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Logfile from XMen Evolution

Bayville High

        Bayville High is a fairly normal east-coast highschool - a large, square building acts as the main facility, flanked by another building, slightly taller, that acts as the gym. The main building has a flat roof and is painted a now-dirtied white, with large windows along both the first and second stories. The gym is a nondescript brick structure, with high, narrow windows and a sloping roof. A grassy lawn cut across by a sidewalk fronts the buildings, and a football field is visible behind them. Near the road, a sign reads "Bayville Highschool".

Contents:

Davis

Tom

Obvious exits:

 <N> North leads to Cheshire Road.

 <DD> Double Doors leads to Main Hall.

*rustle* *rustle*

A grey-haired head pokes up from the bushes close to the outside of the school. It's Tom, and he's in a whirl of trouble. That book report is due on Monday, and it dosn't help that the half-read book is in his locker. Grumbling to himself, he looks around, before climbing and jumping the four-foot fence surrounding the school. He sneaks closer to the school. He really dosn't feel like being seen, as he's in enough trouble as it is from his parents. In fact, he's supposed to be in his room right now. They find he was out here, and ... Think positive, Tom. He sneaks on.

Davis, to tell the truth, shouldn't be here. It's Saturday, after all. Saturday night, no less. He should be off doing, well...something. He's young, after all. Might as well get some clubbing-type stuff done...aside from the fact that he's got no idea where Bayville's 'in' places to be are. Heck, he doesn't know if Bayville -HAS- 'in' places. Ah well. 

 In any case, it's not important what he could be doing at the moment- just what he's doing at the current moment. And that happens to be sitting in his 'office' (read: desk and chair tucked away into an uncomfortable corner of the building, cornered off by cubicle walls) mulling over stacks of papers. Oh, the life of the teaching assistance.

Seems like the school is busy after hours, for lurking in a corner is Kira. Yes, she's doing good teenaged stuff by being out, but is prefering to hang about places where most sensible kids don't go at weekends, the school. The fence didn't prove much of a problem to her, and she's currently lurking in the shadows of the gym.

Oh yea. The Gym. That's where the hole that Tom's rat form can fit through is. The hole leads through ductwork and ends up right through close to his locker. How convient. Right. Anyways, Tom sneaks towards said hole, passing through a corner. Wonder if Davis has a view?

Noah has arrived.

Yawn. 

 My, grading these quizzes certainly is boring. Sure, there are some teachers that take sadistic glee in finding faults with them, but Davis isn't one of them. Yet. Though a few more nights like this one might do well to get him that way. Glancing at his watch, the young man furrows his brow. He's been sittind down WAAAY too long. Time to stretch one's legs. 

 And so, Davis stands, wincing as his muscles realign themselves accordingly. He stands still and stretches a few moments, and then heads out into the empty, darkened hallway...heading towards the Gym, of all places. 

 "This place is kinda creepy when it's empty..." he murmurs to nobody in particular.

Oohh, okay, there's the school. Shuffing through several papers thoughtfully, Noah wanders away from the parking lot, where he parked, naturally -- and towards the school, the cap of a pen in his mouth as he reviews. Noah is more than aware that it is a GOOD thing to know the place decently before having to be there -- particularly since everything that will go wrong, will go wrong, he's found. Being prepared just lessons the blow of confusion. He starts to wander down the nearest corridor, observing any signs and labels.

Lurk. The shadows are almost comforting to Kira, who's let herself shift, namely claws out, and eyes cat-slit. After all, there's no-one else around to see at the moment. She's actually enjoying the solitude at the moment, having registered the sound of an engine (Noah's car) but not paying much attention to it. But depending on noise made by various people, you could see Kira jump a mile.

Tom sneaks along, sniffing. .o(Ooh... I think someone left their lunch around here...) He shakes his head. .o(Must concentrate on mission...) He rounds the corner, and spies the hole. Excellent! Now, he will enter in through this way, grab the book, and exit through the main doors, since they are only locked one way. Glancing around, he's satisfied that noone is looking, and quickly shrinks down into a grey rat. Said rat cautiously sniffs the vent opening, before poking his head in. Ya never know, you might find a cat sneaking in vents like this....

