<Emily sits at her desk in her dorm room, typing up a paper. She's tall (well, taller than me; about 5'6"), has medium length, dark brown, wavy hair, and large, sorrowful blue eyes. Her skin is a creamy light tan, even though it's late fall. She's lean and muscular, fit and athletic. Her side of the room is decorated sparsely with some green and blue things, very low-key and not overly feminine. There are no pictures, no posters, just books and personal need stuff. Her bed is made and her desk is neat and her books are stacked up in an orderly fashion.

 Her roommate's side couldn't be more different. It's very pink, very messy, and very feminine. There are little black and white poodles everywhere with little pink bows, pictures are scattered across the wall, bulletin board and desk. There are only a few books, and they don't look very well read. The bed is messy and there are clothes strung about everywhere>

 [16:50] Chaos Angel Sox: <A key scrapes against the knob and door outside, then it slides home in the lock, the knob pivots and in walks...a strange man, his arm around her roommate's waist while one of her arms is around his neck.  She seems completely passed out, limp in his arms, and he shoots Emily an apologetic look.  He's holding the key and her purse> Ah, sorry.  I'm afraid she's had a bit much to drink.  <He smiles and it warms his face up: with his pale skin and dark hair, he looks like one of the goth kids that hang out in the basement at the student union and pretend to be vampires on Saturday nights.  But he's dressed like one of the business students: dark green polo shirt (goes with his eyes), khaki slacks, brown loafers.  He wrangles her inside and blinks at the room> Guess you don't need a line of tape down the middle to figure out which side is whose.  <he starts to head for the pink frilly poodle bed, dragging her along as if she were heavy for him, but he keeps tossing the occasional glance at Emily>
[16:52] arynwyn: Emily: <she merely looks annoyed with her roommate> I don't think she even goes to class anymore. All she does is drink. <type type type> Thank you for bringing her back. <sounds most disinterested> I'll make sure she doesn't choke on her vomit. <type type type>
 [16:56] Chaos Angel Sox: <He nods and, as he deposits her on the bed, rolls her to be face down.  To keep his cover story.  He returns his attention to Emily> I'm Brad.  It's nice to meet you, Miss...? <holds his hand out for a handshake, realizes he's still holding the girl's key and purse and sets them quickly down on the bed near her before walking over to Emily, hand (now empty) still extended>

 [16:57] arynwyn: Emily: <turns and shakes his hand> Emily Flynn. Nice to meet you. 
[16:59] Chaos Angel Sox: Brad: It's nice to meet you.  <he sounds very sincere> Studying hard, I see.  <he fidgets; he's close enough to get a good whiff of her blood now, and he's trying to place why it smells different>

[17:01] arynwyn: Emily: Oh, yes. Trying to finish a paper for my psychology class. <she punches a few more keys> It's giving me a migraine though. <she stands up and stretches with a yawn> 

[17:03] Chaos Angel Sox: Brad: <watches her stretch and then comments> I hear coffee does wonders for migraines. <smile>
[17:04] arynwyn: Emily: <she gives him a curious look like "are you actually asking me to coffee??" then shrugs> It's late for coffee. <she glances at her watch lamely - it's only 7:00>
[17:05] Chaos Angel Sox: Brad: Copper Cup, just off the East side of campus, is open all night.  They have perfect lattes.  Good chai too, if that's more your thing.  <Maybe that's it?  These tea-drinking vegans often taste different.  No, no, I had one of those last week; this smell isn't that.>

[17:06] arynwyn: Emily: <she glances at her computer, hesitant> Yeah, okay, sure. Er... <she looks over at Britney> How drunk is she? I don't have to worry about her dying in here, do I?
[17:08] Chaos Angel Sox: Brad: No, no, she'll be fine.  I think she already threw up most of her stomach's contents.  I don't really know how much she had to drink - I just saw her having her...um...troubles in the alleyway.  I did kinda have to rifle through her purse to find out which dorm she was in, but I didn't take anything, honest.  <he looks embarassed>

[17:09] arynwyn: Emily: <she gives a faint smile> She's lucky you brought her back. Who knows what else would've happened to her. <she picks up a jean jacket>
[17:10] Chaos Angel Sox: Brad: Yeah.  <still sounds embarassed.  He goes to get the door for her> Lot of girls these days are so reckless.
[17:11] arynwyn: Emily: <nods and ducks out the door> It's true. They are. <she tugs on her jacket and heads for the stairs> We are, I suppose. Not that I feel any connection to other women... <last line is more muttered than anything>
[17:12] Chaos Angel Sox: Brad: You're like no other woman I've seen.  <he blushes quickly and clears his throat> Excuse me, I shouldn't say such embarassing things...<he smooths his hair back with the palm of his hand and rubs the back of his neck> 

