JWhitlock: *steps out of the front door of my cabin, pulling it shit behind me. Trudging down the stairs, I pause as the warm Texas night blows across my face and ruffles my hair. My eyes dart around, but the desert is still, sprawled out in front and all around me*

BellaMSwan: *heads out of my dorm and walks towards the quad, intent on sitting on a bench and enjoying the weather*

JWhitlock: *takes a few deep breaths, closing my eyes and rolling my head on my shoulders before darting off the porch, heading east.* ::Wide, brown eyes, some how terrified and forgiving at the same time stare up at me from behind curtains of dark hair, surrounded by shattered glass, her body spilling its essence. Anger, disappointment, repulsion battering into me from all sides:: *freezes as the memories flood over me and a shudder racks through my body* ::Weak. Fool.:: *shakes my head to clear the thoughts away and pick up the black-tailed deer's trail again*

BellaMSwan: *finds a suitable, unoccupied bench and sits down,, bringing up my leg to curl underneath me and opening my book*

JWhitlock: *chases the animal through the scrub brush and hard packed sand and I leap at its back, knocking the desert mule deer to the ground and sinking my teeth into the soft underside of its neck, drinking in deep shuddering pulls, visions and memories of a dark haired, pale human woman-child try to worm their way into my mind, but I force them out-my self-induced exile is punishment enough for what I have done to her and to my family*

JWhitlock: *buries the animal in a shallow grave then walks as a brisk human pace back to my cabin, in no particular hurry* 

JWhitlock: *pushes open the rough wooden door that I so recently closed and walks into my small cabin. Rough wooden walls surround me, papered sparsely with movie posters, both old and new. Walks into the one and only bedroom, stripping off my old T-shirt, from a Zeppelin concert back in the 70s, and I drop it onto the bed as I walk past it to the bathroom*

BellaMSwan: *flips the pages aimlessly, not really reading, but not wanting to sit in my room*

JWhitlock: *toes off my boots as I unbuckle my belt and push down my jeans along with my boxer briefs, leaning into the tub to turn on the shower, I step, cursing after I do, realizing that I’ve gotten into the shower with my fucking socks on. Again.*

JWhitlock: *scrubs my body and hair quickly, then leans forward, resting my head against the shower wall, letting the steaming hot water pour down my neck and my back*

Edward: *takes his new Volvo out on the road for some rough handling... after all, if he can't spin out in it for awesome damsel rescues, then he'll have to call and beg Rose to come and upgrade it*

JWhitlock: *toys with the idea of jacking it, but decides against it, instead flicks the water off and reaches for a towel, drying my body and rubbing the towel over my hair as I walk back into the bedroom and pull out a clean pair of jeans and some boxer briefs. Dropping the towel I pull them off and decide to go shirtless. Runs my fingers through my quickly curling blonde hair as I walk into the living room*

BellaMSwan: *sighs, giving up on the book and deciding to wander around campus a bit, by myself*

JWhitlock: *plops down on the deep brown leather sofa settled in the middle of the room, situated in front of the TV… surrounded by speakers that were hooked up to my iPod home dock thing-whatever the fuck the lady as radio shack had sold me. Props my foot up on the coffee table after snatching up my phone from it. Tosses it up in the catches it several times, contemplating for the 452545325th time whether I should call Alice or not*

BellaMSwan: *piddles around campus, doing nothing*

JWhitlock: *flips my phone open, scrolling down to her name, my finger wavering over the green talk button* ::Brown eyes. Blood. Glass. Revulsion.:: *Snaps the phone shut again and sighs, letting my hand fall back, tapping the phone against my inner thigh as my leg bounces up and down* I ain't fucking call Alice.... fuck, they prolly threw a goddamned party when they realized I was gone.

ProfessorPeterpire: *sifts through a stack of Char’s taz papers, sneakily filling them out to be sent off while she is away, though it's hardly the way he wants to spend his morning. The papers are stacked at random, many having been doodles on, and some which harbor suspicious looking red spatters*

JWhitlock: *sits up, tossing my phone back to the table. Stands, walking toward the shelf with the i-whateverthefuckiscalled-Pod and scrolls through the songs, putting on Muddy Water's 'Mannish Boy'* He was fucking phenomenal live *grabs my half empty pack of Camels off of the shelf and dangles one from my lips as I step out onto the front porch*

JWhitlock: *hops up to sit on the railing, swinging my legs around to that I’m facing the dry-barren desert. Lighting my smoke, I take a deep, scratching, filling drag as I shift my gaze to the clear night sky, dotted with stars*

Edward: *takes his new Volvo to the window tinting place, one that he can easily bribe them into tinting them darker than would normally be legal. being able to read minds can be useful from time to time*

BellaMSwan: *walks around some more, pulling out my phone, wanting to call someone just to have something to do*

Edward: *walks from there into a shop where he can purchase some new things to go with his current geek look... he almost misses Emmett's teasing, but not enough that he'd send pictures to Emmett just so his brother could call and tease him*

JWhitlock: *the flawed rhythm of the music floats out the windows and I sing along under my breath, my cigarette bobbing up and down with the motion of my lips* ::-I know what you're feeling, and you're wrong...... You are worth it...- Words spoken what seems like a lifetime ago now, when it had scarcely been two years, barely a second for a vampire:: *streaking red through the air, the cherry burns as I flick my smoke away, landing with a bounce 20 feet away*

BellaMSwan: *considers sending a text to Edward, but thinking that it's much too soon to be playing buddy-buddy with him, shoving my phone back in my pocket*

ProfessorPeterpire: *Picks out a disposable phone from the secret drawer beneath the counter, checking it's battery life. It has just enough for one photo text message. He steps out into the front of the store, snapping a shot of the mailbox, the silver sticker bright in the picture, reading nothing but P.Whitlock, the rest cut off frame. He types in the number, one with a Texas area code, hitting send, no message included. He only hopes that Jasper is smart enough to trace the phone to New Hampshire.*

JWhitlock: ::Blood, shattered glass, forgiving eyes, unforgiving emotions:: -Fuck- *the muttered curse floats on the wind, carrying it away as I jump down from the porch and head inside just as the song is going over, picks up the iFuckery and scrolls through the selections, putting on Blind Melons 'The Pusher', sprawls out on the couch*

BellaMSwan: *wonders if its too late to go to the bookstore, but walking in that direction anyway, seeking company*

BellaMSwan: *stops outside of the bookstore, wondering whether or not to go in*

ProfessorPeterpire: *hears, smells, and senses Bella’s presences out side the book store, ghosting to the window, but not before hiding away the phone. The bell opens with a tinkle of a bell, and he grins, head hanging out the door frame* are you coming in? Or window shopping? I realize I am quite on display. *Points to topless self, with a devious grin.*

JWhitlock: *I actually fucking jump when my phone vibrates on the table in front of me:: Get a fucking hold of yourself:: *picks the phone up and flips it open, clicking on the new picture mail* What the fuck? *Its a pic of Pete’s name, nothing else*

BellaMSwan: *grins* Can I? I'm kind of bored. And lonely. A lot lonely. 

