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Triangle

Part 6 – They Feel
Morning broke, pouring warm sunlight through the windows of Xavier’s mansion. It didn’t reach the side of the building with the students’ rooms until near noon, and still at that, few woke to its touch. One student, however, did feel the warmth against her skin and stirred, unused to the feeling. Her bed was near the closet, not the window; she shouldn’t have gotten any sun at all.
Tabitha opened her eyes slowly, blinked once, then gasped and forced herself upright. She was in Amara’s bed, with Amara, though they were both clothed and decent. At her movement, Amara scrunched up her face a bit and wriggled closer, tightening her arms around her midsection. She remembered then, and smiled, sliding back down to rest on her elbow and watch the girl beside her sleep. She thought all of a sudden that she could have stayed like that forever, finally resting in her princess’ arms and just looking upon her like that. Inside she laughed, knowing it wasn’t her usual self, but it was true. Amara made her feel all that stupid romantic stuff she mocked everyone else for.
Only moments later, the brown girl moved again, smiling without opening her own eyes. “Morning,” she whispered.

“Uh huh,” Tabby replied eloquently, and reached over to run a hand through her hair. “I didn’t think you were awake.”

“I wasn’t.” Her eyes cracked open then, mahogany meeting sky blue. “But my pillow disappeared.”

She grinned back. “Yeah, sorry. I was a little confused.”

For a moment, fear dashed across the Nova Roman’s face, and her companion knew what she was going to say before she even opened her mouth. “…You don’t regret it, do you?”
“Regret what? We didn’t do anything.”

“You know what I mean, Tabitha.”

The blonde bombshell leaned in and planted a sweet kiss on her love’s lips, and that was all the answer she needed. For a moment they lost themselves in each other again, forgetting that it was Sunday and they really had things they should be doing rather than laying in bed making out. But as they finally felt what it was to be together, after months of silent longing, they wordlessly conceded that it was late.
Eventually, though, there was a thunder of footsteps outside the room and they jumped apart as if discovered. Amara almost fell out of bed, but Tabitha caught her, and they turned to stare at the door.

“Sounds like Jamie’s awake,” Amara guessed. “All twelve of him.”

Tabby smirked. “Yeah. Good thing I locked the door.”

“Do you think they’re ready to know about us?” her girl asked, edging closer to her again.

“Honestly?” she asked back, and she nodded. “No. I mean, I want to be open about us, but I don’t know how they see….stuff like this.”
“Mmm,” replied the woman in her arms. “…Tabitha, I don’t want to have to worry about that yet.” She leaned in closer, so close their bodies were again pressed together and their noses touched. Despite herself, Tabby blushed, and she blushed back. “I want to just be with you, together, like I’ve dreamed of. Nothing else should matter.”

Her girlfriend nodded her head lightly, and unable to resist, leaned in to kiss her again. “Nothing else will. I promise.”

“Good,” she smiled, and let herself fall back against her pillows. After a moment she let out a disappointed groan, however, and covered her face with her hands. “I forgot, I have to write that essay for World History.”

“Dammit,” Tabby cursed. “And here I was planning all these romantic things to do with you today.”

Amara laughed shortly, spreading her fingers to peer at the girl leaning over her. “You were not.”

“….Okay no, but I could have been.”

She sat back up, rearranging herself so that the yellow-haired beauty was now practically lying in her lap. “You know, you have homework to do too.”
“Probably.”

“We both have things to do today.”

“Yeah.”

“So we should probably get up.”

“I know.”

The princess shook her head, her duty to finish her work now throbbing against her mind, no matter how much she wanted to stay like this. “Really, Tabitha, we should at least go have breakfast. For starters.”

“But we both know I’m not going to do my homework,” she pouted. “So why even get up? I bet the kitchen’s packed and cramped anyway, we don’t want to go in there.”

Shaking her head again, Amara leaned in again for a kiss, forcing the slightly larger girl to sit up. She ended it rather quickly, to both their dismay, and forced herself to get out of bed. “Come on,” she urged her companion, reaching to pull her out of bed too. 
Tabitha let herself be taken from the bed, begrudgingly, and stopped to stretch as Amara went to her dresser and sorted through her clothes. For a while again she just watched her, still marveling at the fact that what she had wanted had finally happened and the two of them were together at last. 