[17:14] arynwyn: Emily: <she turns slightly pink> Uhm, well, I'm different. I know I am. I don't know how or why, but I am. <she shrugs and shoves her hands into the pockets of her jacket>
[17:16] Chaos Angel Sox: Brad: Well, being different isn't necessarily bad.  <holds the door at the bottom of the stairs for her> You don't seem to want to be too much like your roommate.  That's probably for the best, yes? <faint smile.  He's still trying to place what's different about her blood.  I bet if I had could taste it, I'd know in a minute.  Too much feeding off of college students.  They're all either drunk, stoned, vegetarian or pregnant.  Not enough variety in my diet of late.>  

[17:18] arynwyn: Emily: <she smiles and steps outside. It's dusk and rapidly growing dark> I suppose so. I'm sure she wishes I were more social but people just... people just annoy me. <soft sigh> Perhaps I'm too arrogant.
[17:21] Chaos Angel Sox: Brad: You have high standards <he corrects>, and you should.  "Those friends thou hast, and their adoption tried, grapple them to thy soul with hoops of steel, but do not dull the palm with entertainment of each new-hatched, unfledg’d comrade."  <he sighs in contentment at the verse as they stroll along> 

 [17:23] arynwyn: Emily: <she smiles at him warmly> I love Shakespeare. <the wind blows her hair about and she tucks it behind her ears>
[17:24] Chaos Angel Sox: Brad: Oh, you know the Bard?  <he watches the wind blow her hair for a moment> So nice.  English major?  Oh no, you said you were writing a psychology paper.
 [17:36] arynwyn: Emily: Actually I am an English major. Psychology is just a side interest.
[17:37] Chaos Angel Sox: Brad: Oh.  Interesting.  Do you come by either of those honest?
 [17:37] arynwyn: Emily: Come by either honest?
[17:41] Chaos Angel Sox: Brad: Oh, um...<quiet for a moment> Most English majors are the sons and daughters of English majors.  Most people with an interest in psychology have a parent who practices.  So the phrase means anything you "inherited" from your parents, though it's not used for true genetics usually.  You wouldn't say those blue eyes of yours came honest, for example.  <he thinks a moment and adds> I used to know an Irish guy who said he came by his love of Guinness honest.  <chuckles>

 [17:41] arynwyn: Emily: Ah. <faint smile> Well, I wouldn't know. I'm adopted.
[17:42] Chaos Angel Sox: Brad: Oh.  Well, you could still come by English or Psychology honest.  That's more of a nurture than a nature thing.  <He's starting to get an inkling of what that smell in her blood is, and this disappoints him> But you never knew your biological parents at all?  ...ah, stop me if I'm being too nosy.  It's a failing.

[17:44] arynwyn: Emily: No, I didn't. I was abandoned at an orphanage as a baby and adopted when I was seven. My mother is a homemaker and my father is a journalist.

[17:48] Chaos Angel Sox: Brad: Well, so you're going your own way then.  That's good.  It shows confidence.  <he smiles> Here we are.  <he points across the street at a small coffee shop with a (of course) copper sign that says "Copper Cup" and has a steaming mug of coffee.  The parking lot is well lit and though it's a small little strip mall just off of campus, it's busy; the other businesses are a Chinese food place, a musical instrument supply store, and a copy shop.  As they approach, he hurries to get the door for her again.  Light jazz (not too loud) and the scent of roasted coffee beans waft out to greet her>

 [17:49] arynwyn: Emily: <she steps inside and takes a deep breath> It smells good at least. <she pulls off her jacket>

 [17:53] Chaos Angel Sox: Brad: <he smiles and ducks in after her.  It's the sort of order and pick up your food/drinks at the counter, then take them to a table place.  There're still some empty tables; most students take their coffee and tea in the mornings, after all.  He steps up to the counter, smiles at the girl behind it and orders a large "Jazz 'n' Java" and a cinnamon chip scone, and indicates that he's paying for whatever Emily wants>

[17:54] arynwyn: Emily: Oh, no. I can pay. <embarrassed smile as she fishes out some cash>
[17:56] Chaos Angel Sox: Brad: No, no, I invited you here.  It's my treat, really.  For someone who enjoys Shakespeare.  Try the Jazz 'n' Java: it's steamed milk, espresso, chocolate, kahlua syrup, cinnamon and whipped cream.  It's like....coffee flavored hot chocolate.  <he grins>  Or there's the Artist's Inspiration - chai, vanilla, caramel and whipped cream.

