Edward: *finally creeps up to the room in which Alice had gone to clean up and change her clothing. he can hear her thoughts, though they aren't easy to make out with whatever is on her mind and he taps lightly on the door* Alice? Are you okay, sweetie?

AliceCullen: *Quickly performing emergency tailoring surgery on the clothing Edward found for me, the pants are now a perfect length* Yes, I'm okay, you can come in.

Edward: *opens the door, stepping over to Alice and looking her up and down. he nods approvingly, this Alice more like he's used to* Alice... How much are we going to have to fix to cover your tracks? Surely some human authorities have already picked up on things...

AliceCullen: *Pulling the shirt over my head as Edward walks in* I think we may have to go dispose of a couple bodies, shouldn't be too bad, I just hope I can remember where they are.

Edward: *nods, reaching out to take Alice's hand in a reassuring manner* We can't stay here much longer. I'm sure the woman that lived here will be missed soon. *he checks the time before glancing at the window*

AliceCullen: *nods* Edward... thanks, for coming after me, for...everything. Did you dispose of her body yet? *looks out the window, head dropping down to look to the floor*

Edward: *uses the hold on Alice's hand to pull her into a hug* You're my sister. I'll always come when you need me....*he kisses the top of her head* Yes, I took care of the body. It will look like an accident when she's found.

AliceCullen: *nods* Ok, thanks. I think we need to go a couple miles from here for the first one. Did you drive or do we need a car?

Edward: I ran. I wasn't sure where I'd find you and I needed to cover off-road areas. Do you want to rent one, buy one, or are you still in your Grand Theft Auto phase? *he gives her a watered down smirk*

AliceCullen: Well, *smirking* she won't be needing hers. *laughing with a tinkling bell sound*

Edward: *shakes his head, moving toward the door and tugging Alice along with him by the handhold* Taking the keys or hot wiring?

AliceCullen: *wiggling the keys in front of your face* You mean these keys? I always say the easy way is best. You drive so I can look. *walks into the attached garage and climbs into the BMW SUV*

Edward: *takes the keys and follows Alice, getting into the driver's seat. the windows are tinted, so that helps as he presses the button to open the garage and starts the car. he backs out carefully* I hope no one notices the time of this departure... *he follows Alice's semi-vague directions, driving at the speed limit to attract less attention and allow her to remember*

AliceCullen: Oh, I see us at an apartment building 2 blocks south and 1 block west from here, I think we will find a couple bodies there. *hangs head in shame, turning away from the vanity mirror and inspecting my eyes.* I am going to need more contact lenses too. *sigh*

Edward: We'll get some. And anything else you need to feel like yourself again. *he recalls that even before this she was having issues with her fashion sense. he pulls into the only apartments in the area she indicated, finding a spot and parking. he doesn't see any police or police tape lines anywhere, so that's a plus* Is this the place?

AliceCullen: Yes, this is it, do you hear anything? *still edgy, thoughts vague and disjointed* I will need some clothes, this is just, well, not me.

Edward: *hmms and scans the apartments* There are some quiet spaces over in that one... About three or four judging from the sizes of the apartments I'm getting from people's thoughts. There's an empty one over there... *he points to another one* And one there. *he points to a third* Which do you think we should start looking in?

AliceCullen: *scans to see where we find the male* The two on the same floor. I don't see a number though. *checking the sun, confident that we will be in shade, I climb out of the SUV.*

Edward: *climbs out of the SUV as well* I can hear where those two empties are. *he leads the way almost directly to the door though he does have to pause and move to the next one at one point. he tests the doorknob, finding it unlocked* I'm glad you were at least sane enough to either not use the doors or close them behind you. *he opens it, stepping in and looking around*

AliceCullen: *Feeling ashamed at what I have done, and that Edward has to help me clean it up, even though I know I had to do it* This is the males apartment. See if you can find a knife, I'll get the body staged. I drained him in the kitchen, I hope there is enough blood to look good.

