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Logfile from XMen Evolution

Town Dump

        What a brave soul you must be, wandering here. The dump is like a putrid stretch of wilderness; garbage mounds pile up like rolling hills, stretching across this half a mile of former beach-front property. A twelve-foot-tall fence surrounds the entire area, preventing people from wandering in and garbage from falling out, but doing nothing to guard the very stench that rises up off the steaming refuse in the daytime, or that lingers in the coolness of the night.

        Paths have been dug around the perimeter and more cutting through to the center, wide enough so that the bulldozers and other trash-moving vehicles can easily navigate their way around. Aside from the occasional homeless person or waste disposal specialist, Seagulls make up the main population of this wasted wilderness. Thanks to the near-constant breeze, the thick air of the town dump is carried out to the nearby sea, as well as a few pieces of garbage that fall over the short, stone wall that prevents the ocean from slapping up against the shore.

Contents:

Tom

Obvious exits:

 <N> North leads to Boardwalk.

Tom

Standing here at 5'7" is your typical teenager boy... well, almost typical. The most noticible trait is his deep dark grey hair, which appears to be his natural haircolor, unless he also colors his eyebrows grey. Said hair is messily slicked back, it's owner not really interested in keeping his hair neat. his face sports eyes with the same dark grey irises, as well as a moderatly large nose, the brim flat, and tapering to a point. Said nose usually supports a pair of simple sunglasses, which are more functional then stylish, because Tom hates bright lights. Tom's ears are a bit larger then normal, as are the front of his teeth. Meh.

The boy's build is lithe and thin, and his body is dusted with the same grey hair that's on his head, making him look a bit drab. He is sporting his trademark black rainjacket/trenchcoat that he always seems to be wearing, even if it's moderatly warm outside. Underneath is a plain white shirt, adding a healthy dose of contrast to the attire. He's also wearing a pair of slightly faded and worn blue jeans, which are clearly longer then they need to be. Ending the attire is a pair of dark blue and grey tennis shoes, the laces tucked in so they don't show.

And to those with more sensitive noses, he smells like a rat.

Carrying:

Abandoned Diner

Kira(#1526Pe)

Kira is tall, and willowly, but there is something about the way that she carries herself that hints of an underlying strength. Green eyes are quite often hidden by bangs of brown hair that fall into then, only partially secured with a blue band, the rest falling in a dark mass to her shoulders. 

 A short sleeved purple top, that changa to a deep blue as it moves down her form covers the upper half of Kira's body, leaving her arms from the elbows down free. Swirling down to her ankles is a purple skirt, the same shade as the top, sashed at her waist with a sash of orange that trails its loose ends over her hip. Comfy black shoes, yet smart cover her feet.

It's curently several hours after school. Ahh... freedom. And Tom managed to con his way out of homework, so he's currently here, away from the parental units, far inside the dump. He's currently making use of one of his mutant forms to dig into a pile of garbage, in search of something he sniffed inside there. Bah. Damn his parents and their 'no mutant powers in the house' policy. Anyways, he's currently in his falt rat from, but keeping a real close ear out for anything approaching.

Phew. This place stinks. But it does have one advantage. People tend not to hang around dumps, and privacy is something that Kira wants at this moment in time. Unfortunately, school is over and that means lots and lots of people going around. So, she's hiding. And trying not to breathe too deeply. She's perched on top of a relitavly intact washing machine that's been left around, trying to remain inconspicous.

Man, that must suck. Good thing noone hangs around here. Well, save the freaks that have trouble copeing with hoarding and scavging instincts. Tom digs into the pile of garbage, finally emerging with.... a half eaten apple. "Ehh.... Man. I don't think one of the colors apples come in is brown." He looks at the apple, and takes a bite from it. He chews it for a second, swallows, and then throws the apple core away. "Ugh. I can see why they threw it away." He covers up the hole he made, and starts walking towards another pile, which probably is close to the washing machine.

Blink. A voice. Odd. Suruptitiously, Kira tilts her head, apparently staring off in another direction, but really looking for the owner of the voice. Then she can act all surprised at seeing someone else here. But lurking at the back of her mind is a wondering why the owner of the voice is eating apples that are brown in the dump.

Tom continues wandering. He does pause to take a sniff of the air, though. *sniff* The stench of the general garbage is filtered out immeadatly, leaving several scents that catch his nose. One is something that smells cheese-like, the smell of borax from a half empty can of laundry soap, and.... Someone. He sniffs the air again, isolating the scent. Human... possibly a girl... and close. He slows to a crawl, sniffing the ground.

