Missing Charisma

A/N: YAY I got reviews that makes me happy!

Disclaimer: I do not own X-men!
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“Charisma.”
Charisma clutched the blankets tighter over her body. “Go away.”

“Professor wants to see you.”

It was the next morning. Charisma had survived her first night at Xavier’s School for Gifted Youngsters. Now it was early morning and she enjoyed the comfort of a warm comfy bed with fluffy pillows. Charisma lay ignoring Rogue tugging at her.

“Come Charisma wake up we have class soon anyway.” Rogue told her as she continued to push and pull at Charisma.

Charisma huffed as she sat up pushing Rogue off of her. “Be warned I can and will hurt you.”
“Well I can hurt you too.” Rogue informed.

“I bet you can.” Charisma dryly said as she walked into the bathroom. She showered and quickly changed into a tight black halter top, red low riding jeans and black tennis. She shook her wet hair out leaving the air to dry it. She walked out of the bathroom hands on her hips. “I hope you’re happy.”

“Very.’ Rogue told her laughing. “He’s in his office. I’ll be out there when you’re finished so we can go to class.”

“Goodie.” Charisma sarcastically chuckled as she walked into the office, facing the Professor. “You wanted to talk with me.”

“Yes, Jean would like to give you an X-Ray to make sure that nothing is broken.”

“Well you can assure Jean that I am fine.”

“It’s just a precaution to assure her can Scott cause they were concerned.”

“Well no thank you.” Charisma sighed.

“Are you afraid?” 

“Let’s just say bad memories.” Charisma told him. 

“That’s another thing I wanted to talk to you about.” Charles spoke placing his hands on the oak desk. “So I can help you find your past, that is what you want right?”

“Yea.” Charisma nodded.  

“So tell me what you remember?”  

“You mean before I was adopted?”

“Well tell me all that you remember chronologically?”

“Ok.” Charisma sighed as she ran a hand in her hair. “I remember my third birthday. My mom was making a cake and I wandered around my ‘house’. I mean it was where I lived but it wasn’t like a normal house it had another function.”

“Another function?”

“Yea.” Charisma nodded, straining to think. “When I wandered around I remember this stairwell. And I knew I wasn’t suppose to be there and the next thing I knew there is screaming and panic, there’s blood all over then I remember waking up in the hospital and people saying that they were my parents and they had come to take me home.”

“Were they?” Charles asked.

“At the time didn’t know. I mean I had never seen them before and they were telling me that I had fallen and hit my head.”

“What else?”

“I remember a few years later I was with that new family, I was like nine or ten years old. And I was sent home from school cause of a headache. I lost control.” Charisma spoke nervously. “I mean when I got angry things would fly across the room. When I got scared windows would shatter and…” She trailed off.

“What?” Charles asked.

“It just was bad.” Charisma told him. “My foster parents thought it was there imagination until they heard about mutations. So the last thing I remember is being sent up to a specialist them abandoning me. Next thing you know I am laying in snow and that was not even a year ago yet. And here I am.”

“Do you remember where this specialist is?” Charles asked her.

“I know it’s around a lot of snow and I think Canada or Maine, somewhere.” Charisma shrugged. “I don’t know, it was just cold.”
“Anything else, last name anything?”

“I don’t know my last name.” Charisma sighed. “It’s weird sometimes certain memories are triggered by something. And sometimes I get flashes in my head.”

“How about I let you think so awhile and then we’ll try something to help you remember more alright?”

“Ok.” Charisma nodded as she walked out with Professor moving next to her. Since Rogue wasn’t there Charisma walked down the hall with Charles since she had physics and he was the teacher. She walked into taking a seat in the back, Charles handing her a book she flipped threw it sighing.

“You’ll be fine.” Charles told her as he moved to the front other students walking in.

“Hey you made it here.” Rogue spoke as she walked in. “Sorry I didn’t make it when you came out. Oh Charisma is Bobby, Bobby this is Charisma.”

Charisma looked at him. ‘Well there is the sixth Backstreet Boy.’ She thought as she politely shaked his hand. 

“Be nice Charisma.’ Charles spoke as he went by her. 

Rogue and Bobby looked at Charisma strangely.

“What?” Charisma shrugged. 

“Take your seats everyone.” Charles spoke. Bobby and Rogue took their seats in front of Charisma as everyone else sat down in their respective places. 

Charisma doodles idly as Charles started his lesson.  She looked up from time to time, uninterested.  

“Well if it isn’t the resident delinquent.” Charles spoke the lesson stopped and attention diverted to the back of the room. 

“You flatter me.” He spoke shaking his dark hair out of his eyes as he played with a shark lighter idly. 

“If you don’t mind taking a seat and putting that thing away I could continue.”

He shrugged doing as told, sitting in the back next to Charisma. 

‘Nice eyes.’ She thought as she looked at him. He must have felt her eyes on him cause he focused his attention on her causing her to smile. ‘I think Physics is my new favorite subject.’ She continued thinking.

“You new?” He asked.

“Yea.” Charisma answered. “Charisma.” She spoke softly introducing herself. 

“John.” He told her as he moved in a bit closer.

“Charisma.” Charles spoke; Charisma snapped her attention to the front. “What do you get for an answer?”

“Umm… M=tan(B)/tan(2B).“ Charisma answered.

Charles gave her a knowing smirk. “Good.” He spoke as he turned his attention back to board.

“How’d you know that?” John asked her.

Charisma shook her head. “Either I understand this or I am seeing the answer in the future.”

“So you’re psychic?”

Charisma smiled. “You could say that.”
“So where you from?”

Charisma looked down a little. “I have amnesia.”

“I’m sorry.” John told her as class ended. “So I’ll see you around?”

“Maybe.” Charisma smiled as she walked out.

One month later…

“So…” Rogue drawled as she and Charisma hung out in their room. Rogue was doing homework and Charisma idly lay on the bed.

“So…” Charisma repeated. 

“Aren’t you going to do your homework?”

“Nope.” Charisma chuckled.
“You and Pyro are getting pretty close.”

“So what?” Charisma shrugged with her eyes closed. “Me and John are close, big deal. We have all the same classes and we sit together so I do not see the big deal.”

Rogue put her pen down looking at her oddly. “Ok let me break it down to you then.” She sat up moving to sit on the edge of Charisma’s bed. “One: you call him John and he doesn’t care. Two:  I see the way you all talk to each other, flirt. You have to be blind not to notice. Three: You’re blushing as we talk about him.”
“Shut up.” Charisma snapped as she hit Rogue with a pillow. 

“You only say that cause you know you like him.”
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OK it’s updated so please review!

The pixis are waiting!

Hasta la bye-bye-bye 

Meggie-Muffin

Luv peace and chicken grease