Edward: *nods, stepping into the kitchen doorway. he actually has to pause when he sees the body. it just makes it more real even though he's already seen evidence of Alice's indiscretions in the house where he found her* I'll see if he has any weapons other than kitchen knives. *he goes to inspect the rest of the apartment*

AliceCullen: *Luckily I spilled enough blood when I drained him that there is a decent puddle on the floor. Staging the body so that it appears that he accidentally fell and a knife lodged in his throat, his hands, tearing at the knife, trying to remove it before bleeding out*

Edward: *emerges from the man's bedroom with a large hunting knife. thankfully in Texas most men possess the items for hunting even if they don't hunt... he hands the knife to Alice so she can finish the setup*

AliceCullen: *taking the knife Edward found, I firmly place it in the neck wound and using his hands pull at the knife until the wound is decimated, covering up my teeth marks*

Edward: *hmms thoughtfully* I'm not sure if he would have had a hunting knife in the kitchen, but I left the equipment to sharpen it set up in the other room since it would be difficult to get the stains on his hands to indicate it had already been used...And this. *he holds up an unopened pack of cloths used for buffing and polishing hunting equipment before opening a nearby drawer and dropping the pack in almost negligently*

AliceCullen: That's a perfect touch Edward, maybe I'll start a sandwich, so it looks like he came in for a reason. * pulls out bread and some nasty looking meat from the refrigerator.*

Edward: *nods* I'll get rid of all the already used cloths. *he pauses, turning his head upward and focusing* We may want to hurry though... Apparently the woman two floors up has an... Appointment with him tonight. *he cringes, taking out of the room and going to dispose of the other cloths*

AliceCullen: Ewww, *moving at full vampire speed, completing the staging* Let's go. *shakes head trying to rid it of that last thought*

Edward: At least you didn't have to see her memories... *returns from a dumpster out back, heading out of the apartment quietly and moving over to the next silent one... the door is locked on it, but he doesn't bother with that, easily picking the lock and getting them into the apartment. he cautiously moves around, just in case this isn't the right place for the next body*

AliceCullen: *Smelling the death and beginning of decay* Yeah, this is it. It smells already. *shaking my head in self-loathing* Can you move her into the bathtub?

Edward: *gives his sister an unfathomable look before carefully picking up the body... after all, causing post mortem bruises in the shape of hands would ruin what he can see Alice plans. he can't help but speak up as he carefully arranges the woman's body in the tub* You know... I don't see how you could have fed off of her, Alice. The man I could understand. He was dressed the way Jasper used to dress before you got your hands on him. It must have brought back horrible memories for you... But really! Horrible memories or no... She's wearing -polyester- Alice! *he gestures to the woman's horrid looking day suit that looks like something from the 70's*

AliceCullen: *Looking at the women's clothing, cringing, sinking to the floor, horrified by what I have done* Carlisle will be so disappointed in me, and for the love of God I must have thought I was putting her out of her misery when I saw that pantsuit.

Edward: I think Carlisle is disappointed in all of us now, that's why he and Esme have been gone so long. *sighs, looking through the medicine cabinet. he brightens* We're in luck! *he holds up a bottle of anti-depressants before taking off the lid and pouring them down the sink. he washes the pills away before burying the bottle a bit into the trashcan and washing his hands*

AliceCullen: Yeah, we have all been behaving badly. OH MY GOD, EDWARD, what have you done? PETER???? Oh Edward, are you okay? *moves to your side and pulls you into a hug*

Edward: *freezes up, hands moving in a 'push away' kind of gesture, but Alice is like one of those clingy kids that you just -can't- push away even if you're supposedly stronger than them... creepy little clingy monkey people* Alice! Fucking Hell! I don't think this is the place to get into that! *curses some more* Let's finish your fashion policing job. Do you want to shred some of her clothes while you're indicating signs of a break down just to get over your fixation?!

AliceCullen: *grinning at the thought of destroying bad polyester* fine, but we are talking about this, brother dear! *flashes to the closet in her room and pulling clothing from the hangers, using my nails as shears to slice into them*

Edward: *mutters before casually stripping the clothes, except for underwear, off of the body. he moves to digging through the bathroom, leaving a mess while searching out a shaving razor. he uses the can of shaving cream to break the razor open and takes the blade over to the body. he slices open the wrists and the neck before pressing the blade hard enough into the dead woman's fingers that they're practically melded to the skin and then turns on the shower so that it's spraying nearly pure-hot water down on the body. it isn't hot enough that it would have blistered a living human, but hot enough that it will have drained the hot water tank by the time the body is found and seem more real... all the while he's muttering about nosy sisters and irritating pixie monkeys*

AliceCullen: *seeing Peter is up to no good and further fuckery I set my mind on finding out what Edward wants. Pulling out every depressing book I can find in her bedroom and playing a dark CD on loop, I finish her "breakdown" in her room*

Edward: *remembers to close the shower curtain, because details like that are what set women apart when they're doing things like this. he also closes the drawers that didn't have the razor or cream in them since the woman would know where that stuff was in her own bathroom* How many more policing efforts do we need to clean up? *he snarks, leaving the bathroom for the destroyed room. he looks around for a journal or something before finding a sample of handwriting and using it to forge some incoherent 'goodbye' note that he crumples and leaves among the mess on the floor*

AliceCullen: Only one more, *hangs head sheepishly again* there was a jogger, I had him bring me to his house. I ran from there to here, so let's ditch the car somewhere away from here and find the house.

