, more vivid and colorful than before.

A final question from her new friend (if she could call her that) jarred her out of remembering. Her small features were serious now, as if what she was about to ask meant more than anything.

“Do you think she’s your other half?”

Amara thought for a moment, but honestly could not answer yes or no. “I don’t know that either,” she replied. “I guess it’s up to her now.”

Rosaline nodded, her pale golden curls bobbing around her head and over her shoulders in a wave. “Well, I concede to you, anyway. I don’t really think she and I would have worked in the long run.”

Stunned, the princess just nodded. “…Thank you.”
The girl smiled back, not a hint of regret in her expression. “Anytime.”


Tabitha awoke hours later, her head throbbing. She raised her hands to cover her face, as if what would have helped stop the pain, and numbly realized she shouldn’t have drank so much the night before. Keeping her eyes closed, she sat up, listening for the sounds of her roommate sleeping.

Hearing nothing, her eyes snapped open, and she remembered everything that had happened. The dancing, how angry Amara had gotten, and what had happened in the alleyway…where was she? Ignoring her headache, she looked around for signs of where her ‘Mara could have gone too. Her nightgown was folded up on her bed, and her shower stuff was still in the room, so she must have been done and downstairs already. 

Now determined to try and find her, knowing that above all things they needed to talk, Tabby swung her legs over the side of her bed and abruptly stood. The world spun with the movement, and it was all she could do to sit back down again and catch her breath. The pain increased from her attempt, and she tried desperately to shake it away…which of course didn’t help at all. Several moments passed before she could even think again. Her eyes traveled down to her clothes, noting that sleeping in them hadn’t been a good idea either. She should probably change before she went downstairs. And find some aspirin. Lots of aspirin.

She tried to stand again, slowly this time, and moved herself over to her dresser. Trying not to make too much noise, she rummaged through her top drawer for the drugs, and upon finding them downed four without water. That done, she quickly and roughly brushed her hair, letting it hang down around her ears instead of taking the time to style it into its usual fan or the pigtails she had started to like. Next, she tore off her top, pulling a different t-shirt on over her naked torso. She could bother with putting on a bra and changing her jeans later.
Hoping that she at least looked decent, she stuffed the aspirin bottle into her pocket and headed into the hallway, praying she wouldn’t run into anyone. Luckily she didn’t, and soon found herself clinging to the railway as she staggered down the stairs. Fuck, how much had she drunk? She hadn’t had a hangover this bad in years. Better get to the kitchen first, drink some water. And eat something.

However, when she got there, the place wasn’t empty. Rogue and Day sat at the table in the middle of the room, talking over matching cups of coffee.

“So he wanted me t’ stay at his place,” Rogue said, not noticing the bombshell walk in. “But Ah wasn’t gonna do that, even if he can’t touch me. Ah swear, he can be such a rat sometimes.”

“Swamp rat, you mean,” Day quipped, unable to keep from grinning. “If what you called him earlier still applies.”

“Oh yeah, it does.” She took a swig of her coffee. “Ah don’ know why Ah even bother with him.”

“Well, you are in two minds about him,” he said, then stopped as he finally noticed their company. “Oh, Tabby, hey. …You look horrible.”

“I feel horrible,” she replied, going for the fridge.

“Well, Kitty did say ya drank a lot last night,” the southern belle smirked. “Had too much?”

She wasn’t even well enough to yell at her for her amusement. “Apparently.”

Even without concentrating on his power, Day could feel the waves of concern coming from her, knowing her thoughts lingered on her Nova Roman princess. He caught blurred images of what had happened in the alleyway, even though he hadn’t been there. The alcohol seemed to alter them a bit. But he caught the gist of it, and slowly the pieces started to come together in his mind.

“You need to talk?” he asked, ignoring the confused look his fellow goth gave him after.

“Yeah, to Amara,” she answered, somehow managing not to spill the water all over the counter. She found then that she didn’t care if they knew what was going on. She was too concerned and too hung over to worry about her reputation.

He got up to help her, putting away the water jug and getting her some cereal before she could make a mess. “Amara’s in the garden talking to my sister.”

“What?” came the shocked reply. “Why?”

“Uh, cause you were getting your freak on with Rosie, and thus Amara got possessive? I don’t think that can go without talking about.”

She glared at him. “You’ve gotta be kidding. The way ‘Mara was acting; Rosie would be dead by now.”