After a while she caught her staring, of course, and did her best to frown. “Tabby, we really should get dressed.”

She sighed. “I know.”

Thinking, the heir to Nova Roma bit her lip, then put down her clothes and crossed the room to wrap her arms again around her lover. Tabitha returned the embrace, though they didn’t kiss, and Amara smiled up at her.

“How’s this,” she proposed, “you actually make an effort to get on with the day and not mope about not getting ‘us’ time, and I promise we’ll have ‘us’ time later.”

A grin parted her lips, and she nodded. “Deal.”

“Good,” she smiled back, dancing out of her touch and back to getting ready. “Now hurry up, I want to get to the showers before Rahne does and clogs it up with fur.”


It was too early, Wanda told herself as she staggered out of her room and down the stairs. The fact that she had no idea what time it was did not matter. She felt like she hadn’t slept at all, so no matter what, it would still be too early.

Try as she had to sleep, she hadn’t been able to. Her mind wouldn’t shut up, over and over the events of the previous night replayed like a bad home movie. And aside from that, something tugged at her brain, undoubtedly whatever Day had managed to pull out of there when he used his power on her. Stupid bastard. She gripped the wall to steady herself and sighed. No matter how pissed she was at him, she was still worried about him. And truth be told, that more than anything else had kept her awake.


Shaking off every memory of him that forced itself to her recollection; she stepped on the firm ground and turned the corner to go into the kitchen. She’d make some coffee, maybe eat something. That should make her feel better.


She pushed open the door, taking a step in, then stopped cold.


Masque looked up at her blankly from the kitchen table, where she sat with a bowl of cereal. Her posture was guarded, but she said nothing, just returning the gaze Wanda had laid on her upon entering. Not breaking it, the crimson goth stepped in further and headed for the fridge.


She had almost forgotten. When she got back the previous night, she found the house fuller. No one was awake to tell her when she got here, no one useful anyway. Pietro had come to her yelling, and explained what happened, that she had shown up all run down and with no where to go. And before she could reply, he had pulled her aside and explained, in a whisper that Masque couldn’t hear, that any member of the team would be valuable and welcome according to their father. Too tired to start a real fight she had just gone to bed. Not that that had done any good. Maybe part of her had been hoping that she’d wake up and it would have been a dream, or something, and she wouldn’t have to deal with it. But no, here sat the girl who might have attacked the one boy who was worthy of her interest.


Forcing down a growl, she grabbed the coffee grounds from the back of the top shelf and proceeded to go on her way.


Masque sat in silence, watching her every move through bites of her breakfast. Neither of them bothered saying anything, though Wanda had to try very hard not to be angered by the feeling of eyes upon her form. After far too long a time she finished, and turned around, leaning against the counter as the coffee brewed behind her.

Their eyes met, and they regarded each other with suspicion, almost daring the other to make a move. At least, that’s how the Scarlet Witch felt it was. The longer their contact lasted; however, she began to feel that she was being ridiculous. There was no proof yet that this girl had done anyone harm, and the likelihood that she would attack her over breakfast was even less. Sighing, she relaxed her posture, and forced a placid look onto her face.


“This is stupid,” she said, more to herself, and turned around to grab a pop tart from the cabinet behind her. That done, she sat down at the table across from the new girl.


Masque, still slowly eating her cereal, said nothing.


At that point Wanda had no idea why she was talking, knowing that this girl obviously didn’t want her conversation. But she kept going anyway. “So…Masque. Why are you here?”


The girl just stared at her.


“That was a question. It usually merits an answer.”


Instead of opening up and actually saying something, as was desired, the blue-haired young woman simply shook her head. Putting down her spoon, she tilted back her head, exposing her neck. Her fingers found their way to a scar there, and she pointed to it. It was very long, slicing clear across where her vocal cords were supposed to be. There were other scars too, all over her neck and face. They reach down into her black turtleneck, which covered her skin, and more peeked out onto her exposed hands. 


