Edward: *wanders around Peter and Charlotte's house before setting out a shallow bowl of tainted human blood. he then wanders away from the location and finds somewhere else to lurk*

BellaMSwan: *is upstairs, pouting in Jasper's old room, when my nose picks up something*

Peterpire: *lays out across the living room floor on my stomach, dipping his fingers in a bottle of foreign zebra blood, and letting Peen lick it from his fingertips while his rampant, wild kittens skitter and climb across his body.*

Edward: *reaches the living room in his search for a lurking spot and then sits on the floor across the room from Peter to watch the live showing of "When Kittens Attack"*

BellaMSwan: *sniffs again, nosing my way to the bowl of blood. Shivering, I spin on my heels and walk downstairs, kind of twitchy*

Edward: *smiles as he hears Bella's thoughts lead her away from the offering*

BellaMSwan: *sits down next to Edward, my eyes upward where the dish was left*

Peterpire: *Smudges blood across Peens nose, as the kittens scale my back.*\

Peterpire: *flicks Peen on the butt, sending him scurrying through the house, peppering the air with the scent of blood as he goes*

BellaMSwan: *swallows, narrowing my eyes, and getting up to follow the cat. stealthily*

Edward: *looks amused at Peter's antics before turning to watch Bella's less than subtle attempt to stalk the feline*

Peterpire: *Waits till all the kittens are safe, before rolling onto his back, and letting them crawl across his stomach, nuzzling there way into the arms of the open button-up*

Edward: *twitches slightly, turning his head as if listening to something out of reflex. his posture stiffens, becoming less relaxed and generally harder*

BellaMSwan: *watches the cat slink away quickly turning back to the group* I'm so fucking hungry.

Peterpire: *lifts head up awkwardly, as a kitten claws at his cheek* Edward, come over here dude. Kittens are calming. There inherent innocence and awesomeness can be absorbed in to the skin. Also, they do not care if you twitch. *Blinks, focusing* :::::loooooove the kittttttens. this is a heavenly message, come park your ass beside meeee. you can name one.:::::

Edward: *blinks when the heavenly tone to Peter's inner voice breaks his concentration. he turns to look first at Bella, then at Peter. of course he doesn't want to touch the kittens, afraid he'll hurt them* Shouldn't we take her to feed first?

Peterpire: *scratches the nose of the nearest, wrinkly hairless kitten* I shall call you Ant, after Anteros, the god of reciprocal and on occasion unrequited love, who was a son of Ares and Aphrodite.

Peterpire: *looks up* She has to calm down first. I'm not stepping out of this house while she's in hunting mode. We have to get her across campus without her flipping out. She just needs to get her head in the game, and we'll go. *Speaks louder* Her head is not in the game if she's hunting peen!

Peterpire: *Holds a cat up in the air* Edward, hold this.

Peterpire: ((the kitten he wants Edward to hold.... http://www.thecatsblog.com/wp-content/uploads/2009/10/Sphynx1.jpg ))

BellaMSwan: *grumbles, calming myself down* I'm fine. seriously. See?

Peterpire: *Sings somewhat, holding the cat in the air* Succcuuuumb to the cuuuutenesssss.

Peterpire: *Turns head to inspect Bella* Go sit by the bowl of human blood. Just sit there. It's a good test. Edward’s a smart boy.

BellaMSwan: *glares and does as I'm asked, swallowing and holdling my breath and not even looking at it*

Peterpire: *Calls out in the same sing-song manner* Don't you hold your breath, baby faaaace. Voids the point. Edward, come now, hold the kitten. It shall help you. Do as I say, for I am the bastard seed of God.

Edward: You're supposed to breathe, Bella... Or it doesn't work. *crawls over to where Peter is and sits next to him, taking the offered wrinkle baggie and looking at it as if its a very interesting little thing*

Peterpire: *Nods happily as Edward is in agreement* Now, stroke the kitten. And you may name it. It's a little girl.

