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The X-Men: Evolution Diaries

By Haruka

Prologue


“All right, class, there’s the bell,” the English teacher said to his senior class of students.  “Attention, now, there’s a new project you’re all going to take part in.”


Most of the students in the class groaned.  One boy, wearing red-tinted glasses, sat up and tried to pay attention despite his classmates.


“These here are just blank right now,” the teacher said, patting a stack of small, hard-cover books, “but you’re each going to take one and start writing in it at home, daily, for at least a week.  In short, you’re going to keep a diary.”


The class reaction was mixed this time.  Some kids groaned again, others giggled nervously, still more began whispering their opinions to their friends.  The boy with the red-tinted glasses scowled slightly, but didn’t say anything.


Continuing, the teacher began handing out the books.  “These are yours to keep – you can keep writing in them after the week is up or not, it’s up to you.  I won’t require that you turn them in for grading.  When the week is up, each of you will come up here and show me that you _have_ been writing in it, but I won’t be reading what you wrote.  Diaries are private, after all.”  He gave out the last book and returned to lean against his desk.  “And before any of you asks why _you_ got saddled with this assignment, it might interest you to know that this is something all grades are participating in at the same time.”


“Hey, Summers!” hissed a boy as he leaned across the aisle toward the one with the glasses.  “Some luck, huh?  You’ll be able to sneak-read the diaries of all those girls you live with!”


As if he would do something so low, Scott Summers thought dismissively, adjusting the shades that shielded his eyes.  He wouldn’t think about what the _other_ boys he lived with might do with the girls’ diaries, though ….

No characters here are mine.

Do not redistribute this fic in any form.

