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Part 9 – They Understand
…


Ring.

Ring.


Ring.


Ring.


Ring.


“Yeah yeah yeah, I’m comin’!” Toad yelled, hopping towards the phone. This had better be good, it had interrupted Happy Days. Why the hell were they so popular lately? “Yeah, hello?”


“Um, hi…is Masque there?”


He blinked quite a few times. “What?”


“Masque. She lives there, doesn’t she?”


“Uh, yeah…hold on.” Holding the receiver to his shoulder, Toad stuck out his tongue and wrapped it around the cordless, which was plugged in across the room. Grabbing it with his free hand, he turned it on and hung up the other phone. “I think she’s upstairs, hold on.”

“Okays…thanks.”


He walked upstairs as fast as he could, unable to hop since one of his hands was occupied. Who the hell would be calling for Masque? He thought, confused. It’s not like she can…oh yeah. He knocked on the door, standing outside impatiently. This was too weird.


There was a rustling inside, and in a moment Masque opened the door, looking disheveled. “Yeah?”

He held out the phone. “Uh, for you?”


He stared blankly at him. “What?”

“Phone call. You have one, yo.”


Even more confused than he was, she took the phone from him, making a face at the lime running down it. “…Thanks.”

“No prob.” He shrugged, then hopped back down the hallway.


Wiping the phone on the arm of her sweatshirt, which she was sure she’d put on backwards, Masque brought the phone to her ear and sat down. “Hello?”

Across town, in Xavier’s school, Rosaline almost dropped her phone. The sound wasn’t in her ear, it was in her mind. “Um, uh….hello? Masque?”


“Yeah…who is this?”

“It’s Rosaline. The girl you gave the note to, remember. I don’t know if you know my name.”


She blushed. “I do now.”

Unseen by her, Rosie blushed too. “Oh, good. Hi.”


“Hi.”

“Uh…can I ask you something?”


“Sure.”

“How come I can hear you inside my head, and not in my ear?”


“Well…I can’t use my voice. I speak with my mind now. It’s complicated.”

“Oh. All right. I’m sorry if that was intrusive.”


“No, its okay, really.”

She sighed. “Good.”


A few awkward moments passed. “So…uh, how are you?”

“Good… you?”


“Good.”

More silence.


“So…why did you call me?”

“I don’t know…I read your note, and thank you for it. I guess I figured you lived here and I thought I should try to talk to you.”


“Oh. You’re welcome.”

She smiled. “Would you, well, can we meet? I need to get out for a while, and I think we have a lot to talk about.”


She sighed. “We do. I know.”

“I haven’t eaten dinner yet.”


“Me either.”

“Good! I mean, do you want to get something to eat? With me?”


Masque thought for a minute. This was very unexpected. She really wanted to hear back from this girl, of course, but for some reason she hadn’t expected to. “…Sure.”

“Oh good.” She heard her sigh with relief. “Where do you want to go?”


“There’s this little restaurant near Moe’s Hotel that looks pretty nice. A diner, I think. Do you wanna go there?”

“Sure. I’ll meet you there in half an hour?”


“An hour, please. I need to shower.”

She blushed. “Okay.”


Suddenly, Masque remembered something, and slapped her forehead with the heel of her hand. “Shit, I can’t.”

“What? Why not?”


“…I don’t have any money.”

“That’s okay. It’s my treat.”


“Oh no, I couldn’t.”

“Yes you can. I owe you something for yelling at you in the alley.”


“But I kidnapped you.”

“…Well yes, but its okay. Really.”


Masque wasn’t used to people being nice to her, let alone offering to buy her dinner. She had to admit…it was nice.


“So, see you in an hour?”


“Yes. Thanks, Rosaline.”

“You’re welcome. And it’s Rosie.”


“All right…Rosie.”

“See you soon,” she said, and hung up the phone.


Masque hung up too, and found herself smiling. It had been a very good day indeed.

…..


Less than half an hour later, Rosie was dressed and ready to go. It had taken her less time to get ready than she thought, which was good as she wasn’t sure how long it was going to take her to get to that restaurant. She thought Moe’s Hotel was close by, just outside of the city on their side of it, so it shouldn’t take more than half an hour. 


She gave herself one last look in the mirror. She looked okay.


It’s not a date, she told herself as she grabbed her cloak and a pair of clogs she hadn’t worn in a while. I don’t go out on dates after being publicly humiliated and revealed as a dyke. She repeated this in her mind as she left, ignoring the fact that she hadn’t dressed up this way since they went to that goth club.