Peterpire: *cringes as one of the kitten hesitantly licks his cheek* Ack. That just feels weird.

BellaMSwan: *groans, breathing in and feeling fire* This fucking SUCKS.

Peterpire: *Humms, nodding happily* It does, but it will help you in the long run. You're doing splendid. I'd let you hold a kitten, but your irritable and clumsy, and might pop it's head. These are baby peen cats, and I'd have to steal your arms if you hurt one. Just saying.

Edward: *continues to hold the kitten at almost full arm's length and look at it, making sure its wobbly movements don't let it fall off of his hand* I don't think I want to name her.

BellaMSwan: *sucks in another breath* fuckfuckfuck

Peterpire: *pokes Edward in the leg, and looks serious for a moment.* I am giving you an awesome opportunity right now, to name this tiny little life form, the offspring, the -child- of Peen. You should accept the opportunity, and name it, preferably on a whim. Call it Daisy Maisy Moodlenots for all I care, but name it.

Peterpire: *Calls out again* How you doing, Bella?

BellaMSwan: *spits through my teeth* Not so fucking great thanks.

Edward: You're doing wonderful though, Bella! *still staring into the black eyes of the kitten. he's tempted to greet her as Miss Moodlenots, just so that Peter will have named her anyway...*

BellaMSwan: *hisses* Can I be done? Please? PLEASE

Peterpire: *sighs, setting the kitten down, and rising up to ghost to Bella* And this is why we are doing this. *Cups Bella's face between his hands* Better that you freak out, and struggle here, inside the Cave O' Vamp, than out there, where innocent people could die because you're struggling. So, *Takes the bowl, and chucks it in the fridge* Get your shit together, okay. Just...overcome it. You can overcome it. Have some tea, if you must. But when you are completely -calm- and not feral, we'll go.

BellaMSwan: *stares malevolently* I'm fine. Edward saw me feral yesterday. I'm good now that it's gone.

Edward: *got distracted looking into those deep black kitten eyes and next thing he knows there are three wrinkled kittens in his lap, one crawling up the back of his shirt and... how the hell did one get on top of his head without him noticing?! he freezes, a look of panic on his face*

Peterpire: *raises a brow* Lying to me, eh? You're not fine. You're pretty damn close, but you need to calm down, and stop being a pissy little shit.

Peterpire: (( http://pics.hoobly.com/thumbs/BNR2RWODO8ANSB638E.jpg ))

Peterpire: *Lifts up arm, the sleeve clearly weighted down by a curled up, and sleeping kitten, tucked in the elbow of the fabric* And I shall cal you Steve. Edward! How many you got over there?

BellaMSwan: *flares my nostrils* Sorry. I'm fine. Really. I'm calm. see? Calm.

Peterpire: *Nudges Bella* Hey, you know what? You need to laugh. Look at Edward...do it.

Edward: Er... Six.

Peterpire: *Stage whispers* He's scared of the hairless little kittens

Peterpire: *Tilts head* Hmmm. We have a run-a-way.

BellaMSwan: *turns my gaze to Edward, immediately smiling* Oh. My. *snickers* Where's the camera?

Peterpire: *riffles through the drawer, freeing the digital and handing it to Bella* There you go. I have to go find the run-a-way.

BellaMSwan: *quickly snaps a picture of Edward* Priceless.

Edward: *huffs, grumping* I just don't want to hurt them... *twitches though, tilting his head to keep the kitten there from tumbling off*

Peterpire: *Finds the sneaky kitten under the couch, head peeking out of an old sock*

Peterpire: *Ghosts to sit beside Edward, collecting a few of the kittens into his own lap* Four is easier to manage then six, I'm sure. Oh look, that one's nesting in your hair.

BellaMSwan: *laughs*

Edward: *rolls his eyes, freeing one hand from holding the original kitten he was handed to pluck the one from his hair. he sets it down on his leg* How in the world did it get there so fast? *noting because the one that was climbing his shirt only just now made it to his shoulder*

Peterpire: *Grins* Well, on top of being kittens, they are Peen's kittens. So they are special.