Double-Yawn. 

 The high school seems strangely devoid of people at the moment- at least, from where Davis is at the current moment. No janitors, no other teachers, nothing of the sort...it's almost like the setup for some sort of bad slasher movie, except for the fact that Davis hasn't gone skinny dipping with his girlfriend anytime recently. Which is pretty obvious, since Davis doesn't HAVE a girlfriend at the moment. But that's beside the point now, innit it? What's important is the fact that he doesn't have anything to fear from hockey-mask wearing nutjobs, that's all. 

 And so, the wandering teacher-type opens up a handy door...one that leads into the darkened Gym, no less. Squinting, he allows his eyes to adjust to the darkness.

Noah naturally has no idea that anyoen is anywhere around him, noises or no. People could be screaming in terror and Noah would be ambling along pleasantly looking for the office, terribly off-track on his way to the vicinity of the gym. He pushes on a door. Drat, locked. And goes around another way, content to waste time exploring. He locates a bathroom. Self note, that's where the bathroom is. He continues on, finding the men's locker rooms. Well, that's probably the opposite of what he wants. He puts his pen away and surveys.

Long distance to Tom: Kira quickly runs her pose past you to make sure that it fits in with what you were thinking of. Shadows are good for concealing things. Kira blinks in surprise as someone comes round the corner. Claws are quickly retracted, and eyes are blinked back to normal. The scent of him is vaguly familar to her, and she is about to speak his name, before something weird stops her. Disbelief grips her as she sees Tom, who she talked to earlier in the month, changes into a small grey rat. That was something she didn't expect to see.

Shadows are good for concealing things. Kira blinks in surprise as someone comes round the corner. Claws are quickly retracted, and eyes are blinked back to normal. The scent of him is vaguly familar to her, and she is about to speak his name, before something weird stops her. Disbelief grips her as she sees Tom, who she talked to earlier in the month, changes into a grey rat. That was something she didn't expect to see.

Tom dosn't realize he's being spied on. He crawls in the hole, and quickly scurries along, before getting to the part where he has to climb up. He starts climbing, making a lot of scratching noises, which are coming from the wall. Aparently, he's from a pipe that leads to the heater.Of course, there's a hole just before there that he gnawed on, and it allows him to bypass the heater. Which is normally good. He gets to the hole, and squeases out the pipe, and starts climbing on the metallic hearer, trying to get into another pipe that will get him to the gym vent, Form there, he can jump out and then resume his quest for the book! Yay!

A dark, empty gymnasium. Not like Davis expected to find anything here...heck, he didn't even expect to stumble across the Gym in the first place. Ah well. Seeing as of how he doesn't have any particular reason to work out at the current moment, Davis turns to head back the way he came, back to that stack of papers to grade. 

 But he halts as he hears that scritching noise...Davis doesn't have enhanced mutant senses, but the sound is amplified by the air vents, causing the teaching assistant to pause in his tracks, wondering just what that might be.

Noah doesn't overhear it naturally. He decides to see what sort of athletic facilities there are, and heads through the locker room. Sad in a way, aware that he'll never have a class in here, most likely. Oh well. He wanders through, pushing through from the lockeroom door and crossing into the gym, curious, the door banging hard behind him. Noah doesn't react to it, unaware he's noisy.

Kira is just sitting there in shock, staring at the vent into which Tom/the rat disappeared. She even goes so far as to move to peer into it, fingers tentively exploring the opening, wondering if she could have seen what she did.

Tom is unaware of the girl who is captured by his charm... *cough* Yea. Tom makes his way into the heat vent, making more noises, before he manages to squeeze through a large vent located halfway through the wall. He then clings onto the vent, and is about to transform into Wererat in order to jump down when he hears the door slam. He looks out, seeing Noah. He sweatdrops, as he struggles for grip. Pay no attention to the large rat hanging for dear life on the vent.

*SLAM!* 

 Any thoughts of the scritching are lost, however, as the heavy sound of a locker door shutting echoes out over the Gymnasium building. Blinking, Davis turns his attention towards its apparent source- a big guy wit very white skin and very black clothing. A burglar, or some sort? Or perhaps just a lost student with some new whacky form of fashionability. In any case, the Teaching Assistant does the non-logical thing and approaches Noah outright, waving with one hand as he calls out experimentally "Hello?"

