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Triangle

Part 5 – They Kiss

The walk home was difficult, and very, very silent. Day lumbered along, propped up between his sister and Wanda, who had insisted on helping even though most everyone didn’t trust her to. Rosaline, however, had no problems with her doing so. No one spoke, each one of them considering on their own what had just happened. The fast disappearance of Day’s “attacker” had left many things a mystery, things that they needed to know if any sense was to be made of the incident. Even Day himself didn’t know what had happened, and he was the one it happened to.
By the time they all reached the mansion again, they had wordlessly concluded that the Professor would know what to do, and he would make it all right.

Rahne bounded through the doors first, yelling for the Professor, or Beast or Storm, or anyone to come help them. Rosaline saw her brother wince as they took him up the steps, and she exchanged a look with Wanda, though neither of them said anything. Everyone else likewise kept their mouths shut. Tabitha chanced a glance at Amara, but the girl wasn’t looking her way, instead she was trying to see if she could help at all. She tried hard not to smile, it was just like her to ignore that there was nothing she could do and try to make a difference anyway. It showed part of the leader she was raised to be.

Moments later Hank came knuckling down the stairs, his eyes widening at Day’s misshapen, bleeding leg.

“What happened?” he asked, taking the boy from his twin and his date.

“We’re, uh, not sure,” Sam admitted, scratching the back of his head. He looked over at Day, but he was concentrating too much on ignoring the pain to be of any help.

Hank’s lip thinned, set firm in determination. “Well, let’s get him to the med ward first, then we can sort this out.” His eyes traveled over the group of them, settling on Wanda in mild surprise. “Oh, Miss Maximoff… what are you doing here?”

“He was on his way to meet me,” she answered coldly. “If my being here is a problem, I can leave.”

“It isn’t,” came a voice from the left, and they all turned to see Professor Xavier rolling towards them. Some of them visibly relaxed. He smiled at Wanda. “You know you are welcome here anytime you need.”

She nodded, but looked confused.

“We need to set his break, Professor, before there are any more questions,” Hank insisted, edging towards the hallway that would take them to the elevator. 
“Yes of course,” the older man answered, changing his direction to follow him. “Rosaline, Wanda, come with us. Everyone else, you’re free to go for now. I’ll call you if you’re needed.”

As the five of them headed off to the infirmary, the new recruits headed up the stairs, finally allowing themselves to ask things of each other. 
“Why would he need to call us back?” Jamie asked, still the youngest and still semi-oblivious at times.
“To ask us what we saw, genius,” Roberto teased back.

“Oh.”

“Who was that girl?” Rahne wondered, looking around at her friends.

“I don’t know, Rahnie,” Sam answered her, not noticing that she blushed at his use of her nickname, “but she looked horrible. All those scars….”

“And was he actually going to meet that witch freak?” Jubilee cut in, looking disgusted. 

“She’s not that horrible,” Tabitha told her, hoping this wasn’t going to lead into dissing her as a Brotherhood girl. After all, she had been one of them too, for a while.

The short Asian ‘hmph’d at her, flipping her raven hair over her shoulder. “Well, she’s tacky enough anyway. And has bad taste.”

Rather than say anything back to her, the blonde glanced over at Amara, and finally caught her eye. Without exchanging words they both artfully drifted to the back of the group, slowly lagging behind the others. They didn’t talk then either, just walked in silence. The group of them finally reached their stretch of hall, each of them going into their rooms to change, some to go shower, too.
Tabitha shut the door behind her, painfully aware of Amara sitting on her bed, staring at her. She turned and leaned against it to return her gaze, feeling more awkward than she ever had in her life.

“Still up to talking?” she quested.

“Of course,” Amara answered, the words rushing out of her mouth without hesitation. She blushed, and her roommate smiled.

They’d get through this. But still, they’d better change first.


It only took a moment to set Day’s broken leg, which was all that was wrong, thankfully. They didn’t have the ability to put a cast on it there in the mansion, so until morning he’d have to make do with what they could. Dr. McCoy had insisted he stay in the Infirmary for the night, though, so there he lay. His black clothes contrasted sharply with the crisp white sheets, making him look even paler. Rosaline, still in her uniform, sat on the end of the bed, and Wanda leaned against the wall facing them.

“I’m all right, really,” the boy insisted as his twin fussed over him. 

“Mom would kill me if I didn’t make sure you were comfortable, brother dear,” she replied, standing to attempt to fluff his pillows. “So just shut up and deal, okay?”

His stared at her for a moment, mildly shocked at her anger. “…All right. Geez. Don’t have a heart attack over it.”

Sighing, she sank back down onto the bed. “I’m sorry…its just, goddess, what happened out there?”

Inside, his mind reached back into the events of the night, and his eyes stared into space of their own accord. “I don’t know, really,” he told her. For a moment his gaze settled on Wanda, who just stared back at him intently, and soon he looked away. “I mean, I was walking to the cemetery, and I must have been zoning out or something cause next thing I knew I saw the car and before I could do anything about it it swerved and almost hit me. Well, it did hit me, but not like I thought it was going to.” He turned to look at his sister. “And then that girl stepped out into the road, like she had been standing there watching the whole time, and the car sped away.”
Rosaline nodded, recalling the girl herself. Her being there had been suspicious, but there was something about her that she couldn’t shake off. 