BellaMSwan: *perks up* That means they'll taste good too right?

Peterpire: *Sends Bella heated glare* That is not something you want to do, Miss Bella.

BellaMSwan: *immediately frowns* Sorry.

BellaMSwan: :::but there are so -many- of them:::

Peterpire: *nods curtly* It's okay. I'm just...a little protective of these fuckers. Like....*smirks inwardly, keeping a straight face* Like a big brother or something. I protect them, like I protect you.

BellaMSwan: yeah yeah. I get it. Can't eat the cats. we should get something to roam around the house that I can eat though.

Peterpire: *cups a little cat into his hand* This one's name is Marmalade.

Peterpire: *Grabs a brown one off the floor, tucking it into his pocket* Hmmmm. And what shall I call you, you tiny little nugget?

Peterpire: *strokes the large, wrinkly little kitten ears* Hmmm. Brown and white. Brown and white.

Edward: *notes that Peter doesn't really seem to care what names he gives things* Just name it Nugget. *then he plucks the kitten off his shoulder and sets it down on the floor before removing the two from his lap and being left with only the original one that has since fallen asleep on his hand*

((Marmalade: http://static.preloved.co.uk/uploads/userphotos/09/0712/1505837-473m.jpg ))

Peterpire: *Holds it up for Edwards inspection.* What do you think, does this look like a Nugget to you? *Taps other fingers on the floor* PEEN! Peen come here! *Waits for Peen's arrival* Does this look like a Nugget to you? Is that an appropriately ironic name? Will Bella appreciate it? Shall we call him McNugget? I think we shall, yes we shall.

Edward: *shakes his head before setting down the sleeping kitten in his hand, being careful not to wake her*

Peterpire: *looks over to Edward who is cuddling his pod of kittens* You can name those ones. Ant, Steve, Marmalade, McNugget and whatever noble names you give yours.

Edward: I still don't want to name any of them. *eyes the quartet he left on the floor* Where is their mother hiding? Don't they need to feed or something?

Peterpire: *Nods absently* Yeah, but there okay. They'll let us know if they are hungry. And they can't starve, Edward. They can't starve, or get hurt, you can't squish them, or harm them in anyway. I'd rather Bella didn't try to drain them.....but. *Pauses, eyeing Edward carefully* Would you like to know a secret?

Edward: Is it something I should know? *gives Peter a weary look, almost as if he's aging and not in a pretty way*

Peterpire: *shrugs, almost dislodging a kitten. He tucks Marmalade into his pocket* Something you might want to know. Might make you want to name these little beasts, take the honor I am offering. Peen....obviously he's not a normal cat. I meant it when I said he's special. He came with me, from Heaven.

Edward: *looks thoughtfully over at Peen... he's not quite sure what to think of this tidbit of information but he accepts that it -is- an honor he is being given... and considering the names of Peen and his four named children, he's assuming that it doesn't really matter -what- the names are, just that they have names. he reaches down to lightly touch the back of one of the unnamed male kittens, a mostly gray one* Fizzgig. *then the next male* Throttle. *that name causes him to smirk slightly for some reason. he then points at one of the girls* Nezbit. *and finally he points to the point he was originally given to name* and Saga. *he then shrugs, looking down*

JWhitlock: *saunters into the living room, picking up on the conversation* Name them Leo, Mikey, Donny and Raph.

BellaMSwan: *perks up* You want to name them after Ninja Turtles? Peter's naming them after food. to taunt me.

JWhitlock: Nah, name them after the Turtles. *sits on the floor in front of the couch* And as fascinating as this is, why don't we find something else to do? *rests my arms on bent knees*

BellaMSwan: *crawls over to you* Like what? Do you have an idea? They won't take me to eat. They say I'm too hyper or something.