Sticking her head out of the door first, she checked to see if anyone was coming. No one was. The best way to sneak out now would probably be the back; if she got past the gardens, the trees would hide her long enough for her to get to the gate. Going out the main doors would be too risky. 


She was lucky most of the way, everyone was too busy hanging out in the living room or finishing up dinner to even notice her as she passed. She had almost gotten to the doors out into the gardens when suddenly, a voice behind her cleared, and she turned to see Beast watching her with an amused expression on his furry features.

“Oh…I was just…um,” she stammered, trying to come up with a story.


“You seem to be feeling better.”


“Yes,” she said as he walked up to her. “I just need to get out for a while. Everyone here is worried about me, I need to do something normal.”


“Professor Xavier is not going to be happy when he finds out you’ve snuck out again,” Beast noted. “Don’t you think it would be wiser to tell him what you’re doing?”


“He might not let me go,” she pointed out.


“Maybe, but the Professor is very understanding. You should know that by now.”


“Oh please, Professor McCoy!” She gestured outside. “It’s not even dark yet! I won’t be gone long, just for an hour or two, and I have my cell phone if anything goes wrong. I’m not even going that far.”


“Hmmm, you raise some good points, Rosaline,” he said, thoughtfully cupping his chin with one hand, the pointer finger extended diagonally under his bottom lip. “And where are you going, anyway?”


She blanched. “Um, well…”


“I’m not letting you go anywhere if you don’t let me know where you’re going.”


“Well…okay, I’m going to a restaurant near Moe’s Hotel to have dinner with a friend.”


He studied her for a minute, and she had no idea what he was thinking. She was sure he wasn’t going to believe her and make her tell Professor X, in which case she’d be forbidden to leave, and Masque would think she had stood her up. For some reason this really, really upset her.


“All right. Let me tell the Professor, and I’ll get someone to drive you.”


“…Are you quite serious?”


He smiled. “If you’re going to leave, it’d be a lot safer if you didn’t have to walk there, don’t you think?”


Relieved, Rosie jumped forward to hug him around the neck. “Oh thank you!”


He laughed, surprised at her. “You are welcome. Now come on, we need to find you a ride.”

…..


Fifteen minutes later, Rogue and Rosaline pulled up in front of the Restaurant, which was really a little diner called ‘the Quarter Moon.’ Rogue stopped the motorcycle outside the door and looked over her shoulder as Rosie pried the helmet from her head.


“Are you sure y’all’ll be okay?”


“I’m sure. Thanks Rogue. I’ll call you when I need a ride again.”


“Hey, don’ thank me. Thank whatever forces that made Wolverine like me enough to lend me his motorcycle.”


She slid off the seat, turning and looking curiously at her. “I thought we stole it.”


“Somehow, he always knows when I take it.” She shrugged. “Its nothin’ ta worry about.”


“Okay. See you then.”


“Yup.” She revved the engine, and grinned. “Have fun.”


“You too. Say hi to Gambit for me.”


As she walked away, she couldn’t see Rogue’s expression, but she was sure it was surprised and a bit annoyed that Day would have told anyone about him.


Inside the diner, she got a table for two where she could see the door, telling the waiter that she was expecting someone. Sitting down, she began to feel nervous. She really had no idea why she had asked Masque to meet her here. Things were going to be awkward, but hopefully once they got the ‘I don’t believe you tried to kill my brother anymore, sorry’ conversation out of the way, things would be better. She sighed, telling herself that this would be a good distraction from the day’s events. Besides, she wanted to get to know this girl better.

What seemed like an eternity later, the bell above the door announced its opening, and Masque came into view. She wore the same trench coat she wore the night they met and in the alley. It hung open over a black turtleneck and loose dark jeans, thick boots hidden under them. Her blue hair hung wet in her eyes, and she looked around, her hands shoved into her pockets. Rosaline waved to her and got her attention. Their eyes met, and for a second, time stopped.

Masque broke their contact and walked forward, passing a waitress that had expected to need to seat her. She sat down across from her, smiling, and Rosaline smiled back.


“Hi.”

“Hi,” she replied, feeling even more nervous. “Thanks for coming.”


“No problem.” She shrugged off her trench coat, and Rosie could see hints of her muscle under the folding fabric. She tried not to stare.


The diner wasn’t busy, so their waiter was quick about getting menus. When he asked what they wanted to drink, Masque shook her head, letting Rosaline order alone.


“You aren’t thirsty?” she asked.


