JWhitlock: *********SQUIGGLY TIME WARP TO BERMUDA!************

BellaMWhitlock: *unpacks in our hotel room, grinning at Jasper* it's pretty in here!

JWhitlock: Yeah, it is. *walks across the room, and pulls open a set of balcony doors, walking out to lean against the railing, looking out over the bright, jewel-blue ocean* Bella! Come out here, you have to see this!

BellaMWhitlock: *skips out onto the balcony, standing next to Jasper, gasping* Oh, wow....it's beautiful!

JWhitlock: We'll have to go swimming later... *wraps my arms around Bella, and sunshine briefly penetrates the shadow of the white awning over the balcony, causing me to light up and sparkle like a damned fairy. Chuckles lightly, kissing the top of Bella's head* Maybe after the sun goes down though.

BellaMWhitlock: *giggles and nuzzles his neck* I like it when you glitter, though.

JWhitlock: *tilts her head up, kissing her lips gently* Wish we did something more.... vampireish. I mean, sparkling? C'mon. I freaked out over the sun when I was first changed and found out what I was.

BellaMWhitlock: Well, look at it this way. At least you don't burn up in the sun. *turns back towards the room* So I bought something special for our honeymoon.

JWhitlock: *follows her, sitting on the bed, resting back on my elbows, looking at her* And what is that?

BellaMWhitlock: Well, hang on. *digs in my bag* I'll go put it on. Keep in mind I didn't have a lot of time to shop.... *goes in the bathroom and puts on http://www.amazon.com/Beautiful-Wedding-Night-Lingerie-Bridal/dp/B003FI5EK0 and walks back out* It's even got a little train...

JWhitlock: *swallows thickly, letting my eyes crawl up and down her body, feeling myself grow -excited-* That’s, ah, that's nice. *licks my lips* Now, why don't you come here?

BellaMWhitlock: *flushes* I know it's not, ah, much, but I wanted to look....special. *inches closer to him*

JWhitlock: *crooks my finger at her, wanting her to come closer* You look fucking beautiful, Bella. You've got the role of the blushing bride down to a T.

BellaMWhitlock: *walks until I'm standing directly in front of him* yeah, well, I probably shouldn't be wearing white...

JWhitlock: *smirks* This is true *reaches up, grabbing her waist, running my hands back over her ass, then back up to her hips, looking up at her* I'm so completely fucking happy, Mrs. Whitlock.

BellaMWhitlock: *puts my hands on his shoulders* I'm so glad you're happy. I'm happy too. It's so....like I have everything.

JWhitlock: Everything, huh? *rests my chin on her stomach* How do you mean?

BellaMWhitlock: *looks down, biting my lip* Well, what more could I want?

JWhitlock: *reaches behind her and begins unlacing her negligee* You have a point, I am pretty wonderful.

BellaMWhitlock: *quirks a brow, tugging on his hair* So you are. I'm a lucky lady! *giggles*

JWhitlock: *loosens her strings all the way, dragging the straps down her arms, motioning for her to move so that I can remove it all the way*

BellaMWhitlock: *pulls my arms out of the straps, watching Jaspers face*

JWhitlock: *casts the garment to the side, and I can feel my pupils dilate as lust over takes me, moves her so that she's standing between my legs. Sucks an exposed nipple between my lips, groaning as I do so*

BellaMWhitlock: *pulls harder on his hair, whimpering* I only got to wear it a few minutes...*playful*

JWhitlock: *mumbles around her flesh* You can wear it again later. The thigh highs and heels can stay, though... *slides my hands around, stroking the outside of her thighs*

BellaMWhitlock: *snickers* Thought you'd like those. And hey! You didn't rip it! *leans down to place a kiss on his forehead*

JWhitlock: *lets her nipple go with a little POP!, and grins up at her* I'm getting better *my lips fall to her breastbone, and they slowly drift down as far as I can reach*

BellaMWhitlock: *sighs happily, arching myself closer as I climb onto Jasper's lap* you are. I'm proud.

JWhitlock: *kisses my way back up to her mouth, kissing her slowly, languidly. Lays back, pulling her down with me, thrusting up against her out of instinct*

BellaMWhitlock: *loses myself in the kiss, not even noticing he's moved us until I feel his thrust. instinctively grinding back against him, sucking in a breath*

JWhitlock: *flips us over, and rises from the bed, removing my clothing in a hurry, before settling down on her again, covering her lips with my own*

BellaMWhitlock: *stares into Jasper's eyes* I love you.

JWhitlock: I love you too, Bella. *lines us up and thrusts in to the hilt, holding still, relishing the feeling of being inside of her*

BellaMWhitlock: *moans* I love the way you fucking feel inside me. I want to lead tonight...please?

JWhitlock: *nods slowly, groaning*

BellaMWhitlock: roll me over....*already panting*

JWhitlock: *does as she asks, settling on my back, folding my arms behind my head, following Bella's movements with my eyes&

JWhitlock: *

BellaMWhitlock: *starts to rock back and forth slowly, keeping my eyes on Jasper and smiling, keeping my pace insanely slow, knowing it will drive him mad*

JWhitlock: *clenches my fists behind my head, wanting badly to thrust up in to her, but holds back, remembering my promise to her. Groans at the feel of her sliding up and down on me, her dark hair flowing all around her, the bright tropical sunlight making her skin glow*

BellaMWhitlock: *continues to move exceedingly slow, scratching my nails down his chest as I lean down to kiss his neck*

JWhitlock: *tilts my head back to give her better access, moving my hands to clutch the sheets underneath me, feeling myself growing close to release*

BellaMWhitlock: *pushes down harder now, a little faster, a little more erratic, gasping into his skin* you like this, baby?