“She just appeared after you got hit?” Wanda asked, joining the conversation.

Day nodded, meeting her eyes again. “Yeah. And, well, my power was kinda blocked by the humongous searing pain, but I got the feeling that she had something to do with the car.”

“What do you mean?” Rosie forced out.

He shrugged. “I’m not sure; really, it’s just that if she had been watching in the shadows the whole time only to reveal herself after the car hit, what was she doing? It’s just…”
“…Suspicious,” the crimson girl finished for him.

He opened his mouth to agree with her, but the look on her face betrayed that she didn’t agree with him. Obviously she thought he meant the girl had been there to harm him, perhaps, and she did not think that was the case. 

Instead, he turned his head again, feeling a strange surge of emotion from his smaller twin. Rosaline had a wistful look on her delicate features, as if she was in another world. Against his better judgment, he quested into her mind. His powers were at the point now that he could do so without her knowing, and now this was very, very fortunate, cause if she knew what he was seeing through her heart she would have killed him. The image of the girl, right before she fled, was stuck in her mind like a bad tattoo, his sister weaving feelings around her of denied desire and uncertainty, and almost forced hate since she may have been the reason her brother was almost killed. 

Day pulled out, seeing that, trying his best to appear as if he hadn’t seen anything. Luckily, she didn’t notice.
He felt himself being watched, and turned again to lock gazes with Wanda, who had noticed. He just smiled awkwardly at her, but didn’t say anything. She smiled back, deciding to pretend that she hadn’t.

“Sorry about our date, Wanda,” he finally said.

“Its all right, Day,” she replied, a smirk crossing her red lips. “You just owe me a walk in the cemetery, okay?”

“Deal.”

She looked around her then, almost nervously, and he watched a shiver run through her body. She wrapped her arms around herself, rubbing her exposed skin as if she was cold. “I’d better go,” she forced out, stepping away from the wall. Her eyes still darted around, focusing especially on the medical instruments around them.

Curious as to her sudden change in attitude, and already tempted by using his power before, he reached out to brush against her feelings. He hadn’t intended to go very deep, only to see better what she was freaking out about inside. But instead of the light touch he wanted, images started to fill his brain, grabbing onto his hold from her subconscious and flowing into him. He felt rage and immense fear, mixed with images of white walls and cruel doctors, who had made her life hell and made her hurt. 

“What are you doing?” shouted Rosaline, suddenly, and it wasn’t until then that he realized he was struggling to get out of bed. At her words, he lost what balance he had, and fell on the floor.

“Ow,” he moaned, noting the pain in his shoulder now. His sister rushed to help him, and as she tried to lift him, he looked at Wanda again. She did not move to help him, but her eyes locked with his, and she looked angry. His unexpected depth must have wiped away his ability to hide himself, and she knew. He didn’t have to try again to know that he had gone too far.
As Rosaline helped him back into bed, she headed for the door, stopping to whirl back around and glare at him one more time. He stared back at her pathetically, and she sighed. “…Night,” she forced out, mostly a formality, then stormed off in her rage.

“Wanda!” he called after her, sitting back up. His sister gently pushed him back against the pillows.

“You can’t follow her, Day,” she noted. “What did you do, anyway?”

“Nothing,” he insisted. “I mean, I thought it was nothing…”

She turned to study the doorway, as if looking at it would rewind events. “Hmmm… well, whatever you did, looks like she’s pissed.”

“Yeah,” he said numbly. But his thoughts still lingered on what he had felt from her, and the terrible images of white walls she hid inside herself.


Tabitha closed the door again, turning to stick her toothbrush back on her dresser. She was all changed now, in her magenta and blue pajama pants and tank top, both pieces of which were tight enough to leave little to the imagination. Amara had gone to get ready first, so she was already waiting, sitting cross-legged on her bed. The blonde looked her over, noting how she had pulled her red nightgown over her knees to hide herself and how the top of it scooped low enough to be just tempting enough.  She pushed these thoughts from her mind, however, and sat down across from her on her own bed.
“So,” she said, not sure where to start.

“So,” her roommate repeated, also unsure.

Without willing them to, the events of their fight in the alleyway washed over Tabby’s mind, making her recall every word. Especially what was said last. Her eyes met Amara’s, and they just stared for a moment, the silence still ruling them.

“’Mara,” she finally started, “when you said ‘yes’, you meant…”

“I meant every word and more, Tabitha,” the Nova Roman princess answered, swinging her bronzed legs over the side of her bed and leaning forward tantalizingly. “You have no idea how much I…well, you know, I thought it was obvious.”

“I guess I’m oblivious,” she replied. “I didn’t know you, well, liked girls that way.”

“This isn’t about girls, Tabitha. It’s about us. I –”

Tabby’s hand shot up to stop her, hovering in the air between them like a silent barrier. She knew what she was going to say, and she knew also that hearing it now would just make it harder. “Please don’t say it,” she whispered, lifting her gaze to meet the hurt on Amara’s face. But she wouldn’t apologize now, even though she had hurt her. “Don’t. Not yet. I, I’m not ready.” She let her hand drop, then looked at the floor, going on. “I feel the same way you do, ‘Mara, believe me. I’m just…scared.”
Amara sat back, using her unerring gaze to force her friend’s eyes to hers again. “Scared of what?”