“Ah think you give ‘your girl’ less credit than she deserves,” Rogue shot in.

Tabitha just turned her glare on her for a moment, then went back to shooting death at the boy in front of her.

He only smiled pathetically in response, and put a comforting hand on her arm. “You shouldn’t bother them right now, they need to talk to and work out whether they’re fighting over you or not. And in your present condition, talking to Amara probably wouldn’t be the best thing. So why don’t you sit here with us and eat, and if you want we can talk too. It might help to get it out before you see her.”

“Since when are you a therapist?” Rogue wondered, listening from her seat at the table.
“Since always,” he replied, then looked back at Tabitha.

Her eyebrows had turned up to fold in sadness and worry over her eyes, and she bit her lip, not meeting his eyes as she thought. This wasn’t any of their business, but hadn’t she decided she didn’t care? And like it or not, she needed to talk to somebody. Keeping it bottled inside until she saw Amara wasn’t going to help the situation at all. She looked up at him then, and saw the genuine concern and desire to help in his features. And her resolve broke.

“All right,” she mumbled, still keeping up her façade of toughness and not-caring. “But if you let this leak I’ll remodel your stereo. And you know you don’t want that.”

“Deal,” he smiled, and guided her to the table. She sat down and started on her cereal, chugging her water even though she should have been taking sips. The three of them sat in awkward silence then, Day’s elbows propped on the table and Rogue fidgeting uncomfortably after a while.

“Uh, do ya want me ta go?” she asked, looking between the two of them.

“No,” Tabby mumbled, swallowing a bite of her now soggy cereal. “You can stay. I really don’t care.”

She frowned. “Wow, that makes me feel welcome.”
“Stay, Rogue,” Day almost pleaded. “I promise playing therapist will be fun.”

“Uh huh, sure.”

“Are you two gonna banter back and forth all day or are you gonna listen to me like you said?” Tabby asked then, disgruntled.

“Sorry,” the boy apologized. “It’s not like you started though.”

“Well I am now,” she replied, folding her arms over each other on the edge in front of her. She opened her mouth to continue, but stopped then, and rethought herself. Eventually she shook her head, and shoved her bowl and glass away from her with her elbows, sliding across the table to lay her head on her arms in defeat. “Aw fuck it; I don’t know where to start.”

“Okay…well, what happened with you and Amara in the alley after she took you out there?” Day prompted.

It was as good a place to start as any. “Well, she yelled at me, and I thought she was mad cause I was dancing with a girl, I didn’t realize that wasn’t an issue, then she said she was mad cause I was dancing with a girl that wasn’t her, and I hadn’t realized she felt that way about me, and she hadn’t meant to say it and got all embarrassed, and I asked her if she meant what I thought she did, and she said yes, and then Kitty interrupted us.”

“So she likes you as more than the friend you have been, and thus got all jealous seeing you dancing with another woman.”
“Pretty much.”

“How do ya feel ‘bout her?” Rogue asked, interested despite herself.

“I…well, I’m not sure what it is,” Tabitha admitted, pushing herself back to sit up again. “I’ve never seen love work out, so when I started feeling stuff for her, I just ignored it, cause even if she did feel the same way, it wouldn’t work out.” Her face twisted into a mix of disgust and anger. “Love never did anything for my parents, did it? Why should I trust it to make my life any better?”

Day bit his lip. He was feeling everything she felt now, all the pain from what her parents had put her through, her fury at her father, and her fear at letting herself actually love and only getting hurt in the end. It was so powerful, he couldn’t even think of shutting himself off from it. Luckily, through his own practice, he had gotten good at keeping the emotions at bay and knowing that no matter how powerful they were, they were not his.

“It looks like this has a lot more to do with than just you and her,” he said finally. “Are you afraid she’s going to hurt you?”

“I’m not afraid of anything,” she spat back.

He could have laughed. “Yeah, right. I can feel everything you feel right now. And I know that you’re petrified.”

Despite knowing what he could do, she was still surprised, and it showed on her face. Rogue smirked, she had never seen the crazy blonde so serious and bare, and in a strange way it comforted her to know that underneath the mischief she caused she was just as human as the rest of them. 