JWhitlock: *bites my lip, thrusting up in minute movements, nodding my head groaning* Mmhmmmm...

BellaMWhitlock: *groaning, knowing I'm close, practically digging myself onto him* How much? Show me how much.

JWhitlock: *flips us over at lighting speed, throwing her ankles over my shoulders to get a better angle. Pounds into her as hard as I can without hurting her* Jesus -fuck!-, so fucking much..

BellaMWhitlock: *gasps, crying out, feeling myself tumble over the edge at the new angle* shitJaspersofuckinggood!​

JWhitlock: *groans as Bella tightens around me, squeezing my own release from me, throws my head back* shitgoddamnfucksonofabit​chmotherfucker!

BellaMWhitlock: *whimpering incoherently for a while* you...broke...my...rule.​...

JWhitlock: *furrows my brow in confusion, panting heavily against her shoulder* What... rule?

BellaMWhitlock: *gasping for breath* I wanted...to be in...control, Jasper....*grins cheekily*

JWhitlock: *shrugs* Couldn't help myself. *nestles against you* You know, I really wish that I could fall asleep with you...

BellaMWhitlock: *laughs* You can't help yourself a lot, mister. *strokes his hair* That won't be a problem for long.

JWhitlock: I have impulse control issues, what can I say. *kisses her chest just above her breast* And... have you thought anymore on that?

BellaMWhitlock: *chuckles* I'd say so. And Yeah, I have. And I don't want you to tell me. When you do it.

JWhitlock: *nods, then jumps from the bed, hauling her up with me* Alright! Now, lets go, we can't let this beautiful island go to waste. *pulls her toward the bathroom and the shower*

BellaMWhitlock: *snickers as I'm dragged to the bathroom* The island is that way, Jasper. *sarcasm*

JWhitlock: Yeah, but I wanna take a shower with you first. That's a thing that's done on honeymoons, right? *turns on the water in the waterfall-like shower, and pushes her underneath the spray, jumping in after her*

BellaMWhitlock: *laughs as the water cascades down my body* Yeah, I suppose it is. *squirts soap on his chest*

JWhitlock: *purrrrs as she washes me, dipping her head back to wet it, squeezing shampoo in it, lathering it up*

BellaMWhitlock: *grins and rubs the soap in, letting him wash my hair* Do people smell different when they're wet?

JWhitlock: *shakes my head, rinsing the soap out of her hair* No, not different. Their scents are more potent, stronger, when their wet. *finishes rinsing, then flicks the shower off, reaching out to get a towel and hold it out for her*

BellaMWhitlock: *wraps the towel around me, stepping out* So I smell better?

JWhitlock: More tempting *pulls her to me, licking a path up her bare shoulder* More mouthwatering. *chuckles and walks over to the dresser, pulling out a fresh change of clothes*

BellaMWhitlock: *looks amused* You want to eat me?

JWhitlock: I was just joking around with you, sugar. *pulls on my boxers and jeans* Now, -other- uses for the term.... *grins lecherously at her*

BellaMWhitlock: *rolls my eyes, grabbing a pair of shorts and a pink bikini top and tying it on* later, Mr. Whitlock. We have honeymoon stuff to do.

JWhitlock: *smirks and pulls on my T-shirt* Nag nag nag, it's starting already, Mrs. Whitlock. *laughs*

BellaMWhitlock: *slips on my flip flops* keep up that attitude and I won't ask you to teach me a new skill later. *grins*

JWhitlock: Oh yeah, and what might that new skill be? *puts my boots on, and grabs the keys to the rental, shoving my wallet in my back pocket*

BellaMWhitlock: *grins wickedly* I want you to teach me how to give head. *sticks out my tongue and dances to the door*

JWhitlock: *eyes pop wide and I nearly come in my jeans* Hey! *chases her out the door, catching up to her quickly* You... you can't just say things like that and run away!

BellaMWhitlock: *laughs* I can and I will. *wraps my arms around him* So you think you're up to it...*trails my hand downwards, cupping him* Mr. Whitlock? Later?

JWhitlock: *shivers* Oh yeah....

BellaMWhitlock: *grabs Jasper and drags him out the door, hopping in the car to do some sight seeing*
Char: *watches Jo as she sleeps, listening to the crickets outside as they announce the approaching dawn*

Jo: *shifting in my sleep, I snuggle into the comforter and mumble lightly* Use the AK-47...

CharM: *chuckles, leaning closer to Jo and whispering* Are you sure about that?

Jo: *rubbing my face slightly, I slowly nod* He's in the train station...

CharM: *bites lip to keep from laughing* What's he doing there?

CharM: *furrows brow, wondering what the fuck she's going on about, but too amused to stop* Who is?

Jo: *scrunching up my face confused at the question* Fuck if I know, he's on the other team...

CharM: *snorts, knowing she's probably talking about one of her video games, shaking my head* Are you going to take him out?

Jo: *growling slightly getting frustrated* That's your job...

CharM: Oh it is? *teases* Then what would I have to do?

Jo: *throwing my hands up angry I sigh* I'll do it... *as my arms fall back down and hit the bed my eyes slowly open and I look around and see Char looking at me amused* What?