[17:56] arynwyn: Emily: <she hesitates, then tucks her money away again> If you're sure... I'll take the first one, Jazz something-or-other.
[17:58] Chaos Angel Sox: Brad: I'm sure.  <he smiles and just doubles his order.  The girl says they can pick up their order and pay at the other end of the counter and starts making their drinks.  He heads down there, and then turns to Emily to comment> You're something of a romantic figure, you know that?

  [17:59] arynwyn: Emily: <she looks at him skeptically> Romantic? How so?
[18:03] Chaos Angel Sox: Brad: Orphan girl grows up, comes to college to make her own way.  You're like Jane Eyre...only much prettier.  <he pays for the coffee and collects a small tray with two mugs and two cinnamon chip scones on a plate, then turns to start winding their way to a table> Do you have a Mr. Rochester then?

[18:04] arynwyn: Emily: <pinkens> Oh, no. People don't generally like me. <she follows him to the table and sits down> I keep to myself for the most part.
 [18:06] Chaos Angel Sox: Brad: <sets the tray down between them, picks a mug and sips from it.  When he looks at her again, his eyes are dark and serious, his voice smooth and rich as he asks, very forwardly> Would you like a Mr. Rochester?  <It'd be a very sensual offer were it not for the whipped cream on the end of his nose and on his upper lip>
 [18:07] arynwyn: Emily: <she stops with her mug halfway to her mouth and looks at him, then giggles softly> Uhm... <she makes a wiping movement over her mouth, then reaches across and wipes the end of his nose off>

[18:08] Chaos Angel Sox: Brad: <blinks, realizes and blushes in embarassment> Ever get the feeling you can't do anything right?  <he licks the whipped cream off his lips>
[18:11] arynwyn: Emily: <she gives him a half-smile> I think you're doing everything perfectly. As for your question... Frankly, I don't know. <she takes a sip and swishes the coffee in her mug> You don't know anything about me. How do you know if you really even like me? And just about all I know about you is that your name is Brad, you can quote Shakespeare, and you like coffee. <she shrugs and looks a little helpless> Plus, I have no experience. I'd probably make a horrible girlfriend. 

[18:14] Chaos Angel Sox: Brad: Practice makes perfect.  <he sighs> I know quite a bit about you, I think.  More than you know about yourself, in some cases.  <he looks around> How about a deal?  For a price, I'll let you ask me ten questions and I'll be completely honest with you, no matter what you ask.  <drinks more of his coffee, and remembers to wipe his face off afterwards this time>

[18:14] arynwyn: Emily: <looks at him warily> What is the price?
[18:16] Chaos Angel Sox: Brad: A kiss.  Doesn't have to be anything deep or involving tongue if it bothers you, but I'd like a kiss from you regardless.  On the lips though, none of this "peck on the cheek and it counts" nonsense.
[18:17] arynwyn: Emily: <she looks down at her mug for a long moment, weighing the pros and cons> Fifteen questions, considering you will be taking my first kiss.
[18:17] Chaos Angel Sox: Brad: First?  <he seems surprised>  I'm honored.  Very well, for a first kiss, fifteen questions.  You may fire when ready.  <he eats some of his scone>
[18:18] arynwyn: Emily: <she studies him for a moment> Are you truly interested in me or are you looking to score?

[18:22] Chaos Angel Sox: Brad: <chokes on his scone a little.  He coughs and then washes it down with some coffee, then shoots her a look> Clever first question.  And I promised complete honesty.  So...both?  I wouldn't want to "score" with you, as you put it, if I weren't truly interested in you.  But I promise, all I want is a kiss, and I won't press you for anything else.  If all I wanted was sex, and I didn't have any morals, your roommate would've been an easy mark.  But I brought her home safe and sound, didn't I?  

 If you aren't interested in me sexually, I'll content myself with long walks, discussions about Shakespeare, Bronte, and any other authors you like, and coffee.  I'll be bitterly disappointed, but I'll survive fine.  And next time....don't ask me questions like that when I've just taken a bite. <drinks more of his coffee>

 [18:23] arynwyn: Emily: <she seems satisfied with this answer> Why is the price of these questions a kiss?