Feeling quite idiotic, Wanda put two and two together, and nodded her own head. Of course the girl couldn’t speak. She didn’t have a voice anymore.


Silently, Masque lowered her face again and went back to eating her breakfast. 


Wanda got up, hearing that the coffee was finished brewing. She was relieved for the excuse to turn her back on her companion, and gather her thoughts. All the scars Masque bore belied a past that should probably be left alone, and admittedly, she didn’t feel like bothering her about it. But she still wanted to know what really happened, and despite this new complication, she resolved even more strongly to find out.

As she turned around, cup of steaming liquid in hand, the door opened again and in walked the Blob. Toad hopped in after him, and all of a sudden the small room felt even smaller. Seeing his lady love, Toad made his way over to her, jumping up to crouch on the counter as he rummaged for food.


“Morning my baby cakes,” he grinned, baring all of his yellow teeth.


She grimaced, moving a step away from him and not bothering to answer.


“Good morning,” Freddy chimed too, heading straight for the fridge. As he passed Masque, still sitting at the table, he blushed faintly and smiled. “Hi.”


She smiled faintly back, and sank into her chair, obviously not liking the increase in company.


As Toad continued to try and fawn over her, Wanda growled in exasperation, and started towards the door. She was still too tired to blast him out the window, and too tired to even deal with that many people. She’d take her breakfast in her room.


Passing the door to the living room, she heard the sound of talking, and doubled back to take a quick look inside. Her brother sat on the couch, legs propped up on the table in front of him, chatting rather seriously on the cordless phone. As she stood there he looked up and saw her, and ended the conversation hurriedly, speaking low so she couldn’t hear his words. That done, he put the phone down, and stood up to face her.


“Can I help you?” he demanded annoyedly.


“Who were you talking to?” she replied coldly.


He planted his hands firmly on his hips. “Noneofyourbusiness.”


She did the same, careful to keep her drink level. “I’m your twin. It’s my business.”


Pietro crossed the room, his every moved lined with anger, and stood in front of her. They stared each other down, neither budging. For a moment it seemed like he would retort, and they would start fighting again. 

But instead, he just smiled, raised a hand to pat her on the shoulder, and walked around her. As he went, he looked over his shoulder, and smirked, “It doesn’t matter, you’ll find out soon enough.” She turned and watched him, and he stopped on the stairs to address her one last time. “Oh, and we’re going to have visitors soon. Stay sharp.” Then, before she could reply, he sped up and into his room, slamming the door behind him.


Wanda frowned, taking a sip of her coffee, and then started back on her way.


The day passed, nothing exciting happening at the school that Xavier built. Most everyone was consumed with homework they had avoided until now, and thus busy, which made for a rather quiet and peaceful day. Those that didn’t have a lot of work were practically kidnapped by Logan for training, and thus weren’t able to cause any form of trouble. Eventually dinnertime rolled around, and everyone gathered to stuff their faces before going back to their work. Some, by this point, were actually done, and as training on Sunday evenings was usually forbidden they had the opportunity to relax.

Rosaline was not one of them. As soon as she was done eating, she shut herself in her room, determined to finish her math homework and get it right. She hated the subject with a burning fiery passion, but it didn’t mean she didn’t want to do her best. She might as well give it a try before giving up entirely.


Sitting at her desk, she felt the evening turn into night, and realized she still was only three quarters of the way through. Her brain felt like it was leaking through her ears, and more than anything she wanted to give up.


But before she could even decide that, her body suddenly went rigid, and the pencil dropped from her fingers. She tried to look down to watch it fall and pick it up, but she couldn’t move. Not even her eyes moved of their own world. Inside herself, she panicked. What was happening? Locked inside herself she was forced to watch as her body stood up, abandoning her homework, and turned around, taking in the room. Her eyes darted to the floor, and lay finally upon her sandals. Stiffly she walked across the room, sliding them onto her bare feet. Inside she screamed, pushing with all her might to try and get her control back, afraid of what was happening. She tried to call with her mind for the Professor, but found herself shut out. Whatever was doing this to her had made sure she could do nothing about it. Still fighting, she watched as her suddenly independent form went to her closet, pulling out her green cloak, which lay on the hook closest to her. She then headed for the door, but stopped, and turned around again; scanning the room for something she had no idea of. Whatever moved her must have seen it, cause she stepped back in, and slipped it into her cloak pocket. In her panic, it took her a moment to realize what it was.