CharM: You are funny when you sleep. *shrugs and scoots back a little* Did you have a good dream?

Jo: *yawning I sit up and look around* Um yeah, just one of my usual *mumbling embarrassed* Call of Duty dreams.

CharM: I thought so. *grins crookedly*

Jo: *groaning I start to climb out of my bed to get coffee. Stepping out I realize I'm naked. Shocked I turn back to Char and look at her naked body too.* Um Char... how drunk did we get last night?

CharM: *frowns, not liking the fact that Jo forgot all about last night even though she instigated it* I didn't know you were that drunk

Jo: *biting my lip nervously* Yeah, After 3 bottles I kind of start forgetting things. That's how Edward pulled the whole "marriage" prank on me. *pausing* I didn't like do something embarrassing last night, did I?

CharM: Embarrassing, no. *shakes my head, turning away from Jo and gathering my clothes*

Jo: *licking my lips at her body, I have a feeling last night was probably great and I'm pissed I forgot it* Char, I am so sorry. Lately I've been drinking so much. *turning away embarrassed by that* That's no excuse. If you're angry at me for last night, I understand. *sighing I walk toward my nightgown on the ground and pick it up* I just wish I remembered what happened.

CharM: *composes face* Angry? What are you talking about? I'm not angry. *smiles for good measure, puts on clothes nonetheless, looking around for my shoes*

Jo: *throwing on my nightgown quickly* Have you meet my ex-girlfriend Leah? Trust me I know angry. You're just better at controlling it then her. That I learned from my time in Arizona. Anger is basically what powers us wolves. *walking slowly to her shoes and picking them up for her* Please just be honest with me.

CharM: I'm just disappointed, I guess. *slips on my shoes and looking at the floor with furrowed brow*

Jo: *I walk over to her and lightly pull her chin up* Why? *biting my lip* Was I not good?

CharM: What? *looks at Jo with wide eyes* I never said that! I meant that you forgot it and...It kind of hurts my pride.

Jo: *blushes at my admission of thinking I was bad* Oh well, the last few relationships I've were ended by the other party, I never really knew why. I assumed maybe that had something to do with it. But I'm sorry I forgot. It had nothing to do with you, and everything to do with my newly found drinking habits. You should of seen me a few nights ago. I passed out on Edward.

CharM: *saddens at the mention of Edward, looking over Jo's head at a blank spot on the wall* I believe you. Liquor can do strange things to the mind

Jo: Please don't leave just because I'm becoming a horrible drunkard. I don't want to lose another person in my life. *closing my eyes quickly trying to not think about how sad my breakup with Leah makes me, before I open them* I would offer you some blood, but all I have is coffee and disgusting human food.

CharM: *looks at Jo with a stern look* You do realize your body is pumping with blood right?

Jo: *wide-eyed I start to back away from Char very slowly* Really? Is that what that was? *I tease her as I inch away even more towards the door* :::Leah mentioned having her blood sucked before. She wouldn't tell me what it was like, and my morbid curiosity is getting the better of me. Emphasis on the morbid::: *almost reaching the door I bolt to the kitchen* You'd have to catch me first!

CharM: *stares after Jo, feeling confused as if I am missing a point here. Shrugs and runs after her because it's obvious she wants to get caught for some unknown reason*

Jo: *once I reach the kitchen and turn around to see Char following me, but that she's slightly confused why she is following me. I go around the island and stop frowning* It's not as much fun playing around, if your friends aren't in on the game too.

CharM: I'm sorry, Jo.

Jo: *shrugging I turn around and go to make coffee* It's fine. I was just oddly energized, but now that I'm in the kitchen *yawn* I know I need coffee.

------The Next Night------

BellaWhitlock: *Jasper and I arrive back from the honeymoon, me with a nice suntan as we both go back into the apartment. He kisses me quickly and goes to hunt*

CharM: *clears the table as the old couple vacates the booth, my eyes widening when I notice the large tip they left behind* :::Surely, the others will be pleased tonight::: *stuffs the money in my pocket for now, holding the glasses in one hand, quickly wiping the table clean and heading back to the bar. Cleans the glasses, drying them off and placing them back on the right shelf, before pulling out the money and sticking it in the jar meant for all the workers. Notices a man sitting alone at the end of the bar, staring in front of him and not even trying to catch my attention for a drink, saunters over and putting on my best smile* Can I help you, Sir?

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *runs his hands along the thick package he received by Fed-Ex in the mail today, calluses catching as he tears into the cardboard, hearing the familiar plink of plastic-metal hitting his glass-top table. He holds the memory-stick between his fingers in trepidation, running his thumb along the plastic shell. Without another word, he makes his way down the hallway to his Office/Panic room, sealing the door behind him, lock after lock, the sound of mechanical cogs and shifts creaking between the metal of the door. He sits down at his computer, sliding the memory stick into the slot easily, fingers brushing over the various ports to identify the correct one. He waits a moment before entering the extensive, secret codes Bobby taught him, designed specifically to open content of this kind. Fumbling for his headphones, he sets them to his ears, fingers brushing more commands as he hears the familiar -ping-ping-ping- of folders opening on his computer. He directs the computer to the sound files, commanding the first one open, listening patiently as the prefunctionary codes and numbers are spouted. He verifies is password, his agent ID number, his classification, code verification, and clearance numbers, before settling back into his seat. The voice that speaks isn't Bobby, but he hadn't expected Bobby.*

