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Triangle

Part 4 – They Scream

Dusk fell, eventually, as it always does, and the mansion came to life again. It didn’t take long; no one was going to waste the evening doing homework. That could be saved till tomorrow. Almost no one went out, though, as many of them had done that the night before and there weren’t that many mutant-friendly places in town to go. Best not to waste them all in one weekend. 
So it happened that Day found himself getting ready alone. It had taken him nearly an hour to pick his outfit; he wanted to look the best he could. After that came the usual dark makeup, and jewelry, and anything else he had forgotten. Grabbing his long black coat, he peeked out his door to make sure no one was in the hallway, then set down it at a brisk walk. He wanted to get out without anyone noticing, meeting a stranger in a graveyard at night was not something he wanted to have to explain away. Like shadow he crept down the stairs, holding tight to the wall, and rushed to the door. Taking one last look behind him, he grinned, considering himself victorious. Then, in a creak of glass and the rustle of his clothes, he was on his way.

Once the door had swung shut again, a small figure stepped out from behind one of the potted plants near the staircase, the leaves having grown tall enough to hide her small form. She swept her wavy blonde hair over her shoulder, pink tips and all, and put her hands on her hips as a wicked smile graced her lips.
“Good luck, bro.”


A bit later, upstairs, a certain redhead lay on her bed, taking a quick nap to get away from the ‘kids’. She’d had a horrible headache all day as well, and in her sleep she hoped it would heal a bit. Maybe she’d even be devoid of dreams, which usually helped.
But that wasn’t the case. This time she was floating, no, flying over Bayville, in her pajamas, no less, watching the city below her twinkle with the lights of weekend night life. As she went along, she began to circle, like some deranged bird of prey, moving faster and faster and reveling in the feeling of the wind through her crimson locks. She felt her power surge within her, growing, and soon she felt warm. Her eyes opened, and she saw that she was engulfed by psionic flame, knowing somehow that the glow of it had taken on the shape of a large bird, her body in the center of it. She screamed, breaking its hold and dropping a few feet before she caught herself again. She hung there for a few moments, curled into a ball and clutching her head. In its wake the bird had left her pain, searing white pain throughout her entire being. In the pain she lost control, and her power swirled around her, picking her hair up on its ends and trying to unfurl her from her cowering state. But she wouldn’t let it, she had dreamed this before, and she wasn’t going to let it take her. She forced herself to breathe, and after an eternity, she was finally her own again. Still hovering in the air, she unfolded her legs from her torso, and looked around to where her power trip had taken her. 
She was right above the cemetery. And directly below her, waiting beneath the huge tree in the middle, was Wanda. She frowned, seeing this sign of the Brotherhood’s presence as trouble. Her eyes darted around again, and settled on a solitary figure walking towards the cemetery, barely twenty minutes away. She concentrated, and using her power, reached down to the person. Now in his mind, her eyes widened, and she sank a bit. It was Day, and he was walking right towards trouble.

Her eyes snapped open; she was back in her room, her body covered in cold sweat. She looked around once, remembering, then vaulted off the bed. She knew what she had seen was real, and if Day was headed that way, he was in serious danger.

She had to alert the Professor at once.


Meanwhile, further down the hall, Amara Aquilla lay on her bed reading. She had given up trying to find Tabitha for the moment, every time she glanced her she was dragged away to take care of something. She turned a page, frowning slightly. Inspired by her talk with Rosaline, she had decided to brush up on her religion, and now had a very thick book propped up against her pillows. But she couldn’t concentrate enough for any of it to sink in. She’d give it five more minutes, she decided, then find something else to go if it didn’t manage to miraculously capture her attention.
She heard the door handle turn and the door attached to it open, and looked up to see her roommate walk in. She didn’t notice her at first, preoccupied with her own thoughts, but upon turning around she stopped dead in her tracks. For moments upon moments they just looked at each other, not sure what to say now. Finally, the blonde broke the awkward silence in the best way she knew how, by crossing the room and plopping down into her own bed with exuberance.
This at least made Amara smile, and she smiled back. “…Hey.”

“Hi.”

Then, despite Tabby’s effort, silence took over again, and they both just sat there still just as unsure of what to say. After a while she sighed, knowing that they weren’t getting anywhere, and in her impatience burst out, “So…?”

As if this had reminded her why they were sitting in an awkward lapse of speech, the princess blushed, and she nodded her head in response. “…Yeah.” Anyone else would have thought the exchange ironically similar to the one that ended their fight in the alley. 

Without hesitation, Tabitha opened her mouth to speak again, but before any sound came out she was again interrupted. Professor Xavier’s voice rang in both their heads, clear as if he was right there with them. Attention all New Recruits, he said, formally as ever, please suit up and meet me in the den area, we have a situation. And be prompt.

Tabitha growled, shaking her head, and looked across the room to Amara. She too looked sullen, though relieved for the moment. Again, she sighed.

“Guess we’ll have to do this later.”

“Yeah.”