The wiggling motion of the rat catches Noah's hawklike gaze, and he looks over, peering in surprise. Wow, those things get big in this area! He only thought rats like those were in, say, New York. Maybe this one journied from there for the stellar lunch room cuisine (Well, maybe stellar to a rat?). He certainly isn't a robber. Fashion isn't high on his list. The approach of the assistant makes Noah blink at him. And with a wave and quick smile, Noah points up questioningly towards the giant rat.

Kira is still rather shocked, but things are starting to come together in her mind, at least vaguly. She could be making 5 from 2 and 2. And what goes in, must come out. So she simply waits quietly, senses attuned. She wants to talk to Tom.

Tom isn't really able to talk right now. He looks over his shoulder, and sees Noah pointing at him, and another person here. Ohcrapohcrapohcrap.... His grip slips on one paw, and he looks down at the ground. That's rather a large distance to fall for a rat. He dosn't know if he would survive. Of course, if he transforms, he can land safely; However, both people will see him transform, and he dosn't want that to happen. His other paw slips, and he gropes for a handhold to pull himself up, and fails. Time for descision....

Matthew has arrived.

Davis has left.

Tom has left.

Gymnasium

        A narrow sidewalk cuts a path through the grass between the main building and the gym, leading to double doors on either structure. The gym is an unadorned building, with slightly worn brick walls and a pitched roof, rising a little above the rest of the school. The inside of the gym consists of locker rooms for the respective genders, a line of bleachers against the wall and a full-length basketball court. The high ceiling allows for a rather impressive scoreboard, a four-sided thing suspending above the center of the court. Basketball hoops lie at either end of the building, and a pair of doors against the far wall lead to a well-stocked supply closet.

Contents:

Tom

Davis

Obvious exits:

Davis blinks a few times at Noah. Odd fellow, really. But, upon closer examination, he doesn't SEEM to be a burglar. Too friendly to be a delinquent, either. I mean, who winds up at school on a Saturday night? Besides teacher-folk, that is. 

 "What are you doing-" he cuts off, however, as Noah points to the big ass rat. Davis blinks, then reaches up to readjust his glasses as he eyes the little critter. "What the hell?"

Matthew has arrived.

Noah doesn't 'hear' Davis's question about what he's doing, he's looking at the giant rat. He watches Tom in curiousity, flicking his eyes to Davis occasionally to try to catch if Davis says something. He gets 'Hell', which is confusing, but naturally doesn't respond anyway. Besides, that was his reaction, anyway. A rat! Hell!

Matthew walks in, muttering to himself. He left a book in here earlier, and looked everywhere for it before recalling that he put it down during Gym. He looks curiously over at the others, though isn't paying too much attention yet.

Dark. While the dark doesn't normally faze her, the things that Kira has seen tonight would make anyone spooked. And besides, she wants to catch up with the rat. So outside, she makes her way down the path, to the doors. A handle is shaken briefly to see if by any chance it's open, but Kira is disappointed. So, she resorts to a shady trick she learnt somewhere. Out slides her claws, and its time to try and pick the thing.

Tom can't hold on. With a large squeak, his grip slips, and he falls. And then, while he somersaults in the air, he starts growing in size, as he becomes more human-like. His clothes he wore outside form on himself (To keep this place PG-13) as he brings his hands and feet down to brace his fall. He lands with a thump, and immeadatly scampers into a rather dark corner close to the vent. .o(I hope noone saw that, I hope noone saw that.... I am so screwed if my parents find out about this.... ... I better start working on my circus act now...)

Davis did indeed see that; and he'll be hard pressed to forget it, to boot. As his first experience with blatantly obvious mutant power-type-stuff, Davis takes it reasonably well, his brown eyes widening considerably in surprise as he exclaims a loud "What the -HELL- was that?" 

 This said, he snaps a look over towards Noah, simply stating "Go call Animal Control. NOW." before he does the responsible-type thing...that is, moving to investigate said darkened corner. Can't let giant rat monsters crawl around the school after all.