"Strange." Kira mutters to herself, deciding to give up on looking for the mysterious voice. But, something out of the corner of her eye catches her attention, and head turns fully, looking in the direction of Tom, but whether she actually sees him or not is another matter.

Tom stops in his tracks. Ok, he's in the one transformation that will give him way more attention then he needs. If it is a human, it's best to go as human. Of course, there's a large tire parcially blocking the way, but if you are quick sighted, you might catch a human with a rather furry face. Anyways, He transforms completly into a human. He then tries to be friendly. "Ehhh... Anyone here?" He looks around, but dosn't notice Kira. "Don't worry, I won't hurt ya."

But since human's don't have furry faces, Kira just thinks she's seeing things and ignores it. "Yes, someone's here." is her reply, her tone slightly wary. People=trouble in her book. "I would hope that you wouldn't hurt me." It wouldn't be polite, seeing as they haven't been introduced. Kira shifts round on the washing machine.

Tom silently nods. "Don't worry. I'm sure not everyone's out to hurt you, and I'm deffinetly one of them. 'Sides, I'm not in the habit of hurting cute ladies." Tom is only assuming this, of course, since he dosn't see her. Well, that is, until he turns his head. "Oh, there ya are." He takes a good look at Kira. "Ehh... So what is it? School bullies? Guy's stealing lunch money?"

They might be out to hurt her, that's why she's hiding. "Flatterer." is her single dry response. But a faint stain of colour might be seen to touch her cheeks. Not often she gets compliments. "Here I am." and she swivels so that she can look directly at Tom, since its rude to talk to someone behind you. Perhaps. "Stuff." she likes being enigmatic.

Tom crouches on the ground, looking up at Kira. "Ooh, a stubborn girl..." He gives a trademark smirk. "Ya know, that isn't the best way to go through life. This might explain why you have people on your tail." He sniffs again, just to check to see is anyone is around and following her.

Stubborn is one word for it. "No-ones really on my tail." At least, not at the moment. "Its just easier avoiding people." Kira says, refraining from saying anythign else on that topic. "So dare I ask what brings yourself here? Avoiding people?" Change the subject as soon as possible, that's the idea.

Tom gets the grill. Great. "Well, I guess so. Or at least, avoiding my parents. They can be so still-minded sometimes, ya know? So, usually, when I'm angry and stuff, I hang out around here. I can be in peace and stuff. Not many people hang out around here." He sniffs the air. "And for good reason. Aparently, humans don't like living next to all of the useful stuff they throw away." Whoops, slipup. How often do you talk about humans like that when you are supposed to be human?

Hey, the boy's talking sense. Kira nods. "Never see eye to eye with you do parents.And peace is good." She's nodding away to his comments, when out slips the humans comment. Eyes narrow slightly. "I suppose that some of this stuff could be useful, but mostly it stinks. Would you like to live next door to this place?" She's being polite.

Tom looks around. "Sure. If the house was cheaper. I don't mind the smell that much." Tom looks down on the ground, and digs his hand into the ground. "In fact, I've found many interesting things in here. Heck, I found a 100 buck bill in here once." He sifts through the stuff he's undug idly while he continues. "Hell, it's amazing what humans throw away. So wasteful." He uncovers a broken action figure. "Ooh! I think this is a Transformer!" He wipes some of the garbage off of it. "First season!"

Interesting. "Sounds interesting." Perhaps she should think about a career as a muck-raker. Sounds like it pays well. But most of that would probably be spent on soap. And there goes another 'human' comment. A grin escapes her control at the exclamation of the Transformer. Boys and their toys.

Tom puts the toy in one of his coat pockets. "Ehh. Where was I? Oh yea... Are ya sure ya don't need anything? Any protection? I do protection." Yea, until he sees Melissa. Grinning, Tom holds out a hand. "But prehaps we should flee before the garbage workers find us out? They wern't that happy the last time they caught me sneaking around here..." Of ocurse, Tom usually turns into a rat whenever they are nearby, but it'll be hard to do that when he's around Kira. He's got a secret to hold.

"Not at the moment." Kira replies, but a smile softens her words. "But thank you for the offer though." Its one of the first she's had. "Being caught doesn't figure high on my list of priorites, so running could be useful." she replies, accepting the offered hand. And she has secrets of her own.