CharM: *leans forward on my elbows as the man starts to tell me the short version of his messed up life, all the while glancing around whenever he doesn't notice in case any customers would need my attention. Nods at the appropriate times and is relieved when a woman calls me over* Sorry, Sir, I'll be back in a second. *walks over to the woman, taking her order and passing it on to the cook as I pour her the Diet Coke she asked for*

CharM: *brings her the drink, telling her that her food will be out soon and reluctantly heads back to the man, doing my best to focus on his story, all the while wondering what Peter is doing and hoping to talk to him. Knows he's a nice guy and even though he confuses the hell out of me, I do enjoy his company. Anything is better than this guy, who would make me fall asleep if I were still human*

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *His body stiffens as he hears the vague Italian Horror story. The Italian Government had never heard of an Edward Cullen, but Bobby's source had dug deeper. He listened further, at the innumerable accounts of missing persons, both locals and tourist, non fitting an exact profile, nothing to assume a serial killer was at work. On the rare occasion that a body was found, it was mutilated beyond recognition, and to further the horror, bloodless. The extensive missing-persons dated back centuries, even before such things were documents, all localizing around a closed in city named Volterra, a city that seemed to rival even that of the Vatican in size and worship. The voice droned on, growing increasingly more impatient and speculative, things that drove Peter crazy, but he listened to him prattle on about legends of Stregoni Benefici, and various bouts of other supernatural crap. Peter stopped the monologue, rubbing at his aching temples. He never understood Bobby's interest in the Supernatural, but he should have expected any of the man’s sources would share the same hobby. Yet something was eating at him, vague in his memory. Something Bobby had mentioned before, something about...Quill----something. He'd look it up later, he was going to be late for his shift. He locks up the room, hiding the memory-stick in the hidden safe, located beneath the rather sad looking fichus plant. Stripping of his button up, he rushes to his room, grabbing a t-shirt, which he thinks is mostly likely black, before rushing towards the living room and jamming on his shoes, shoving keys, wallet, and cigs in his pocket as he skips down the stairs to meet Char. Char, he thinks, smiling. At least he'll have something to take his mind of Italian Mass Murder for a minute. The thought catches him up short. Char could be involved. Edward definitely is. He's not sure who he can trust now. How deep does this go? Bella? Cowboy? Leah? Jo. His steps falter as he rounds the bar; but it's too late, he can smell her, hear her laugh, and move across the sticky bar floor. He throws on a grin, thinking that maybe he can get some information out of Char. She seems off balance around him, it could prove to be useful* Charlotte! You came back. You liking the place yet? * he steps up behind the bar, shoving his things beneath the counter*

CharM: *is instantly aware of Peter's presence when the air seems to shift and his scent shortly after engulfs me, feeling slightly dazed I excuse myself to the man just when Peter addresses me. Turns towards Peter, pulling at the hem of my shirt as if to cover myself more and then walks towards him* Of course, I'm back. Why wouldn't I be back? I've been working here almost every day now. I mean, you might not be here and it's not like I think you are avoiding me or anything, but still I'm here. *shakes head, biting my lip and frowning at the disturbing case of word vomit. Shifts my feet nervously as I compose myself.* I'm sorry. Yes I like it very much, Peter. Thank you for asking.

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *breaks out into a bigger grin, leaning against the counter* Well, I'm glad you like it. From what Jenna says, you've got the hand of things, and that’s a glowing commendation from her.

CharM: *beams up at him* So that means, I passed my trial period? *looks up at him expectantly, staring at his eyes, not because of his blindness, but the beauty of them*

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *Snorts, rolling his eyes* As if there ever was a doubt, Charlotte. Why don't you help me bring up some more beer, I can tell you all about sick days and shit.

CharM: *nods, remembering he can't see me speaks up* Yes, S-Peter.

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *fumbles a little, finding her hand and pulling her along. Her palms are as cool as the rest of her body, and he wonders if she's sick* This way, dollface.

CharM: *lets Peter pull me along, biting my lip and holding back the groan at the unexpected heat on my skin and looking at him with wonder as I pretend to miss a step, so it wouldn't be too obvious* :::A normal human would stumble a little at getting pulled along, right?:::

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *Stops abruptly, feeling Char stumble. He turns sharply, grunting as she slams into him, one arm coming to circle her waist, the other still cupping her hand. He lets his hand slide up her arm, holding her steady just beneath the elbow* Careful there....*He breaths, wondering just how close he is to Char’s mouth*

CharM: *hears the breathy texture of his voice, shivering and standing up a little taller, tilting my head up to where my lips are nearly touching Peter's* Thank you. *breathes more heavily at how close he is and the way his breath washes across my face, surprisingly not making me hunger for him other than the desire to feel his body pressed up against me as he devours my mouth* Peter. *adds as an aftermath, making sure my breath fans over his face, so he'll know that our lips are not even an inch apart*

Special Agent Peter Fischer: * Feels her breath wash over his face, their chests practically touching. His hand slides down her arm, fingers wrapping around her wrist as he tugs her closer. He's nearly kissing her, so close when he realizes something's missing. His fingers press harder against her wrist, so hard that it should hurt, but she says nothing, doesn't move. He realizes she isn't even breathing. She isn't breathing. And he can't feel....he can't feel a ....* Pulse. *He says randomly, stumbling backwards.* Oh my god. *He smacks against the deck, before stumbling out of the office, his hand shaking as it rips open the door to his apartment. He locks it behind him, racing up the stairs, before hunkering himself down in his panic room.*

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *Sinking to the floor against the door, he's too in shock to do much more* Oh my go. Oh my god. Oh my god.

