BellaWhitlock: *wakes up in the bed at Edwards house, rapidly remembering what happened and immediately picking up my phone and dialing Jasper*

JWhitlock: *is driving back into Ontario when my phone rings, checks the display and answers* Hey sugar.

BellaWhitlock: *goes from zero to panicked* OhmyGod Jasper, you have to come to Edward’s. Now.

JWhitlock: *furrows my brow, hearing her tone* What's wrong Bella? *changes my direction, headed toward Edward’s*

BellaWhitlock: It's Peter. He figured out what...Char was and he freaked and called me. By the time I was there, Char had tried to get to him to explain, and he locked himself in a room...but she broke the door down on accident. I tried to console him, and explain, but he freaked and shot at Charlotte, but of course the bullet ricocheted off of her and hit him. I was behind him, and he was bleeding...and then she bit him and now we're here!

JWhitlock: She did WHAT? *speeds up* He's changing. Right now? Fuck. *sighs* Alright, I'm almost there.

BellaWhitlock: He was gonna die, Jasper! She couldn't let him die. I'll let you in. *closes the phone and darts down the elevator, waiting at the door for Jasper, not realizing I'm still in the bloody shirt*

JWhitlock: *screeches to a stop in front of Edwards place, and hangs up, rushing toward the door, seeing Bella there waiting for me. The shirt she's wearing is blood soaked, and that, coupled with the panicked look on her face is enough to send me into a panic myself* Bella?! Why are you all bloody? Are you alright?! Jesus fucking Christ... tell me you're alright.

BellaWhitlock: *throws myself into Jasper's arms* I was so scared. It's Peter's blood-I was behind him when he got shot. He fell into me. I'm fine. Bruised, but fine.

JWhitlock: Oh thank fuck *clutches her to me, breathing in her scent, verifying to myself that she's alright* Alright... alright. *takes a deep breath, and steps into the house, keeping Bella firmly wrapped in my arms* Where is everyone else?

BellaWhitlock: Upstairs, watching Peter. He's in one of the softer rooms up there. It's...oh God, he's screaming....

JWhitlock: *nods, pushing the door shut* Yeah, he'll do that for a while. Do you wanna go up, or do you need a break from it?

BellaWhitlock: I don't know. Maybe just sit here with me for a while. It's...intense. That's what it'll be like for me. It’s hard to watch. I feel so bad for him. *leans into him*

JWhitlock: *walks into Edwards living room, sitting with Bella on the couch* I'm sorry you're having to see this.

BellaWhitlock: *sighs* It's okay. *nuzzles Jasper* He'll be okay. He's gonna be mad, but he'll be okay. I didn't even think about...him having a gun. That was the worst part.

Jo: *walking out of the bathroom, I go to check on Bella. Not seeing her there I start to search for her, and hope she hasn't gone to see Peter while he's changing* Bella! *I call out as I walk down to where I hung out with Edward most of last night*

JWhitlock: *nods* He's gonna be pissed. *pauses as I hear Jo call out, calls back* Bella's down here with me, Jo!

Jo: *Walking into the main living room I see Bella and Jasper sitting on the couch, I walk over to a nearby chair* Hey. You okay, Bella?

BellaWhitlock: *nods to Jo* Sorry for kind of fainting on you last night.

Jo: Please. I would of made you sleep if you hadn't. Last night was kind of hectic.

BellaWhitlock: hectic? I'm amazed I didn't faint at Peter's house. Is Char okay? *strokes Jaspers hair*

Jo: I haven't seen her, only Edward. She's staying with Peter. *biting my lip remembering what Edward told me* They have him situated but she's watch over him.

JWhitlock: I can't believe Peter tried to shoot her. *shakes my head, leaning into Bella's touch* I want to talk to Charlotte and Edward when we go up about Peter’s training.

BellaWhitlock: I'm damn lucky I didn't get shot. *shudders* The bullet...I saw the hole where it landed.

JWhitlock: *pulls her even closer to me* Were you that close?

BellaWhitlock: yeah I was. He had a hold of me when he shot the gun. If he hadn't knocked me back it probably would have hit me.

Jo: How did he even find out about Char in the first place?

JWhitlock: *shudders at the thought*

BellaWhitlock: I guess he got close enough to her to realize she didn't have a pulse.

JWhitlock: This is so fucked up. *runs my fingers through Bella's hair*

BellaWhitlock: *nods sadly* Why do you want to train Peter? How much training will he need? Will I get to see him when he wakes up?