Tom sighs. "Oh, come on. You gotta get me a limb to stand on... I mean, I know it's your own personal business and all, but we all gotta help each other, right?" He starts leading her towards the fence. "There's a hole in this part, so we don't have to sneak past the workers. I use it all of the time." Of course, Tom forgot that he can only squeeze through the hole when he's in rat form. "It should be just up ahead."

"I'm just that used to keeping myself to myself." is the comment Kira makes as she follows Tom onwards. "And if people knew, they wouldn't want to help." This last is said fairly bitterly, before Kira blushes bright scarlet. She can put her foot in it as well. "Forget I said that." she mutters in a vague hope that he will.

Tom raises an eyebrow as he looks over at Kira. "I will, but before I do, dare I ask what makes you so different that people will hate you over it?" The pair makes it over to the fence. "Ah. here it i-... oh, whoops." Tom points to a rather small hole in the wall. "Man, I remembered it as bigger. Er... Um..." .o(Oh, great, now what do I tell her?)

"You can ask, but I'm not going to answer." Kira manages to say, despite still blushing. If she could kick herself inconspiciouly, she would. Eyebrows raise at the sight of the fence, her own thoughts forgotton. "Small." is her summing up. But Tom isn't the only one who can ask awkward questions. Kira's put 2 and 2 together, and probably made five. "And why were you refering to 'humans' earlier? Its a bit...strange?"

For once, Tom is without an answer. "Ehhh... er... Um.... Maybe they fixed the hole...." Of course, then there wouldn't be a hole at all, idiot. Think harder! "Um.... crap. I dunno what happened." He gives a sideways glance to Kira as she asks a question. "Um.... I'm just practicing for when they.... um.... discover that aliens are among us and stuff. Ya know, the Whole MiB thing and all?" Of course, he's mentaly doing a facepalm now. .o(Nice going....)

Looks like she's touched on something there. "We could always try climbing the fence?" she suggests. At least, they could try it. "Men in Black? Aliens?" Quirk of the brow. "If you say so." Can you tell she doesn't quite believe him. But if she starts prying into his business, he might start prying into hers. And that's not good.

Tom sweatdrops. "Um... yea. Climbing is good." He crouches on the ground, and jumps up, grabbing onto the fence. Man, he can leap high.... Whatever. Tom swiftly climbs up to the top of the fence. He then looks down at Kira. "Err... eh... you can climb, right? Do you need any help?"

Must not show powers. Must not show powers. That's the mantra running through Kira's head. So control the jump. "I can climb fine." she replies, as she springs upwards, making sure that she grabs the fence before any height could be considered odd. "Its a useful way to hide from people." And up the fence she goes.

Tom nods, and perches on top of the fence. "Oh good. I'm not sure I could have gotten ya up." With that he jumps from the top of the fence to the ground. He lands on his feet, using a hand to balance himself. Unfazed by the height, he gets up. "Need help getting down?" Hey, it's good to be nice. And hopefully, she won't notice or something.... Oh well.

Blink. Did he just drop that distance? he must have done, otherwise he wouldn't have been standing on the ground. Kirs shakes her head. "I should be alright, I think." Leg is swung over the fence, Kira scrambling down the other side, before dropping about four feet to the ground. "Ta-da." She's down. "And thanks."

Tom Shrugs. "What can I say?" ... He watches her go down the fence, and realizes what he did wasn't human. ... Let's go with the 'hope she dosn't notice' ploy. "And about the bullies.... Ya gotta stand up to them, sometimes, ya know? Running's not good if you do it all of the time." Yea, like he's the one to ask. "But I'm sure ya don't want me to ask about it, so I guess it's goodbye, Then..." But, he has to get her name. "Ehh... My name's Tom... Or T.J if ya want to get on my good side. You?"

"Running's kept me safe so far." Kira says bleakly. And she will pretend not to have noticed, but its been filed away. Tom intrigues her. "I'm Kira, or just Ki if you prefer." She won't go into the /other/ nicknames. "And it was good to meet you Tom." She would tell him, but doesn't quite feel that secure with him yet. "And I appreciate you not asking."

Tom nods. "Actually... I understand. It happens sometimes. He points a thumb back to the junkyard. "And if ya ever need help, I'm around there sometimes, so look me up." He gives a nod and smirk, and then starts to walk away, hands in his pocket. Gotta love dramatics.

"I'll remember that." Kira calls after him, before turning and walking in her own direction. She might actually take him up on his offer sometime, if things go pearshaped. And there's also that fact that she's curious about him. She doesn't quite buy his explanations.

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

