Player name:   'Liss
Player contact information: 
mhamari@humblegenius.com  AIM:  FluffyAngelKitty  ICQ:  2590456
Character name and alias:   Hannah Greene / Wildfire

Model:   Ann Hathaway
 
Powers:
Pyrokinesis

Stunt:  Creation.  Hannah can create fire with a thought, though the flame is small, roughly the size of a bic lighter’s flame.
Stunt:  Growth.  Hannah can grow fire from the smallest of flames to as large as she likes them to be
Stunt:  Control.  Hannah can shape and direct her fire where she pleases
Stunt:  Hannah can will her skin to be flammable, and light on fire without harm to her body, though her clothes are another matter.  She’s since obtained a fire-proof material and makes clothes out of it, though mostly wears it beneath other clothes.  A side effect of this is when she is on fire; she can control herself and will herself to fly
Stunt:  Hannah can raise the temperature of things such as food, but cannot reduce the temperature

Side-Effect:  Hannah’s metabolism is very fast making it so she has to eat often, at least every few hours, which means she has to wake in the night to eat.

Weaknesses:

Hannah has a weakness to cold; she often wears layers of clothes in the spring and can into the summer.  Ice does double damage to her and she cannot consume anything ice-based

Personality: 
Hannah is aloof at times, but can be warm.  She feels mutants are the better, and feels they are supreme over humans and often times pities them.  She is bright, but has a wry sarcastic streak in her.  She’s well educated and often well liked.


History: 
Hannah grew up in a normal, if not very wealthy family.  She was taught the finer things in life:  horse back riding, ballet, music, poetry, and writing.  Martin and Emily Greene thought that they were giving their children every thing they could ever want or need.  They, however, should have realized that money couldn’t buy them happiness.  Mr. and Mrs. Greene were gone a lot, leaving Kevin, Scott, Joshua, and Hannah in the hands of a Nanny.

Christopher Methina was given full trust when it came to the four children.  In the early years nothing seemed to be wrong.  The young boys and girl had something of a happy life.  They know who their parents are, but Chris was their friend and an uncle-like person to them.

As Hannah reached puberty and grew, Christopher took notice.  One night after her fourteenth birthday, Christopher tried to sexually assault her, as he climbed into her bed and began kissing her and holding her down, a bright flash caught her eye coming from over her head, her eyes widened to see flame on her fingertips, and then spread over her skin, it didn’t hurt…at least it didn’t hurt her.  Christopher screamed in agony and vowed never to touch her again.

A few months after her powers appeared, the Greene’s found out that Christopher’s real name was Garret Michaels, and that he was a wanted and known sex offender.  He was arrested and Hannah’s story became the talk of the town.  Because of this, she became ostracized everywhere she went, mobs of people would follow her home from school, would throw things at her, try to harm her.  Her family was at their wits end and they turned to Xavier’s Institute to help their troubled child work through her pain and gain control, and also give her protection.

She has since graduated and is taking classes at ESU, but is staying at Xavier’s to help out and be a teaching assistant to the younger mutants.
Equipment/Wealth:

Her family is very wealthy.  They feel by pushing more material objects on her, the more likely that she’ll forgive them.  She has a Cadalac Escalade, cell phone (with iTunes), a vast wardrobe, a lap top and docking station, stereo, television, and many cd’s and dvd’s

Sample RP: 

Looking just so, Hannah always looked just so.  She was brought up properly and often believed that.  Her makeup was perfect, her hair in place, and she was lovely.  There was no question about that.  Even the way she held herself was lovely.  She moved with a grace that most just didn't have.  She was a dancer, even when she wasn't dancing.

Wearing pink, her signature color, the dress was lovely, a sun-dress of sorts, matched with strappy heels.  She sat today, basking in this heat, it was comforting.  She sat in the garden, writing in her journal, she wrote in french in it, mostly so others wouldn't see her deepest thoughts.

Today was a lovely day, and the smile on her lips showed that.