Edward: *just sits there, nudging the kittens over to Peter, who is currently plugged into the Heavenly Host or something*

Edward: *gets up and wanders into another room before tainting some human blood with odorless garlic essence and heating it up. then he sets it down in a random place and wanders away*

Edward: *wanders back into the kitten room and sits down, staring at the wall*

JWhitlock: *shrugs, picking up a kitten, holding it up, nose to nose* Wanna get outta here? Go on vacation or some shit like that? Ed could come too, if he wants. *speaks loud enough for him to hear me, rubbing the kitten with my finger, ignoring the hisses and its flashing claws, batting at my hand*

BellaMSwan: Where? Vacation? to where?! *looks and feels excited* Can Peter and Char come?

JWhitlock: If they want *puts the kitten down before it hurts itself* You can pick the place.

BellaMSwan: *claps* I don't know. City probably wouldn't be good. maybe some place tropical? Or...I don't know...the country?

JWhitlock: *smiles at Bella's genuine enthusiasm* Irish countryside, maybe?

Edward: *thinks about the information* No, I wouldn't want to intrude on what can be a mate bonding trip. *sits serenely, hands folded in his lap and smiling benignly at the wall*

BellaMSwan: *nods rapidly* yesyesyes!! And Edward...dude. If peter comes, you have to. Okay? You have to.

BellaMSwan: *throws myself at Jasper*

JWhitlock: *wraps my arms around Bella, settling her on my lap* C'mon Edward. What're you gonna do while we're gone? Sit around and molder?

Edward: No... I'll probably end up killing a good portion of the city.

BellaMSwan: THEN YOU SHOULD COME WITH US!! *takes a deep breath, sniffing and rising to my feet, following the smell of the blood*

JWhitlock: *playfully nudges Edwards shoulder* C'mon, come with us man. *kisses Bella's temple*

BellaMSwan: *finds the warmed blood, leaning down and breathing it in, unable to stop myself from picking it up and drinking it before immediately spitting it out* FUCK.

JWhitlock: *stands, watching Bella leave the room* Where's she going? *looks at Edward*

Edward: To drink tainted human blood. *looks amused*

JWhitlock: *smirks* I see *settles back against the couch waiting for Bella to return*

BellaMSwan: *comes back into the room, scowling and my throat burning again* damnit Edward. I'M SO HUNGRY.

JWhitlock: If we really are going away, you should probably hunt before we go. Don't you think, Edward?

BellaMSwan: *nods* please. Please?

Edward: *looks at Bella, trying to determine by her actions and her thoughts just how hungry she is*

JWhitlock: Okay *stands from the floor* Lets make this a quick trip. Remind me again why you're starving her? *looks to Ed again*

BellaMSwan: *stands up and prances to the door, motioning for everyone to come with* HUNGRY. eat now. Please.

Edward: So that she can fall victim to human blood, of course. *thinks it should be obvious... especially since all the human blood he's giving her tastes like shit*

JWhitlock: *follows Bella to the door*

BellaMSwan: We all going? where we going? seriously.

JWhitlock joined the chat 3 seconds ago

JWhitlock: Just for a quick jaunt, lets get in the car.

Edward: *doesn't move from his spot, wishing he were in a rocking chair cause the motion is soothing*

BellaMSwan: *motions for Edward* you can come too. *flies out the door and into the car, waiting* 

JWhitlock: *rolls off Bella, trying to catch my breath after such mind blowing sex, turns to look at her, skin glowing in the moonlight shining from the window, blurts out:* Marry me

BellaMSwan: *sits up and stares* What? 

JWhitlock: *would be blushing if I could, tucks a hand behind my head, feigning nonchalance* You heard me, I said marry me.

BellaMSwan: *openly stares at you for a few minutes, turning the words over in my head* Okay.

JWhitlock: Okay? *grins wide* Well, okay. *pulls you toward me, kissing you thoroughly* Vegas?

BellaMSwan: *smiles, kissing you back* okay. Vegas. Now.

JWhitlock: *hops out of bed, giving you a sound smack on the ass* Pack, meet you downstairs in 10.