“I am, but I don’t think it’d be taken well if he heard my voice and didn’t see my lips move. Besides, he’d feel me inside his head, not in his ears.”

“Oh. Sorry about asking that on the phone, I shouldn’t have.”


“No, its okay. I’m glad I know so I can avoid any surrounding issues in the future.”

She smiled. “Okay.”


They sat in relative silence for a while, staring at their menus with their minds miles away. Neither of them really knew what to do, as this was a very random meeting, even though both of them wanted to be there. Rosie had to keep reminding herself that this wasn’t a date, knowing full well anyone watching them would swear it was. Masque just wondered why she was having such good fortune for once.

“Have you decided?” the blonde girl asked, noticing their waiter eyeing them impatiently.


“I think so,” she replied.


“Okay. Uh, do you want me to order for you? I mean, you could do it yourself and just mouth the words while you think them, but if you want me to…”

“I hadn’t thought of that. Huh….can you order for me anyway?”

“Sure.”


She pointed out what she wanted on the menu, and Rosie nodded, looking over at the waiter again. He came over and asked if they were ready, to which she ordered for both of them. If he thought it was odd that she did, he didn’t say so. She also asked for a drink for Masque, which he promised would be out soon, and left.


“You didn’t have to do that,” she said.


“You don’t like soda?”


“No, I do, and that’s my favorite, but... Never mind.”

Feeling she had done something wrong, the small girl leaned forward. “No, what is it?”


Masque shrugged, now embarrassed. “I’m just not used to people treating me like this.”

“Oh.”


Silence reigned again, neither of them having any idea what to say. They looked around, focusing on anything but each other, wanting to look at nothing else. Finally Rosaline put down the twisted straw wrapper she had been playing with and tried to make conversation.


“So, Masque, I know this is a bit weird and I don’t know if you even expected me to respond, but I wanted to say I’m sorry. What happened to my brother and what everyone thinks about it is really strained and it was ridiculous of any of us to think it was your fault. Especially me.”


“It’s all right,” she assured her. “I know it must have been really strange to see me rush out just as the car sped towards him. I don’t blame you.”

She nodded. “Well, I just wanted to let you know that I believe you.”


She smiled. “Thanks.”

It was silent again for a bit, but Rosie refused to let it be that awkward again, and decided to keep talking. “So, what’s up with the mind-talk? Why can’t you speak?”

Masque hesitated, then craned her neck and pointed to a scar that ran across the place her vocal cords should be. “When I was little, my father ripped out my voice, and I haven’t uttered a sound since. I haven’t been able to speak at all, not until this morning. If I had been able to I’d have told you it wasn’t my fault way before now.”

Her features softened. “Are all your scars from him?”


She nodded. “Yeah.” Then she kept going, though she wasn’t sure why. “My mother died when I was born, and he raised me. He was abusive from the first, I don’t remember it any differently. I lost my voice before I learned how to talk, but I would go to the library all the time when I was old enough, and taught myself to read and write. For some reason, no one ever did anything about what was happening to me, though new injuries were there every day….Anyway, once my powers manifested, I ran away, and I’ve been on the run ever since.”

“What happened?”

She hesitated. She had never told anyone what happened, but this girl urged it all out of her just by looking in her eyes. She wanted her to know “Well…I was 8, and he was beating me again. It was really bad this time, and I thought he was going to kill me. Then my power manifested and I manifested them.” She paused, looking around. Everyone else in the restaurant was too busy to even notice them. “I used my power to reach into his mind and make him kill himself.”


She expected the girl across from her to scream or be disgusted, thinking she had lied to her about her brother too, but instead she reached across the table to take her hand. Rosaline could feel the scars there too. She didn’t think what Masque had done was wrong, maybe her sense of revenge was too well developed. Besides that, she understood what it was to kill someone in order to save yourself.

Masque smiled back, continuing to hold her hand, and went on. “After that, I gathered what I could and took off. I’ve been living on my own ever since. I came here because my second power, the precog, told me your brother was in danger. But you know that already.”

She nodded.


“I bet all of this is a bit much. I shouldn’t have told you all of that, should I?”

“No, I’m glad you told me.” She cleared her throat a bit, then started her story. “I’m a plant mutant, I mean, I can control plants, and I feel for them. I’ve always really liked plants, but my power really manifested when…when I was attacked, and I used it to protect myself.” She took a deep breath. “I’m a lesbian.”


“I am too.”

“Really?”


“Really.”

“Good,” she sighed, then blushed. “I mean, that’s good, er, I mean, maybe I should have guessed because of last night, I mean…oh never mind.”


