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Powers:

Her senses are heightened almost to an animalistic state.  She is able to track by smell rather easily.  Things such as dog whistles or certain pitches have more of an effect on her than they would normal humans who cannot hear such pitches.  Her healing is advanced; things such as gun-shots or stab wounds that would be fatal on others wouldn’t be on her, as they would heal more swiftly before she has the chance to lose much blood or other vital fluids.  She has a more sturdy system, so illness, drugs, alcohol, or poisons don’t affect her as easily as it would others.  She also has two claws that can emerge from her hands, and one from each foot.  The claws are also coated in adamantine, but the rest of her skeleton is not.

Skills:  She is highly trained in hand to hand martial arts, melee and ranged weapons, and explosives and ranged explosives.

Personality: 

 X-23 is very much an adult before her time.  She’s never known the joys of playing or anything else a childhood brings.  She is serious and moody, she isn’t the sort to hold steady conversations, nor does she have the want to do so.  She has also never had any companions outside of doctors or trainers, and she is unsure how to act around people, especially those her own age (16).  She is more likely to get in a fight to solve problems rather than talk it out or even argue.

She mostly keeps to herself; she has a hard time letting things go and is very quick to anger.


History: 

 X-23 is the 23rd and only successful creation made by Hydra with the work done by Dale Rice and his son Dr. Zander Rice.  During his work inside Weapon X as a spy, Dale Rice stole a lot of valuable data regarding the project of a perfect weapon in Wolverine.  He was also able to procure tissue samples of the subject.  Dale Rice worked very hard with his son and an organization known as Hydra to make a weapon much like that of Weapon X with Wolverine.  They used many surrogate mothers, but each seemed to fail and miscarry.  Finally, a colleague of Zander’s in Hydra, by the name of Dr. Sarah Kinney, came to offer her help.  She was able to put a new perspective on the project.  Not only was she able to help, but she also decided to be the surrogate mother of the next attempt at a clone.  This pregnancy and birth was successful and so the 23rd attempt was given the name ‘X-23’.

At the time of X-23’s birth, Dale Rice was killed in Wolverine’s escape from Weapon X.  It fuelled his desire to carry out the rest of the project in his father’s memory.  What information that was stolen regarding the training at Weapon X was used to train X-23 at the Hydra organization.

The clone was made to be a ‘perfect’ weapon, but the clone itself is imperfect as the 23rd chromosome was damaged.  They had hoped to wean out emotion and will by leaving X-23 isolated and unnurtured.  She would be left crying and scared, with little or no outside contact.  It would often nearly torture Dr. Kinney who felt a certain amount of maternal instinct.  The only gentle touch or any knowledge of anything close to a childhood was brought to her by Sarah in the form of being read to.  Sarah would sneak in pages of Pinnochio instead of the Art of war.  The solitude and unsympathetic treatment seemed to make X-23 more moody and troublesome.  It was her emotion, will, and guidance of her surrogate mother that helped fuel her desire to escape from the Hydra facility.  Sarah also did two last things for her, she gave X-23 her files, as well as helped her escape.

After escaping, X-23 really had no place to go.  She’s become a street rat, living off her skills and wits.  Her files have lead her to believe that Wolverine knew she was created and knew of her hellish life, but did nothing to help her.  So as she fumes and grows more angry, she is planning on finding him and punishing him for what he’d done to her.
 
Sample RP: 

It was the beginnings of a muggy evening. Life out here wasn't much different than life in the hands of Hydra. There was still no nurturing here, the streets were as cruel as the inside of a lab. They were also home to all sorts of kids her age, some with talents who seemed to be just as jaded and hurt as she'd been. Some didn't have talents, and those that didn't were easy prey for things like clothes and money. It was as easy acclimation for her.

Tonight was like any other she'd spent out here since escaping, except that the people she'd stolen from to survive were a little angry and were planning some sort of ambush for revenge. She could tell something wasn't right, she could smell it in the air, it hung heavy with anticipation.

Leaning against the wall of an alley she'd somewhat claimed as hers, her hands in the pockets of jeans that didn't quite fit her well.

It was a bigger group this time, she thought with a little smirk settling onto her lips. She seemed so little and so young to be given this life, but she'd deal with it just as she dealt with the experimentation and the training she'd had her life long. She sniffed the air quietly and she let her hands remain in her pockets.

Around the corner came the group, mostly men, maybe a few larger stronger women, they'd learned she was more than she seemed. Humming with adrenaline and anger, they seemed ready for a war.

"You!" A man, larger, older. He'd been out here for a while too. In his right hand he held a bat, his left hand pointed toward the girl. "You're going to pay, freak!" Which riled up the rest of the group who shouted and whooped it up.

X-23 stood up from the wall she was leaning against, her hands still in her pockets. She looked the crowd over and then addressed their 'leader'.

"You don't want to do this."

"Like hell I do." The man approached, both apprehensive and afraid, yet strong in belief that she was just a girl. He swung the baseball bat, and it connected with a loud crack to the girl's head.

X-23's head snapped to the side, blood splattered the wall next to her, and she went down, landing on her front, which brought out another round of yells and happy sounds from the group.

A few moments passed before the girl lifted her head to look up at the man who'd been so brave with his weapon, the abrasions made by the bat as well as bruises shrank away into fresh pink skin, and she smirked at his look of shock. Rising up from the ground she was quick to both grab both of his wrists, a snap was heard before the man screamed in agony, and the bat dropped from his hand, she snapped forward connecting her forehead to his nose. The large man went down, which silenced the group before her. She tilted her head to the right, bringing a crack from her neck, then to the left, doing the same.

Yells of rage came from the group as they began to rush and overtake her.

She was well trained, that was for certain, as was obvious in the way she held herself and moved her body. She straightened both wrists as she jumped up through the air, to make a kick at a nearby man, the kick was accompanied by a familiar sounding snkt sound of metal claws emerging from hands, but from her feet as well. The foot claw plunged into the neck of one of the men, while she dove at another two with both arms extended with deadly weapons drawn and ready to be used on the weaker.

The fact that they were slaughtering these people was a little more interesting to her than the woman was right now. She almost even seemed to growl as she made her attacks. Kicks were accompanied by the impaling of those foot claws, she used the two hand claws to not only impale her enemies, but to sometimes toss them into the air, or onto the ground.

Bloodlust, maybe, but she got into the fight, even after those in the mob who had wanted her dead decided these two were too much, and started to flee, she kept on them. She leapt onto the backs of those retreating until there were none left, none but the two of them.

With blood splattered on her face and clothes, she glanced down. Uncaring of the bodies around them, she shook her head.

"Damn, these were new pants..."