BellaMSwan: *nods, flying around my room and throwing shit into a bag before flitting downstairs* Peter probably knows. I won't leave a note. 

JWhitlock: *****Time warp to the Vegas strip******

BellaMSwan: *tense, but with Edward’s training, I'm doing okay* Let's get married. Whoa. We’re getting married.

JWhitlock: *drives a rental car, looking for The Little White Chapel* Do you want a, I don't know, dress or something?

BellaMSwan: don't need it. maybe someday we'll have a big wedding. But right now it doesn't matter.

JWhitlock: Alright then *pulls into an empty parking lot, next to the small white building* let's do this thing *opens Bella's door, offering my hand*

BellaMSwan: *smiles as I take your hand, stepping out of the car* Tell them to make it quick. I'd hate to eat a priest.

JWhitlock: Sure thing, sugar *ushers you through the doors, handling everything quickly with the tall gangly minister and his portly wife*

BellaMSwan: *tries to hold my breath as much as possible through the ceremony, only speaking at the important parts, smiling up at Jasper*

JWhitlock: *my eyes focus on Bella, speaking the finial words when prompted* I do... *swoops in for an eager kiss*

BellaMSwan: *laughs, nudging you back so I can speak* I do. *then attacks your mouth*

JWhitlock: *mutters a quick Thank You to the minister then slings Bella over my shoulder and rushes to the car* I say we find the cheesiest honeymoon suite in Vegas

BellaMSwan: We better buy the rooms around it too. I imagine...claiming your new wife might make the neighbors uncomfortable.

JWhitlock: *smiles wide at the word 'Wife'* Good idea, maybe I'll just get the whole floor *swings the car into a hotel parking lot* Come on...

BellaMSwan: *dances out of the car* You love this don’t you.

JWhitlock: You bet your ass *handles the hotel manager, booking an entire floor of the hotel, including the honeymoon suite, taking Bella's hand, heading to our room*

BellaMSwan: *laughs as we head upstairs* I am too. We should call Peter. Tomorrow. 

BellaMSwan: *the flight back home is short, and before too long I'm popping into the bookstore while Jasper runs to the house to get some stuff* Honey, I'm home!

Peterpire: *Peels of shirt, tossing it on the floor, before toeing off shoes, kicking them across the room. Slips thumbs into waistband, pushing his pants down until they slide to the floor quietly. He kicks them as side and strides across the living room to greet Jasper and Bella.* Well hello Mrs. Whitlock.

Peterpire: *stands in the living room striking a superman pose. He's high as a fucking kite on every kind of drug he had in the house. He's also got a noticeable erection smacking him in the belly.* I missed you. S'not the same around here without my favorite little Bamfpires.

BellaMSwan: *smirks* Hey. Figured you knew. Why're you naked? Should I be naked?

Peterpire: *Gives Bella a serious look* You should always be naked. Clothes are for mortals. We're made to be naked. *scratches stomach absently* Yellow pills. Yellow pills. I think I ate that mushroom. It wasn't mine. *blinks* Why are you still dressed?

BellaMSwan: *shrugs and strips my clothes off* Better? Should I be taking pills too?

Peterpire: *hops up on coffee table, rolling his shoulders stiffly, his skin tearing as his wings escape yet again, ripping through tender, sensitive skin. He shakes them out, sending loose feathers skittering across the room* WE CAN'T STOP HERE! THIS IS BAT COUNTRY! Oh hey. Boobs. THE YELLOW PILLS ARE MINE. But baby, the blue, thats' you.

BellaMSwan: What'do the blue ones do again? *eyes your wings* hot.

Peterpire: *Shrugs* I don't know, I think it's viagra. Maybe blue is not for you. Try the green, we know you like them. *Raises one wing, then the other* I took one of everythiiiiiiiing.

Peterpire: *scoops up his cup of tea* SHROOM DOOM, BITCHES!

BellaMSwan: *shrugs again, taking a handful of pills* I'm fucking thrilled today. I think. We gotta do something. anything. I don't care.