Her cell phone.


Thus armed, her body turned back around and opened her door, swinging the cloak around and fastening it on as she went. Somehow they ran into no one, and got to the front door unchecked, opening it and walking into the cold night. Rosaline felt the chill run through her body, but she still could do nothing, and had to lay inside herself in fear. She watched herself leave the safety of the Institute grounds and enter the small city, walking along the sidewalk and down a few side streets. It was a more residential area, thus far, so she shouldn’t have felt in such danger. However, all rationality had fled from her, and she really felt like she was walking to her death. A few times she feebly tried to take control again, but always ran into a wall, and eventually she just gave up.
Finally, after what seemed like hours, she entered a very dark alleyway. About halfway down it she could see a figure, hidden in shadow, standing and moving their arms and hands and fingers in twitches. Somehow she knew this was what held sway over her, and her panic was renewed. The figure drew her closer, until they were less than five feet from each other, but still remained so that she could not make out who it was. Then suddenly the hold on her was dropped, and she staggered, feeling herself flow back into her limbs again.
Breathing hard, she flexed her hands to make sure she was all right, and looked up to face who had captured her. The figure stepped out of the shadow; into the dim light they were provided, revealing a long black coat over jeans and a black turtleneck, covering a body covered in scars.

“You?!” she gasped.

Masque nodded, her expression emotionless.

Waves of conflicting emotions rolled through Rosaline’s body then, seeing her, and she forgot the ridiculousness of her standing in an alleyway in her nightgown and a cloak and the fear she had initially felt. Whatever positive feelings she had gotten from their first meeting were crushed as she remembered what this girl may have done. All the fury she felt at that possibility renewed itself with this encounter. Part of her still wanted to flee, feeling that she was still in danger and the only way to survive was to run. But the stronger part of her fed on her anger, and she stood her ground, resolving to stay and face this woman with all the power she had. 

“Who are you?” she screamed.

Unable to respond, her captor just stood there and stared at her.
Not discouraged by her silence, the plant witch kept going. “Why are you doing this?” she screamed again, this time not waiting for an answer. “You tried to kill my brother, now you kidnap me. Why?!”
Up until now, the scarred girl had only stared blankly at her, now her stare turned to ire. Specifically at the mention of her attempt on Day’s life. Her eyebrows furrowed, and the line of her lips grew thin, but still she said nothing.

The tears that had throbbed unnoticed at the corners of her eyes started to spill down, and Rosaline closed them, wishing this were all some horrible nightmare. “Why?” she croaked again, her voice and determination broken. She was so scared. She was sure now that this woman had tried to kill her brother, and now she had used her powers, whatever they were, to drag her out here in the middle of the night, alone in a dark alley. She could only imagine the worst, and she couldn’t even think how her own power would help her escape, with all the pavement covering the earth. She was going to die out here.
Her eyes snapped open again as she felt the soft, familiar pressure of lips on her own, and she saw that in her blindness the girl had moved to her and . . . kissed her? Before she could come to her senses and push her away, she had pulled back, still standing rather close to her. For a moment it seemed like it hadn’t happened, that she had still been screaming and her captor hadn’t moved at all. But the girl’s face had changed; now it was nervous, and as her tongue darted across her lips quickly she knew it hadn’t been a vision or a dream.
Rosaline absentmindedly raised a hand to press shaking fingers to her own lips, now thoroughly confused. It wasn’t as if she had forced herself upon her, no, the kiss was more of a test to see what would happen, a riskful joining pulled away short just to see if it was all right. If she had put herself into that, then it wasn’t likely that she wanted to hurt her after all.

Then what did she want?