Noah is silent. Of course. He didn't notice Matthew's arrival, not yet. He's staring at the rat, and Davis's command is pretty much ignored, since the teenager is staring, wide-eyed, at the rat-creature and where it went. He doesn't at all go call animal control... how would he use a phone, anyway... but instead comes along behind Davis. Maybe if the rat thing tries to attack the teacher he could help....

Matthew notices all the commotion. He'd have a hard time not, really. He doesn't really get a good view of what's going on, but he decides he should check it out. He walks over, one hand resting at his side for some reason. He clearly isn't wearing anything near it. He doesn't recognize anyone, but then he still hasn't been here too long, "What's going on?" He calls out.

Snick. A soft giggles escapes the usually quiet Kira as her lock-picking skills prove to be still good. Claw is carefully withdrawn, and resheathed, just in case there are others in there. The door is eased open slightly, and the voices are finally paid attention to. Sounds like some sort of commotion. Good, then they'll probably not notice her. So in she slips, closing the door nearly all the way behind her. After all, she still needs an escape route.

Tom realizes that he is seen. This is bad. However, it would be worse is said animal control was called. Time to give up. "Wait... wait...." Tom says meekly, while he raises his hands in the air. "Don't mind me, I'm just passing through, and I don't mean harm." Ok, they saw him in wererat form, but if he tries to hurn human, they will know who he looks like, as a human. As if the same colored grey hair and trenchcoat dosn't give it away. He looks around with his poor eyesight, trying to find a way to bolt quiickly if needed. Man, he feels really stupid right now....

*SQUEEEEAK!* 

 That's the sound that Mr. Harris's hiking boots make as he skids to a halt, having cornered the strange rat-creature. He balls his hands into fists warily...but the sound of the thing TALKING, of all things, stops him cold. Animals don't talk! At least, not outside of bad disney movies. 

 Hearing Matthew's voice, Davis shows himself to be not all that experienced in the 'facing dangerous animals' department by turning back towards the TWO kids now. How many kids are here after hours these days? "Get back, kids...NOW." His tone carries quite a bit of authority; both borne of fear and teaching experience. Can't have the kids get eaten by the rodent form hell already. It'd look bad on the resume.

Noah isn't at all a threat here. He watches Tom's lips and face alertly, and smoothly moves both broad hands in an expression of no harm being presented. No, he has no idea about the rat-boy, but he does believe the expression of meekness on Tom's features. He glances to the teacher nearby to him, trying to pick up his reaction as well. This would be a lot easier if everyone just stayed still and closer together so that he could watch both at one time. He gives Davis an uncertain, thoughtful look. He'd make a comment but he doesn't really have time to write it down and have it still be relevant.

Matthew isn't too worried about himself physically, but he's not sure he should ignore a teacher. He moves a bit closer, but stays a little ways behind Davis, "Okay, sure. . ." He says, and spots the rat now. Well, that's certainly interesting. Mutant humans, mutant rats. Why not? Looks like the janitor hasn't been doing his job too well.

Teacher giving orders. Could they be to her? Probably since she's a student. But since its after hours, does he still count as a teacher? Kira could stand around here all day debating with herself, but matters distract her. By the look on Davis's face, he's not too happy about Tom, and she's sure that she heard a mention of Animal Control. Now, if what she saw was right, that's one place Tom doesn't want to go. And if he goes there, she won't have a chance to talk to him, Kira does what she thinks is the sensible thing. Opens the door she came in wider. Now there is an escape route. Having sorted that, Kira leans back against the wall and watches, one hand slipping behind her back, claws sliding out in the secrecy provided. Just in case.

Tom looks from Davis, to Noah. He sniffs the air, and realizes that there a couple of more people here. Oh great. He crouches down on all fours, tail whipping about. This is going bad, and fast. He narrows his eyes, and resorts to his attitude. "I was just coming to get a book. I didn't realize I going to get a welcoming party. Now, if ya don't mind, I was just going. And I'd be pleased if you didn't tell anyone about meeting me... like they'd believe you." With that, he pushes off from the wall, and bounds towards Davis. His intention is to jump cleanly over Davis, but who knows what the 'Mutant-fu' master would accidently do when scared out of his wits?

