Livin’ La Vida Lesbo
By Zoken

Okay, a couple people asked for this. This is the sequel to "Hurting". Hopefully I live up to the previous story. If anybody has a better idea for my title PLEASE TELL ME! It is the only thing I could think of. Remember . . . Tabby said it back in chap 5

Livin' La Vida Lesbo

        Jean clutched her books close to her chest as she made her way back into school she wore, for the first time in forever, a skirt which billowed as she walked. It was almost as if it was moving in the wind of the rumors about her absence. As a former model student and now a major object of ridicule, there were plenty of rumors about Jean Grey.

        Unfortunately for Jean's plan to just ignore them all, one person wouldn't allow it. "So Freaky Jeanie, where have you been," asked Taryn in a acidic voice.

"No where Taryn," Jean said as she shut her locker. Taryn, who had once been Jean's best girlfriend, still was Jean's locker neighbor. This situation had always made for trying times.

        And alas, Taryn was not as dumb as one would believe. You see Taryn saw Jean's wrist. She saw the marks and understood what they meant. But Taryn knew what to do. She knew how to wait. She knew how to use information to hurt. She would hurt Jean in a way that the scar couldn't compare.

        She put her plan into effect at lunch. Duncan, who had always been an equal-opportunity horn-dog, sat himself next to Jean, put an arm around her hand whispered in ear, in a way he thought arousing, "Miss me babe?"

        "No," Jean said coldly. Scott and Tabby both smiled at the jock's fruitless quest to get into Jean's pants.

        "Of course she didn't," Taryn said from behind, "She was to busy hoping to die."

        Jean felt as if she had been kicked in the face. She looked at Taryn for a the way she knew. "Oh, please Jeanie. The cut mark on you're arm told me. So what was it?" Taryn was really getting into her taunting now, "Did you finally realize what a freak you are? Or maybe it was because principal Kelly took all your precious trophies away. Oh boo fucking hoo. You are so pathetic Grey."

        There was silence for thirty seconds as everyone looked from Jean to Taryn. Jean's eyes still were worried about the reaction from the crowd. She had been prepared to be attacked as a lesbian, but not as a former suicidal. She shook her head, and composed her thoughts, "No Taryn. It was because I was having trouble accepting who I was." Jean waited a beat, "A lesbian." With that she stood and walked out of the cafeteria and into a girls room to cry her eyes out.

        Taryn burned with anger at the way Jean had handled that. "Freak," she muttered as she turned to her own table. But when she arrived there, her seat was not open. "ahem" she said rather rudely.

        "Get lost Taryn," said one of the other soccer players.

        "Yeah, go be a bitch elsewhere," another said.

        "what is you guy's problem, so I told off Grey . . ."

        "No, you mocked her for having attempted suicide," corrected a blonde. "How about you try making fun of me. I took a bottle of pills two years ago, they pumped my stomach, but I tried. You say another fucking word about Grey, whether about her being a mutant or about her suicide attempt and I will pound you ugly face in."

        Taryn stumbled backwards from the weight of the ultimatum. With out knowing it she had crossed a major line. While secretly she had achieved her goal of alienating and hurting Jean even further, she had done the same to herself. She, of course, didn't blame herself for this. It was somehow Jean's fault. Taryn liked that. Jean was probably using her special powers or something, she thought. She had to find a way to hurt Jean, and get rid of her once and for all. This time no matter what, Jean would not look good ever again.

        Meanwhile in the stall where Jean sat weeping, there came a knocking. "Jean?" asked a tender voice. "Jean, are you okay?"

        "Fine," she said with a sniffle.

        "You don't expect me to believe that do you?" Tabby asked as she blew the lock on the door. She opened the stall and saw Jean sitting there with mascara running, and tears still flowing. Tabby took her in a hug, "That's it," she said, "I am kicking Taryn's ass." It had the desired effect as Tabby heard Jean chuckle softly. "You think I'm kidding? I am going to put numerous cherry-bombs in her locker."

        "Thank you Tabby," Jean said, laying her head on Tabby's shoulder, "I don't know if I could do this without you."

        "You could," Tabby assured, "You're stronger than you give yourself credit for."

        Tabby was not used to being Miss Supportive. She was used to being Miss Unstable. But she was here for Jean, a girl she had nothing in common with, except for one thing. "God," Jean murmured, "I wish I could just fall asleep right here and leave the day behind."

        "Um, Jean . . ." Tabby said, looking at the third person who had just walked in. Jean raised her head and opened her eyes, looking at the new person, Kitty. Kitty just raised her hands and backed out. Jean was about to go running after her, to explain what was happening, but both she and Tabby had the same thought; 'what the hell!'

        Jean emerged from the bathroom with a fresh face. It didn't take long for her to remember she had just come out of the closet to the whole school. She remembered that she no longer had any secrets. The reminder was people skirting her in the hall. The whispers following her reminded her of the ones that had been present on their first day as open mutants. People stared and avoided her gaze. She thought it was a little funny.

        Jean made it to her English class and sat down pen out. The assignment was simple; describe the person you find most physically attractive. The complication Jean hadn't heard about; she would have to read it in front of the entire class, which as of late included Rogue. But Jean hadn't thought of that, only of telling the truth. That she was attracted to lily white skin. To the dark and angry make-up. That she liked black clothes. She was attracted to two-toned hair, auburn and white. She dreamed of this mysterious girl.

!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!! !!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!

uh oh, it looks like jean is about to say one thing too many. Will rogue figure things out, or is she as oblivious as Scott. And what form of revenge is Taryn plotting?