JWhitlock: *Snaps phone closed again, tossing it to the table* That crazy fucker. Haven't spoken to him in, what? 40 years now, and THIS is what he sends me? *shakes my head, moving to turn off the music and shove a movie into the blu-whatever, plopping back down on the couch, eyeing the fucking phone as 'Pineapple Express' comes onto the TV*

JWhitlock: Fuck *curiosity gnaws at me as to why Pete is contacting me after all this time, I snatch up the phone and look at the message again* -P.Whitlock- *snorts in frustration at the vagueness. Checks the phone number, one I don’t recognize. Stands, walking to the computer, something I have actually fucking figured out on my own. and sits down in front of it, firing it up*

JWhitlock: *types some shit in and clicks the mouse a lot, trying to trace the number-why I don’t just call the number back, I don't know- this seems like the thing to do. Lights another cigarette as I wait for the pages to load*

Edward: *goes back, shopping bags in hand, and picks up his phone. He gives them a tip for getting the windows nice, neat, dark and quickly. Then he puts his bags in the backseat and pulls out of the tinting shop. Once he's on the road, he drives around randomly, basically just wasting gas because there's nothing else for him to do... so he tells it off as testing all the responses on the car for when he next talks to Rose*

JWhitlock: *clicks some more shit, my mouth dropping open in surprise as the trace I results finally come up* New Hampshire? What the -fuck- is he doing in New Hampshire? And why the hell does he want me to know? Confusing ass cryptic bastard. *stubs out my smoke in my palm as I stand and move back to the couch, the wheels in my head spinning and whirring*

ProfessorPeterpire: *Opens door wider, gesturing for Bella to come inside* Be my guest, doll face. I'm just working through Char's back taxes while she's out. She’d kill me if she knew.

BellaMSwan: *grins, bouncing through the door* Thanks. So what are we doing? I don't want to do taxes. I want to do something. Entertain me, vampire!

JWhitlock: *tries to futilely watch the mind numbing movie, chewing on my thumbnail as I think over what Peter could possibly want* Only one way to find out, I s’pose *slaps my palms flat on my knees as I stand and walk into the bedroom and pull my suitcase out from under my bed*

JWhitlock: *pulls on a T-shirt, then begins throwing clothes into my suit case, stopping to put my boots on before I take my suitcase outside and load it into the back of my car*

ProfessorPeterpire: *shrugs* want to yoga? Want to do cart wheels? Want to try this new tea my friend in Ireland sent me......

BellaMSwan: Yoga? are you kidding me? I'm still sore. I can't do cartwheels. and why do I have a feeling that this tea isn't really tea, and will cause me to do something I will regret? If you want to get me high, I should strongly advise against it.

JWhitlock: ::I’m going to go and see what he wants, then come home. Easy, simple:: locks my cabin up, hopping into the car, firing it up, punching the info for New Hampshire into the GPS*

ProfessorPeterpire: *snorts, pulling out a second stool from beneath the counter, pushing it to the opposite side for Bella to sit on* It's made of these really bitter sweet mushrooms. And it makes me tingle. Isn't college about trying new things? You should drink some, and then we can watch The Wall and laugh. .

JWhitlock: *plugs my iFuckery into the car stereo, the first chords of Tuesday's Gone floating through the speakers as I hit the highway, on my way to see my long lost brother and his woman*

BellaMSwan: *snickers* alright then, whatever you say. But I blame you if I get sick, or if I start hitting on you. I've never been under the influence. I imagine I get pretty frisky.

ProfessorPeterpire: *Grins, ghosting to the little free tea and coffee set up in the back of the book shop, digging though the locked drawer for Maggie's special Brew, dropping the hand made bags into the steaming mugs of water before adding massive amounts of sugar to Bella’s. It's going to taste like shit to him no matter what, but Bella shouldn't have to suffer. Grabs a muffin from under the glass too, blueberry, for the human. Chivalry isn't dead, after all and he's a good host.*

ProfessorPeterpire: *sets mugs on the counter, sliding one to Bella, along with the muffin, before tucking all the tax papers away to be finished at a later date.* Drink up, darling.

BellaMSwan: *sniffs the tea, frowning a little but taking a deep drink, chasing it with the muffin* Not the greatest, but doable.

BellaMSwan: *drinks it down, all of it, quickly, scarfing down the rest of the muffin* Alright then. Let's see.

ProfessorPeterpire: *snickers* The muffin was for your eventual munchies. But I have more, so it's okay.

BellaMSwan: *snickers* tell me these things before hand, then. *the tea was working quickly. I go to stand from the stool and sway a little* well hello there.

ProfessorPeterpire: *ghosts around counter, steadying Bella where she stands* Want to sit? We have squishy armchairs. You humans love them.

BellaMSwan: *grins lazily* Yeah, sure. whatever. This *points to my head* is nice. I know why people do drugs now. *eyes Peter a little*

ProfessorPeterpire: *chuckles, sinking Bella down into one of the squishy arm chairs in the lounge, and grabbing a documentary on the mating habits of the southern gray squirrel, and popping it in the DVD player, feeling his own hastily drank tea begin to take effect, as he too falls into a chair* It's probably not ethical to do drugs with your students, eh?

ProfessorPeterpire: or fuck them....for that matter.

BellaMSwan: *shrugs* meh. I don't care. Besides, who's gonna tell? That we did drugs anyway. I didn't say I would fuck you. *points to crotch* virgin. Yep. *popping the p*

ProfessorPeterpire: Just your pussy's a virgin? What about your mouth? Or you're a---

BellaMSwan: *raises my hand* Let me lay it out for you, Petey. I have never done anything besides kissing. ANYTHING. I'm pretttty fucking pure.

ProfessorPeterpire: *snorts* I don't think anything on me is pure any more. *Scratches stubble* Yeah...no.

ProfessorPeterpire: *sits up straight abruptly* Holy shit, did you hear that?

BellaMSwan: *rolls over to look at Peter* what the fuck are you talking about? And I think I’m a little less pure just by being in the same room with you, for the record.

ProfessorPeterpire: *Looks at Bella with wide, gold eyes, holding up his index finger to his lips* Shhh. I think it sounded like purple.

BellaMSwan: *laughs hysterically* purple doesn't have a sound, jackass. D'you think it's bad that I'm still a virgin? Am I undoable?

ProfessorPeterpire: *leers at Bella, grin turning feral* darling, I'd fuck you seven ways to Sunday, but I think I’d get my ass kicked. You are most defiantly not un-doable. Why would you think that? You got an ass you could bounce a quarter off. *Cocks head in question, then falls over, suddenly unbalanced* oomph!

BellaMSwan: *narrows my eyes, squinting* Who would kick your ass? And nobody ever wants to do me, that's why. Edward actually ran from me. RAN! Might have something to do with being a 100-year-old virgin. But I still feel inadequate. *watches you fall* alright there? *snorting*

ProfessorPeterpire: *blinks, realizing his slip up, but presses on to matters of far, far more importance.* Edwardian. Is. A. Virgin?

BellaMSwan: *slips down onto the floor* Wha? Oh. Yeah. Never had sex. He wanted to wait for marriage or some shit. I think it's just because he didn't want me. *mumbles* I want to get done.

ProfessorPeterpire: *ghosts out of his chair, crouching over Bella, his face just inches from hers* Oooh, freckles. I'd do you darling, I really would. But I can't. Bigger picture and all that. It isn't part of it. Might be later, who's to say, but it isn't now. Want to do my girlfriend?

BellaMSwan: *snickers and reaches up to poke Peter's face* See? excuses, excuses. *snorting* And no, as pretty as she is, I want to lose it to a dude.

ProfessorPeterpire: *sighs, nodding and accepting this as fact, before getting side tracked and licking Bella’s face* Can I smell your hair? I mean, I can smell it, but I want to smellll it. 

BellaMSwan: *quirks an eyebrow at you* Yeah, sure, go for it. you want me to sit up or something??

