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 Privacy.  That intangible thing which is most 
precious to you, that thing you take for granted when 
it is plentiful, and that which you miss most when it’s 
gone.
 And that’s just when you are your run-of-the 
mill, average teenager (or twenty-something), living 
at home with your parents.  Now, add in 
preternatural hearing and an acute sense of smell, 
and six other beings (two of which are parental 
figures) who share these traits, and privacy becomes 
a thing of the past, something that, once lost, you can 
never get back again.  Never.
 That said, there is a certain...etiquette...to be 
observed when living in this sort of situation.  Past  
experience had proven this sense of etiquette 
necessary, and time and embarrassment had only 
underlined the fact that there were some things that 
you should just not do when living with other people.  
There was only so much he wanted to see of his foster 
siblings, thank you, and it didn’t include  anything 
below the waist.
 So, yes...etiquette.  It’s not like there was some 
giant list of rules, per se,  but there were definitely 
a few...social guidelines, if you will, that he—they 
all—expected everyone else to follow, if they wished 
to survive in a household with three couples and a 
brooding loner.
 Even with the best soundproofing and no 
functioning sweat glands, more often than not, you 
end up hearing something you wish you hadn’t...
which, granted, you get used to, but the point stood.  
Privacy was impossible when you could hear a moth’s 
wings at 500 paces.  Also, speaking of unwanted 
sensory experiences...functioning corpses or not, 
vampires produce a vaguely appalling Sex Musk the 
same as any other creature.  Granted, it is a bit more 
cloying than that of a human, but it is distinct and 
hard to escape. 

 Like petrichor, and ancient 
dust, and...oddly enough, candy 
floss.
 
 All that to say that if you wish to peacefully 
share a space with so many others, all of whom never 
sleep and are living practically on top one another, 
there are a couple of basic courtesies that are 
expected to be followed.
 First of all, what happens behind closed 
bedroom doors is meant to stay behind said closed 
bedroom doors; it is not meant to be the subject of 
commentary or discussion, Edward.  Of course, the 
caveat being that this can only hold true if it—

whatever It may be—happens behind closed doors, 
and not, say, in the middle of the living room...or on 
the roof...or any of the other random places Carine 
and Esme had happened across Royal and Eleanor in 
their early, “house-breaking” days.

 Secondly, since quiet is basically non-existent, 
it’s taken as granted that you shouldn’t blast music, 
or movies, or video games at all hours of the day and 
night.  The fact that headaches are an impossibility 
aside, it gets really old really quickly when your 
hearing is ten times as sensitive as a human’s.
 Though Eleanor needed reminding of this a 
few times when she was caught up in her video game 
marathons, she was not the worst offender.  Not by 
far.  Again, it was Edward who was the worst 
offender. 
 Like now, for instance.
 Jasper pressed his lips tight, fighting back an 
unnecessary sigh.  Alice’s gaze met his briefly as she 
relaxed into his side, taking his clenched fists into 
her hands.  Eleanor was hunched in her corner of the 
couch, lips pulled back into a vicious snarl.  Royal, 
without even looking at her, rested a palm against her 
bicep to halt her as she made to rise from her seat.
 “Don’t.”
 “Don’t tell me don’t.  He’s been blasting that 
goddamn song on repeat for twelve hours.”
 Jasper winced in shared pain.  He honestly 
missed the days when Edward listened to nothing but 
moody concertos and dreary nocturnes.  His mind-
boggling obsession with wailing pop stars from the 
1990s was something he could have lived without.

 Near, far, wherever you 
are...
 I believe that the heart does 
go on...
 The threads in the arm of the couch popped 
and frayed, following the slow drag of Eleanor’s 
nails down the fragile cloth.  Jasper pressed his lips 
tighter, fighting to drown out the too-familiar trill 
of the singer’s voice and the rhythm pounding from 
Edward’s state-of-the-art speaker system.
 “Elle...just leave him be.”
 “No.  I’m sorry, but this is ridiculous.”



 Jasper hesitated, freezing somewhere 
between sitting and rising as he tracked Eleanor’s 
sprint up the stairs.  The sound of a door splintering 
and Edward’s cry of outrage had him following the 
irate vampire upstairs.
 
 As expected, the door was in pieces.  
Less expected, so were Edward’s new 
speakers and his prized CD player.

 Eleanor’s eyes were wild as they locked with 
Edward’s affronted pair of matching gold.

 “For fuck’s sake Ed, either 
ask the dude out, or jerk off, or 
something...just stop with this 
whiny brooding bullshit.”
 Edward glared and Jasper had to turn away to 
hide his smirk.  After a moment, Eleanor pushed past 
him and hurried downstairs.
 “You know, Edward—”
 “Not one word, Jasper.”

 