She laughed. “It’s okay. So anyway…”

“Right. I just came out to you because it had something to do with my power, I promise. When I came out back home I was met with a bad response, which got violent really fast, and eventually I got assaulted by three guys from my school. They beat me up really bad, and…they were going to rape me, I think, but my power manifested and plants reacted and tore them off of me. It was amazing. One of them was hurt so bad that he died, and once I got better, my parents sent me and my brother here.”

“…Wow.”

She let out another long breath. “I know.”


Masque squeezed Rosaline’s hand again. “Well, I’m glad you’re here.”

She blushed. “Me too.”

She smiled back. “Do you think it’s odd that we opened up to each other like this?”
“Maybe,” she admitted. “But I wanted you to know, for some reason.”

“Me too.”
“Do you think that’s odd?”

“No, and I don’t know why.”
She smiled, and changed the subject. “So what happened this morning?”


“Well, I don’t know if you know anything about the Brotherhood House, but the father of two of my housemates showed up. They’re all mutants too, and so is he. His name’s Magneto.”

She nodded, having no idea who he was.


“Well, he brought another mutant with him, who apparently had the ability to give me this kind of speech. I’m not sure how it works, really, but apparently people can hear my thoughts in the same people can hear voices. I played with it a bit earlier, too, and I can still think like normal, using it as speech only when I want to. It’s actually pretty cool.”

“I bet.” She sat back. “It’s nice, actually being able to talk to you.”


“I know.” She smiled, still holding onto her hand.

Their food arrived, along with Masque’s drink, and they ate their meal over much more pleasant conversation. Masque learned that Rosie like fantasy, and read a lot, and was Wiccan, which she had to explain in detail, and about her family and the Institute. Rosie learned that Masque liked Italian and pillows, and read lot too, and about her travels and how hard life was. They looked into each other lives and went deeper, wanting more. Even after there were no more fries and their ice cream had melted.


When they finally got up to leave, neither of them felt nervous anymore. Rosaline called Rogue, and they stood outside waiting for her to show up. Conversation lingered and stopped, and for a moment, they just looked at each other.

“Masque?”


“Yeah?”


Rosie licked her lips. “Why did you kiss me?”


Not prepared for that, Masque opened her mouth as if to speak, then closed it, thinking. “I’m not really sure. Maybe I just thought you were beautiful, and you’d look even more beautiful when you weren’t crying.”

Suddenly Rosaline was very, very glad that it had gotten dark, knowing that meant she probably couldn’t see how red her face was. “Oh…”


“I’m sorry, I shouldn’t have.”

“No, its okay…I…”


They stood there a moment, things awkward again. Then suddenly, without letting herself think about it, Rosaline stepped up to Masque and grabbed the collar of her trench coat, gently pulling her closer and pressing their lips together again. It was quick, ending less than a second after it started, and she stepped back again, even redder.

“There. Now we’re even.”


Masque stood stunned for a moment, then laughed, and reached for her again. They drew together and kissed again without surprise, this one longer and even more sweet. Neither could think of anything that felt better and wanted more, always.


They tore apart as a horn blared behind them. There sat Rogue, her helmet visor open to reveal a smirk. “Well hi there.”

“Hi,” Rosaline blushed. “Um, one second.” She looked back up at Masque. “I guess I better go.”


“Yeah.” She reached to tuck a stray hand of straw-colored hair behind her ear, running her hand along her cheek. “When do I get to see you again?”

“Soon. Very soon.”


She smiled. “All right. Call me, okay?”

“I will.” She stepped back, squeezing her hand and letting it slide out of her fingers. “Goodnight Masque.”


“It’s Madison.”

“What?”


Masque smiled at her, blushing too. “My name. It’s really Madison.”

Now grinning, Rosie nodded. “All right…Madison.”


She waved and hopped on the back of the motorcycle, pulling on the extra helmet and holding on as Rogue sped away. Masque stood in place and watched her until they were out of sight. Just as they were vanishing around a bend, her power suddenly kicked in, and she saw a cloud of death around them. For a moment, she panicked, sure that they were going to crash. Then she thought, and realized the feeling meant something that hadn’t happened yet, and it was vague. It might not have even been attached to either of them, there were still other people around. Not that she wanted anything to happen to anyone, but if Rosie was safe…

She pulled her coat tighter around herself, turning to walk away. Maybe she was wrong. And if she wasn’t, she could prevent it. She had to believe that.

…….
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