JWhitlock: NO! Absolutely not! *pulls back, holding her at arms length* You must not go anywhere NEAR him Bella, do you understand me?

BellaWhitlock: *frightened* Why not?!

Jo: *shocked she even has to ask* Bella, he's a new vampire. He doesn't have years of control like Edward, Char, and Jasper.

JWhitlock: *nods in Jo's direction* Bella, right now, he won't even see Bella his friend, he'll just see Bella human full of blood. Which he will want desperately.

BellaWhitlock: *frowns* How long will I have to wait?

JWhitlock: Until he has some semblance of control. As a matter of fact, you'll most likely be changed before he's strong enough to be around humans. *leans back against the couch, satisfied that she understands the danger*

BellaWhitlock: *raises my brows* I will? *feels kind of nervous*

JWhitlock: Well, yeah. It normally take a newborn a year or more before they can handle being around humans. I imagine that you'll be changed before a year is up.

Edward: *heads upstairs to the main level from the playground, closing doors en route just because humans and wolves shouldn't be roaming into the playground without protection... it just isn't safe. he moves over to where everyone is seated and just slumps onto the floor, rubbing his head*

BellaWhitlock: *is slightly surprised by the news* So will you train me too then? *waves to Edward* How are you doing?

JWhitlock: *looks down at Edward slumped on the floor* How's he coming? *speaks to Bella* Yeah, I will. I have the most experience training newborns, it only makes sense.

Edward: He's coming along normally, though Charlotte is just being exhausting in her mental and verbal worries. *he rubs his temples some more before sitting up* I'm okay, though admittedly this is only the second time I've had to deal with someone changing personally.

BellaWhitlock: How much longer will he be like that?

JWhitlock: *nods* I want to talk to you and Charlotte both about his training when the change is complete. With Bella around, we need to make sure that he is completely under control.

Jo: *I smile gently at Edward to show support* :::It's gonna be ok in the end. I'm here if you need anything::: *I turn back to Jasper and Bella as they talk*

JWhitlock: I'm not sure how long he's been burning since I wasn't here, but I'd say a few more days, at least. *rubs the back of Bella's neck absently*

BellaWhitlock: *sighs* and I don't get to be here when he wakes up. Can I at least be on the outside of the room? they have speakers right? I can talk to him?

JWhitlock: *frowns, looking at Edward from the corner of my eye* I don't think that's a good idea...

Edward: If I engage the air lock on the room he's in... Its the only room in the building that can actually be turned into a vacuum... He shouldn't be able to smell you and the sound proofing should take care of your heartbeat. *scratches the back of his head before shrugging at Jasper in a "She's your mate, its your choice" kind of way* As for training him... I just kind of dragged Charlotte to the middle of nowhere for her newborn phase and brought her food to her.

JWhitlock: *looks to Bella, then back down at Edward* You're positive he won't be able to smell her, or hear her?

BellaWhitlock: I want to talk to him. I have to explain.

JWhitlock: *faces Bella* As long as I am in the room to keep him from going after your heart beat, you should be able to speak with him. And as for his training Edward, I have some more... effective techniques, if you would like me to handle that. I spose I'll have to clear it with Charlotte too.

Edward: If you'd like, we could stick you in there and see what you can smell when the vacuum lock is on... But it makes the room weightless. *smiles tiredly* And Char is definitely the one you'd have to get the approval of. *nods, looking wary at confronting Char*

JWhitlock: I'll speak with her, and yes, I would like to test the room out before hand.

Jo: *looks worried at Edward* Have you eaten lately? You just seem really tired for a vampire. *chuckles awkwardly* It's not like I can tell you to go take a nap.

BellaWhitlock: I hope he's not mad at me for not telling him...

JWhitlock: He'll understand, maybe not right at first-newborns aren't capable of much rational thought-but he will eventually.

Edward: Well testing the room will have to wait until we move Peter out of it or until he stops breathing. It wouldn't be very kind to suck out air he still needs. *shrugs at Jo* Less than a week ago, but more than three days ago. I'm not sure.

BellaWhitlock: I guess it was going to have to happen, wasn't it?

JWhitlock: Yeah it was. And we can wait, I just want it tested before Bella speaks to him. *turns to Bella* Baby? Do you want to go home, get a shower and some clean clothes?

Edward: As for starting Peter off... *rubs his face* We actually have five humans locked away in this building at the moment. Char and I were saving them, but it looks like they'll serve a better purpose now.