CharM: *stands staring at the closed door, even though I easily could have caught up with him before the door slammed to a close. Feels venom stinging at my eyes, cussing at my stupid reaction and mumbling* He's just a fucking human. What do I care? Why do I care? *kicks the door frame, splintering a piece of it and quickly scanning around me, letting out a relieved sigh when no one seemed to have noticed. Swallows thickly, trying to get rid of that annoying lump that has no business being there at the first place since Peter is nothing but food to me!* :::He should be food! Why can't I think of him as food?::: *dejectedly heads over to the bar, finding the man who had been boring me with his life story earlier and holding up my hand as soon as his eyes find mine* Save it! *goes to the office, taking off my apron and shirt, putting on my own clothes and grabbing my purse.* Fuck, now I need to tell him I'm leaving for the day! *knows I can't bust down the door, so I head into the alley, climbing that same fire escape I did so many nights ago and knocking on his window*

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *scrambles for phone, dialing the first number he comes to <<Bella>> it rings twice before some one picks up*

BellaWhitlock: *picks up my phone* Peter?

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *Hears a knocking on the window across the hall, realizing it's the same window Char had broken into before. He's glad he's locked away. He's panicking* Bella? Oh God, Bella...she's, they're...she...pulse...​she wasn't fucking breathing....and she was standing there...and no pulse Bella? She didn't have a fucking pulse. Oh fuck...oh fuck, I should have...Fuck! The Quileute thing! Bobby was right! Oh my fucking God...oh god...oh god.

Edward: *is sitting at home, in the building, doing nothing more menacing than reading a comic book*

BellaWhitlock: *panics, not knowing what to do* Whoa, slow down...what now? *feigns stupidity, flailing around the apartment, wishing Edward or Jasper was there to tell me what to do*

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *Whispers suddenly* She's outside my window....she broke in once. Oh my god, she's going to kill me.

BellaWhitlock: I'm coming to you now, Peter. Nobody is going to kill you.

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *Panics* No! She's here! She's...I told you. She's outside my window! Bella, I think...I think they're -Vampires-! You can't...you can't.

BellaWhitlock: *already on my feet, grasping frantically for my shoes*

BellaWhitlock: *shuts my eyes tight* Just...fuck, Peter, I'm coming. *running out the apartment and down the street*

CharM: *needs to confront him about this, because whatever he does next will decide whether he lives or not, but not feeling up for it. Just wants to tell him I'm leaving, but then I hear his distressed ranting and he's talking to...Bella. Bites lip, hoping she'll deal with it carefully. Growls when the thought of Edward killing Peter crosses my mind, but silencing when I hear him say that I might kill him. Saddens and knows that this is just one of those events that are irreversible. there is no way Peter will ever accept us now, but feels like I should try one last time. Opens the window effortlessly with the help of a knife to unlock it and hops into the living room* Peter? *runs up to the Panic Room, knocking*

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *Hears Charlotte outside the panic room. Startling, he stumbles across the room, sinking down against the farthest wall. His hand shakes as he pushes the fichus aside, reaching into the safe for the only gun he keeps in the house. He doesn't know if this will work on a vampire, but he can't not try.* Go away! Get out of my house!

BellaWhitlock: *can hear Peter panicking, knowing Charlotte must have gone after him. hanging up my phone as I reach the stairs of his apartment, banging on the door* Peter!

CharM: Calm down, Peter! You have to listen to me! *bangs harder* Open this door, Peter! Open it! *can easily break through it, but doesn't want to scare him even worse. Hears Bella banging and lets her in, before running back to the Panic Room*

BellaWhitlock: *darts in after Char, looking around* Charlotte, what the actual fuck?!

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *scrambling to his feet, he hears Bella, cringing inside. What if they hurt her? She can't know, can she? She isn't one of them, is she? No, he smelled her blood when she was hurt* Bella! Bella you have to leave!

CharM: He felt my lack of pulse, he freaked! I have to keep him silent! I have to...He can't die! *bangs with renewed determination, but banging too hard, because the door busts open from the force behind it*

BellaWhitlock: *turns to the door where I hear Peter* Don't...fuck....I'll be okay!

BellaWhitlock: *flails at Charlotte* What?! Fuck!

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *Bumps back against the wall as the door crashes open* You....fuck...oh my god.

BellaWhitlock: Jesus, Charlotte! He fucking...knows!

BellaWhitlock: *flies to Peter's side, panic evident in my eyes* Peter, don't freak, it's okay...nobody's gonna hurt you....

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *Nods* Know. I know...I know what you are! The...the Italian thing...the missing people? It's Vampires isn't it? In Volterra...and....and the Quileute tribe...what are they? Are they vampires too? Who are you people!

BellaWhitlock: *is making wild hand motions at Charlotte*

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *Snatches Bella's arm without even thinking about it, instinctual knowing where she's going to be. He always know, always has. He pulls her roughly to him, stepping in front of her.* It's not...it isn't okay! They kill people! They're murderers!

CharM: *looks at Bella apologetically* I didn't mean to do that. *turns back to Peter to see his panicked face* He knows? *whispers, feeling my dead heart break, because he will have to be offered the choice now. Stands back and lets Bella move towards him to calm him down. Eyes widen at Peter's rant, stuttering as I try to explain* We...I...They... *is getting panicked myself*

BellaWhitlock: *gasps at being moved* It's not like that, Peter!