ProfessorPeterpire: *Leans down, careful not to squish her beneath his body, his weight shifting to his knees, as he...straddles Bella* Nah, you’re good. *Leans in further, burying his face into her messy hair*Yeah, you smell like blue.

BellaMSwan: *laughs, reaching my hands up to scratch your scalp, tugging your hair a little* Does blue smell good?

ProfessorPeterpire: *Purrs as Bella’s hands scrape against his scalp, accidentally half humping her as his spine rolls* Oh yeah, blue is awesome. Smells like...uh...you. And blue. Ohmygodohmygodohmygod keep doing that. *Purrs more, nuzzling her face*

BellaMSwan: *snorts, scratching and tugging more, wiggling a little* Well I guess smelling like blue is better than stinking. I call it a win.

ProfessorPeterpire: *Hums* Win, win, win. This tea makes me randy. I apologizing for the fact that I think I'm having sex with your belly button kind of. Dry sex. We're wearing clothes. I stole your buttonginity.

BellaMSwan: *scratches more* You're lucky I'm not humping you back. Really. Because I could. I think I'd like it. And what the hell kind of word is buttonginity?

ProfessorPeterpire: *Shrugs* You shouldn't dry hump your professor. It's immoral and stuff. And if you move I might come on you, seriously, you could cut diamonds with my dick right now. And your nipples, what’s up with that? Is it because I’m cold? Buttonginity is the ginity of your button. Duh. *rambles while sniffing across Bella’s face like a dog. Sniff. sniff. Sniff.*

BellaMSwan: *humps Peter a little* And it's not immoral to do drugs with your students, and take their buttonginity? *considers licking your face* Do you taste good? And I have another question. CAN you cut diamonds with your dick? I've never seen a vampire dick before. Is that possible? because if it is, that's awesome.

BellaMSwan: And yeah. You’re cold as hell. Hence the nipples.

ProfessorPeterpire: *Growls a little as she wiggles, pausing slightly to consider her questions,* I don't know, what do I taste like? I so totally could cut diamonds with my dick. You've never seen a vampire discostick? It glitters in the sun, it's like an effigy to be worshiped.

BellaMSwan: *shrugs, licking all the way up your cheek* Yeah, you do taste pretty good. Kind of like candy. *licks again*I can't pin it down, but definitely candy. *tilts my head up* I always wondered if you all sparkled everywhere. I don't know whether to be turned on, or to laugh.

ProfessorPeterpire: *Grins, a little, not comprehending Bella’s words correctly* I wonder if I taste like candy everywhere? 

BellaMSwan: *grins lazily, leaning down and taking a long lick across your chest* Yep. You taste the same here, at least. Candy. I'm thinking jolly ranchers. Kind of a sour-sweet, in a really good way. You're like an everlasting gobstopper. 

Ethan: *looks back before tugging my helmet on* Hold on, darlin'. I like to go fast. *kick starts the bike*

AliceCullen: *Wrapping my arms around Ethan's waist* Appearances dear, you know, and I like fast.

Ethan: *wraps one hand firmly around your bare thigh and takes off toward my apartment*

AliceCullen: *smiling as you speed down the road and feeling the electricity of your hand on my bare skin*

Ethan: *pulling up a short time later in front of the crumbling building and offering my hand*

AliceCullen: *smiling, taking your hand and swinging my leg around the seat, standing, leaving my short skirt hiked too high while I remove the helmet and hold it in my free hand* Thank you

Ethan: *lets my eyes roam over your petite frame* You're very welcome. *leads you upstairs and opens the door* Um, excuse the apartment. It's not much...I usually don't stay anywhere too long.

AliceCullen: Oh, and why is that Ethan, Ethan Grant? *walking inside, smirking*

Ethan: *shrugs* No reason to stay Alice, Alice Cullen. *watching you with a grin*

Ethan: *motions toward the battered sofa* So what brings you to Dartmouth?

AliceCullen: *shrugs* Family, or coven, we tend to stick together and it was time for a change. *sitting down on the more than gently used sofa, looking around*

Ethan: *nods* Are there many of you in your coven?

Ethan: *begins to wonder if I should move on...a large coven in the area making me nervous*

AliceCullen: No, a couple that pose as the parents, and two brothers and one sister at the moment *sighs, thinking of Jasper and Bella*

Ethan: *studies you* That's a large coven for our kind. I bet there's a story there...

AliceCullen: Yeah, *shifts my glance away and then back to your golden eyes* hey, how did you come to be vegetarian? Not many besides our coven share the diet.

Ethan: *smiles, leaning back and kicking my feet up on the table* That is a very long story. But the short version is that I learned during my time with the Volturi. A few there knew about it and it seemed better than their way of feeding.

AliceCullen: *stiffening at the mention of the Volturi* You were with the Volturi? *eyes wide* When was this?

Ethan: *looks over, giving you a reassuring smile* It was a very long time ago.

AliceCullen: *Wondering, is it possible?* Did you happen to cross paths with Carlisle Cullen by any chance?

Ethan: *shakes my head slightly* I was a member of the guard. Nobody important...I'm not gifted as many of them are. I was a...grunt...for lack of a better word. I heard of Carlisle Cullen, but never met him. It's his way of life that I try to follow, though it has taken me a very long time to really get the hang of it alone.

AliceCullen: Well, if you would like you can learn from the Master, Carlisle is "father" to our coven.

Ethan: *looks over a little startled* Really? So, is he your sire?

AliceCullen: No, I um, don't know who my sire is, I came to Carlisle with my former mate. I guess you could say I sought Carlisle out, because of the lifestyle.

Ethan: *wonders about your mate, irrationally jealous* And how did you learn of the lifestyle, Alice?

AliceCullen: Well, I *shifting uncomfortably* I "see things" and I saw myself with Carlisle's coven and well just went to find him once I knew what was happening.

Ethan: *raises an eyebrow* So, you see the future? How does that work?...Wait, why didn't you see me in your chair?

AliceCullen: I don't know, I have been trying to figure out why I didn't see you since I, well, almost sat in your lap *smirking* For some reason I don't see anything about you. Usually I see a person's future when they make a decision, I see what will happened, what it leads to. The better I know someone the more I can tune it to their future. *wondering if now that I know you I will see anything*

Ethan: *shrugs* Maybe I'm the exception to the rule, darlin'...makes it more fun anyway. Bet that's a drag for your mate...never being able to surprise you.

AliceCullen: Oh, he is no longer my mate; we went our separate ways a while ago. And… Well, I kind of like that I didn't see you, it was much nicer to be surprised for a change and you, well you were a welcome surprise Ethan, Ethan Grant. * smiles*

Ethan: *grins* Am I an asshole for being happy you're not mated Alice, Alice Cullen? Cause, I have to admit that I am pretty damn happy about that.

AliceCullen: *Biting my lip, equally happy that you feel that way* Well that depends, cowboy, is there a mate stashed in a closet around here somewhere?

Ethan: *laughs* Nope, no mate, no coven. Just me, darlin'.

AliceCullen: Good, then nope, you are not an asshole Ethan, Ethan Grant. and I hope you like big families, because they are going to want to meet you

Ethan: *looks over in mock panic* Oh shit! Is Mama gonna pinch my cheeks? Brother gonna kick my ass? You know though, Alice...there is one thing I insist on before meeting the family....*leans forward, holding your gaze*

AliceCullen: Yes Ethan, what is that? *catching the unneeded breath* 

Ethan: *closes the distance between us, our lips almost touching* This...*presses my lips softly to yours, cupping your cheeks between my calloused hands*

AliceCullen: *my nonexistent heart almost seems to spark back to life at the touch of your lips to mine as I just enjoy and kiss back*

Ethan: *rubs my thumb lightly along your cheek, pulling back as I feel the electric tingle of your lips against mine before kissing you again, more confidently*

ProfessorPeterpire: *Snorts, cringing away from Bella’s wet tongue* Jolly ranchers, eh? Do I make your mouth water, darling? *leers before bursting into laughter, his head resting on her chest, looking directly down her shirt.* Unicorns? I wouldn't have took you for a rainbow unicorn panty kind of girl.