Jo: *bites my lip* I just want to be helpful somehow. I can't do much, but at the very least I can make sure that you and Char take care of yourselves.

JWhitlock: *is startled by Edwards words, turns and cocks a brow at him* You have them, what? Locked away in a pantry?

BellaWhitlock: *nods to Jasper* Yeah, that'd be good. I'm not doing any good here.

Jo: *mumbles* more like a dark room...

JWhitlock: *speaks to Jo* You knew? Well, I guess that'll come in handy. *stands and pulls Bella up with me*

CharM: *humms a soothing song as I try to lessen the pain of the burn with my touch, knowing it won't do much good but needing to do all I can to make Peter more comfortable*

BellaWhitlock: *stands up, feeling much better with Jasper here and knowing Peter will be okay*

Jo: It's not knowing as much as seeing. It was a weird night all together.

JWhitlock: We'll be back in a few hours, and you and I and Charlotte will talk then Edward, alright?

BellaWhitlock: *waits for Jasper to finish speaking so we can go*

Edward: They're locked away in the dark room... That floor you had the chick that hurt Bella on? There are two levels of this building devoted to different kinds of rooms. The dark room is good for punishing them since we only go for criminals. *then nods at Jasper* Yes.

JWhitlock: *nods once to Edward, then makes a little bow in Jo's direction, then moves toward the door, Bella still firmly clutched to my chest* Let's get home darlin'.

BellaWhitlock: *sighs and nods, following Jasper out to the car and climbing in*

JWhitlock: *drives toward home, Bella's hand firmly clutched in mine. We pull up in front of the apartment, and I get out, walking around to open Bella's door for her*

BellaWhitlock: *steps out and looks up at our apartment gratefully* I'll be glad to get out of these clothes.

JWhitlock: *nods* So will I. That scared the fuck out of me, seeing you covered in blood. Again. *walks with Bella to the apartment, unlocking it, and walking inside, dropping my keys on the kitchen counter, pulls Bella to me, against my chest, sensing that she needs it*

BellaWhitlock: *sighs into his chest* I didn't mean to frighten you. *tilts my head up to look at you* I'm completely fine.

JWhitlock: No, you're not. *smiles weakly at her* I can tell, remember?

BellaWhitlock: *chuckles lightly* You're right. I'm a bit shaken up. But mostly about the gun.

JWhitlock: Yeah *hugs her tightly to me* Yeah. *sighs, loosening my grip on her* Why don't you go get that shower?

BellaWhitlock: *nods and steps back, heading to the bathroom* I'll be quick, I promise. *shrugs off my dirty clothes and tosses them in the trash before turning the water on and stepping in under the spray*

JWhitlock: *walks to the bathroom, peeking my head into the shower curtain* Bella? I gotta go and make a few preparations for Peters training. Take my car back to Edwards, and I'll meet you back there after a while. 

BellaWhitlock: *gets out of the shower, dries off and puts on clean clothes before heading back to Edwards, walking inside* I'm back. Jasper had to get some stuff ready for Peter.

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *Feels the burn recede; racing from his fingertips and along his arms, accumulating in his heart till he was sure he would burst. He screamed in agony, wondering what it was he deserved to have his death take so long. He heard voices. Were they demons? Were they angels? No one was helping. Ever twitch, every touch, burned him harder, hotter, deeper till it exploded inside him, sending him reeling as the world returned around him. He opens his eyes, and knows it has to be hell. He can't see anything! But he can feel it......*

CharM: *reluctantly gets off the bed, placing my back flush against the wall* Peter? *whispers, not wanting to startle him and have him attack me*

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *flinches, reeling backwards. He’s shocked to find himself on his feet, flat against a wall. He has no idea how he ended up there. He can't see her, but it's almost if he can. He knows exactly where she is as if he can feel it* Wha....what....*His throat aches, strange growls tearing up inside him, and suddenly he knows what happened. He's ....* What ...did you do to me?

Edward: *sits up suddenly, looking confused and worried as he stares down as if he can see through the floor to the rooms below* Shit... He shouldn't be waking up yet...

BellaWhitlock: *turns alarmed to Edward* Awake? Now?

CharM: *holds hands up in surrender, thinking he can see now* I saved you...Please, stay calm. I...I...I bit you. *stutters, afraid he'll attack me out of anger*

Edward: *nods* Yes... *stands up, moving toward the nearest path down to the level Peter is on, but not opening the doors... thankfully the floors are soundproofed* Jo... You may have to get Bella out of here... Take her to your place; he's never been there before.

