Tenement Building - Salem's Apartment

The basement apartment is roomy but windowless. The wooden steps come down near one wall, against which is the boiler and a large washer/dryer set. The area underneath the steps is used for storage, though the boxes tend to get quite dusty and cobwebby down there.

The rest of the space has been converted into living space. A battered couch and a heavy, scarred wooden tank of a coffee table hold court with a decent, but not ostentatious, entertainment center; there's a low-end high-def television and a Playstation 3. A shelf nearby holds an eclectic collection of DVDs (everything from _The Good, the Bad, and the Ugly_ and _Die Hard_ to _Glen or Glenda_ and _Killer Shrews_), a couple of BluRay discs, and a small stack of DVD-Rs in plain jewel cases. There's a bookshelf, too, containing a small and minorly eclectic library. A scattering of rugs soften the hard concrete floor, though there's little in the way of wall decoration.

And, of course, there are cockroaches. They're not everywhere, but often one can spot a oval brown form scuttling from point A to point B or just hanging quietly on the ceiling, antennae waving.

Doorways lead to a narrow kitchen (colored in dull yellows and browns) and a small bedroom (wherein contains a large bed, usually made, and a desk with a sleek desktop PC and flatscreen monitor.

This full moon night finds Jack Salem well hermitted in his bachelor cave -- computer off, cellphone off, lighting dimmed... and high as a kite. The air around his battered couch is thick with the odor of marijuana, and nestled in a baggie amidst the rest of the coffee table clutter are a couple of joints, siblings to the one he's currently smoking. On the TV, Spiderman and Doctor Octopus battle it out in a bank, the tentacled Alfred Molina hurtling bags of gold coins at a spandexed Tobey Maquire dodges, webslings, and quips.

The pounding on the door to the building as a whole is muffled by the sounds of the scuffle between good and troubled (let's face it, Ock is just far too smart to be truly evil) coming from the television. Fortunately, the person wanting entrance from the street is let in by another tenant. The knock on the door to Salem's apartment, however, carries over the sounds of the movie. It's loud enough to be heard, but not a heavy enough pounding as to be demanding. There's no announcement or explanation for the intrusion - just the non-verbal request for entrance.

Salem takes a moment or two to register the sound, but when he does, he hits pause on the DVD, freezing Spidey and Ock, and hauls himself out of the couch to pad barefoot up the steps and to the door. Red-eyed and scruffy in the extreme, he opens it a few inches, expression more quizzical and distracted than annoyed.

A pair of keys is held up, obscuring the face of the girl on the other side of the door. She wears beige tank top with a red lace-up waist cincher, and a chocolate coloured mutli-tiered skirt that's tattered and fraying at the edges. "What gives, Jack? These things don't open the door anymore." She shakes the keys, making them jingle. "Changin' the locks? Jeez. It's like you damn Urrah got responsible or some shit." The young woman's black hair is piled high on her head in a sort of beehive fashion, and heavy makeup befitting a sort of street performer makes recognition take a moment longer than it might have otherwise when the shiny keys are lowered to be tucked away into a large tote bag. Salee Ockham grins. Cheekily.

Being stoned doesn't exactly help the mental gears grind, either. Salem continues to look quizzical for several seconds more before recognition dawns. "...Good lord." He smiles lazily, one hand coming up to push hair away from his scarred face. He looks about the same, maybe a bit shaggier, though the black tattooing all up his forearms is definitely new. "Good lord, Salee." He steps aside, opening the door further to allow her entrance into the Scar-Cave. "C'mon in."

"Good to see you, too." Salee's grin breaks more into a genuinely happy smile. "You look great." She steps into the apartment and pushes the door shut behind her. "I was hoping you were living here. I didn't want to have to trek all the way out into the woods to find out where the hell you'd gone off to." Without waiting for much further invitation, she lopes along into the basement apartment, stooping briefly to unbuckle and remove her gladiator styled sandals and leave them by the stairs before moving to sit on the couch. "Smells like a fuckin' dorm in here. You got some to spare?"

Salem follows her down and slouches himself onto the couch like an especially lazy cat. "Da," he says, plucking a half-smoked joint from the edge of the ashtray. He offers it to her before searching through the clutter for his lighter. It's a mess of newspapers, remotes (along with a controller for the PS3 that's currently acting as a DVD player), paper plates, a three-quarters full bottle of black vodka, and a pizza box with half a New York style cheese pizza still inside and still vaguely warm. The search has a languid, distracted quality. "My, heh, full moon habit. Keep calm. Keep sane. Neh? Oh, here it is." The lighter is produced.

Salee takes the joint and the lighter with a grateful tilt of her head. She takes long drag, followed up with a brief fit of coughs before leaning back with a soft sigh. "Hey, whatever works. It's this or menthols for me. I'd have frenzied on poor Jackie by now if it weren't for the cigs. Did you know babies sometimes just cry for no reason? And they just won't /stop?/ Yeah, they totally do." Another drag. "Gaia bless our kin."

"...Oh, is that where he is?" Salem regards her blearily, then nods a little. "That's right. The baby. With kin?"

"Yeah. I, ah... Took him to my mom's." Salee holds up one hand quickly, "Don't worry. I didn't tell her what I am. She thinks I ran off because I got my dumb ass pregnant. So she's not kin in our sense, but she's still /my/ kin in the dictionary sense." She shrugs and inhales again before passing the joint back. "She's all crazy about her little grandson, and that I actually come to visit her once in a while now. She's gotten over trying to ask questions. Every time she asks about what happened while I was missing, I ask her who my real dad is. She's still lying about it, so we're apparently at an impasse." One shoulder lifts and drops again. "It's an arrangement that works for me."