AliceCullen: *gasping as you pull back briefly, trying to control what I am feeling, my hands move to your arms, holding onto you as you press your lips to mine again and I lose myself in the kiss*

Ethan: *slipping my hand into your hair, holding you closer against me as I deepen the kiss*

BellaMSwan: *snickers* well, I -do- like candy an awful lot. It's like a food group to me. And if I want to wear unicorns on my bra, I can. Because nobody ever sees them. except, evidently, you.

AliceCullen: *my hands roam over you muscular arms, traveling up to your shoulders, moving closer and closer to you as the kiss deepens, passion building between us, so unexpected for me*

Ethan: *shivers lightly under your touch, pulling you into my lap, breaking away to whisper huskily in your ear* Damn, darlin'...this is...unexpected.

ProfessorPeterpire: *Laughs, working a hand under Bella’s shirt, and around to her back, expertly unhooking the bra* Gimme.

BellaMSwan: *gasps* What are you doing with my under things?!

ProfessorPeterpire: *Looks exasperated and then pitying.* I'm taking them off. Has no one ever done this for you? Here, sit up. *Leans back on the balls of his feet, pulling Bella to a stand.* Now, pull your arms through the straps, and you don't even have to take your shirt off. Do it. Do it now.

AliceCullen: You are telling me. *pulling my head back to look into your eyes* I can't tell you the last time I was so unaware of what was about to happen. I like it, a lot, and I like you

BellaMSwan: *sighs* Didn't we -just- cover this? The only person that's ever taken off my clothes is me. *complies, fumbling and attempting to rip my bra off, getting stuck* Damnit.

Ethan: *grins* I like you, too Alice, Alice Cullen. And I may have just found a mission in life...

AliceCullen: Oh, and what would that be, cowboy?

ProfessorPeterpire: * Delicately dips hand into the front of Bella’s shirt, fishing the bra out* There, see not so hard. *slips bra over bare chest, reaching around to snap the clasp, then adjusting the cups carefully.* I look good in unicorns. What do you think?

Ethan: *leaning in to nip at your ear* Surprising you, darlin'...

BellaMSwan: *my lip trembles a little, holding in my laughter for a moment* There are...no words for this. Except where is my camera. Are you going to give that back? I don't like hanging free in the wind-I feel exposed and all sorts of dirty. And you're -not- getting my underwear, for the record.

AliceCullen: *Pulling in a deep breath at the spark flowing from my ear down my spine* Do you feel that, or is it just me?

Ethan: *chuckling softly, nuzzling your neck* Oh, I most definitely feel it, Ali...never felt it before, but I sure as hell do now.

AliceCullen: *letting out a sharp breath* Neither have I, and for the record I couldn't be happier to be surprised.

Ethan: *runs my hands up and down your back before resting them lightly on your hips, smirking* I couldn't be happier to surprise you.

ProfessorPeterpire: *Looks at Bella critically, fingers itching* Do they match? Is this part of a set, Bella? Because if it's part of a set Bella, you gotta pony up the panties. I want to tuck my junk safely behind a thin later of cotton unicorn. *Grins, his eye brow quirking in thought, as he sits up abruptly, stripping off his stretchy cotton yoga pants, tossing them at Bella, leaving him in little more then orange briefs, the unicorn bra, and floppy hemp sandals.* Here. Take your pants off. Put these on.

AliceCullen: *sits up straight* OH, we have to go. There is someone here I have been expecting, please come with me?

BellaMSwan: *blinks* Whatever. Can I keep these? *holding up the pants* are you going to watch as I undress?

Ethan: *lifts you off my lap and sets you on your feet* That's gonna take some getting used to...but of course I'll come with you.

ProfessorPeterpire: *Shrugs* Yes, and yes.

ProfessorPeterpire: *Nods shortly* Now take off your close, or I'll fail you.

ProfessorPeterpire: *Burst into laughter* I'll...fail you in Theology 101....for not getting naked.

BellaMSwan: *laughs* I knew this college was a bad idea. *moves my hands to the button of my pants and shimmies out of them, blushing a little, but still too high to care. Yanking my underwear down and tossing them at you* Here, pervert.

ProfessorPeterpire: *lets them hit him in the face, peering at her out a leg hole* Are you going to watch me undress?

ProfessorPeterpire: *Snickers*

BellaMSwan: *nods* Yes. Fair is fair. Besides, I want to see a vampire penis. Hell. any penis. I've never even seen one in person. Make with the goods. *waves my hands in your direction*

ProfessorPeterpire: *Drops trou with little fanfare, Bella’s panties still perches on his head. His briefs fall to the floor pooling around his ankles, his cock smacking against his belly button with a -boing- as it's freed from the poly-spandex confines.*

BellaMSwan: *my mouth hangs open as I stare* are they ALL like that? Jesus Christ! How the fuck does that even -fit-?

AliceCullen: Ethan, we need to head to the bookstore. *pulling on the helmet again and hiking my skirt as I wink at you*

ProfessorPeterpire: *Looks down at cock* No, humans got nothing on a dick like mine. As for fitting....well...it's all ins and outs Bella. May takes some effort, but It all fits together eventually.

ProfessorPeterpire: *Pulls on Bella’s panties, tucking my dick off to the side so that it's pressed against my hip, covered in stretched out unicorns.* There, no public indecency in my book store. Hey, you want a muffin?

BellaMSwan: *blinks rapidly, still holding the pair of cotton pants, finally deciding to put them on, shaking my head* effort. A fucking miracle, that's what it would take. Yeah, bring on the food. *still staring*

Ethan: *smirks* I really love you on my motorcycle in that skirt, darlin'. *sets off toward the store you indicated*

ProfessorPeterpire: *snorts, ghosting to the muffin stand, and back again, presenting Bella with a Chocolate chip banana muffin this time* Moses parted the red sea, I think some one can spread your legs far enough and make it work. Bigger miracles have been done before.

BellaMSwan: *takes the muffin, nibbling, shaking my head* There's no way. I'm just saying. I mean...good sweet baby Jesus. You're going to rip my favorite underwear.

ProfessorPeterpire: *Looks down at cock again, sighing as he tucks his still hard dick back under the elastic. He makes his way to the counter, perching on the stool beside the cash register* Yeah, I think Maggie said something about it making you horny. Horny. Horny is a funny word.

ProfessorPeterpire: *Laughs lightly* Unihorn. Unicorn. Unicron. corn. Cron. Unihorn? Am I saying this right?

BellaMSwan: Maybe you should have mentioned that before. I don't like to be sexually frustrated. *laughs* What are you trying to say? unicorn? unihorn...*snickers*

ProfessorPeterpire: *Blinks, eye twitching. * I.Don't.Know. Unicrons in my underpants. Cron! Cron! Cron, I tell you! My dick cannot be contained by your cottony Unipanties.

BellaMSwan: *sits down on the floor, looking up at you* What the fuck is a cron?! And *points to your dick* Please don’t rip my panties. I have no underwear to wear home if you do that.