Her answer came as Masque reached into her pocket, pulling out a folded up piece of paper, and reached to take her hand in hers. She pressed the note into her palm and closed her fingers around it, making a fist, then drew back. Nervously she smiled, then did a sort of bow to her, and moved to walk around her and out the alley. Rosaline, stunned, turned and watched her go, still staring after she had disappeared.

A moment later she thought of the paper pressed in her hand, and she held it up to her face, staring at its outside. Nothing was written on it, and as tempting as it was, she dare not open it and read it here. She remembered then that she was still in a dark, dangerous alleyway, and reached into her cloak to find the cell phone the girl had had her bring. Cautiously she dialed familiar numbers, and held it up to her ear, praying he could get to her soon.

Meanwhile, back at the mansion, Day lay on his bed listening to the slow thud of the bass on his stereo. He had been moved back up here earlier that day, though his leg was still in a cast. Unfortunately, this meant he wasn’t going to get out of school at all, and had to go tomorrow on crutches. He sighed, rolling over slightly to scratch an inch on his shoulder. At least he got out of PE.

He had been trying to fall asleep for two hours, and it wasn’t working. It seemed that whenever he needed sleep the most, he couldn’t get any, and now was no exception. Grumbling, he sat up, and with effort swung his legs over the side of the bed, reaching for his crutches. 

His sister should still be doing her math homework. Maybe he’d see if she needed a break.

It took him frustratingly long to get to his door and out into the hallway, then just a door down to his destination. Mr. McCoy had told him he’d get used to it, but at the moment, all he could think of was how much it sucked. Grumbling, he knocked on his twin’s door, ready for her annoyance at being interrupted.
Nothing happened.

“Rosie?” he called then, cautiously, as not to wake anyone else up. 

Again, there was no answer.

Thinking she had probably fallen asleep at her desk, he tried the handle, and finding it unlocked he opened the door. Her light was still on, her work was still spread out on her desk and everything, but she was nowhere to be found.

“Sis…?” he said again, now getting a bit worried. With more effort he hobbled inside, and looked around further. Any chance that she had ducked behind her bed or was near the closet dissipated, she clearly wasn’t here. And it looked like she hadn’t been for a while. 

He walked over to her desk, and noted with some amusement that she hadn’t finished yet, turned back around to look over the room. Where could she have gone? His eyes scanned over all of it, looking for something out of the ordinary.

And he found it. Her sandals and her cloak were gone.

Knowing somehow for absolute certain that she had gone out, alone, his worry leapt to new heights. Hurrying as best he good, he went back to his room, collapsing onto his bed and reaching for the emergency cell phone Professor Xavier gave every student. He moved out of instinct, grabbing the piece of paper that rested beside it, and dialed the numbers at reckless speed. He worried he had dialed wrong, but stayed on the line anyway.

It rang at least 7 times before someone picked up. “Hello?”

It was a guy’s voice, one he didn’t recognize. “Um, hi, is Wanda there?”

Lance blinked a few times, holding the phone out to make sure he was still on it. Wanda? Who would be calling for Wanda? 

“Hello?”

He pressed the phone back to his ear. “Yeah, sorry. Let me go get her.”

“Thanks,” said the supposedly male voice on the other end.

Taking the cordless with him, he left the living room and started up the stairs, knocking on Wanda’s door loudly when he got there. He wasn’t sure if she’d have heard, the music coming from inside shook the whole house, but moments later the door opened a crack and she peered out.

“Yes?”

He held out the receiver. “Phone for you.”

Reaching a bare arm out to grab it, she gave him a look that said quite kindly ‘Get lost’ and closed the door. Sitting back down on her bed and shutting off the stereo next to her, she leaned it against her shoulder and went back to her book. “Hello?”

“Wanda?”

She frowned. “Day.”

“Listen, Rosaline’s missing. Can you come help me find her?”

She didn’t know what she had been expecting, an apology maybe, you know, for prying opens her mind, but it certainly was not this. “Oh really? And here I thought you called to actually talk to me.”
He sighed, whether in annoyance or desperation she couldn’t tell. “How mad are you?”

“You don’t want to get me started.”

“Okay, Wanda, I promise we can talk later and I’ll grovel like a monkey if you want, but I need your help. Please.”