Peterpire: *sets tea down, rolling onto the floor to peek up under the couch, freeing a reluctant Peen from it's confines* Ooooooh Peeny Peeny Peeen, come out, come out, where ever you aren't. Mmmm, little daddy, the shit you create. *nods appreciatively*

Peterpire: *Looks down chest, at cock* I bet I could fuck my own belly button. That would be weird though.

BellaMSwan: You have weird pet names for that cat. And I wouldn't. Fuck your belly button that is. That would be super gross. *starts to feel trippy* whoa.

Peterpire: *Looks confused, staring up at Bella's naked form from the floor* The bottom of your tits are kind of awesome. And what are you talking about pet names?

BellaMSwan: *shakes my boobs* not just the bottom-all of them. I have awesome tits. And you just called your cat little daddy. That’s kinda fucked.

Peterpire: *Rolls over, grabbing Bella’s ankle and tugging* Is it?

BellaMSwan: *falls down* Yeah. Little daddy? The hell? I mean I guess you can't call him fluffy or whatever. *sighs* Wow. I’m pretty high right now.

Peterpire: *snorts, rolling over to lay beside Bella, tugging on her hair, and braiding the ends* But Peen's mah daddy.

BellaMSwan: *laughs, snuggling into Peter* You've had too many drugs. That is a cat. C-A-T

Peterpire: *Snorts into Bella's hair, snuggling closer, trapping Peen between their nakedness* That is God. G-O-D. Also, my father.

BellaMSwan: *tries to focus on you* Again, I say too many drugs.

Peterpire: *Grabs Bella’s face between his hands, forcing his eyes to focus* Dudette. I am totally serious. God is my homeboy. God is my cat.

BellaMSwan: *gapes* I...ate.......God?

Peterpire: *snickers* You totally nommed on God. What did I tell you? I told you it wasn't a smart idea.

Edward: *is on the other side of town, for real this time, pretending to drink the wine of a rather lovely young woman. he's in her apartment, making a comment about her meager (to him) music selection and pretending to let her seduce him... all so that he can have the pleasure of luring her in and ending her life*

BellaMSwan: Am I going to hell now?

Edward: *watches the woman's mind as she putters around in the bathroom. she's in there trying to give time for whatever drug she put in the wine to knock him out while he's casually strolling through her kitchen, taking things out and mixing other things together... finding it rather delightful that her appliance are gas fueled... he starts a set up*

Peterpire: *laughs, letting peen skitter across the floor with an amused meow* Ah, that would be a no. S'not like you did much wrong.

BellaMSwan: Um, how is eating God not wrong?

Edward: *hears the woman about to emerge from the bathroom and goes to lounge out in a manner very similar to the one her thoughts indicate she is expecting to find him in. the woman strolls over, becoming more confident and her thoughts growing darker as she approaches his seemingly drugged form*

Edward: *walks into Peter and Char's apartment some thirty minutes later, he left no evidence behind and the house he had been in is making the fire department keep rather busy right now... he doesn't even have any blood on him... but he goes straight to Peter's supply of shit and downs a quart of pre-made tea before sitting down on the floor with a dead look in his eyes*

Peterpire: *Shrugs* Duddddde, buzz kill much. If yer thinking too much bout this, you need to be higher. Cause seriously, Peen doesn't care, doll face. He's cool like that.

Peterpire: *pushes Peen over to Edward with his toe, looking up at the vampire in question awkwardly* Soooo. Busy night, yeah?

BellaMSwan: *rolls over* okay then. I'll take your word on that. Now what're we gonna do? peter? Hey Edward!

BellaMSwan: *starts poking Peter*

Peterpire: ::::You know, if you ask forgiveness, it will be granted. But you kind of have to want it, Edward::::

Peterpire: *ruffles feathers, tickling Bella*

BellaMSwan: *laughs* We should make the most of right now Peter. Know what I mean?

Peterpire: *looks blankly* No. No I do not.