Edward: *makes a face, getting the memory that accompanies Alice's head hanging* Ugh... Why didn't you just give me an image like that back when I had the insane idea that -spandex- was good? *shakes his head, leaving the apartment and locking the door again. he pauses only briefly* Hurry, the woman is on her way downstairs! *he races out to the SUV, hopping in and starting it up*

AliceCullen: *Flashing to the car, without being seen and climbing in* Ok go the opposite direction from the jogger's place. If I ever see spandex again, it will be too soon. Hurry up, these clothes are making me crazy.

Edward: *takes off out of the parking lot, but not fast enough to draw undue attention. he drives quite a distance in the opposite direction before pulling off the side of the road just out of easy sight of any houses and leaves the keys in the ignition... he then locks the door and closes it* Yeah, I think I'm done in for spandex too... Though those leopard print ones sure made your ass look sexy. *he's not even looking at her when he says it, trying not to laugh*

AliceCullen: Well, I do have a nice ass, not even spandex could change that. Besides, Edward weren't you wearing hot pink spandex?

Edward: *holds his head up with dignity, almost a snobbish pose* I look good in pink... *and then he starts running in the direction of the last house Alice remembers*

AliceCullen: *shaking my head in laughter* Running alongside Edward, thinking of the house to guide us* How are we disposing of this one? A house fire?

Edward: That would be easiest... Should we make it look intentionally like arson or rig an accidental fire? *he runs unerringly in the right direction, guided by Alice's mind and stops once they're in the shadows of the house, out of sight of neighboring houses*

AliceCullen: He's single make it look like a cooking accident, he mumbled something about being a lousy cook. *checks up and down the street for the sign of any one walking*

Edward: You would pick the type most dangerous to us... *slips in through an open window that conveniently didn't have a screen and heads into the kitchen. the stove is gas, which will make things easier in one respect... he pulls it up with one hand, reaching beneath it to wiggle the gas connection loose enough to cause a leak* We have to think of something to do until the gas level is high enough to go boom. *he's casual about it, pulling the man's body so that he's standing up in front of the stove and then pushing against the chest with enough force to slam the dead body into the wall across the room, knocking things down along the way and snapping the neck as he tumbles over the table and hits the wall. he starts looking for a book of matches to sacrifice in the stove lighting effort, blowing out the pilot lights and turning two of the burners on high*

AliceCullen: *Finding a bottle of whiskey, I pour a glass and knock the bottle over next to the stove* That should make it look like he was drunk. *pouring the glass contents on his shirt and into his mouth*

Edward: *digs through the cabinets and fridge, setting out the ingredients he had seen Bella set out so many times when making spaghetti. he opens a pack of meat, crumbling it and dropping it into a pan for browning, filling a big pot with water for boiling and popping the lid off the sauce jar. he sets all of these things up around the stove in a way that they'll be able to pop wherever once the boom goes off* Spaghetti and whiskey... Sounds tasty. *he washes the icky meat feel off his hands*

AliceCullen: Ok, The gas smell is getting pretty strong let's get out of here before a spark sets it off and we burn. *running for the door*

Edward: *gets ready to dive out the window, holding out the book of matches and getting one ready to strike* One... Two... Three! *he strikes the match, flicking the entire book in the direction of the stove and diving out of the window at vampire speed. he's across the yard and hopping over the fence into the next yard when the whole shebang goes off....*

BOOM!!!

AliceCullen: *ducks the flying debris clinging to Edward when the house goes BOOM* Holy shit, let's go. *Takes off running in the direction opposite of the abandoned SUV* Shopping NOW!

Edward: *has the desire to laugh at the explosion... maybe it's because he's a guy* Okay you little freak... *he rubs his hand atop her spiky head, running circles around her for his own entertainment* I've got an unlimited card with me. *as opposed to temporary ones that can't be traced back to them* Let's hit the next town over before we find a place to shop though! *he starts running in the direction of a nearby town*