She crossed her arms over her chest. “Yeah? Why don’t you just ask your Professor for help? I’m sure the X-men can find a lost girl.”

There was a pause on his end, and the silence of his thought. “. . . I don’t know,” he said finally, honestly. “Maybe I just wanted to see you.”

Inside her, compassion stirred despite her fury at him, and she let out an exasperated sigh. “Fine,” she replied, making sure to sound venomous. “But I’m holding you to what you said. Especially the part about the monkey.”


Unseen by her, he smiled. “Thank you.”


“Meet you where?”


He thought. “Halfway between your place and my place is a huge dead tree, I think. Meet me there.”


“I don’t even want to know how you know that,” she mused. “But all right. Give me half an hour.”


“Sure. See you soon.”


“Uh huh.” She hung up the phone, and looked down at her current state of dress. She’d have to get ready fast.

How she got herself into these things was beyond her.
Twenty minutes later, Day stood in front of the dead tree he mentioned, propped up uncomfortably on his crutches. Sneaking out of the mansion had been very difficult in his current state, but luck must have been with him. Either that or Logan must have been asleep. Now all he had to do was pray Wanda would show up early, or on time, anything but late, and he could find his sister.

Luckily, a mere five minutes passed before she showed up, her trench coat flowing out behind her in the wind. She looked annoyed, as he expected, but walked up to him without delay. Arms still crossed defiantly in front of her, she gave him a nod, complete with a distasteful glare.

“Hey.”

He, however, did smile. “Thank you for coming.”

She waved the comment away with a movement of her hand. “Whatever. Let’s just do this.”

“Okay.” Tearing his gaze from her, he looked down the street, then started across it when he saw no danger coming. “I figured we could start in the area around the mansion, you know, the streets there, then work our way out if we don’t find her.”

“Or we could check places she might likely be,” Wanda suggested icily. “She likes plants, right?” 

“Er, yeah.”

“Maybe she went to the city park or something. There are plants there.”

It was his turn to frown. “I hope not. That’s pretty far away.”

The continued moving down the street, both of them looking around as they went for any sign of anyone having been here. “Can you use your power to check for her?” she asked after a while.

He shrugged. “I don’t know. This place is pretty residential, there’s people all over. I’d pick up their emotions first, and I don’t know if I could single her out. I’ve never tried it before.”

“Well try now,” she insisted. “It might help.”

Hoping she had a point with this, he stopped in his tracks, and closed his eyes. Focusing on what he new of his sister’s emotional waves, he reached out this his power. Like he predicted, he was assaulted with feelings from everyone in the area, awake or not. Some felt boredom, being awake or unable to sleep; some were dreaming and feeling things through their subconscious. He waded into the pool of all of it, searching for his twin, but as far as his influence went he could not find her. At the end of his power, he drew back, staggering a bit as he came back to the real world.

Wanda reached out a hand to steady him, watching with mask concern as he recovered. “You okay?”

“I’m okay. Just haven’t used my power on that big a level before,” he explained, straightening back up as best he could. “She’s not around here.”

“Damn.”

“Is there anything you can do with your powers to find her?”

After a second of thought, the young woman shook her head. “Not likely. I can shift probability and blast things, not find people.”

“Damn,” he echoed.

“…So we keep going?”

He nodded. “We keep going.”

It didn’t take them long to ascertain that Rosaline had left the area, and soon they had check all the surrounding streets and were headed into the city. Whether or not either of them was concerned about the dangers of walking the streets in the middle of the night was a mystery, neither spoke of it. Eventually they got rather close to the cemetery again.

Noticing this, Wanda turned to Day and said, “Maybe she went back to the scene of the crime.”

“What?” he replied.

“You know, to try and figure out what happened.” At the incredulous look he gave her, she shrugged. “Hey, it’s possible.”

He sighed. “You’re right. I guess it wouldn’t hurt to look.”

She led the way, keeping pace with him, and soon they were approaching the exact place it had happened. Day steeled himself, not wanting to remember. They stopped for a moment to look around for Rosaline, but didn’t see her, and thus moved on.