BellaMSwan: really? You always know what I mean. I just...feel...like we should be doing something. Maybe something we wouldn't normally do. Maybe something we would. Or maybe I'm really freaking high

Edward: *mutters* I don't deserve it...

Peterpire: *Sighs* That’s not really for you to decide now is it? Do you question the word of God? *points to Peen* Cause he knows his shit, and he knows who deserves what, and who doesn't. So why don't you grab some tea, sit down with Peen, and have a heart to heart with the man that made you.

Peterpire: *Pats Bella's head* You are really freaking high. And just because I know, doesn't mean I can tell you. These things must happen as they happen. *nods sagely*

Edward: *looks down at the hairless cat called Peen that is, apparently, God* I'm... Not high enough for this. *his brain just can't compute that tidbit*

Edward: *makes more of the tea, downing it as soon as its ready*

Peterpire: *nods solemnly* I did suggest drinking first. But, really, Edward, just talk to him as if all he was to you was a Cat. It makes it easier.

BellaMSwan: *stands up and starts to prance*

Edward: Except I don't talk to cats... *stares blankly at Peter*

Peterpire: *shrugs* whatever. You want to fuck up the only soul you got, go for it. I'm just saying, forgiveness is there, in the form of a cat. You don't want it, that’s your deal, but if your going to start eating people, Edward Cullen, and don't like to me, get the fuck out of my house.

BellaMSwan: *is not really paying attention, dancing towards the door unconsciously*

Peterpire: *Ghosts forward, looping an arm around Bella's waist* No nomming the humans, doll face. And don't get arrested, if you decide to step out.

Edward: *frowns at Peter, looking confused* Eating people? It hasn't even entered my head. *his good eye is still gold as can be*

Peterpire: *Shrugs* Maybe not now. But one little decision can lead to a whole new world of possibilities. *taps temple with his forefinger* And I know them all.

BellaMSwan: *smiles up at Peter* clothes, huh? Would be good...

Edward: *blanches, having never wanted to go down that path again...but knowing that there's a possibility he will at the spur of the moment is enough to make him decide something... he stands, giving a polite bow to Peter* Pardon my intrusion. *and then makes his way out the door*

Peterpire: *Sighs* Stop. Look....you know....you know that I can't tell you what’s going to happen. That I can't lay the plan out for you. It could alter things. But I am telling you now that if you can't forgive yourself this, you will never get past it, and you will go down that path again.

BellaMSwan: *puts on clothes and goes outside, alone, for the first time*

BellaMSwan: *starts to move down the street*

BellaMSwan: *is smiling until I take my first actual breath* 

Edward: *pauses in the doorway when Peter speaks again, a dozen new ideas coming to mind.* You may be able to believe that, Peter... But I was given the ability to decide what I wish to believe... And I believe that I do not deserve forgiveness. And now that I know I'll move on to more than just killing humans... *he does a check of his pockets, finding what he wants in the one holding his pack of smokes* Well... Then I'll just be finding out what my decisions will lead to very soon... *exits and heads down the street in the general direction of the house he shares with Alice...usually*

BellaMSwan: *turns my head to a house on my left*

Peterpire: *Pets Peen* Nothing to do about it now. *sighs and hums the tune to Green Days 'September'* I did try. He had such potential.

Edward: *gets some gasoline out of the Volvo before heading out into the woods. he gathers up branches and other deadfall as he wanders deeper and deeper into the woods. eventually, he finds a clearing large enough that the forest won't set on fire and makes a pyre around himself. once all the wood and scrub is in place, he dumps the gasoline on it and himself as he stands in the middle of the pyre. once that's complete, he pulls the innocent little bic out of his pocket. after regarding the transparent green plastic for about ten seconds, he crouches down and positions the lighter under a dead brush. one flick of the wheel is all it takes to spark up the bush, the gasoline catching the fire and quickly transporting it around and jumping onto his clothes. he locks his muscles into place as the familiar smell of charring vampire flesh fills his nostrils. he holds it in as long as possible and then lets out a loud scream before his body crumbles into ashes*