Across from her, Tabitha had taken to staring at the tabletop, lost in her thoughts again. She couldn’t be scared of getting hurt, its not like she hadn’t been hurt plenty of times before. She should be used to it, so it shouldn’t matter. But if she was really afraid, then it could be keeping her from having what she wanted with Amara, and it could end up ruining everything.
Her blue eyes met Day’s silver, full now of the realization of her fear. “What should I do?” she found herself asking, for the first time in a long time completely at a loss.
“All you can do now is talk to her,” he answered truthfully. “If you care for her, and she cares for you, you need to talk about it. And hope she loves you enough to take it slow.”

She let her head drop. That was easier said than done. And now, knowing that, talking to Amara didn’t seem so easy.


Lunch passed, and the day got busy. Tabitha and Amara were pulled in different directions, having to take care of different things, so even if they saw each other in passing they didn’t have time to talk. Amara had training that afternoon, which she had forgotten, and Tabitha had promised Jubilee they would go shopping. Maybe it was all for the better, that way they had more time to think about what they were going to say when the time finally came.
But still, it didn’t make it any easier.

Day and Rosaline had lunch together, finally able to spend the alone time they rarely got now that they were in Bayville. Back at home, they were inseparable, together so much that some people assumed they were almost the same person. Now that they were at the Institute, needing different things and thus leading different lives, they saw less of each other. It wasn’t a problem, they were more than capable of functioning individually, but they still missed the time they used t have.

So it was that they found themselves sitting at the fountain in front of the mansion, inhaling their tuna sandwiches like they were kids again, and laughing like nothing had changed. They didn’t talk about the night before; since he had taken her out of the club shaking he figured it wasn’t a good thing to mention. Besides, if the conversation with Amara had gone badly, he didn’t want to ruin her good mood by bringing it up again. So instead they talked of home and the good things they missed, and the antics of their new friends, and how much school still sucked.
That could only last so long though, and eventually the events of the night before had to come up. It was Rosaline who spoke of it first, finishing her sandwich and staring into the water beneath them as if she could see the night replayed in it.

“Hey, Day?”

“Yeah?”

“You want to know what happened with Amara.”

“You know me too well,” he replied, smiling. “How’d you know I knew, anyway?”

“I’m your sister, Day.” She turned her eyes to him, matching his. “Even if things have been different here, there are still no secrets between us.”
“All right,” he conceded. “Spill then.”

“Well,” she started, putting down her half-eaten sandwich, “I was surprised to find that she’s not mad at me. But she’s practically in love with Tabitha already, so I decided that it’d be better for all of us if I backed off.” The corners of her mouth turned up in the ghost of a smile. “And she told me that origin-of-love myth that I love so much. Apparently she believes it too.”

“…That’s it?”

She nodded, sending her creamy tresses to writhe on her shoulders. 

He put down his sandwich too, then, and leaned over to wrap his arms around her in a sympathetic hug. Even though she hadn’t said so, he knew she was a little disappointed that her interest hadn’t worked out. “I’m sorry,” he whispered, rubbing her back. “It was probably the wiser of you. And I know you’ll find your own other half someday.”

She shrugged as he let her go. “I know, but it doesn’t make being alone any easier…especially after everything that’s happened.” He said nothing, and in the silence, images of what had happened to make her come here filled her brain. She saw herself running down her neighborhood’s streets, pursued by four drunken classmates of hers, all men. All homophobic. All very angry. They caught up with her, and she remembered how it hurt to have them push her down, and how she was too weak to fight back. She remembered another pain as well, flashing through the images of her torn clothes and the blood, stirring up the shame she hadn’t felt in a while. Then even though it was too late, she had managed to reach inside of herself and pull upon all she had left, and the plants around her came to life for the first time. One of the boys hadn’t survived, and only days later, she had been sent here for her safety.

It took Rosaline a few moments to realize she was crying.

Her brother reached out awkwardly to wipe away her tears. Despite his own gifts, he could never help her with the pain that night caused. And even if she could, she wouldn’t let him. She had her own way of healing, especially pain like that. At his touch she fell into his embrace again, and he held her as she sobbed into his shirt.

Neither of them was sure how long it was before she stopped, but she did eventually, and sat back up to rub her eyes with the heels of her hands. Sniffling one last time, she forced a smile at him, silently letting him know she was okay. He returned it.

“So,” she said after a few more moments had passed, “how’s your love life, brother?”