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *raises his gun, aiming it at Char, where he can hear her voice* Don't come closer! Just don't!

Jo: *slightly tired from work all day. It didn't help that I couldn't stop thinking about how I had hurt Char. Heading to Edward and hers place after work, I come to the front door and knock hoping that Char would be home.*

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *Grits teeth* This is how you guys dealt with the gang-girl isn't it? You killed her? You...you kill people...

CharM: Peter, calm down. Don't do anything stupid *stays standing, raising my hands even though he won't see it* I...We feed...Fuck. *slumps shoulders, making the mistake of shuffling my feet*

BellaWhitlock: *sees the gun and sways a little, knowing it won't hurt charlotte but still* Peter, don't!

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *Fingers twitch on the trigger* Were you going to kill me? Were you? Is this...is this all some fucking game? Do you play with your food? *Nudges Bella* Why...why do you know? What is this!?

Edward: *heads downstairs, nose still buried in his Spider-Man comic. he opens the door to let Jo in, standing aside to let her enter the building before closing it after she enters* She's not here. *he turns the page* Want to hang out til she's off work?

BellaWhitlock: It doesn't matter how I know, Peter, but it's not a game! Nobody wants to hurt you! they're all....*falters* It's not...just...calm down, and we can all explain. I can call Jasper...he can explain it better...

CharM: NO! I wasn't going to kill you *sobs, hearing how badly he thought of me* We kill only bad p-p *makes a strangled noise, before looking up at him and noticing the way he's distracted by Bella for just a second, runs forward intent on grabbing the gun*

BellaWhitlock: *rolls my eyes at myself at outing Jasper*

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *Stiffens* He's...is he one too? What...what is this? *Feels the rush of wind as Char charges forward.* Nooo! *He pulls the trigger, slamming back against Bella from the close range kick*

Jo: *looks at Edward reading a Spider-Man comic and tries not to chuckle* Um, yeah. Do you have anything else to read? I'm partial to um *licking my lips remembering his Gambit outfit* X-men.

BellaWhitlock: *oomphs as I fall backwards after Peter fires the gun, hitting the ground*

Edward: *smirks at Jo's thoughts and leads her back up to the main level before pointing... on the couch next to where he had been sitting is every single issue of this month's comic releases* I guess you didn't go down and see our comics section of the library... We have all the way back to issues 1 of them.

CharM: *doesn't feel the bullet as it bounces off me, but has heard the shot and then it's followed by the scent of fresh blood, panicking* Peter, fuck! No! *moves towards him and looking him over to see a wet spot on the left side of his abdomen* Don't move okay!! *moves to stand right next to him, pressing my hand on the wound* We'll get your out of here. *looks at Bella, questioning her with my eyes*

BellaWhitlock: *freaks out now* SONOFABITCH! Charlotte, I'm calling Edward.

BellaWhitlock: *breaks out my phone and dials Edward, waiting for him to pick up*

CharM: *nods at Bella*

Edward: *answers his phone in a method that works with his current conversation* Comic Central, what's your issue?

BellaWhitlock: *tries to keep my mind off the blood, but notices there's a lot of it* He's losing a lot, Charlotte!

BellaWhitlock: Fuck! Edward! Charlotte and Peter...fuck! he shot at her and the bullet hit him and I don't know what to fucking do and he KNOWS!

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *Feels pain slam into his stomach, his hand flittering down to his side. His fingers are wet, the blood still warm. His knees give way and he stumbles. He knows...he knows he's hit some important shit, the blood is pouring. He looks behind him, seeing the bullet lodged into the wall. It barely missed Bella. He...he didn't know that would happen...he could have killed Bella...and Char....he doesn't know why he's concerned, but he is...he was wrong, and now he's sinking to the floor* I...* He looks up where he can hear Char* I'm sorry...I...I wasn't going to....I didn't know....

Jo: *stunned I can't find words* :::You have got to be shitting me::: *I sit down shocked as his phone rings and he makes up a funny way to answer it. But then I can hear Bella talking quickly on the phone but I can't make out everything she's said* What's wrong?

BellaWhitlock: *more wild hand motions*

Edward: *snaps from playful to serious in 0.008 seconds and snarls. but then he rushes right into issuing commands* Start carrying his ass to the building. Charlotte, bite him if you have to. If he knows, there's no going back. I'm on my way over the rooftops. *he hangs up and only has time to glance at Jo before darting up the stairs and out the roof access. he leaves doors wide open for returning with Peter*

CharM: I know!! *yells, pressing down harder and trying to keep Peter conscious* Don't worry about that now, Peter. *caresses his cheek* We'll help you, okay. Please, just don't...don't die! *sobs softly*

CharM: Bite him? *whispers to Bella, looking up at her with a panicked expression as the line goes dead* I don't think...

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *Blinks rapidly, feeling pained tears wet his dead eyes* I....I tried to shoot you....I....I'm sorry. I...just...I panicked. What are you? What is this....this....you can't be real...

BellaWhitlock: Fucking do it, Charlotte, or he's gonna die! You can do it!

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *Feels weak, laying limply against the wall, the force behind Char's hand as she presses into the wound actually crushing his organs in her panick. Blood gurgles at his mouth, trickling down his chin. After all he's been through, he's going to die because he shot himself.*

BellaWhitlock: *strokes Peter's hair* We're here. You'll....just...stay with me.