[18:24] Chaos Angel Sox: Brad: That's two.  Because you're lovely and clever and...intriguing to me.  What man wouldn't want a kiss from a young woman like that?  <pause> Unless he were gay, which I'm not.

[18:25] arynwyn: Emily: <she smiles and blushes a little, then> What is your deepest, darkest secret?

 [18:27] Chaos Angel Sox: Brad: <clears his throat and looks around> I can tell you that, but not in public, as I'm worried how you'd react.  But I don't want you to fear for your safety.  <he thinks> Why don't we take these to go and I'll tell you on the walk back to your dorm?  Few enough people out walking, I'd think.  <he stands to get some to-go cups to dump their coffee into, and brings them back to the table to see to that>

[18:28] arynwyn: Emily: <she looks surprised by this answer, and eyes him cautiously> Alright. <she dumps her coffee into a to-go cup and stands>
[18:29] Chaos Angel Sox: Brad: <he takes the scones with him too, and sips his coffee.  He holds the door for her again and stays silent until they're across the street on campus again, walking along in the darkness that's only occasionally broken by street lamps.  He clears his throat, sips his coffee and comments, matter-of-factly> I'm a vampire.

[18:30] arynwyn: Emily: <she looks over at him to judge if he's kidding or not> Excuse me?
[18:31] Chaos Angel Sox: Brad: Vampire.  Me.  Can't go out in daylight, drinks blood to survive.  Dracula?  Though Bram Stoker added a lot of nonsense into that story to sell it better.

[18:32] arynwyn: Emily: I see. <she nods and looks at him as if he might be crazy. It's obvious she doesn't believe him, or she thinks that he believes he's a vampire, but vampires don't exist outside of books and movies. She clears her throat awkwardly>
 [21:58] Chaos Angel Sox: Brad: You think I'm insane, don't you?  <sighs and looks at the sky, finishes off his coffee and tosses the cup in a nearby trashcan> How do I convince you without frightening you off?  There's the rub.  <think think> You need to believe me.  It's important.

[22:02] arynwyn: Emily: Why don't you just turn into a bat? <a muttered insult> Look, thanks for the coffee. I only asked three questions so you're not getting a kiss. <she turns and heads back toward her dorm>
[22:03] Chaos Angel Sox: Brad: <he puts a hand on her shoulder> I'd turn into a bat if I could.  Look, this is important.  Really.  <he thinks for a moment> Go ahead back to your dorm.  Go look at your roommate's neck.  It's true that she was drunk and vomiting in an alley when I found her; I think I took a little too much blood from her, and as drunk as she already was, she couldn't handle it.  She'll be fine, really! <he adds quickly> but her neck should still have the marks from where I fed off of her.  I'll stay outside; come talk to me when you believe me.

[22:11] arynwyn: Emily: <she looks at him with horror and disgust, pulling away> You drank her blood? How does being a sadist and having a blood fetish prove anything? <she shivers with the thought of what he did and what he could do> You're nothing but a sick freak. Vampires are supposed to have super powers or something, so unless you can prove it, leave me alone. Oh wait, I know. Why don't we just sit up all night. Then, if you turn into a pile of dust at dawn, I can believe you. <she rolls her eyes>
[22:12] Chaos Angel Sox: Brad: That would hurt a lot, frankly.  I'd rather just demonstrate my "super power" as you put it.  <he looks around and steps out of the light a little, just in case anyone is looking>  How's this?  <and in a blink, he looks like Britney, her roommate> Do I look enough like her?  <his voice is the same though.  He looks down at his chest> I think I made her boobs too big though.  <they shrink a little> Are these right?

[22:13] arynwyn: Emily: <she gasps audibly and takes a step back, her whole world of logic and reason shaken at the very core. She stands there, mouth hanging open, blinking at him, too shocked for words>

[22:14] Chaos Angel Sox: Brad: <shifts back to looking like himself> Believe me now?  Oh no, wait, check this out.  <he makes himself look like Brad Pitt in Interview with a Vampire> You'd believe HE'S a vampire but not me?  We have the same name.  Sort of.  My full name is Bradley; not sure what his is.  Maybe it's just Brad.  <He tosses all that hair back over one shoulder>
[22:16] arynwyn: Emily: <she takes another step back but continues to stare at him> Okay. Okay, so... <trying to reason this out> So, you can... you can do this thing... so maybe you are a... a vampire... but... but vampires aren't real! Vampires... they're just not real. People can't live forever and survive on only blood. It doesn't make sense. <already rejecting the truth he's shown her>

 [22:17] Chaos Angel Sox: Brad: <shifts back to being himself> I don't know what to tell you.  I wouldn't have thought vampires were real before I became one either.  But...well, like I said, I think it's really important that you believe that.

