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Triangle

Part 7 – They Think
Masque closed the door behind her quietly as she entered the house. It was late, and she didn’t want to wake anyone, though she knew it wasn’t likely everyone was asleep. She shouldn’t have been sneaking out so late, but whose business was it what she had done? No one but that girl’s…

Her thoughts drifted again to her and what she had done. It was a risky thing to do, but she simply couldn’t keep going if that girl thought she had tried to kill her brother. Somehow, it meant a lot to her. There was something about her that caught her attention; she couldn’t put her finger on it. Fruitlessly she tried to push the feeling away, reminding herself that it was dangerous to involve anyone else in her life. No one deserved it.

Still, she smiled as she ascended the stairs, heading for her room. As she climbed, Freddy appeared and started down, smiling at her and turning a bit pink. She nervously smiled back and moved faster, aware that he watched her even as she closed her bedroom door.

…..

Across the city, but nearby enough, Rosaline sat with her back pressed against the alley wall, hiding behind a dumpster. She shivered, but it wasn’t cold. The note was clenched between her closed between her fingers, right where the girl had left it. In her other hand rested her cell phone, which she hoped would ring soon. Day was taking his time.
“Rosie?”

At her name, she staggered to her feet, coming out of her hiding place. “Day…thank Goddess.” She rushed over to him as he tried to come to her, wobbling on his crutches. 

“Jeez, Rosie, you scared me to death,” he said, trying to embrace her. “What the hell are you doing out here anyway?”

“Well,” she started, glancing over at Wanda, who was standing idly off to the side. After a moment, she sighed, deciding it wasn’t worth it to keep her guard up because of her. “I was doing my math homework, and I suddenly lost control of my body. It started moving on its own, all I could do was watch as it moved without my consent, leading me out of the mansion and out here. And when I got here…” She trailed off, knowing the next part was even more troublesome.
“What?” Day demanded, sounding more frustrated than he probably intended to.

“Then out of the shadows stepped…well, the girl from earlier, who was there when you got hurt.”

He growled, becoming angry already. She hadn’t thought he believed her to be the cause, but she knew he was stressed for some unknown reason, and this must have been his chosen outlet.

“She didn’t hurt me or attack me or anything!” Rosie insisted, continuing. “She just handed me a folded-up note, and then…” She paused, remembering the kiss. “And then she turned and left. She gave me back control of my body, and I called you.”

Day eyed her suspiciously. Her cheeks had turned mysteriously pink, he could tell even in the darkness, and he sensed she was holding something back. He also had to fight against his instinct to grab the note from her, but he knew that would only cause more trouble.

“You’re sure she didn’t hurt you?” he asked.

Rosie nodded.

“Okay,” he sighed in relief. “Let’s get you home.” Awkwardly, he steered her towards the street, and they headed back. As they walked, Rosie was lost in her thoughts, but not enough that she didn’t notice a strange tension between Wanda and Day. She was pissed when she left earlier, she remembered, but it seemed that something else had happened. Before she could think it over any longer her thoughts returned to the note, and the kiss, and what exactly all of this meant.

They reached the dead tree that served as the marker between the mansion and the Brotherhood house, at which point they stopped. Wanda shifted in the direction of the house, making it clear she wanted to leave.

“Thank you for coming, Wanda,” Day said, his voice hesitant and guarded.

“Yeah,” she replied, looking away from him.

“I’ll, um, I’ll call you soon so we can talk. I promise.”

“Right.” With that, she turned and strode away from them, not bothering to say goodbye.

Rosaline looked back and forth between them as she left. “So…what’s up with her?”

He shrugged sadly. “Let’s just say its been a complicated evening. And so, why don’t you tell me what really happened out there?”

“I already did.”

“No you didn’t. You left something out.” He tapped his forehead. “Remember?”

She looked at the ground.

“We’re not going home until you tell me, and I know you’ve gotta be cold.”

“…Bitch.”

“You know it,” he grinned. “So what happened?”

Rosaline let out a light groan, and looked at him again. “Okay. When I got to the alley, I shouted and screamed at her first, because she gave me control of my body right then and there. She didn’t answer me. I started to cry, and then suddenly, well…she kissed me.”

“…Um, excuse me, I don’t believe I caught that.”

“Liar. Anyway, after she kissed me, I stood there in shock as she pressed the note into my hand and walked away. Simple as that.”

He ran a hand through his hair, careful to keep his balance. “Well, wow. Not what I was expecting.”

She smirked. “Were you expecting that I attacked her?”

“Ha ha ha, very funny.” Suspicious again, he looked at her sideways, tapping a finger to this chin. “…Can I see the note?”

“No,” she asserted, clutching it tighter in her hand. “If there’s anything pertaining to you I’ll tell you. I promise.”

He stared at her, thinking, and then nodded his head. “All right. Now let’s go home.”

As they walked the rest of the way to the mansion, Rosaline keeping a slower pace to match her brother, they both remained silent. Inside, Day was smoldering. He was being overprotective of her, he knew this, but he couldn’t help it. This girl may have tried to hurt him and he didn’t want Rosie to get hurt too. But, he thought as he glanced over at her, I don’t think this is something I can stop. Rosaline didn’t notice his look; she was lost too, in different thoughts.

Upon reaching the mansion and stepping silently through the gates, they headed straight for the front doors, assuming no one would be up to see them enter there. However, as they got closer, they saw a form on the steps growing clearer and clearer.

“Shit,” Day cursed.

Scott stood up to greet them, in his pajamas and a coat, looking both ridiculous and annoyed. “Welcome back.”

“Thanks,” Day smiled, and Rosaline rolled her eyes.

Scott just frowned. “Follow me. The Professor wants to see you. Now.”