The rodent wants a book. What. The. Hell? Since when do giant rodent monsters go to this school? I mean, has Davis been -THAT- absentminded as to let such a creature go unnoticed? One would hope not, really. "A book? But the library's-" 

 Tom doesn't have time to finish, however, as Tom leaps forward; on the attack! That's no good; he could be trying to eat the kids, or something. Or even worse, HIM. 

 With this in mind, Davis's reflexes kick in...literally. In a maneover that would make any properly old Shaolin master proud, Davis springs straight up into the air, allowing himself to fly into Tom's way. He hangs in midair for a few moments, the already-impressive maneuver only augmented in appearance by the shifting shadows and scant light available. A boot-clad foot lashes, aiming towards the rat's solar plexus. The cry of "KEEYAH!" escapes Davis's lips just as involentarily, echoing loudly off of the Gymnasium's hard walls and floor. 

 Let's see your average teacher do THAT.

Noah dodges out of the way to the side, throwing a hand out hard, fingers splayed, as if blocking a threat coming his way. Naturally there's no such threat, and the toss of his hand is to throw a brand of his invisible power across to try to stop the fight. Yeah, right, Noah's concentration is shoddy. But he can't very well yell at them to stop it, so, well. A large surface that feels approximately as tough as a screen door will be felt to anyone who moves at it. Obviously he does this too late to stop the kick, but hopefully it will blunt some of the force or slow Tom's movement forward to make the attack less... awful. Again, invisible, and one can fairly easily tear through it... but he can retard the force, hopefully! And the best part is, he can't be blamed or accused of mutancy himself, he just looks like he freaked out and is defending his face with his directive hand.

Oh flaming somethings!!!!!!!! Kira may not know much, but she knows that teachers don't do that!!! And for the second time in the night, Kira stands in shock as the loud cry echos around her. And she thought that she was the only one. In the space of an evening, she's found two people. But, old habits die hard, and Kira stays where she is. She's not going to get involved. So she stands and stares, shooting a brief glance towards Noah. What's his reaction going to be to the revelations of all this mutancy around him? Probably scar the poor child for life. 

Tom seems to run into a semi-wall, and is slowed down. However, he's not really concerned with that. he's more concerned about the large foot aimed at him. However, he's so amazed that a scrawny teacher can DO that he dosn't really react properly. He tries to twist out of the way, but is met with a foot to lower stomach. At least it was there... and not elsewhere.

*BAM!* Tom is knocked backwards. He crashes to the ground, skidding a few feet, stunned. However, that dosn't last long, as he leaps to his feet, on all fours. "What... the hell.... was that?" He asks blaintly, looking at Davis.

If the teacher is hindered by Noah's sudden barrier, he doesn't particularly notice it, gracefully following through on the kick, muscles shifting naturally as he hits the ground on his feet, graceful as a ballet dancer. Or a cat. Or a ballet-dancing cat. Who kicks people. 

 Shifting his stance from foot to foot, Davis tenses himself for another round of combat. "You know...I should be asking you the same thing...mickey." This bit of heroic nonsense obligitorily snapped off, he glances over his shoulder at Matthew (if he's still logged on) and Noah. "I said, Go. NOW!"

Noah gets Davis's words this time. Even if he has no idea what heroic nonsense Davis said due to looking at Tom's reaction. He does accept the words... sort of, anyway, he nods slightly and steps back, unsure about this, but unwilling to really get in the way. Kind of hard to state an opinion without talking to people that don't look keen on reading. Frustrated, he retreats a good distance, his back to Kira, hands up, but only in defensive stance.

Oh dear me. This isn't good. Despite the words that are lying heavy on her tongue, about brother mutants, and fighting being no good, her silence still holds sway as Kira remains still, almost fighting with her compulsion to keep her secret and not intervene. Noah's retreat is noted. Sensible kid. And at least he shows preservation instincits. With the way that this fight is looking, that's a good sign.