[22:18] arynwyn: Emily: <she takes another step back and bumps into a tree. She reaches behind her and steadies herself with the trunk, glad to be grounded> Why is it important? Are you going to kill me now?

[22:20] Chaos Angel Sox: Brad: No, no.  I don't do that.  I didn't kill your roommate either.  Did drink a bit much <he grimaces> but she's not dead and she's not going to die.  I'm not going to feed off of you either though....<pauses>...I'm sure you'd taste Incredible.  <he clears his throat, closes his eyes and turns away for a moment, talking to himself.  If she listens close, he's reciting from Hamlet again> ((I can tell you exactly what he's reciting if you're curious xD ))
[22:20] arynwyn: (( Yes! ))
[22:20] Chaos Angel Sox: (( Get thee to a nunnery: why wouldst thou be a 

 breeder of sinners? I am myself indifferent honest; 

 but yet I could accuse me of such things that it 

 were better my mother had not borne me: I am very 

 proud, revengeful, ambitious, with more offences at 

 my beck than I have thoughts to put them in, 

 imagination to give them shape, or time to act them 

 in. What should such fellows as I do crawling 

 between earth and heaven? We are arrant knaves, 

 all; believe none of us. Go thy ways to a nunnery. 

 Where's your father? ))

[22:22] arynwyn: Emily: <she shakes her head> I don't understand. <though, at the recitation of Hamlet, she looks now like she might want to at least try to understand>
[22:23] Chaos Angel Sox: Brad: <he takes a deep breath and sighs> Okay, okay, I'm fine. <he turns back to her> Anyway, it's important because I believe you're a dhamphir.  <studies her for her reaction>
[22:23] arynwyn: Emily: Damn what?
 [22:24] Chaos Angel Sox: Brad: Dhamphir.  Ah, right, no one really knows that word anymore.  Half-breed.  Half-vampire.

 [22:25] arynwyn: Emily: Half vampire? You think I'm half vampire? 

 [22:27] Chaos Angel Sox: Brad: Well...yes.  I'm not 100% sure, but the way your blood smells, it can't really be anything else.  I'd have to taste your blood to be certain and...<closes his eyes, cursing to himself silently and starting up a new recitation>
 ((And Crispin Crispian shall ne'er go by, 

     From this day to the ending of the world, 

     But we in it shall be remembered- 

     We few, we happy few, we band of brothers; 

     For he to-day that sheds his blood with me 

     Shall be my brother; be he ne'er so vile, 

     This day shall gentle his condition; 

     And gentlemen in England now-a-bed 

     Shall think themselves accurs'd they were not here, 

     And hold their manhoods cheap whiles any speaks 

     That fought with us upon Saint Crispin's day.))

 [22:28] arynwyn: Emily: Why do you keep doing that? <agitated. She takes a step foward>
[22:28] Chaos Angel Sox: Brad: <exhales again as if he actually had breath to hold and opens his eyes> Because frankly, the thought of tasting your blood is terribly tempting.  But I'm trying to be a gentleman.  <smiles> Can we talk about something else?  Ask another question.  You've still got 10.

[22:29] arynwyn: Emily: <she rubs her forehead and looks suddenly vulnerable and innocent and like she might cry> Uhm... right...
[22:32] Chaos Angel Sox: Brad: <he sighs> I know it's not something you want to think about, being dhamphir.  But I think it's right.  Your father, most likely - I've yet to hear of a female vampire giving birth.  Biological father, obviously.  I wouldn't tell you this if I weren't as sure as I can be.  <he puts a hand on her shoulder>
 [22:33] arynwyn: Emily: <she takes a deep breath and then pushes her hair over her shoulder, exposing her neck. She squeezes her eyes closed and whispers> I have to know...
[22:33] Chaos Angel Sox: Brad: <swallows hard> You're sure...? <he licks his lips>
[22:34] arynwyn: Emily: As long as you don't kill me, yes. I need you to be certain. And if this is the only way. <her stomach flops nervously, as if he were about to kiss her instead of drink her blood>