Silently, they followed him, exchanging glances as they went inside. How they got caught neither of them had any clue too, as far as they knew they both had covered their tracks. Scott led them directly to Xavier’s office, where he urged them in before him. Much to their dismay, he still followed them inside.
Professor Xavier sat at his desk, also in his pajamas, which was somehow more amusing than Scott. He did not look pleased. When he saw them enter, he leaned his elbows on the surface in front of him, lacing his fingers together into one fist.

“I expect you have an explanation for having left?” he asked coldly.

“Sure,” said Day, taking the defensive stance that usually got him into trouble. “It’s a fascinating Riverdance of a story, really. Has a beginning, a middle, and an end.”

“Shut up,” Rosaline hissed under her breath.

“No student has the right to leave the grounds at night. It’s too dangerous. There are many people in this world who would want to harm us, human and mutant alike, and none of us can afford to take that risk. Especially you, my students. And as you are in my care, I expect you to act more responsibly. I have to remain accountable for you and I cannot do that if you do not follow my rules. Do you understand?”

“Yes sir,” they answered in unison.

Behind them, Day felt Scott smirk, and he gnashed his teeth together.

“Now,” said Xavier, leaning back in his wheelchair. “Please tell me what happened.”
“I’ll start,” Rosaline said timidly. “While I was upstairs earlier, maybe about forty five minutes or so, I suddenly lost control of my body. It was moving on its own and all I could do was watch as it walked me out of here and into an alleyway in the city. I got control back then, and I was greeted by the girl who was at the accident today, the one with all the scars. All she did was…” she paused, not wanting to tell Xavier about the note. If she did, he might take it from her, and she couldn’t handle that. It was hers, private, and they only needed to know if something dangerous was in there. It was just a note. “…She handed me a note, and walked away. Before I left she had me grab my cell phone, so I called Day, and here we are.”

“And you managed to have your cloak and shoes with you?” Scott asked.

“Yes. She had me grab those too.”

Xavier nodded, and then looked at Day. “Your turn.”

Day sighed. “Well, I noticed Rosie wasn’t here before she called me, and I didn’t want to get anyone else involved in case it was…personal. So I called Wanda for help and the two of us went looking for her. While we were searching she called, and we went over to get her, and came right back here.”
“All right.” Xavier leaned forward again, his gaze fixed on both of them. “I am disappointed that you did not come to us for help, Day. You shouldn’t have gone out on your own, especially with your leg in that condition. We could have handled it. I understand your concern for the situation, but in the future I expect you to at least let me know what is going on.”

“Yes sir,” he almost spat.

“That goes for both of you. If anything happens in the future, do not hesitate to involve the team. We can help and we understand.”

They remained silent.

Xavier looked over at Scott. “Scott, please take Rosaline down to the Infirmary, just in case.”

“I’m fine,” she protested.

“Just as a precaution,” he assured her. “And Day, go straight to bed. You’ll need your sleep to heal.”

“Right,” he grumbled, and followed Scott and his sister out the door.

Day and Rosaline said goodnight as they parted ways, Rosaline silently keeping pace with Scott, who said nothing to her. Annoyed, she reminded herself that she felt fine, but she understood the Professor’s concern. Twirling the note in her hand, hidden under the folds of her cloak, she hoped that this wouldn’t take long. She had reading to do.

…..

Less than a half an hour later, Rosaline headed back upstairs, not bothering to wait for Scott. As she knew, there was nothing wrong with her. She grumbled to herself as she entered her room, but thinking of the note, replaced her anger with a strange excitement. She didn’t even glance at her unfinished math homework or the clock on her nightstand, shedding her cloak and sandals to settle on her bed, unfurling the note quickly. She was lucky Xavier hadn’t asked for it after all. Opening it now, she realized how oddly it was folded, over and over itself in triangles until it was able to fold itself closed. Finally she got it open, and holding her breath, focused on the words.

“Hello. I don’t know your name, and I understand that this must seem bizarre, but I need you to know what happened. I did not try to hurt your brother. I’m a mutant, which I think you understand, and I can see visions of the future sometimes. I knew he was going to get hurt, though I didn’t know why or who he was, so I came here in order to stop it from happening. I failed, but I’d like to think I helped a little. My other power came into play there, which is mind control. I tried to stop the driver of the car from crushing him against that wall, and I didn’t do as well as I hoped. I swear I didn’t make him crash into your brother. I also used that power on you tonight, and I apologize. Knowing this must seem strange, and I don’t expect you to believe me, but I couldn’t just sit here without explaining myself. I don’t want you to think badly of me. 

I am sorry for what happened. I hope you believe me.

- Masque”

And she did.

…..

Ring.

Ring.

Ring.

“…Hello?”

“Hey.”

“…Do you have any idea what time it is? You could have woken my parents.”

“Sorry. There’s something I need to tell you, right now.”

“What is so important that you had to interrupt my sleep? I have a test tomorrow.”

“This – my little sister’s still in high school, right? Well, there’s two new mutie freaks from Xavier’s freak school, and there’s a rumor going around. I don’t know who started it, but it’s got to be true, and it makes things twice as sick.”

“Oh this should be good.”
“…She’s a dyke.”

“Ohmigod, your sister?!”

“No! The mutant. Don’t be disgusting.”

“Sorry. But, eww. You were right.”

“I know. It’s twice as wrong, and my sis wants to do something about it. She needs our help.”

“How can we help?”

“Not sure. She has a plan, but will need our help for it. She wants us to meet early tomorrow morning at the school.”

“Real school or freak school?”

“Real school.”

“…Okay, I’ll be there. What time?”

“Five a.m. And bring a flashlight.”

“You got it. And don’t worry; we’ll definitely get the freak dyke. I promise.”
……………………..
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