Tints of pink rose to Day’s cheeks, and he found he couldn’t stop them. Instantly his mind had gone to a better part of the previous night, specifically *her*, and how her crimson-clad body had felt pressed up against his on the dance floor. He picked up his sandwich again, taking a bite as if it would hide his blush.

It didn’t, he knew, as he saw his sister grin at him. She knew exactly where his mind was, and her jab had worked.

“It…has prospects,” he answered finally, setting his mind firmly to how delicious the tuna was.

But not, of course, before noting that her number was still crumpled up in his room.


A bit later, and farther into town, a certain run-down house was for once very quiet. The boys had all decided it was time to try and get along, bond, or something, and had gone to the mall to see a movie together…and probably cause havoc and general mayhem. Even if it wasn’t intentional.

Wanda smirked, turning to the next page of her book. She gave them five minutes before Lance and Pietro exploded on each other and the theatre was in ruins.

Nevertheless, she was much enjoying having the house to herself. The silence was golden, almost too good to be true. And she was taking advantage of it, curled up on the couch with her latest reading project. The Picture of Dorian Gray, by Oscar Wilde. Just because she wasn’t in school, currently, did not mean she wasn’t going to educate herself. 

She was in the middle of a particularly good passage when the phone suddenly rang, and she cursed, shutting it and moving out of her comfortable position to go answer it. For a moment, she almost wished the boys were around to do it for her, but that thought was quickly killed by the reminder of how insufferable they were. She tucked the book under her arm and leaned against the wall, picking up the receiver and pressing it to her ear. Hopefully it would be just a courtesy call, so she could get back to the story.

“Hello?”

“…Hey.”

Despite herself, she smiled. She recognized the voice immediately, smooth, and sweet, like vanilla ice cream, but still very much masculine and filled with kindness. He hadn’t said much, but it couldn’t be anyone else. “Hey. It’s Wanda.”

“I know. You said you were the only girl where you lived.”

“Good to see you remembered,” she replied, forgetting the book immediately.

He laughed lightly, and she smirked, enjoying the sound. Without pausing, or making small talk, he said, “I don’t suppose you have any free time tonight.”
A small voice in her mind reminded her that the boys would be around, but her desire to have some normalcy in her life killed it. That and he was hot. Even she had to admit it. “Oh, I suppose I could find some.”

“Let’s go out then,” he decided for them both. “What do you want to do?”

“It doesn’t matter.”

“Wanna just decide later then?”

“Sure.”

Though she couldn’t see it, on the other end of the line, he was grinning like a kid on Christmas. “Good. Should I pick you up at your place?”

She thought for a moment. “…No. Meet me at the cemetery.”

“You know,” he replied, “I like you more and more every idea you get.”

“Oh just you wait,” she shot back playfully, “I’ve only just begun.”

“Should I be frightened?”

She grinned then as well. “Maybe.”

He laughed again, and there was a slight pause in the conversation. “So, uh, meet you in the cemetery when?”

“At dusk. And there’s a big willow tree in the middle of it, find me there.”

“You gonna be getting there before me?”

“Probably,” came the disgruntled answer. “Once my housemates get back, I’ll need somewhere to go for peace, and no better place than that.”

“All right. See you then, then.”

“Right. See you.” Wanda hung up the phone without waiting for him to say anything else, a genuine look of happiness on her face.
She may be a randomly angry, bitter gothic bitch, but that didn’t mean she couldn’t be excited about this. Now all she had to do was hide it from Toad, and everything would be perfect.


In the city, at that exact moment, a certain young woman sat bolt upright in bed. Her eyes wide, she scanned her hotel room, as if someone were going to be lurking there waiting to mutilate her further. The tank top she wore now showed more of her skin, every inch of which bore horrible scars. She ran her hands over her bare arms nervously, then through her blue hair, swinging her legs out of bed and standing up shakily.

She moved to the window, staring out on the city with chocolate-brown eyes. The vision had been even clearer this time, she could see his every feature perfectly, and knew exactly where he was going to be. Her gaze settled on the mansion at the edge of town as she committed it to memory, the building a tiny speck on the horizon. He was going to start from there, and work his way to the cemetery. But he wasn’t going to make it.

She let out a soundless sigh, hugging herself tighter. She moved to speak, but again, no words passed her lips.

It’s going to happen, she mouthed, tonight.
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