The blonde bombshell before her had never felt more bared and vulnerable, though she would never know it. Tabby sat up, fumbling desperately for words. “…Of getting hurt,” she finally admitted.

Silence fell between them again then, and Tabitha leaned her elbows on her knees, her head sagging on her shoulders to face the floor. This was going horribly. She should be taking this woman into her arms and telling her the truth, that she loved her, finally doing what she had dreamed of for months. But she couldn’t, the walls of her fear that had been so recently known to her were blocking every part of it. 

There was a sudden rustling of fabric, and she felt the weight on her bed shift. She looked up and found Amara next to her, sitting on her bed, so close they were almost touching. She didn’t look angry anymore, just concerned, and her brown eyes were brimmed with tears. 

Her hand lifted gingerly to brush the side of her face, darker skin on lightly tanned peach.

“I would never hurt you,” the princess told her, her voice unwavering. 

“I know,” the other replied, “its just, well…before I met you, I didn’t believe in love at all. My parents were supposed to have been in love, and look what it did to them. It never worked and only caused them pain and that’s all I had to learn from.” She raised her own hand again, to hold Amara’s where it touched her face. “But then I came here, and I met you, and you made me feel like, like….like everything was all of a sudden right in the world and despite what I knew what I was feeling wasn’t wrong at all. And it’s got me all messed up inside.”
The noble girl beside her pursed her lips, an expression she knew meant she was thinking. Torturous moments passed, probably only seconds, then finally her mouth broke into a genuine smile. She nodded her pretty head, and moved her hand to entwine their fingers, resting their joined hands on the mattress beside them.

“If this is how you need it, we’ll take it slow,” she told her. “As long as you’re sure this is what you want.”
Instinctively and without second guessing herself, Tabitha took a risk and leaned forward, pressing her lips against Amara’s firmly. It lasted only a second, for she pulled back quickly, grinning at her girlfriend with sparks in her blue eyes.

“Oh I’m sure,” she said. 

Amara’s face lit into a grin that fully matched Tabitha’s, and she edged closer, their bodies now pressed tight together. “Good,” she replied, and reached to tangle her fingers in her blonde hair and pull her back into her kiss.

Tabitha had kissed many boys before, in play and attempt to get what she wanted from them. Their kissed had been hard and rough, forced, their bodies conquering hers and the contact only serving what they wanted. Some of them felt as if she were kissing their teeth, and some covered her mouth completely until she was sure they’d suck on her nose. It had never felt good or right. 

This was different. Amara was soft, and melted against her like candy, tasting even better. She felt her head spin and the whole world became Amara, there was nothing else and there never would be. They merged and felt like one, the kiss deepening until they were both sure that if they parted they would die. It was like nothing they had ever felt, and amazing beyond their wildest dreams.
It was like heaven.


Across town, in the complete dark of the Bayville streets, a single figure bolted through the rain. ‘Rain’ now meant downpour, and she was soaked, her clothes stuck to her body by the water. She was sure everything in her bag was wet too, but she couldn’t stop to check. It was all she could do to keep going.
The hotel was out of the question, her last night had been the previous one, otherwise she wouldn’t have taken all her things with her. She didn’t have the money for another one, and she had nowhere else to go. Before everything had happened, she thought of the mansion she had seen, the one she was sure that boy was living in. Somehow she knew it was a school, and she entertained hopes of going there and being accepted and actually belong somewhere. But now it was useless, they thought she had caused him harm, they would never take her in.

And she would never see that girl again.

She hadn’t been watching where she was going, and suddenly felt her foot catch on a root or a rock, and she fell. Muddy earth met her, and she realized she was in the outskirts, lost in some woods she had no idea of.

At a loss for what else to do, Masque started to cry.

Inside her mind she screamed, unable to make real sound, and she tore at the ground with her fingers and pounded it with her fists. Everything had gone wrong, nothing was ever right. She had never had a home, she would never have a home, she might as well just lay here and die for all anyone cared.
After a while she stopped her fit, and indeed did lie there, panting for breath, unsure whether the wetness on her face was the rain or her tears. It was hopeless; the card she had been dealt in life was obviously to suffer. Who was she to hope for more?

Idly she turned her head, and a flicker or light caught her eye. No, not a flicker, something steady. She pushed herself up onto her knees, staring at it more intently. It didn’t look like firelight; it was something artificial, like it was coming from…a house.

Forcing her body back into willingness, she stood, and pushed her way through the brush towards the light. It wasn’t long before she came upon a road, and across that road, there was a house. A run down, old-looking house with several lights in the windows. Not bothering to check for coming cars, she crossed the street, stopping herself in front of a sign that sat beside the driveway. She read the sign to herself, mouthing the words.
The Brotherhood of Bayville Boarding House.

Newly determined, she turned and started down the driveway. She would not be turned away again, no matter what.
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