Jo: *Lost by what I just heard Edward say. I stay where I am, knowing he'd be back. I try not to panic and pick up a comic but don't actually read it as I keep my eye on the door*

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *Leans into Bella's side* I'm going to die...

BellaWhitlock: *cries now* No, no you're not.

CharM: I'm a vampire. *looks up at Bella, resigning in the fact I'll have to do this and when he starts gurgling I take a deep breath, placing my mouth at his neck and softly kissing his pulse point once before sinking my teeth into it* Mmm *hums as the blood runs down my throat, trying to remind myself I have a task to do here, I have to save Peter. Pulls away instantly at that though, licking the wound and grabbing his hand, biting down his wrist, before repeating it with the other one* That should do it. Hold on, Peter. *lifts Peter into my arms, holding him close to my chest and running to the window, jumping out of it, running towards the building*

BellaWhitlock: *climbs out the fire escape and just starts to run towards Edwards, hoping he spots me and picks me up*

Edward: *races rooftop to rooftop as fast as he can without being seen. soon he's passing Charlotte and scooping Bella up before heading back to race beside Char. he's already thinking of what they'll have to do, wash the blood off as soon as his wound seals...* Bathroom first. *he pictures Char's own bathroom to her* He can't wake up covered in his own blood. Once he's clean, take him to the heaven room. Its the softest. *he's only speaking aloud for Bella's sake* He can feed on Carl and his buddies once he wakes.

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *feels the burn trickle through his veins, as if his insides were rising to a boil. It burns, his fingers twitch at his side, and he realizes in panicked delirium that he's paralyzed* Fuck!

BellaWhitlock: *whimpers and shakes from the nerves and adrenaline*

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *he's not sure if it's words or screams escaping his mouth, but it's something, as pain rips through him, fire searing him from the inside out.*

CharM: *nods at Edward's instruction, looking down at Peter with worry* Shh, I know it hurts, but I'm here. I won't let you go through this alone. *arrives at the roof of our home, jumping through the manhole and heading straight for my bathroom, using one hand to turn the faucet on and rocking Peter while I hold him with the other* I know and I'm so sorry. I never wanted any of this to happen *finally presses my lips against his for the first time, knowing he won't remember, but just feeling as if I have to.*

Edward: *rushes down the stairs, locking the roof access and deposits Bella down next to Jo and the pile of comics before racing up to Char's bathroom to assist her. he takes Peter's bloody clothes, which leaves him naked in Char's tub and races to the trash chute to dispose of them* Char, lick it to seal it faster if it hasn't sealed yet!

BellaWhitlock: *sinks back into a chair, near faint*

CharM: *takes both wrists, licking them both and checking the wound on his neck, which looks good before looking up at Edward for more instructions*

Jo: *looking over at Bella, I drop the comic* What happened? Are you ok?

BellaWhitlock: Peter figured out Char didn't have a pulse. He freaked, she went after him. When I got there, I tried to calm him down, and I was gonna explain, but then Char spooked him and he shot at her. It didn't do any good, obviously, but it bounced off her and hit him. He's changing.

CharM: *licks the bullet wound*

Edward: *comes back to the bathroom to check the progress. the only other change he'd witnessed personally was Char's, but this one seems to be going along normal lines.* Let's wash him up then move him. Do you need help or can you manage it? *he's not getting too into the situation, unsure of how Charlotte will react since he body knows that this is her mate even if her mind hasn't caught up yet*

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *lets out a blood curdling scream, fingers clenching, grasping at nothing*

Jo: Oh... *sighs and processes everything* you don't look so good Bella. I think you should lie down. *I start to pull her up off the couch to head toward her room*

BellaWhitlock: *nods weakly* I'll check on Peter soon....

CharM: *turns to Edward, looking up at him with furrowed brows, feeling oddly protective of Peter and instantly rushing over to the bath when he screams* I can handle. *gently pushes him back in the water, sponging his soft skin which will soon start to pale* Shh, I'll take good care of you. *stays away from his private parts, not feeling too comfortable going anywhere near those without his consent*

Jo: *Shaking my head at her comment, knowing she'll probably be out for a while. I help her walk to the room and when we get near her bed she starts to lay down as I pull back the covers and bring them over her. She's pretty much already passed out when I finish getting her situated* Sleep Bella. *I turn and head back to the couch and comics to distract myself, not sure if I should leave or not.*

Edward: *nods at Charlotte* I'll get a pair of my pajama pants... *does so, going and getting the soft material and bringing it back. he sets it on the bathroom counter* I'll go clean up the Heaven room. Bring him down when you're ready. *he darts out of the bathroom, racing through the building and down two floors to the heaven room, once more leaving doors wide open in his wake*

CharM: *finishes washing Peter and lifts him out of the water, wrapping him in a fluffy towel before walking him over to my bed, dries him off quickly and runs back into the bathroom to dispose of the towel and grab the pajama pants. Puts them on Peter, all the while keeping my eyes adverted and as soon as the pants are on, I lay down next to him, wrapping myself around him protectively to soothe him with my cold skin, sighing as his screams quiet down a little*

CharM: *notices that Peter is uncomfortable and lifts him again, carrying him over to the heaven room, placing him down on the soft bed and standing back, gazing at him with pity in my eyes* I shouldn't have gone with you. I should have kept my distance. I shouldn't have wanted you to kiss me. *hangs my head, feeling responsible and ashamed, sadness washing over me as I listened to his uneven breathing and pained sounds*

