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Charisma growled as she sat in the library setting with a book open staring down at the words trying to study.

“I give up!” Charisma concluded as she made the book slam against the wall using her thoughts.

John laughed as he sat across from her playing with his lighter idly. “I gave up a long time ago.”

“I mean I have no point in studying this.” She shrugged. “Who cares when Rome fell? Did Rome even fall?”

He smiled. “I understand.”

“Happy someone understands where I am coming from.” 

She watched as he moved to sit next to her. “I do.” John fiddled with his lighter a little bit before looking back up at her. “I was wondering…”

“Yea…”Charisma asked as she ran a hand through her dark hair.

“You wanna do something sometime?” 

Charisma smiled. “Yea I would.”

“Really?”

Really.” She chuckled. 

“Great.” He nodded. “See you at combat training.”

“See you.” She waved as he left her alone in the library. After a minute of basking in the glory that John actually wanted to do something with her she discovered his lighter sitting on the table. 

‘I’ll give it to him when I see him.’ Charisma settled as she picked up shark lighter. Flicking it on. She gently hummed as she held her hand out manipulating the flame just like she had seen John do before. 

“Oh my gosh…” Storm whispered. 

Charisma’s head snapped over as she lost concentration a small fire starting on the table. 

“Crap…” She hissed as she blew on the table the fire stopping. She looked at Storm, Storm looked back. 

“What was that?” Storm asked.

“What was what?” Charisma questioned her back. As she stood up gathering her stuff. “It doesn’t matter I have combat now.”

“Charisma let’s talk for…” Storm trailed off as Charisma ran away from her. 

Charisma sighed as she stood outside, arms folded. She almost wished she did stay in and talk to Storm so she wouldn’t have to be out here.

‘Remember, this is worth it. You need to find the people who did this to, this is just a small sacrifice.’ She thought. She was outside for what Xavier called ‘Combat Training’ meaning that they were out there basically learning how to be X-men. ‘Think happy thoughts: Killing my parents if they are to blame for this. Getting the hell out of here and being on my own again. A nice cigar and a forty ounce…’ She licked her lips at the thought. ‘That’s gonna be sweet!’
Jean looked over at her sensing her thoughts. 

Charisma growled remembering that some people around here were able to hear her thoughts. 

“What’s wrong with you?” Rogue asked hearing Charisma growl. 

“Besides the fact I do not want to be here.” Charisma pointed out. “Hearing him.” She whispered, as she pointed to Scott. “Ramble on when no one is listening.”

“Charisma.” Scott called looking at her. “Problem?”

“Yes.” Charisma answered honestly. “I don’t feel like doing this.” 

“Oh lord here she goes.” Bobby groaned quietly. It clearly was not secret that Bobby and Charisma didn’t see eye to eye on more then one occasion. 

Charisma smirked while laughing bitterly.

“Now she’s pissed.” John spoke taking a step back. He was not fanning the flames on this one. “Rightfully so, but I’m not in this.” He reminded them as he stepped back further. 

“’Ok everyone just be quiet so we can get threw this, who knows this training may save your life.” Scott told them. 

Charisma scoffed. ‘I’d rather die then listen to you.’ She thought as Jean kept looking at her. ‘Damn it!’  She sighed as she cleared her mind letting her anger boil as Scott talked. Charisma was relieved when Jean started to demonstrate giving her something to do other then invade Charisma’s mind. Feeling her body heat radiate she covered her eyes with one of her hands, breathing heavily. 
“Ok, now remember…” Those where all the words Scott was to get out of his mouth when lightening struck the tree Scott and Jean were standing under. Both fortunately moving out of the way before the tree fell on him. 

“Are you all alright?” Storm called as she ran out to where they were helping up Scott and Jean up. Rogue, Bobby, and John stood there in shock. Charisma just stood still hands slowly moving away from her eyes, blinking as she got used to the sunlight that was now peaking out after the lightening. 

“Storm we appreciate the element of surprise but could you try not to kill us.” Scott remarked. 

“That wasn’t me.” Storm told them honestly. “I was standing in the door when I saw what happened.”  

Not bothering to question everyone retreated back inside to go to the next class.

Charisma sighed as she sat in computer class staring sat the monitor. After every few words she clicked into the key board, she stopped grabbing her head in pain. 
“You alright?” John asked as he gently leaned his head on her shoulder.

“Yea.” Charisma nodded. “I’m just a little dizzy.”

John nodded sitting back down. She sighed, taking in a deep breath trying to get her pain under control. Pushing the keyboard in front of her she rested elbows on the table; her head in her hand, closing her eyes tightly flashbacks rushing threw her head.

# Flashback #

“They’re going to take good care of you.”

“Please don’t leave me…” Charisma cried as she clung to adopted mother. She had vague memories of her old family leaving her and she never wanted new family to leave her either.  

“It’s only till you get better.”

“I’m sorry, I’m so sorry. It’ll never happen again. Mamma I promise!” Charisma screamed as the bookshelf in the office fell.

“It’s only for a little while…” They told her as they left. 

That’s when the pain started…

The needles, the scientist cloaked in white, hands hidden in latex gloves holding her down to the cold metal table. 

She could still see the man she feared most, approaching her. His almost southern drawl was so distinct. “Charisma…”

# End Flashback #

Charisma screamed as she pulled at her hair. The computer in front of her letting out a small explosion that starting the other monitors in the area to explode as well. Students ducking under their chairs to avoid the chards of glass flying She opened her eyes looking around her, the attention was on her. Looking in front of her she saw what happened to the monitors. 
“Oh my gosh.” Storm whispered as she saw some of the glass from the monitor had cut Charisma’s face. 

Slowly Charisma backed away and ran out of the lab. 

“Charisma.” Storm called after her as she ran out of following her.

“I told you she was weird.” Bobby whistled looking at the damage done by her.  

John blinked a few times. “Freak accident?”

Rogue looked at the both of them. “I am not going to question it. Just leave it alone!”

“Charisma…” Storm whispered as she leaned her head on the door of Charisma’s room.

“Please leave me alone.” Charisma sighed as she looked into the mirror at her face. She gently ran her hand over all of the cuts where the glass had hit her face.

“We need to talk about what happened today.” 

“No we don’t.”

“Yes we do.” Storm sighed, as she thought of something more she could do. “Look, you don’t have to talk to me right now but I want you to know that if you ever need to talk to me I’m here ok?”

“Ok.” Charisma called back. 

After Storm tried to coax Charisma out of her room, Charisma stayed hidden from everyone for the rest of the afternoon afraid of what people may say or think after her little incident. Now, here she was sitting outside of the balcony clad in her black sweat pants and red tank top she used as pajamas. 

“Hey.” John spoke as she walked out sitting next to her. 

Charisma looked up at him. “You still wanna talk to me?”

“Why wouldn’t I?”

“The lab…”

“So…”

“So?”

“It happens.”

Charisma blinked a few times. 

“All that matters.” John told her as he rubbed the side of her band-aid covered face. “Is that you are alright.”

“I’m fine.” Charisma told him as she looked at him as he moved in closer, lips almost touching hers then connecting gently. After a brief kiss they pulled away. “I’m great.” She spoke with a smirk. 
%^%^%$&^&^&^%$^%$^%$&%$%%^$^^%

Done… Review… Please 

Review the pixi’s are watching!

Hasta la bye-bye-bye 

Meggie-Muffin 

Luv peace and chicken grease

