
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

BANTERS 
JUST FYI, ANY OF THESE BANTERS CAN BE USED AS A STARTER. 

PLEASE INFORM ME OF THE ONE THAT CATCHES YOUR EYE, WE CAN ROLEPLAY VIA GOOGLE DOCS OR FACEBOOK. 

MOBILE USERS PLEASE USER PRINT LAYOUT IF U CANNOT SEE. 

DON’T STEAL MY SHIT 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 

 



 

 

   WOUNDED, 
       △ ; ☀ 𝑨𝑴𝑶𝑵  

 

 

 

� ▲ ━━  

 

He froze in place as his pupils dilated and 

haunted his very expression. Amon's eyes 

adverted to her, those rich abysmal golden 

eyes peered. They were incredibly paralyzing 

and distressed even. 

 

His hand grazed his backside to gently 

stroke one of many scars. 

 

 

        Ｉｎｈａｌｅ ； Ｅｘｈａｅｌｅ． 

 

 

He flinched as his fingertips journeyed across 

the most sensitive of many scars. 

 

           ╭                                                        ╮ 

                     " 𝐘𝐨𝐮 𝐦𝐚𝐲, 𝐛𝐮𝐭 𝐩𝐥𝐞𝐚𝐬𝐞― 

                        𝐁𝐞 𝐢𝐧𝐜𝐫𝐞𝐝𝐢𝐛𝐥𝐲 𝐠𝐞𝐧𝐭𝐥𝐞. 

                     𝐖𝐨𝐮𝐧𝐝𝐬 𝐥𝐢𝐤𝐞 𝐭𝐡𝐞𝐬𝐞 𝐚𝐫𝐞... 

                            𝐯𝐞𝐫𝐲 𝐯𝐮𝐥𝐧𝐞𝐫𝐚𝐛𝐥𝐞. 

 

                              𝐄𝐦𝐨𝐭𝐢𝐨𝐧𝐚𝐥𝐥𝐲 

                                    𝐚𝐧𝐝 

                            𝐏𝐬𝐲𝐜𝐡𝐨𝐥𝐨𝐠𝐢𝐜𝐚𝐥𝐥𝐲 " 

            ╰                                                     ╯ 

 

He reached over and grasped what seemed 

to be a water jug and opened the capsule. 

Inside was a healthy supply of aloe vera 

freshly stripped from the plant and inserted 

into the jug. He offered it to her and smiled 

warmly. 

 

                                         ☼ 

                                         △  

                                      △   ▲ 
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   the bakery, 
       △ ; ☀ 𝑨𝑴𝑶𝑵  

 

 

 

� ▲ ━━  

A tall stoic young man emerged from the 

front door of what seemed to be a bakery. 

His eyes examined the pastry shop and 

before he could ring a single bell an elegant 

elf maiden appeared before him offering his 

thoughts on any of the bread. 

 

He remained hooded and only pearl hued 

tresses and golden toned eyes peered from 

behind the hood. Though he wouldn’t 

remain under the hood for long. The man 

scavenged around the place making sure no 

one would spot him or no signs of his face 

on any wanted posters. 

 

Slowly, he removed his hood and from it did 

he free his beautifully grandiose, curly black 

hair. He smiled brightly and looked around.   

 

          ╭                                                  ╮ 

                             𝐇𝐦𝐦, 𝐈’𝐦 𝐬𝐨𝐫𝐫𝐲,  

                           𝐈’𝐦 𝐧𝐨𝐭 𝐟𝐚𝐦𝐢𝐥𝐢𝐚𝐫 𝐰𝐢𝐭𝐡 𝐭𝐡𝐢𝐬.  
                                 𝐂𝐮𝐥𝐭𝐮𝐫𝐚𝐥𝐥𝐲 𝐈 𝐦𝐞𝐚𝐧.. 

                            𝐰𝐡𝐚𝐭 𝐝𝐨 𝐲𝐨𝐮 𝐩𝐞𝐫𝐬𝐨𝐧𝐚𝐥𝐥𝐲  

                                      𝐫𝐞𝐜𝐨𝐦𝐦𝐞𝐧𝐝?  

         ╰                                                  ╯ 

 

                                        ☼ 

                                        △  

                                     △   ▲ 
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