Tom snarls slightly. "Don't call me Mickey." He sees in the norner of his eye Noah retreating... and looks past that to see.... that girl, and an exit! And Davis isn't in between his destination. "I'd love to stay and get beaten up, but I'm going. ... Again. Try not to kick me again, or I'll return the favor." He holds one of his hands, showing the claws, before bounding off towards the exit... and noticing that Noah is in his way. This time, angles slightly to the left, as to miss Noah completly. Of course, this guy can't do anything.... Right?

Davis blinks a few times at the rat-monster's threats...It's not so much as Tom's words as the fact that he's a nasty looking giant rodent that prompts Davis to take a hesitant step back, wondering if he's bitten off more than he can chew, so to speak. Oh, my kingdom for a mousetrap! 

 But what's this? The creature's fleeing!...That's good!...But poor Noah's in the way. That's bad. "Look out!" Davis cries out, striding into gear before he dives forward, arms extended, attempting to grab at the beast's ratty tail in an effort to prevent Noah from becoming rat-food.

Noah's expression is worried, fretful, as he stays near Kira's door. Unaware that she's there, since he simply glanced and saw the door standing open, then continued to watch the fight from afar, chewing on his lower lip in displeasure. He can't read Tom's mind unfortunately, and dodges to the right, away, and right to block Kira's view. His coat against his ribs twitches slightly in an alien fashion -- he's physically reacting to the thought of a threat, though not in an overly obvious way. Kira might see, since she doesn't probably have a lot of other stuff to be looking at. He tosses both hands out in case he has to throw up a shield. He doesn't say anything or yell out in fear, which often makes him seem more couragous and dangerous than he really may be. Kind of like that a silent doberman is more frightful than a loud one. He looks like he's able to throw a hard punch on things close to him by his stance, despite that his fingers are splayed open, a wrestler's grappling stance, though in reality it's just to have his hands out and ready. He's a big guy, usually it's best to not run directly into the fighting range of tall people.

Kira is riveted by the scene that's unfolding in front of her. At least, she was, until Noah stepped in front of her. That broke her concentration, and actually restored some sense to her mind. This is the only time that she's found others like her, and they seem bent of killing each other (at least to her eyes). The anger that she tries to keep leashed decides that its not going to be held any long. She steps out from her lounging place against the wall, past Noah, right into the view of both Tom and Davis. "Stop this now! All of you!" she almost shrieks, anger lending a noticable note of hysteria to her voice. At least that should get her attention, beside the claws protruding from her fingers as she looses control of her hiding reflexes. She stands there shaking slightly, waiting to see what their reaction to her will be.

Tom is running towards the door. He watches as Noah blocks his way. That, combined with Kira's shrieking, stops him in his tracks. "Uhh.... .... He started it!" He says, pointing back at Davis. However, quickly realizes that Davis is on his tail. Literally. "Ack! Let go of the tail!"

Davis skids across the floor, getting drug across the floor in a more-than-slightly comical manner as he hangs onto Tom's tail with grim desperation. Readjusting himself, Davis flips himself about as to get his heels in contact with the floor, as to offer more resistance to his flight. 

 And then, to make things stranger, Kira springs out of nowhere, babbling and screaming and the like. "Stop?" he inquires, a perplexed expression across his face. "Haven't you noticed the killer monster thing here? I mean, shouldn't you be running in fear by now, like any sensible person would?"

Noah startles strongly, jumping in surprise as Kira appears by his side and steps past him. He guesses she yelled something, but he can't see with her face turned away from him, positioned past him like that. He moves one broad hand towards her shoulder, trying to gently tug her back out of the way, which he means only for her own good, so that the rat doesn't attack her. In the frenzy her claws are not seen, he has too many things to juggle mentally. He means to get them both away from the door, so that Tom has a free spot to run to. His plan was never to block Tom, but to stop the fight.

Unfortunately, Kira is in not fit state to be reasoned with. "I don't care who started it, but it needs to stop!" directed at Tom. "Why run from a monster when you're one yourself!" is her harshly uttered words to Davis, all ideas of concealment burned away in her anger. Claws are held up prominantly. "With our differences, we are kin. And from what I've seen, you're the same. Surely we should stick together rather than try to kill each other" Sure Kira, break it to him gently. But the hand on Kira's shoulder probably isn't a good idea. She whirls, one clawed hand instantly coming up in defense of herself, but not touching Noah. She's not that far gone yet. She is going to regret this in the morning, oh yes.