As they passed the gates, however, Wanda turned and entered the graveyard. 
Day almost didn’t stop, but managed to, and stared confusedly after her. “Hey!” he shouted, but she didn’t turn around. Cursing, he turned himself around and followed her, struggling with his crutches to keep up. “What are you doing?” he shouted again after her. 
This time, she looked over her shoulder at him, but didn’t say anything.

“There’s no way Rosie’d be in here,” he insisted. “We should be checking the rest of the city, this is pointless.”

By this point they had reached the large willow tree in the center, the one they had planned to meet at for their date, and once there she turned and started down a row of tombstones. He followed her, almost tripping as the ground turned to soft earth.
“Wanda –”

“Shut up,” she hissed, turning only for a moment before continuing on her way.

He stopped talking and moving, surprised at her sudden change in attitude, then followed her again. Despite his worry for his sister, he was curious as to where she was going. They traveled down the same row for a good while, silence reigning, until finally he had enough.

“Wanda, what are you doing?” he asked again, more forceful this time.

At his words, his companion spun around, and in one swift movement had stepped back into his space and grabbed his shoulders, slamming him against a very tall tombstone which rose out of the ground in a pillar topped with a blindfolded angel. It happened so quickly he didn’t have time to say anything, only to be confused and shocked at her force, and oddly enough, impressed at her strength.
She continued to keep him pinned there with her hands, glaring at him. “Stop being so fucking annoying!” she shouted. “What the fuck did you do to me?! What did you draw out of my mind?!”

He opened his mouth to speak, but found his thoughts overpowered by images. She forced visions into his mind, the same ones he saw when he stumbled across them in her mind. They were even more horrid and vivid than before, recalled with accurate detail, though as far as she knew she had never experienced anything like what they saw. He felt every one as she felt them, her pain mixed with her fury at him for loosing them upon her. And just like before, he knew there was nothing he could do about them.

“I don’t know,” he told her, now getting frightened. “I didn’t mean to go that far into your mind, honest, I only wanted to know what was in your heart.”

His romantic words did not faze her, and she tightened her grip on him. “Fix it.”

“I can’t,” he insisted. “Its something inside of you, it can’t just be undone. I have no power to change it.”

Her face belying her disgust, she relaxed her grips, though not letting him go. Still frightened, he took the opportunity to try and slide out of her hold, but she was too fast. She slammed him back against the cold stone, and he tensed, trying to prepare for her wrath.

“Don’t fuck with me,” she hissed, then, shockingly, pressed herself against him and kissed him forcefully.

Wanda had no idea what she was doing. She had let her anger at this boy to rule her actions, doing whatever she felt, but she had not in any scenario expected herself to do this. As soon as their lips met she knew it was a bad idea, but she couldn’t stop herself. After only seconds she pulled away from him, shoving him aside again, and stalked away.

He stared after her, lost in the shock of what had happened. One moment she had been ready to rip off his head, then, randomly, she kissed him. Talk about a 180, he thought, and stood himself back up. She had kept walking, faster this time, in the direction she had been going. Dumbly he followed her again, wondering, above all things, why she had done that.

As he hobbled along, he looked around again, in feeble hopes that Rosaline would just magically show up. In Wanda’s random assault on him he had almost forgotten why they were here in the first place, which was very unlike him. For a moment he glanced down, making sure he wasn’t going to trip on anything.

When he looked back up, his eyes settled on the perimeter of the cemetery, and widened in shock and fear.

Sitting under a tree, staring and snarling at them silently, was a large feral black dog.

Day tripped, his eyes so fixed on the dog that he hadn’t noticed that Wanda had stopped, and knelt, blocking his path. As he fell over her she cursed, and he turned to apologize and try to get to his feet again. Annoyed, she stood to help him, then went back to what she was doing, not having seen it. He looked back in the spot where it had been, but more to his surprise, it was gone.
“Be careful,” Wanda hissed, calling his attention back to her. He wasn’t sure if she had been addressing him or herself, but he looked anyway. She was hunched over some bare dirt in front of a very old looking headstone, her arms moving as if she were digging for something.