ProfessorPeterpire: *Laughs* You can wear mine! You can be Professor...Peterpirepan​ts.

BellaMSwan: *blinks rapidly* I won't lie. I don’t even know what you just said. but your underwear won't fit me. Your ass is bigger than mine.

ProfessorPeterpire: *Scoffs indignantly and looks offended* My ass is magnificent. Your grannie panties do it no justice. *Turns around and yanks the unicorn panties down just below his ass, keeping his cock encased* This ass was chiseled by God!

BellaMSwan: *whistles appreciatively* I didn't say it wasn't a nice ass, I just said it was bigger than mine. Don't make me show you.

ProfessorPeterpire: *Grins, looking over his shoulder, his glorious ass still on display.* Do it. Show me. So we're even.

BellaMSwan: *grumbles* fine. I'm never taking drugs with you again, though, just for the record *spins around, pushing the cotton pants down my hips and just below my ass* see? nice. Right?

ProfessorPeterpire: *Wolf-whistles, hand snapping out to pinch Bella’s left cheek before she can realize what she's doing* Oooh doggy, very nice. Your gonna make J--someone a very lucky man. And for the record hot stuff, you're having fun, and you're so gonna do this again, because Char knows where to score some wicked awesome pot brownies.

BellaMSwan: *yelps as I feel a pinch, unable to see it coming* I'm gonna make who happy? *glares* You know something don't you? or are you talking out of that magnificent ass? Pot brownies...that sounds good. but they don’t affect you, do they?

ProfessorPeterpire: *Shakes head ignoring every question but the last, subtly steering Bella from the topic of the future, he doesn't share what he knows, it's not how it goes down* No, but the tea does, and there’s this shit you can mix into blood that’s neat, and then all the pretty pills Char has. Special stuff.

BellaMSwan: *pulls my pants up* blood is gross. Except my blood. apparently my blood is really fucking good. *snorts* fat lot of good it does me.

ProfessorPeterpire: *Shrugs, laying his face against the cool counter top* You smell good, no better or worse then lots of other people. It is nice though. You're Edward’s singer, right?

BellaMSwan: *lays down on the floor* Yeah. He wanted to eat me pretty bad. Didn't though. Obviously. Which is good. I think. I wish he wasn't so uptight.

ProfessorPeterpire: *Lays on the counter top, looking down at Bella on the floor, his ass still hanging out of the panties* He can't help it, he thrives on control, having such rigid rules regarding his personal life is just a part of that. He wouldn't be him at all if he wasn't uptight, and had he been any one else, would you have ever fallen in love with him in the first place? And had you not fallen in love with him, where would you have ended up? Are you happy with your life? You've got badass mythological beasts rooting for you, you're going to a top-notch college, you've the chance to make, and remake some amazing and awesome friends. You got it made, darling.

Ethan: *nears the bookstore and slows in the parking lot, reluctantly sliding my hand off your thigh as I park, dismounting and lifting you off as well*

BellaMSwan: *snorts* No. If I hadn't fallen in love with him, I could have gone on with my normal life. I wouldn't have had a vampire try to eat me. I wouldn't have a vampire hit out on my head. I wouldn't be an emotional mute right now. But that's besides the point. It's done and over. I like it here, regardless of the mythicalogical population.

ProfessorPeterpire: *Pins Bella with a critical look* I don't think you’re an emotional mute, Bella. I just think you’re on the wrong channel. *Blinks, wondering if that made any sense at all, but he's pretty sure it did.*

BellaMSwan: *looks up at you* Wrong channel? I'm not a television.

ProfessorPeterpire: *Shrugs awkwardly on the counter* You're the one who made the mute analogy, I can't help what my vampire brain comes up with. It makes perfect sense to me, I think.

BellaMSwan: *stares* uh huh. Whatever. It sucks. But it's what I deal with. Better to not feel anything than to feel everything. Is the drinking age here still 21?

ProfessorPeterpire: *sighs* Yes. Don't go getting emo on me now, darling.

BellaMSwan: I'm not going emo on anyone. You'd know if I was going emo. there would be tears. *peers around the room* I need food or something. Real food. Steak. Where's Charlotte? We should have a party. Do you think Edward would come?

ProfessorPeterpire: *Snickers* To our special mushroom tea party? No. Maybe. I don't know. We won't spike his punch. Char's shopping, it was overcast today, she must go spend my paycheck. And...steak?

ProfessorPeterpire: We could order in.

ProfessorPeterpire: *Still laying flat across the counter, he rummages through the drawer, freeing his Smartphone, holding it out to Bella* Knock yourself out darling.

ProfessorPeterpire: *Looks up* We -could- spike his cool aid.

ProfessorPeterpire: *Nods, sitting up abruptly* We could! If we got him over here. We keep life stock, just get fuzzy little deer all fucked up and have him nom that shit.

BellaMSwan: *laughs* oh man. That'd be great. I'd love to see him let loose just once in my menial lifetime. *grabs the phone, dialing the number to a local Chinese place and ordering a ton of food* Thanks. Hope you're paying.

ProfessorPeterpire: *Grunts* Sure, sure, wallet’s in the third drawer down. This counter feels awesome on my dick. It's so smooth....

ProfessorPeterpire: *nuzzles counter top, hugging it slightly, his ass -still- hanging out.* Mmmhm. Nice counter top. I love you.

Maggie: *packaged a shipment for delivery, addressed to P.Whitlock, and shipped it two days previously: express delivery out of Ireland. he should be getting the rather large shipment of packages with the VDA logo emblazoned on the 'shipped from' portion of the label within the next hour or two...including a case of 'free samples' of a new product!*

BellaMSwan: *shovels Chinese food into my mouth while sitting on the floor of the bookshop, eyeing Peter, who is still passed out and wearing my underwear*

AliceCullen: *holding tight to Ethan's waist as we near the bookstore, enjoying the feel his back against my chest*

Ethan: *lightly strokes Alice's thigh as

Ethan: *I turn into the parking lot*

Ethan: This the place, darlin'? *easing the bike into a parking spot*

AliceCullen: *releasing my hold on Ethan's waist, sitting back* This is it cowboy.

Ethan: *reluctantly releases my hold and stands, steadying the bike for Alice to dismount as I cut the engine, surveying the area quickly...old habits die hard*

AliceCullen: *unbuckling the strap to the helmet and removing it, taking your hand and climbing off your big powerful machine, my thighs still vibrating from the power of the engine*

ProfessorPeterpire: *grunts from counter, lifting head* Chinese food smells nothing like Chinese people, I'm rather disappointed.

BellaMSwan: *speaks with my mouth full* That's a good thing. I don't want to eat Chinese people. But these *waves around a wanton* I do want to eat more of.

Ethan: *wraps an arm around your waist and stows our helmets* Why are we here, Alice? *still surveying the area*

ProfessorPeterpire: *wrinkles nose, setting his face back down on the counter* The smell like shit. I'd rather eat a Chinese person, and I don't even eat people. I wonder what Siamese cats taste like?

BellaMSwan: *snorts* Probably like any regular cat tastes. do you eat a lot of cats? Is that cat you call Peen actually Peen the seventh?

AliceCullen: *a familiar scent faintly hangs in the air, making me curious, but I haven't seen anything...* A Good friend of the family, a human, is here, she doesn't know it yet, but she is about to enter back into the circle.

ProfessorPeterpire: *Shakes his head, reaching blindly for a cat that wasn't even there* No, I don't eat cats, Char is against it. Cats are friends, not food. Cats. Cats. Where’s my cat. PEEN!