Edward: *is standing nearby Char and cautiously approaches her* Don't blame yourself, Charlotte. His being turned was inevitable. All you did was hurry it along. *then, because she hasn't realized the mate thing yet, he adds* He wouldn't quit investigating. Which means I'll have to go to his place and hide evidence now. Not to mention searching for anything he may have picked up. *he slowly moves to place a hand on Char's shoulder in a comforting gesture*

CharM: *looks gratefully up at Edward, placing my hand on top of him and turning towards him* Thank you, Edward. *wraps arms around his waist, hiding my face in his chest and sobbing softly* :::I'm still sorry I made such a mess of things. And here you are, cleaning up after me again. I don't tell you enough, but I really do appreciate every thing you do for me, Edward. I love you.::: *tightens hold, before stepping back and sighing* :::When did everything become so complicated? What the hell happened?:::

Edward: *holds Charlotte tightly, kissing the top of her head* ::You have nothing to apologize for.:: *he doesn't tell her, but he feels like he owes her hugely for taking her human life from her. the least he can do is clean up after her as needed* You'll find out soon, I hope. And when you do... Your eyes will be wide open. *he smiles, knowing she'll also finally realize he hadn't been the one changing*

CharM: *furrows brow at Edward's cryptic answer, wondering what he could possibly mean* I just don't want to lose you...Whatever it is, I don't want it to destroy me. *eyes bore into Edward's* Will it destroy me?

Edward: *grins at Charlotte and gives her a tender kiss* Absolutely not. You'll love it.

CharM: *nods, not to sure about that, but if Edward says it then it possible will be something I love* Alright, in that case... *trails off when Peter wails loudly, swerving around and rushing over to him, touching his face, arms, chest, anywhere my touch might soothe his burning skin* Was it this way for you too when I was changing?

Edward: *considers the question carefully, knowing full well that when Charlotte had been completely delirious in her change that her screams and the turmoil in her mind had driven him from her vicinity. but how could he ever tell her that?* Something like this, yes... But it’s different. We have different gifts and you're more gentle than I have ever been.

CharM: *accepts that explanation, nodding in understanding and sitting down next to Peter* I'm sure I was a screeching bitch too. *chuckles humorlessly*

Edward: *hmms* You actually tore your own vocal chords at one point you got so loud... But then they healed and it just got worse after than. *has a hint of humor at the memory -now- but at the time he had been frantic that she'd be stuck mute or something. now he knew that it was actually common during a change to do that, but hell if he hadn't been scared* I need to go, before the blood stains worse than I can repair it. *he doesn't move closer, instead looking at Char from the doorway, and then he leaves*

CharM: *looks behind Edward, then laying down against Peter, letting the cold of me creep into his side and thinking back of my own change*

Edward: *is back at Peter's apartment. the panic room is a fucking mess and he knows from his gift that only the noise of the bar below had kept the gunshot noise concealed otherwise the place would have been crawling with cops. he cleans up all the blood, tossing everything bloody into a trash back to return home to the incinerator with. he also pries the bullet from the wall and tosses it, and the gun, into the bag as well. he goes through the safe, taking everything and sticking it in a suitcase he finds in Peter's room. then he's filling in the hole in the wall, closing the safe and checking Peter's computer and mail. once all information on him, vampires, Charlotte, wolves and everyone is removed, he packs up all hard copies into the suitcase. from there he packs Peter some changes of clothing and his bath supplies. once the place is taken care of he calls the bar. mimicking Peter's voice, he informs Jenna that he's got to go out of town and she's in charge for a while. she accepts this easily and he hangs up, taking Peter's suitcase and the bag of trash and heading back to the building after locking up the apartment*

Edward: *returns to the building and puts Peter's suitcase in Char's room without thinking about it. he debates, taking the gun from the trash bag and locking it away before tossing the bag into the trash chute. once he hears it hit bottom he heads to his room to clean up. after he's clean, he returns to the main level and sits on the floor before leaning back against a fish tank and staring out the window looking about as exhausted as a vampire can get*

Edward: *turns to look at Jo, kind of surprised she hadn't wandered down to Char's location since he'd left all the doors open and blinks at her* So... I'm not sure how a newborn will react to your scent. It might be best if you left clothing or something for us to test him with... We'll have you and Bella both out of here when he wakes. *he can't physically hear the screams, since the floors between them are soundproofed, but he can hear Peter screaming through Charlotte's mind*

Jo: *looking at Edward he actually looks tired, I walk over to him and sit down next to him and lean against his shoulder* I'll give you something. Bella is sleeping in her room. I guess I'll wait to Charlotte after all of this. *sighs and bites my lip* :::Edward, Peter is Char's mate, isn't he?:::

Edward: *nods his head at Jo's thought, murmuring his response softly* Yes. He is. *then he wraps an arm around Jo's shoulders and pulls her close, burying his nose in the top of her hair even though the smell isn't exactly pleasant* At the rate you're over here, we'll have to give you your own room soon as well.

Jo: *chuckles lightly and I nudge him* I think as your wife I should already have a room. *smirk* I sleep with you remember hubby.

Jo: *bites my lip* :::But I'm sorry about Char. She'll still love you Edward, it'll just be a different kind of love I guess:::

Edward: Darn... *considers* I guess I should get a bed then. Maybe I'll do that tomorrow. And since you'd be the one sleeping in it, I guess I'll have to take you with me to pick one out. *he pauses at Jo's thoughts before giving her a weak smile* ::Thanks. We both knew it was a possibility, but reality is always different from what you expect.::