Salem nods slowly at her explanation, fishing around for the remote. When it's found, he unpauses the movie, finally, but puts the volume down low, reducing the superhero drama to a quiet murmur. Then he settles back, propping bare feet up on the coffee table, tossing the remote back into the clutter. "S'not a bad arrangement," he says slowly, scratching at his beard. "Good for you, good for your mother, good for your boy. And you went to... Steel Angel?"

"Does it show?" Salee grins and holds out one arm in front of her, admiring the tan bestowed upon her normally pale skin by the California sun. "Yeah, I thought Los Angeles might do me some good. A place where I could disappear in plain sight. Saw 'Tin while I was out there. Made me realise how much I missed it here. But I needed to get my shit together. Figure out what it means to be me. And to be Garou. And to not have those feel mutually exclusive anymore." She smiles and follows her host's example, putting her own feet, bare except for a couple silver toe rings, up on the coffee table. "So, tell me about what's new in Saint Claire."

Salem looks quizzical at 'Tin' but answers her own question rather than ask his own. "Ah, well, le' me think." He does so for a moment, beardscratching. "Vendetta, Chris's pack? They're in a lot of trouble. Veil issues, disrespect issues... ehh." He waves a hand. "The other Jack is spearheading it. Mostly it's the usual. Hmm." He thinks a bit again, eyes half-lidding. "Ah. I'm in a pack. Kaz'z alpha. And I got these, though that was in Mexico, not, heh, St. Claire." He holds out an arm to show her. Both forearms are decorated with complex, abstract designs made from a combination of artful scarring and black tattoo ink. "Scratch's idea. Don' think you ever got to meet him. Shame."

"No," Salee murmurs absently, reaching out to take Salem's wrist gently in one hand while the fingers of the other trace over the new scars and ink. "Never met Scratch." She seems contemplative as she mulls over the tattoo, then sits back with an approving smile. "Nice." She smooths one hand over the volume of dark hair atop her head. "Quentin, by the way. Sorry. I forget you don't speak Salee." She lets out a quiet huff of laughter and then asks, "Who's 'the other Jack?' I don't believe I've met him, either."

Salem goes rather still when she takes hold of his wrist, brow furrowing, but he doesn't pull away. When she lets go, he rubs his wrist absently, then gets the joint for another hit. "...Fallout," he says, relighting it. "Philodox. Jus' turned Fostern, so he's Beta under Mouse." He inhales deeply, holding the smoke for long moments before releasing it slowly. His attention's captured by a cockroach trundling across the opposide wall, behind the TV. "Haven't spoken to Mouse recently."

"Sorry," Salee apologises quickly. "Didn't mean to make you tense. I... forget sometimes." She waves a hand vaguely and then turns her own attention to the roach climbing the wall. Some things never change. "I see we're in good company," she says. She lets the implications of Salem not speaking with Mouse go for the time being and decides to focus instead on a previous mention. "Darko's in trouble, huh? ...Did that dumbass brother of mine actually manage to make pack alpha? Gaia preserve us." In a beautiful contradiction to her statement, the Ragabash makes the sign of the Christian cross over her chest. "With him in charge, it's no wonder 'disrespect' is being bandied about in regards to violations."

Salem slouches further into the couch cushions and inhales another lungful of pot smoke. "It was his packmate. Fianna named Jason. Decided to get into a pissing match with Jacinta over a pond. Or something." He sighs. "Then he and Chris and one of their /other/ packmates got involved with a drug bust and ended up killing several officers. /That/ is the big thing." Big indeed; it made CNN. (+bbread 11/122)

Salee's eyes get round as saucers and her jaw drops an inch or two. "You're kidding me. I assumed it had to do with Dancers. I'm slapping that boy upside the head before giving him his hug." Pale green eyes shut and the girl shakes her head several times, trying to make this new information fall into place while somehow leaving the world in a state that at least qualifies as 'okay.' "I need another hit."

Salem obligingly and generously passes the joint, then helps himself to some lukewarm pizza. "Do that. He could use a good slap or three."

"Three's a good number," Salee agrees as she helps herself to another puff (or three) of Salem's joint. "Some things will just never change..." She frowns. "So... I suppose I should ask sooner or later... Still got a place for me to stay?"

Salem's smile is slanted, lazy, stoned, and genuinely warm. "Of course. Your apartment's where you left it. On the, you know, tribal floor." He raises dark eyebrows, regarding her. "Does that mean you're staying?"

"Pssh. I wouldn't have bothered knocking on your fucking door if I wasn't planning on staying." Salee grins and passes back the joint. "Sounds like you guys could use another level head around here. Or at least someone Chris actually pays attention to once in a while. I'll give him those sad eyes and beg for him to behave. And if that doesn't work, I'll kick his ass. It's win-win, really." Salee tips her head back and smiles lazily. "That bitch is gonna flip his shit when he sees me. Don't warn him, huh?"

Salem utters a quiet laugh, then makes a cross over his heart. "My lips are sealed."

"Eeeexcellent." Salee steeples her fingers, doing her best to impersonate a villainous mastermind. She laughs. "Shit... It's good to be home."

Salem finishes off the joint, coughing once on the exhale. "Good to have you back."