Ethan: *nods and walks with you toward the bookshop* I bet there's quite a story about her...

BellaMSwan: *chokes a little* Your cat is probably terrified of you! I'm a little scared myself. You know your ass is still out, right?

AliceCullen: Oh yeah, I'll tell you all about it later. Oh, and she may not be thrilled to see me, my mate tried to eat her and my brother broke her heart. *Reaching the door, allowing you to display your southern gentleman ways*

ProfessorPeterpire: *Sighs, smiling lightly* Yeah, I'm airing it out.

BellaMSwan: *snickers* it's kind of blinding.

Ethan: *smirks and pulls open the door, intending to let you go inside, but quickly recognizes another scent....a vampire’s scent...and steps in front of you, shielding you from the unknown, growling softly* I thought you said she was human? 

AliceCullen: She is *looking around quickly, the faint scent was Char, there sat Peter in, in....* Peter what the hell are you wearing? *nodding to Ethan* It's ok, he is a friend.

AliceCullen: Hello Bella, *smiles*

ProfessorPeterpire: *Rolls onto his back on the counter, looking up to make sure the cock is tucked safely away in the unicorn panties, before taking in the upside down form of one Alice Cullen and....friend." Well if it ain't the little pixiepire herself. Hello Alice. And I'm wearing....Bellapanties.​

ProfessorPeterpire: *Grins.*

Ethan: *eyes the male warily but relaxes my stance, scanning the area for the other that I smelled, nods a greeting*

BellaMSwan: *eyes the new guy* Ah, hi...Alice. Surprise?

AliceCullen: Why Peter are you wearing Bellapanites? *walks over to kiss Peter's cheek and hug him*

Ethan: *shoots a tight smile to the human girl*

AliceCullen: *walks to Bella* I have missed you so much Bella, It is wonderful to see you. This Ethan, Ethan, this is Bella and Peter.

ProfessorPeterpire: *Sits up to hug Alice back* Because...she's wearing my pants. We drank the...tea. The tea is good. Would you like some tea? Man it's good to see you. I mean, I knew you were coming, but it's good to see you.

AliceCullen: Yeah I think I'll pass on the tea, thanks though Petey. And where is Char while you two are trading undergarments?

BellaMSwan: *looks up at Ethan, unsure* Hi...Ethan. *turns my attention to Alice* I missed you too, Alice. I leave for a year, and the vampires just multiply around me. I'm like bait.

Ethan: *speaks quietly* Hey Bella. Peter.

AliceCullen: *giggles* Well, I knew Bella was here, but as usual Petey, you managed to hide from me. It is really good to see you.

ProfessorPeterpire: *Snorts* Because I look better in unicorns. Char’s out shopping. Spending the cash money ya know.

ProfessorPeterpire: *Grins harder, nodding* So, Ethan, you from around here. Not taking Theology 101 are you?

BellaMSwan: *frowns at Peter* You can't fill the top of that out as well as I can, for the record. *stands up and moves to throw my trash away, perching myself on the counter next to Peter*

AliceCullen: Ahh, I have missed Char, she always could spend the cash.

Ethan: *sizing Peter up, grinning* Nope...no Theology.

BellaMSwan: *turns to Ethan* do you have Chemistry?

AliceCullen: Okay boys, no marking turf okay? So Bella, how did you happen to stumbleupon Peter and Char?

ProfessorPeterpire: *Looks at Bella, raising both his brows and smirking* But my ass looks brilliant.

ProfessorPeterpire: *Giggles* I'm her professor!

Ethan: *smirks* Some would say I do...*looks over at Alice*

BellaMSwan: Well, Peter was one of my teachers, and of course I knew what he was. And he knew that I knew. And then we talked some, and here we are.

BellaMSwan: Yeah, Pete, it does. Not as good as mine though.

BellaMSwan: *looks between Ethan and Alice, raising my eyebrows*

AliceCullen: Let me guess, Theology? And did you tell her WHO you are? 

ProfessorPeterpire: I'm Peter. Professor, Yoga instructor, Love Guru and drug Dealer. *looks to Bella* You know that I'm your professor right? We covered that?

ProfessorPeterpire: *Checks imaginary watch on wrist* That reminds me, I'm expecting a package in about....seven minutes.

BellaMSwan: *nods at Peter* yeah. I got that.

AliceCullen: *grinning at Ethan* Oh Ethan has chemistry alright Bella.

Ethan: *grins lazily at Alice and pulls her back into my chest*

ProfessorPeterpire: *Laughs out right, scratching an imaginary itch on his stomach* Enough with the creepy sister innuendo, Alice. I didn't want to know when you were fucking my brother, and I don't want to know now.

AliceCullen: *speaking to quickly and quietly for Bella to hear* Does she know or not Peter?

ProfessorPeterpire: *blinks* Know what?

AliceCullen: *feigns annoyance* Peter, as usual you are talking out of your ass. I just met Ethan.

AliceCullen: *looking at Bella, relieved that she hasn't put the pieces together*

AliceCullen: *damn it Peter, does she know who you are to Jasper?*

AliceCullen: *leaning on Ethan, reaching for his hand*

ProfessorPeterpire: *Hops down from counter, checking imaginary watch again* Soooo....

Ethan: *wraps my hands around your waist, feeling you instantly relax slightly, whispering* Y'ok, darlin'?

AliceCullen: *Yeah, Peter can be quite annoying, relaxing under your touch*

BellaMSwan: *eyes Alice and Ethan* well I see how it is. Good for you, Alice. but Ethan, I meant did you have the class Chemistry. because I do, and I have it with Edward, and I just...don't know about that yet.

AliceCullen: So you did see Edward already?

BellaMSwan: *frowns* Yeah. That was a hell of a surprise, by the way.

BellaMSwan: *spins my head around to Peter* What do you mean, fucking your brother? Alice was fucking your brother?!

ProfessorPeterpire: *Frowns* I don't think he likes me. Can't get in my head, you see.

AliceCullen: I'm sorry, I wanted to see you first, but, um, I ran into Ethan and, well got delayed.

AliceCullen: *Damn it Peter*

BellaMSwan: Yeah. He's still...he still loves me, I think.

AliceCullen: There seems to be a lot of that going around, I can't see Ethan either.

ProfessorPeterpire: *snickers* Delayed....is that what the kids are calling it these days.

ProfessorPeterpire: *Grins at Ethan* Is it just Alice's gift you are immune to, are vampires in general?

AliceCullen: Edward is slow on the up take sometimes Bella, he will move on eventually. *eyeing Peter*

ProfessorPeterpire: *looks perfectly innocent* oooh look the post man is here.

BellaMSwan: *nods, sighing* I know. I still feel bad though. *pokes Peter* Hey! Answer the damned question!

ProfessorPeterpire: *Meets the man at the door, signing for the package and ignoring the mans incredulous look at his underpants attire. He sets the package on the counter, sniffing slightly* oooh, smells like free samples.

ProfessorPeterpire: *Looks at Bella, confused* What question?

BellaMSwan: Who is your brother?

BellaMSwan: *glares*

ProfessorPeterpire: *blinks* Oh Jasper. Jasper Whitlock.

AliceCullen: *rolls my eyes* Ethan, it is best to ignore half of what he says, he is always up to something. *speaking too fast for Bella again* he is my former mate's brother, she had never met him before and I would have preferred if she didn't know.

ProfessorPeterpire: *nods once, before turning back to his package* Why do you ask?

BellaMSwan: *gapes*

ProfessorPeterpire: *Levels Alice with a look, speaking too quietly for Bella to hear* Why wouldn't you want her to know?