Wait, no, she was digging for something.

“Got it,” she said finally, and stood as he stared at her in complete dumbfoundedness. In her now dirty fingers she held a tattered, folded rectangle of paper, which she set to unfolding immediately and held it out for both of them to see. It was a map, a relatively large one, which on closer inspection revealed itself to be a layout of all of Bayville. It marked the streets and the important buildings, the parks, even the morbid graveyard in which they now stood.

Day, however, was still so wrapped up in previous events that he couldn’t grasp why she had bothered with this.
“We can use it to help us find Rosaline,” she explained, not mocking him but her voice still irritable. “We can mark the streets where we’ve already been and the ones Rosaline might have gone to, then follow them without getting lost or repeating ourselves. Now if we-”

“Uh, Wanda?”

She frowned. “Yes?”

“How did you know there was a map buried in front of that grave?”

“Because I put it there.”

“Oh. . . . Okay, why?”

Folding the map in two, she stuck it under her arm, putting her hands on her hips to stare at him as if he were an idiot and it were none of his business. Which, granted, the latter of which was true, but hell, she had just pulled a map out of a random grave. He wanted to know how.

After a moment of neither or them backing down, the witch relaxed her stance and decided it wouldn’t hurt to explain. “There’s actually a bit of a hole there, where I pulled the map out of. I dug it to hide stuff in when I first joined the Brotherhood, you know, books and stuff, so they’d always be here for me when I needed to come and get away. I put the map in early on because I still wasn’t familiar with the city and needed it to get around.”

“I thought you lived here most of your life, though,” the boy said.

She nodded. “Well yeah, but I…” It was right there, on the tip of her tongue. She could feel it beating against her forehead screaming for her to remember. Again the images assailed her brain, of the clean white and stone walls, the rooms where they ran tests, the feeling of being confined in a straight jacket day after day after day. It was all there and she couldn’t touch it. Growling with the pain it brought, she clutched her head, buckling over and almost falling to the ground.

“Wanda!” Day shouted, abandoning a crutch to reach out and try and catch her, his hands finding her shoulders to steady her. “Wanda?”

“Make it stop,” she muttered, desperately, over and over, “make it stop make it stop make it stop!”

“I can’t,” he whispered, his own voice filling with fear. “I don’t know how.”

Her eyes, filled with insane tears, met his, and he could have broken at the look she gave.  “….Try.”

It wasn’t a command, or even a request. It wasn’t even just a word. It suddenly became the symbol of all the wrong he had done to her in using his power, and he felt like shit. Ignoring the fact that he could fall over, he wrapped both arms around her, pulling her to him. 

“Goddess, Wanda, I’m so sorry….”

They stood there like that for a long time. Eventually Wanda’s cries of agony ceased, and she stopped crying, but still held on to him. Despite how enraged she had been at him, despite what he had loosed in her mind, his words meant something and she knew that he was truly sorry for what he did. She’d never admit it, of course, but a small part of her forgave him. They didn’t look at each other at all, just stood there in each others arms, letting the moment pass as if it were a chill on the wind.

Then, suddenly, the both jumped at a sudden noise. A faint ringing had shattered the darkness, and, recognizing it, Day fumbled in his coat to find his phone. Wanda still held on to him to keep him standing until he found it, and when he did, still held on anyway.

With one hand he flipped it open and pressed it to his ear. “Hello?”

“. . . Day?”

“Oh gods, Rosie, you’re okay.” 

There was relief in her voice echoing his, though also a weakness he couldn’t grasp. “Yeah, and thank Goddess you answered. Where are you?”

“You wouldn’t believe me if I told you.”

“Can you come get me?”

“Yeah, just tell us where you are, and we’ll be right there.” Listening to his sister’s note on where she was, including, luckily, a street name, and a landmark. They found it in relation to the cemetery; it was only a short walk, if that.

“Don’t worry, Rosie. We’re on our way.” He hung up the phone then, and looked at Wanda.

Nodding, she stooped to pick up his crutches, and helped him get them back in place so they could go. Neither of them spoke, having too much now to think of.
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