 [22:38] Chaos Angel Sox: Brad: <he smiles and takes her left hand in his.  He kisses the back of it softly, then turns it over to kiss her wrist as well before sinking his fangs in as gently as he can.  His eyes flutter closed as her blood gushes up into his mouth, but he makes himself stop almost immediately.  He licks at the wound briefly, licks his lips and drops her wrist, letting himself savor the taste of her.  He can't help commenting> Dhamphir...and virgin, but we knew that part.  So pure, so sweet....<he sighs and opens his eyes, blushing slightly>...ah, sorry.  <he clears his throat and does his embarassed gesture (smoothing his hair back with his palm and then rubbing the back of his neck)>

[22:40] arynwyn: Emily: <she looks at the blood on her wrist for a long moment, her breathing uneven and ragged. She finally looks up at him, unsure and afraid> So, what does this mean?
[22:41] Chaos Angel Sox: Brad: That you have some powers you might not have known about.  That your biological father was a vampire and your mother a human.  That your blood is always going to taste incredible to vampires, because of your heritage.  <he shrugs> That's about it.

[22:42] arynwyn: Emily: And, so now... <she rubs at the bite mark on her wrist> Am I supposed to drink blood? 

[22:43] Chaos Angel Sox: Brad: If you want to.  If you're injured, it would help you heal faster.  But you don't have to, anymore than you ever have had to before.

[22:44] arynwyn: Emily: <her eyes flit to his neck and then away> And you? What will you do now?

[22:45] Chaos Angel Sox: Brad: You still have 8 questions, if you want to ask them.  If not...<he shrugs> then I have a question and once I ask it and you answer it, I'll go away.  You still have that paper to work on.
[22:45] arynwyn: Emily: Ask. <she says this quickly, as if he might disappear all of the sudden>
[22:49] Chaos Angel Sox: Brad: <he sighs and looks at her> Do you ever want to have anything to do with me again?  I answered your first questions honestly: I'd love to take you out, dinner and a movie, all that sort of normal stuff.  I won't hound you for blood or sex or anything you don't want.  ...I'll understand if you say "No."
 [22:52] arynwyn: Emily: Yes. I'm awkward, I know, but... I really like you. <she pinkens> And since you are the only one who may understand me... <she brushes some hair out of her face> Since we're being totally honest, I have a question as well. <she hesitates> More of a request, I suppose. <she licks her lips> Would you possibly allow me to... <her eyes flit to his neck again> no, nevermind. <embarrassed, she looks away>
[22:53] Chaos Angel Sox: Brad: <he smiles> Go ahead.  People will just think we're necking.  And it'll heal the bite mark on your wrist.
[22:55] arynwyn: Emily: <she smiles shyly and leans in. She hesitates about an inch from his skin, unsure how to bite. She closes her eyes and presses her lips to his neck, and then instinct takes over. Her canines, which are sharper than humans', pierce the skin easily, and liquid velvet fills her mouth. The instant she gets a taste of him, she balls her fists up in his shirt and clings to him for dear life. She moans softly at the luxurious taste and makes no move to pull away>
[22:57] Chaos Angel Sox: Brad: <closes his eyes and holds her close for a few minutes, then pushes her away carefully, opening his eyes and licking his lips> It's....intense, isn't it? <he smiles>

[22:58] arynwyn: Emily: <she reluctantly lets him pull her away, but she doesn't release his shirt> Yeah, very. <licks her lips> That was... the most amazing thing that's ever happened to me. You, I mean. I mean.... I don't know what I mean. 

[23:00] Chaos Angel Sox: Brad: I'll take that as a compliment.  As a warning though, vampiric blood is addictive.  It's why your blood will taste better to us than those of a normal mortal's.  Which - keep in mind, you are still very, very mortal.  <he brushes some of her hair out of her face> Look at your wrist. 

[23:01] arynwyn: Emily: <she looks at her wrist, which has healed completely> That's... incredible. If only we could harness this for medicine... <she shakes her head a little and then looks up at him> Your turn. Question or request.

[23:02] Chaos Angel Sox: Brad: <blinks> We're taking turns now?  Well...I'd already had a request, but that was supposed to come at the end of 8 more questions...