BellaMSwan: You know Jasper?

ProfessorPeterpire: *laughs* Of course I know Jasper. He's my brother.

AliceCullen: NICE! *like you don't know...*

ProfessorPeterpire: I told you I had a brother, didn't I?

ProfessorPeterpire: *Growls --she needs to know--*

BellaMSwan: No. You didn't. You told me you had some friends, but you never said brother. I don’t think. I'm still kind of high.

AliceCullen: *isn’t it too soon? I don't see it this soon, or this way*

Ethan: *watches quietly*

AliceCullen: *Turning to Ethan, smiling*

BellaMSwan: *staring* stupid vampires and their super speak.

Ethan: *whispers to Alice* Didn't know this was a soap opera, darlin'...

ProfessorPeterpire: *whispers---it isn't all that soon, Alice. Would you rather Jasper just come bursting all up in here without warning?----*

BellaMSwan: *thinks back* wait. Wait a second. You -did- say you had a brother. That you thought I'd LIKE. Is it the same one? *eyes widening*

AliceCullen: *sighs* I know, I didn't either, he's a tricky fucker, this one, he just knows shit, it is infuriating.

ProfessorPeterpire: *Shakes head, pulling out baggies and vials from the package box* No. I said brother. Remember, angsty, emo, Texan?

ProfessorPeterpire: Easy on the eyes, understanding? Hides the accent. I'm sure I said all this.

BellaMSwan: YOU WANT TO SET ME UP WITH JASPER?!

AliceCullen: Okay, well, it is what it is now. SHIT!

Ethan: *eyes widen as I finally make the connections* Your ex??

AliceCullen: *nodding to Ethan, speaking too fast again* WE are not fixing them up, fate did that, I saw it happen a while ago, and Peter here well, he just knows shit. It isn't a set up, and they will be mated, eventually.

ProfessorPeterpire: *rolls eyes* I don't see what the problem is here. It was just a suggestion. You said you wanted a guy who would know how to please you, and hell, Jaspers good at picking up on that shit. I was just making...conversation. Is there something -wrong- with Jasper? Is he not pleasing to your fickle eye? *Raises a brow, smirking*

BellaMSwan: *my mouth hangs open as I try to form a coherent sentence* he's...but...ALICE...he doesn't even LIKE me!

AliceCullen: Oh for crying out loud. Ethan, want to get out of here?

Ethan: *nods* Whatever you want, darlin'...

ProfessorPeterpire: *laughs* Jesus, Alice. Sorry about this. I don't mean to cause drama. I'll see yalls again, right?

AliceCullen: Bella, I'll call you, we can get together and talk okay? Peter, I love you, you know that, but honestly you make me crazy. *spinning on my heels* Hey, did you know I was going to meet Ethan?

Ethan: *perks up, looking over for Peter's answer*

BellaMSwan: *still gaping at Peter, waving to Alice* Yeah, give me a call. I'll come over some night. we can girl chat. over Peter wanting me to DATE YOUR EX.

ProfessorPeterpire: *Grins* Can't share trade secrets, Alice, you know that.

ProfessorPeterpire: *sighs* Don't be so dramatic Bella. I said fuck my brother, not date him. That was up to you.

Ethan: *snorts loudly at Peter's comment* Jesus! Who the hell do you hang out with, Alice?

BellaMSwan: I can't FUCK Jasper! *blushes and hides my face*

AliceCullen: Thanks for not telling me, I don't want to know anymore, okay, so please just keep it to yourself. I want Ethan and I to have a chance without any mojo.

ProfessorPeterpire: *shrugs* I didn't say you have to. Do you need a pill? I'll break my no-pill policy if it'll calm you down, darling.

AliceCullen: Yeah, my brother in law, sorry.

ProfessorPeterpire: *nods at Alice* That’s the way it should be.

AliceCullen: Let's get out of here, I don't even want to know...

Ethan: *tightens my grip on your waist* It's fine, darlin'...

BellaMSwan: *shakes my head* no more drugs, please. But Jesus, really, Peter? Jasper isn't my biggest fan.

ProfessorPeterpire: You know possibilities, I know fact. It's perfectly okay for you to share.

AliceCullen: No, leave Bella and Jasper alone Peter *again too fast for Bella*

ProfessorPeterpire: Psh. You don't even know Jasper.

ProfessorPeterpire: *sighs* ---I know this, I'm neither encouraging this nor discouraging this. I'm just keeping them on track. Fates a fickle bitch, okay? I just...want to watch.----*

BellaMSwan: I know that he tried to eat me once, and that he looks at me in a lurky kind of way, like he's THINKING about eating me.

AliceCullen: *Turning to Ethan, rolling my eyes at Peter* Please, I'm embarrassed enough...

Ethan: *chuckles softly* Hell, Darlin'...this is the most entertained I've been in decades...

Ethan: *laughs openly at Bella's comment*

AliceCullen: *smirks at Ethan's comment, holding hands as we walk out the door, I wave over my head toward Bella and Peter.*

ProfessorPeterpire: *Grins lecherously* Maybe he is.....

Ethan: *smirks as I hand Alice a helmet* That was...interesting.

AliceCullen: *covering my ears so as not to hear Peter's comments until we are out of range*

BellaMSwan: *frowns* I'm sure he is. wait...*blushes* You're being perverted again aren't you?

Ethan: *gently pulls your hands away, leaning closer* Need a distraction, darlin'?

AliceCullen: I am so sorry; I had no idea he was here. He is ok, just annoying as all hell. So you probably have a million questions now huh? I hope he hasn't scared you of. Wait, what? A distract....

Ethan: *smirks for a split second before crashing my lips to yours*

ProfessorPeterpire: *Grins* Yes, yes I am. *sighs* Jasper always looks lurky. He feels everything around him. I know he tried to nom your ass, but have you thought about it? He was feeling every single ounce of blood lust up in that room, including Edward’s. Facts are Facts, he could have killed you and every other vamp in that room that day, and he didn't so give him some fucking credit. The credit he deserves. He's a badass dude.

BellaMSwan: Hey, easy now. I didn't say I was mad at him for trying to eat me. It's natural for you guys. But I'm just saying, how can he like me? I mean, I'm kind of food, and it must be a pain in the ass for him to have me around.

AliceCullen: *my lips move with yours, sparks igniting, running down my spine*

Ethan: *lifts you and sets you onto the seat of the bike, my lips trailing along your jaw to whisper in your ear* I don't scare easy Alice, Alice Cullen...

AliceCullen: *exhaling in a rush* Good, Ethan, Ethan Grant.

ProfessorPeterpire: *sighs* He doesn't want to eat humans any more then I do, and I fought in the same goddamn war he did. Do you see me struggling? It certainly isn't his fault, and it isn't your fault, it's just the general blood lust all piled up on him. I bet he never even got a chance to meet you. I'm very defensive of him, you know. I have to look out for him, no one else does. He's tough people thing that he doesn't need a little back up, but he does, and that’s what I'm there for. He's my brother, after all. He made me. And saved me, and let me go, and Char.

Ethan: *brings my lips back to yours, kissing you gently this time* I do have some questions...and I'll ask them later...

BellaMSwan: *stares at the ground* I didn't know all that. And you're right. Edward never let me near him. But still.

AliceCullen: *smiling, still hearing Peter's words to Bella, knowing you can hear them too* Fair enough, cowboy, fair enough.