Within five minutes, the New Recruits that remained in the mansion (which was most of them) were all sitting on the couches in the den, staring at each other and the empty fireplace in confusion. Jean stood next to it, her arms crossed, looking worried and concerned in an oddly motherly way. Rosaline was also with them, dressed in her own new-recruity uniform, looking quite annoyed that they were summoned there. 
Having just sat down, Tabby and Amara looked at her, then looked at each other as if the other knew why she was so…pissed.

No sooner had they sat down than the Professor rolled in, followed by Scott, who went immediately to Jean’s side. Xavier took his place in front of the fireplace, and smiled at those assembled.

“Thank you for getting here so quickly,” he started immediately. “As you expect, I have a small mission for you. Jean has had something of a vision, and she thinks Day may be headed for trouble with the Brotherhood.”

“He’s not headed for trouble, Professor,” interrupted Rosaline, leaning forward animatedly in her seat. “He’s going to –”

“Willow, your brother was headed right for the Scarlet Witch,” Jean interrupted. “Alone too, I might mention. There’s no way he can hold his own against her, she beat the entire X-men team not a year ago.”

Rosaline seethed, glaring at her. “Well, did it occur to you that he MIGHT be –”

“Uh, excuse me, but who’s Willow?” Sam asked. She turned glare at him momentarily, but then turned back to return the redhead’s stare.

“Willow is Rosaline’s codename, Cannonball,” Xavier explained. “Now, if I could continue –” he shot a sideward glance at Jean and Rosaline “– I’d like you to go to the cemetery and find him, just in case the rest of the Brotherhood shows up.”

Rosaline stood up then, her hands balled into fists at her side. “I don’t see why this is necessary, Professor! He’s just –”
“Willow, calm down.” This time it was Scott who spoke, though Tabitha had a feeling that if Jean hadn’t been ‘attacked’ by Rosie, he wouldn’t be interrupting her. “We just want to make sure your brother is safe.”

She sat down again; more like threw herself onto the couch, and crossed her arms angrily over her chest. Everyone was interrupting her, if they’d just let her get a word in she could explain what was really going on. But no, they had to run out and ruin her brother’s chance for a normal date. At least one of the pair of them should be able to have a normal relationship, but now it looked like that couldn’t even happen for him. She was livid.

Across the couch, a certain Nova Roman heiress was impressed. She was sure if her friend had her powers, she’d be burning like she had at the club.

“Iceman,” said the headmaster, looking at Bobby, “you’ll be heading this mission. If there’s no sign of trouble, just bring everyone home. And in the event that there is a fight, good luck.”

He nodded, beaming, and stood, beckoning for the others to follow him. Some laughing, some grumbling, they all got up and left the room in his lead, Sam, Rahne, Jamie, Tabitha, Amara, and Rosaline.

Rosaline, however, paused before leaving; send one last look-of-death at the crimson telepath by the fireplace. Their eyes met, silver on green, and after a moment she broke the contact, striding out in a huff after the others.

Jean shook her head, and without looking at Scott, formed a single thought.

Kids.


In town, Day was getting closer to the cemetery. He turned a corner, and now being able to see the gates, quickened his pace. It had started to rain moments ago, but he ignored it. He rather liked rain, anyway. All he worried about was how much of his make up it was smearing.
He did not realize, however, that he wasn’t alone. Across the street, hidden behind a tree about her width, a scarred young woman watched him. And waited. She saw him turn the corner, knowing that it was going to happen any moment now. She too felt the rain fall on her face, through her deep blue hair, through the leaves, but she paid it no heed. She had to stop it from happening, she had to save him. Then the visions would stop, and she could keep running, just like she always had.

Or maybe, instead, she could stay, and go to that mansion, and we welcome and actually belong. The rumors could be true, she could learn to control herself, and find friends, and no longer feel so alone.

She bit down on her tongue, hard, jarring herself out of the false dream and tasting the blood between her teeth. No, she couldn’t hope. All she could do was concentrate and try to make a difference.

Her eyes darted sideways, and as she expected, a car had turned onto the street. It was still a while away, since this stretch of road was so long, but it would get their soon enough. As she had seen in her mind, the driver was going recklessly fast, barely keeping control as the rain increased and the road became sleeker. She checked on Day again, he was getting closer to the gate, but he wouldn’t reach it before the car reached him. He hadn’t even noticed it yet.

Come on, she mouthed.

Almost as if he had heard her, he looked up then, and saw the car coming towards him. He saw it coming fast, but he decided that he was still safe on the sidewalk, and pressed on. Across the street, Masque hissed silently. He would have done well to run, try and reach the gates before the car got to him. But how could he know?

Ten feet, seven, five, two, and finally, it happened. Inside the car, the driver lost control, and his vehicle shot towards the sidewalk. The man hadn’t even seen Day walking there, and, oh God, he was going to hit him…

Day froze, the nose of the car coming dangerously and quickly towards him. There was no time, he couldn’t move, and his power couldn’t help him. He was going to be crushed against the wall, he could die, he flattened himself against the wall in a feeble attempt to save himself.