[23:03] arynwyn: Emily: <she smiles> Well, you'll let me ask those questions later. But, uhm, if you wanted to... kiss me now... I'd be okay with that. <clears her throat>

[23:04] Chaos Angel Sox: Brad: You're sure?  Your first kiss and all.  I don't want you to undervalue it.  <he smiles and puts a hand to her cheek softly, brushing her skin softly with his thumb>

[23:06] arynwyn: Emily: <she turns and kisses his hand> I'm scared out of my mind, and I think I might throw up, but yeah, I'm sure. <she slides her arms around his waist and steps closer> Besides... I'll be getting my first kiss from a vampire. How cool is that? 

[23:10] Chaos Angel Sox: Brad: <chuckles a little> Well, it is unusual.  <he leans in slowly, using his hand to lift her face to his gently.  He closes his eyes and kisses her softly, gradually increasing the pressure and depth.  His skin is chilly, but his lips are warm and soft from his recent brief feeding.>

[23:13] arynwyn: Emily: <she shivers at the first touch, her stomach turning over in desire and anxiety. She lets him kiss her until she figures out exactly what she should do, then she hesitantly kisses him back. If he moves to make it a french kiss, she willingly accepts>

 [23:19] Chaos Angel Sox: Brad: <since she isn't complaining, he does move on to frenching, just for a little bit.  He pulls away slowly and then opens his eyes> So...? <smiling hopefully>

[23:20] arynwyn: Emily: I was wrong. That was the most incredible experience of my life. <she's flushed scarlet by now, but she's smiling>

[23:23] Chaos Angel Sox: Brad: <blushes lightly> Thank you.  So when can I see you again?  I know you have a paper you need to finish.  I...vaguely remember college. <big smile>

[23:23] arynwyn: Emily: How long have you been alive? <she slips her hand in his and starts back toward the dorms>

[23:24] Chaos Angel Sox: Brad: <he seems pleased as punch to be walking hand in hand with her> Next year will be the 100th anniversary of my birth.  I was turned into a vampire the year the markets crashed.

[23:26] arynwyn: Emily: Wow... <she smiles up at him> You've seen so many things. I'm envious. 

[23:27] Chaos Angel Sox: Brad: I'm pretty young.  My Sire was...ancient.  Though she didn't look it, of course.  <he clears his throat and hurries off that subject> So...I do get to see you again, yes?

[23:29] arynwyn: Emily: Only if you'd like to. <she kisses his cheek gently> I don't know how things will work, since I have class during the day and I'll need to sleep at night...
(12:06:34 AM) ChaosAngelSox: Brad: What about the weekends? You can't study ALL the time, can you? <still happy and smiling>
(12:07:12 AM) Arynwyn: Emily: <she nods> If you think you can last until then. <flirty smirk>
(12:08:10 AM) ChaosAngelSox: Brad: <he presses the back of his hand to his forehead> I shall endure as best I can, fair maiden. Or, I can pop over for "study breaks" like this occasionally. That wouldn't be so harmful to your GPA, would it?
(12:08:35 AM) Arynwyn: Emily: <she laughs> You can stop by whenever you'd like. 
(12:09:05 AM) ChaosAngelSox: Brad: Don't tell me that. We have to be invited in, after all. <makes scary hands>
(12:09:41 AM) Arynwyn: Emily: <she snickers> If I'm not here, then I'm at class. I don't go anywhere else really. 
(12:10:33 AM) ChaosAngelSox: Brad: No? Why not?
(12:11:12 AM) Arynwyn: Emily: <she shrugs> People don't like me, as I've said, so I'm not invited to parties. I don't have friends to hang out with. So usually I just stay in my room.
(12:13:34 AM) ChaosAngelSox: Brad: Hmph. Standards in this day and age. <he shakes his head> It's a tragedy. Well, that old canard about vampires not being able to be photographed is a lie, so if you want to show off photos of your hot boyfriend, I can make myself look like Brad Pitt again. <he winks at her>
(12:14:13 AM) Arynwyn: Emily: <she laughs> I want photos of you as you are. You're still my "hot boyfriend" right? 
(12:16:11 AM) ChaosAngelSox: Brad: If you wish to consider me such. <he lifts her hand to his lips to kiss it again> I'd be honored.
(12:16:38 AM) Arynwyn: Emily: <she sighs happily and glances back toward the building> Are you sure you won't come up?
(12:17:02 AM) ChaosAngelSox: Brad: I'd love to, but...you have a paper to finish, yes?
(12:17:32 AM) Arynwyn: Emily: <sigh> Yes. Stupid paper. <she rubs her forehead> 
(12:18:47 AM) ChaosAngelSox: Brad: School is important. I never got the chance to finish; I shouldn't interfere with your ability to graduate. <he leans in and kisses her forehead briefly, where she was rubbing it>
(12:19:36 AM) Arynwyn: Emily: But everything is all topsy-turvy now. What if I don't need to graduate? I don't know. I'm so confused now.
(12:19:56 AM) ChaosAngelSox: Brad: Why wouldn't you need to graduate? <he looks confused>
(12:21:08 AM) Arynwyn: Emily: <she shrugs> It seems so insignificant now. I mean, if all the things I believed weren't real, are real, then.... <she shakes her head> Life is a lot different than I know it to be.
(12:24:09 AM) ChaosAngelSox: Brad: A lot of what you think is real is still real. There's just a few things. Nothing big. Vampires, werewolves, witches...standard stuff.
(12:25:06 AM) Arynwyn: Emily: It may sound stupid but I want to embrace this new part of me and <she sighs and looks back at the building again> all of that seems so dull.
(12:26:31 AM) ChaosAngelSox: Brad: There's plenty of time to do that, but you'll regret it if you don't finish. Believe me.
(12:27:02 AM) Arynwyn: Emily: <she nods> Alright. <gives him a quick kiss, then turns to go inside>
(12:29:36 AM) ChaosAngelSox: Brad: <watches her head for the door, wanting to follow her, but he makes himself stay put. He does watch her all the way into the building though>