Tom listens to Kira's rant and rave, and notices her claws. "Well, I knew I saw something in you...." He looks back at Davis. Yea, that kick seemed a bit... unhuman. His glance goes down to his tail, and follows his tail to where Davis is holding onto it. He grabs onto his tail and tugs it out of Davis's hands, in a sort of a 'Mine!' thing. He then looks back towards Noah. "Well, yea. We all are freaks, I guess. But what do we do about him?" He points towards Noah.

Davis blinks as Kira does her rant- even moreso as Tom yanks his tail out of his grip. And so, the teacher remains this way for a few moments, sitting on his posterior on the darkened Gym's floor, confused. "Monsters?" He inquires, incredulously. "I don't know if you've noticed, but I'm not the one with fur..." he blinks, finally noticing something profound; "Or claws..." 

 At the mention of Noah, and the ominous-sounding 'what do we do about him', Davis can't help but struggle to his feet in a decidedly non-graceful manner in order to stand between the feral-type folks and the 'innocent bystander'. "Nobody," he says, lapsing back into his typical 'teacher' tone. "Is doing anything about anybody...alright?"

Noah jerks his hands back, giving Kira a heavily emotionally injured look, brows pinched in very strong expression of hurt. He was trying to help her, and her reaction generates a rapid expression of bleeding. He can't speak, so he has to express himself this way. He's good at it. He doesn't react whatsoever to Tom's words, since his attention is fully on Kira and trying to get her NOT to claw him.

Noah's expression seems to reach deep into Kira and she blinks realising what she was doing. Her lip is bitten hard, a few droplets of blood oozing to the surface as she figures out that her control slipped, and her secret is out. "I'm sorry." she murmurs to Noah, eyes fixed on his face, trying to give her words more weight before her hand is moved away from him, and claws deliberatly sheathed. "You don't have to have fur or claws to be different." she says to Davis. "Out of curiosity, how good are you at martial arts." She does her best to make her tone as casual as she can in the hopes that it might lull Davis into answering her question. Eyes flick to Tom "If he spoke, who would believe him?" she asks simply.

Tom smirks, as he looks back at Davis. "You're just jealous of my looks." Tom then thinks for a second. "I'm starting to think that the kid won't. He hasn't made a single sound this entire time. Not even a gasp. I know. I would have heard him." He pads slowly towards him. "Hey, Kid?" He asks.

Davis, exasperated, rattled, and confused, merely glances from one teenager to another, unsure what to make of all this talk of monsters and the like. He's still tense, ready to kick someone in the head, should the need arise once more. "What." he drawls at Kira. "In the world are you talking about? I know that you all obviously think of yourselves as DIFFERENT- you're teenagers. I'm just wondering when 'Lycanthrope' became the latest 'in' thing..." he sighs, eyeing Tom especially warily. "As for martial arts? I...ah...I know enough to get by."

Noah is tired of this. He gropes for his side, pulling out his dry-erase tablet, which is about six inches square. He uncaps a dark blue dry-erase pen and quickly writes in capitals, with an arrow above it pointing up to himself, "DEAF & MUTE" in quick print. Thus, he ignores the 'hey kid' part, since he's not looking at Tom. He holds his new sign even with his chest and taps at it, trying to make a noise with his tapping pen against the board. It works, even if he's not sure if it's loud enough, eyes flicking between people that might look at him in case they say something. Unintentionally answering Tom.

Kira would have heard Noah as well, but her attention has been mostly elsewhere. And now she's got a teacher to argue with. "How many teenagers do you know with claws, or with fur?" she asks Davis. And she hmms at his reply to the martial arts question. Probably without realising it, she's shifted from where she was, moving over to stand beside Tom. Mutants stick together. "I saw you make that jump, and that kick. Could you do it again?" She's starting to feel confused now, and slightly ill. What on earth is going to happen.