ProfessorPeterpire: *Raises both brows, looking them behind his messy fringe* But what? We're not even talking about you and Jasper any more. But what? Don't be dissing on my bro, doll face, you don't know the man. Now, I wasn't signing your marriage certificate when I brought his ass up, I was just....making conversation. A joke. You -do- need to get laid.

Ethan: *nods, getting you situated on the bike* Let's not eavesdrop...do you need to get home?

BellaMSwan: I am -not- dissing your brother! I told you, I never blamed him for what happened. I just always thought he didn't like me. And I know I need to get laid. But I highly doubt that Jasper is the one to do it. And before you say anything, it's not because I don't think he's attractive. Lord knows he is.

AliceCullen: *nods* I guess I need to call my ex, so yeah, I probably should. I don't want to leave you though, I can't seem to...

Ethan: *cups your cheeks in my palms, kissing you lightly once more* If I had my choice, darlin', I'd rather stay with you awhile, too...

ProfessorPeterpire: *Nods* He's a good looking bastard. No more Jasper talk, you've gone and killed my buzz. *eyes box with a smirk* Not that it's a problem. My friend Maggie, she send me a shit ton of free samples. I wonder if Ethan and Alice would be interested in trying the merch? She’s got shit in here that could calm even the pixie down.

ProfessorPeterpire: *sifts through the rest of the box* She runs her cartel out of Ireland. Can smell a lie like a fart in a car. It's her thing.

BellaMSwan: huh. and she makes what? Vampire drugs?

AliceCullen: Well, what are we going to do cowboy?

Ethan: I don't know and I have no idea, darlin'...haven't ever been in this situation before...

ProfessorPeterpire: Designer drugs. They do all sorts of shit.

Ethan: All I know is that it was my lucky day when I sat in your seat...

BellaMSwan: Hey. How about you give me my bra back before you get all hopped up again, because seriously-these nips? are getting out of hand.

AliceCullen: No *giggles* I have never been in this position before, not ever. It feels...nice, I like not knowing what is going to happen, just going with what I feel...

AliceCullen: I think I was the lucky one. *wink*

ProfessorPeterpire: *sighs* Can you get the clasp? I'm feeling lazy.

ProfessorPeterpire: *looks at crotch* Can I keep the panties? This cotton is breezy.

BellaMSwan: *reaches towards you, unclasping the bra* There. And yeah. I think your giant...thing...stretched​ them beyond comfort for me.

Ethan: *grins* So, maybe we just go with the flow Alice, Alice Cullen...see where it takes us?

ProfessorPeterpire: Thing? Thing....did you just....Did you just call my dick a thing?*Blinks, looking at Bella with a dead pan stare* If you don't say cock right now, I am going to lock you in the basement until you learn proper penis words. I am not kidding. And we keep livestock down there.

AliceCullen: That, cowboy, sounds like a plan.

ProfessorPeterpire: *slides bra off, handing it to her slowly.*

Ethan: *smirks* Alright, darlin'...let's get you home and I can eavesdrop shamelessly while you call your ex.

AliceCullen: *laughs*

BellaMSwan: Please don't lock me in the basement. And...*blushes* cock. Your cock scares me to death. It almost makes me never want to have sex.

BellaMSwan: *gets my hands under my shirt, attempting to put it on without exposing myself*

ProfessorPeterpire: *Snorts* No matter what they tell you doll face, bigger -is- better. Plus there are lots of....warm ups, you can do to prepare yourself for Monstercock. And with my yoga class, you'll be able to get yourself up into all sorts of neat positions. *nods knowledgeably* 

Charlotte: *sighs, pulling out my phone and scrolling down to Peter's number, before quickly typing a text* <<<Shopping was not a success. Juan has left town unexpectedly. I'm heading over to Montana so I can do some shopping with our old supplier. Love you, baby. I'll be home soon.>>> *presses send, watching as the screen alights with the words 'Message sent' before pocketing snapping it shut and putting it in my pocket*

BellaMSwan: *frowns* I don't understand how stretching would make that *points to your cock* fit in here *points to my crotch*

ProfessorPeterpire: *picks up phone a second before it vibrates, alerting him of a text message* Oooh, it's from Char. She's headed for Montana to meet with our old supplier. Gonna be gone a few days.

ProfessorPeterpire: *Looks at Bella* That a challenge, darling?

BellaMSwan: *blinks* What? *gasps* No! And besides, what if I said yes? You already said you wouldn't fuck me.

ProfessorPeterpire: *Grins* Did I not just explain that there were warm up stretches?

BellaMSwan: *nods* Yes, you did, but still. I -really- don't understand how stretching helps. Stretching what?

ProfessorPeterpire: *Laughs* Oh my god! Your pussy!

BellaMSwan: *frowns* Stretch it with what?

ProfessorPeterpire: Fingers? toys? Whatever suits your fancy. That’s it. We're buying you a vibrator. *turns to the store computer on the counter, pulling up Char's bookmarked sex toy page* What’s your favorite color?

BellaMSwan: huh uh! No way! I won't even touch myself, let alone use a toy.

ProfessorPeterpire: *pauses, clicking on a decent sized simple vibrator, nothing scary, in girly bubble gum pink, and clicking it, Charging Char’s tab* Why? Orgasms are awesome.

BellaMSwan: I bet they are. But...It's weird...and...I can't.

ProfessorPeterpire: *sighs* Why? Deep-seated issues? What?

BellaMSwan: *shrugs* i don't really know. I just...never did. Don't know what I'm missing, so there isn't anything to miss, right?

JWhitlock: ::the drive to New Hampshire is long and boring as fuck. I went through all of my playlists on my iFuckery, and I was starting to feel the burning itch in the back of my throat::

JWhitlock: *pulls off the side of the road somewhere in Delaware (Hi, I’m in Delaware) and tracks down some of the local wild life, taking out some poor animal I don’t even know the name of. Runs back to the car and gets back on the road, punching Willy into the c.d. player for good measure* 

ProfessorPeterpire: *repeats* Orgasms are awesome. You don't understand.

BellaMSwan: *nods seriously* Peter. You. are. missing. the point. I -cannot- do that to myself. Nor have I ever. Therefore, I take your word for it!

ProfessorPeterpire: *Looks incredulous, gaping.* You...you can't just take my word for it! I've never even had a girl orgasm! You people can have like....several all at once. You...why would you want to miss out on that?

BellaMSwan: *tilts my head to the side* Several? huh. Lucky bitches. And I didn't say I -wanted- to miss out on it, I just...am. touching myself squicks me out. I've tried, but all I think about is that I'm touching myself, and it goes no where.

ProfessorPeterpire: *huffs out a breath* well.....then the vibrator was a good idea. Look, some of the best orgasms are self given. *Snorts* Self lovin', you know? Well...you don't know. But seriously. Orgasms. Good shit.

BellaMSwan: *shakes my head* What good is a vibrator gonna do, if I can't touch myself with it?

ProfessorPeterpire: Why can't you? You won't be touching yourself...it'll be touching you. Look....I can't -show- you without explicit permission from the wife, or I would. We could watch porn....porn is good.

BellaMSwan: *shakes my head* seen it. Doesn't work. I'm an empty well, man. But it's all good! No worries. I'm fine. Can't miss what you don't know!

ProfessorPeterpire: *blinks* Nothing turns you on?

BellaMSwan: *shrugs* Not anymore.

ProfessorPeterpire: *sighs* Look we can work on that later. *thinks about getting Jasper to send her some lusty vibes* I gotta get to school, and don't you have classes? Mark'll be in soon to take over the store. I can give you a ride if you need to. Where did your pants go?

ProfessorPeterpire: ((fades to school?))