***************


(12:43:06 AM) ChaosAngelSox:
Brad: <the next night, he feeds off someone and then heads to Emily's dorm as soon as it's safe enough for him to be out and about. He paces around a little and wishes he'd thought to get her phone number. Is it creepy to want to see her every night? He ponders things for a moment, then heads upstairs and knocks on her door. He's wearing a blue sweater over a white button-up shirt and dark gray slacks with black dress shoes tonight>
(12:45:17 AM) Arynwyn: Emily: <doesn't answer immediately. There seems to be some argument going on>
<Britney opens the door and storms out, not even glancing at Brad>
Emily: <she sighs, then spots Brad> Oh, hey. Sorry about that. <her side of the room is trashed and it looks like some guy is sleeping (or passed out) in her bed. Em looks stressed and tired>
(12:50:18 AM) ChaosAngelSox: Brad: What's going on here? <he eyes the guy unconscious on her bed>
(12:51:00 AM) Arynwyn: Emily: Britney decided to have some guests over last night. <sounds pretty pissed> 
(12:52:43 AM) ChaosAngelSox: Brad: Resilient thing. <he looks at the way Britney left and then looks back at the guy. He leans over and taps him on the shoulder a couple of times> Hey, buddy.
(12:53:12 AM) Arynwyn: Grnf. <he rolls over and looks up groggily>
(12:56:40 AM) ChaosAngelSox: Brad: Time to leave. C'mon.
(12:57:38 AM) Arynwyn: <he grumbles and groans but manages to disentangle himself from the blankets and stumble out the door. Unfortunately, he left behind a large pile of vomit in Emily's bed>
(12:59:53 AM) ChaosAngelSox: Brad: <he sighs> Your sheets seem to be toxic. <he fans the fumes of vomit odor away> Maybe this isn't the best place for studying tonight. <idea; he comments cautiously> If you're comfortable with it, you can come to my place. I can wash your sheets up and you can get some studying done. You've got my word I'll behave.
(1:00:31 AM) Arynwyn: Emily: <she looks immensely relieved> Really? You wouldn't mind?
(1:02:56 AM) ChaosAngelSox: Brad: Of course not. How long has it been since I could say I had a lovely woman in my house? ... ... ...actually, best not to think about that. <he scoops up her bedsheets carefully, as if they actually were toxic> Gather your books and such; I've got a house just off of campus. And you know, you do have 8 more questions owed to you for that kiss last night.
(1:03:46 AM) Arynwyn: Emily: Ooh, alright. <she quickly gathers her books and shoves them into her bag> Here, put the sheets in here <holding out a garbage bag>
(1:05:13 AM) ChaosAngelSox: Brad: Ah, thanks. <dumping them in gratefully, then he takes the bag> I'll carry the hazardous materials. <he slings them over his shoulder and goes to get the door for her> Do you want to ask your questions while we walk, or wait until we get there and get the washing machine going?
(1:06:03 AM) Arynwyn: Emily: I don't want to ask them all at once. <she chuckles> I have to think up some really good questions.