Tom listens to the conversations, and his hearing attracts his attention to Noah. "Ya see? He can't speak a word." He points to Noah. "Yea, I know this is enlightning conversation and all, but I really need to get that book I was talking about, or my book report will be non-existant." He narrows his eyes. "And I don't want to blame you on it." He sighs. "And before ya ask, yes, I attend this school, and yes, I can look normal... but I don't want to right now." He crosses his arms.

Davis glances down at Noah's sign, which in turn prompts him to facepalm in a properly exasperated manner. Great, just great. Two lycantharopes and a mute. What'd he do, walk onto the set of some horror movie? He blinks a few more times, then answers Kira first- albiet a bit reluctantly "Of course I could...at the proper time, of course. I'm not about to do a demonstration...it's not the time, nor the place." This said, he peers back at Tom, quirking a brow. "You...go here?" he sighs again. "Just my luck to be the only teacher with students that howl at the moon..."

Noah 'listens' to all Tom has to say, and Davis as well, and then moves his sign, since he figures everyone's seen it, and rubs his sleeve on it to wipe it off. He keeps it out in case he has something more to say. He starts to move his other hand in sign language, and then stops, aware that he's talking to himself in a sense, frustration slipping over his features. He keeps his eyes on the others, while starting to write something down on his board.

Kira is starting to look rather worried now as knowledge seeps into her mind of what's happened. At least Noah won't or rather can't betray their/her secrets, and Tom is of the same kind as her. Its Davis that's causing her the worst worry at the moment. What is he going to do? Will be break the news that a couple of mutants are running around the school. Looking for resaaurence, she whispers something to Tom.

You whisper, "What are we going to do about the teacher? What can we do?" to Tom.

Tom takes in all of the information, and then takes a glance at Davis. "Actually, I don't really want to see him do any more moves." He then glances at Kira, and whispers to her.

Tom whispers: Why worry? Noone will believe him.

Matthew has connected.

Of course, the 'Adult-type' is the one who's naturally out of the loop at the current moment. Go figure. And so, He glances from one teenager to the other, running a hand through his hair. This done, he looks back to the rat again. "So all of this was over a blasted BOOK?" he grumbles. You'd figure that the rat-beast would be after virgin blood, or something. Or at least a grilled cheese sandwich...

Noah would like to defend that he is still fully able to share with people that he saw them, he just can't do it verbally. However, that might make them attack him. Not a good thing. He writes in smooth, clean capitals on his board, "I CAN STILL COMMUNICATE. MUTE DOES NOT MEAN DUMB." He'll compromise. He watches Kira and Tom uncertainly. And decides he should leave. He sighs heavily, quietly, and starts towards the exit that's so near to him.

Kira nods to whatever Tom said, offering a grateful smile, before raising her eyes to Noah and Davis again. "I think that this would be a good time for me to leave." she states, before she breaks out into a run, being careful to dodge around Tom, Davis and Noah, rather than try to jump over them, which could pose problems. She heads straight for the door she left ajar, letting her relief at finally having her secret out combine with terror that her secret is out lend wings to her feet.

Tom just EYES Davis. "Was I not speaking english? That's what I was saying the whole time now..." He just sighs, as he's growing angry. "I've had more intelligent conversations with rats. I am out of here." He offers as a last taunt, before bounding on all fours towards the exit that leads to the rest of the school. Those watching him may see him transform, but as he's not looking toards you, you only get to see the back of a badly-lit head. Hah hah!

And she's gone! Kira slips into the night like a wraith, letting her flying feet carry her where they will. Tomorrow morning is going to be interesting, and as for the moment when she sees Davis and Noah again in the light of day...that could prove interesting. Especially since one of them could be teaching her.

And...they're gone. In a matter of moments, the teenagers scamper off in different directions- as teenagers tend to do, leaving little more than a confused-looking Davis behind...and some scuffs on the floor that the janitor will undoubtedly have problems with. Sigh. 

 And so, the Teaching assistant just lets them go- no sense in worrying about things...not like anyon'ed BELIEVE him. Rat people. Girls with claws. What's next? Kids with Eye-lasers?

*********** D I S C O N N E C T E D ***********