Across the street, Masque leapt out from behind her tree, running towards the street. She thrust out her arms, hands furled like they were pulling strings, and reached with all the might of her power into the car and into the man’s mind. She took control, making him grab the wheel and turn it so hard he was sure his arm would break. Still conscious, he could see every movement she made him take, but he couldn’t stop her. Day shut his eyes, shouting, as the car passed him. He wasn’t dead.
But it wasn’t over. As it passed, the front of the car grazed his right leg, and the speed was enough to do some damage. There was a crack, and he fell to the ground, clutching the new wound and trying not to scream. It hurt so much, it must be broken.

Now having run into the street herself, Masque veered the car back on force, and let go of the driver’s will. He swerved again, having not expected it, then stopped and leaned out the window to look in horror at what he had done. Unsure of what to do, and panicking, he revved the engine and floored it, speeding away from the two figures behind him.

The girl shot daggers at him with her eyes as he fled, unable to yell for him to ‘get his ass back there’, or something. She turned her gaze to the young man, confident that she had saved him. He was curled up on the sidewalk, hurt, but still alive. She had done what she was supposed to do. She could rest now.

Still, she walked towards him, knowing he’d need help home.

Before she could get to him, though, she heard a mass of footsteps, and soon a group of teenagers clad in black and X’s rounded the corner. They skidded to a stop, seeing her, seeing him, then one of them gave a sort of jerk and screamed.

“Day!!!” Ignoring the others, Willow rushed forward, dropping to her knees at her brother’s side. “Oh Goddess, Day, what happened?”

He tried to smile up at her, wincing through the pain. “Rosie…oh, car, got my leg…ow.”

Masque was aware that the rest of the group was staring at her, but she ignored them too, her own eyes fixed on the small girl who had flown to help the boy. The matching color of their hair and features spoke volumes, but somehow, she felt she knew anyway. She was his sister, and as she watched the rain pour through the girl’s hair and on her form, she realized something else.
She was beautiful.

A shout got her attention, and she jerked her eyes away from the young woman. Another boy had taken a few tentative steps towards her, and his expression belied his confusion and assumed anger.

“What happened?” Iceman demanded again.

She stared back at him sadly, unable, at the moment to communicate back. Absentmindedly she touched the scar across her throat, right over where her vocal cords should have been, and she wished beyond all things that she could speak. But she couldn’t and she knew what was going to happen next.

“Did she make the car hit Day?” Multiple guessed, speaking loud enough to make everyone else hear him.

“She must have!” Cannonball concluded for him. “Nobody would have been stupid enough to go fast enough to hit him in this rain.”

“Wolfsbane, can you tell if she’s a mutant?” Iceman asked.

“Nay, I cannot,” the short Scott replied. “I could sniff her out, thou, if ye’d like.”

He didn’t laugh.

“Day, what happened?” Magma asked, walking over to where he lay and Willow knelt.

He tried to move to look at her, then winced again, and decided it would be better just to answer her from there. “I was just walking,” he said with some effort, “and the car came along, really fast, then all of a sudden it shot at me, and she appeared, and it almost got me, just my leg instead, and she kept coming at me after it had gone.” His face filled with confusion, obviously he didn’t know if she was to blame either.
“Good enough for me,” Boom boom growled, filling her hands with time-bombs. Before anyone could stop her, she hurled them down the street at their ‘enemy.’ A few of them exploded at her feet, or next to her, narrowly missing her. Masque didn’t need another warning. She wasn’t one to let herself be bullied, not anymore, but she didn’t want to fight these people. She turned on her heel and ran, her coat flailing out behind her. 

“Wait!” Magma shouted behind her, thinking that they had got it all wrong somehow. Now out of their range, the girl allowed herself to stop, and turned, watching them closely and adjusting the strap on her bag.

It was then that Willow allowed herself to look at her for the first time, and their eyes met. She barely saw the scars on the girl’s pale skin, or her short blue hair, once she had locked their gazes all she could see was the starling oakish brown hidden there. Looking in her eyes, she knew, deep down, that it wasn’t her fault; she hadn’t caused the accident that had injured her brother. But there was no one else around who could be responsible, and responsible as she was, the childish part of her yearned for someone to blame. The two sides, truth and blame warred within her, and still she couldn’t look away.

Magma looked down at her, then over at Iceman, belaying to him without words that she didn’t know what to do. Unsure himself, Iceman looked at Cannonball, who thought for a moment, and then shrugged in defeat. Turning her attention back to her other friends, Magma reached out hesitantly and touched Willow’s shoulder. Day watched her out of the corner of his eye, unsure she should.
“…Rosaline?”

Hearing her name, Willow broke the contact with the strange girl, and looked up. Magma stared at her confused and concernedly, and she returned the look, then snapped her head back to try and call the girl back.

But she was too late. Masque was gone.

Down the street, Wanda stood in the entrance to the cemetery, leaning against the iron gate. She looked at the group, then stared after where the girl had run, feeling twice as confused as they. 
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