BellaWhitlock: *shakes my head* no way!

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *Can feel Bella and Edward not far, another room perhaps. And Jo is somewhere near as well. Sounds buzz loudly in his ear, and even blind, everything seems to much, to bright* I.....* his nails bite into the walls behind him, as he struggles to distance himself from Charlotte.* This is.....to much. *He swallows against the growing burn, his teeth barred.*

CharM: *sees the way Peter is swallowing convulsively and slowly, cautiously approaches him* We can talk about that later, Peter. You need to feed.

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *Hisses suddenly, rearing back. His head smashes into the wall, but it doesn't hurt. He crouches* I -can't- * he struggles to say it, because the idea doing what they do...the blood....he wants it. He feels lost to fire, struggling to keep his emotions in check. But he's been trained for this, trained to keep himself in check. * I won't!

Edward: *curses* Shit, Bella... I don't have time for this. I can't protect you because I can't read his mind to know what he's doing. If I yell in your heads, get the fuck out... *then darts to the door to the stairwell, barely opening it before squeezing through and locking it behind him. he goes down to the playground level and stops outside the locked Heaven room, thinking to Char* ::I'm going to open doors between this one and the pedophiles and human traffickers you captured....Open this one when he's ready:: *and then he does just that, surprising Carl and his buddies when he opens the door to the dark room and then just leaves... if nothing else, he and Char will track them out of the playground later*

CharM: *backs away out of precaution when he crouches* Ssh, please Peter, settle down. *looks around the room anxiously, not feeling equipped to deal with a newborn* You need to feed, the thirst will drive you insane. *looks into his eyes, pleading with him to listen and understand* If you don't take the child molesters we have for you, you'll go on a rampage sooner or later. You'll kill innocents by the dozens. It's...It's your nature.

BellaWhitlock: *paces back and forth in the main room, straining to hear what's going on*

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *Growls, darting around Char, he just -knows- that there is a door....there* It's -your- nature!

Jo: *shocked by the turn of events I walk over to Bella and wait for Edward's order to leave* If he tells us to go, we'll go back to my place. It'll be covered in wolf scent.

BellaWhitlock: *moves closer to Jo* I hope he's okay. I just want to see him.

CharM: *manages to reach Peter just in time, wrapping arms around his waist and holding on for dear life* ::: He can't leave, he'll kill innocents, he'd...Oh God! *tightens hold around his waist* Stop, Peter! *feels hurt by his comment, but doesn't want to address it now, I have bigger things to worry about then sulking like a child. I need to keep him contained*

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *Feels a strange rush of strength as he twists in Chars arms, shoving her back. *Darts down a hallway. He realizes quickly that he doesn't have to see to see, he knows exactly where he wants to go. The hallway is long, and he can feel dozens of doors, a myriad of hearts beating behind them. He can smell the blood and it's fucking delicious, but he can't hurt them, he won't! Suddenly he feels some sort of breeze, fresh air hitting him like a smack in the face. He's running up stairs following the fresh scent, even though his body is screaming for him to stay*

Edward: *yells into Bella and Jo's minds while chasing Peter, he'll catch up since no one is faster than he* ::Get the fuck out!:: *short and simple* Peter! We're not going to hurt you! I can explain everything now...

Jo: *I grab Bella and head down to the garage* We are out of here, NOW!

CharM: *runs after Peter, cussing at his newborn speed and strength*

Jo: *looking around trying to smell which way Peter might be coming and then yell at Edward* :::Where is he headed?:::

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *Growls* No! Fuck you! *He's not going to make it to the door, he knows it. Taking a sharp turn, he realizes he's standing next too....a garbage shoot....it smells like ash and makes his skin cringe, but he'd rather die then kill anyone. He wants to die! He won't live like this. So he lunges, his body tumbling roughly downward, fingers scratching the metal siding, like nails on a chalk board, screeching till he slams to a halt, landing on stink and death. He busts through the vents, air crashing over him, along with the scent of blood, blood, blood and more blood. He has to get away!*

BellaWhitlock: *struggles to keep up, panicking* what?! What happened? Is Peter okay?

Edward: ::He just busted through the vents! Just go, we're chasing!:: *dives out the vent after Peter* Peter! Hold your breath! You don't need to breathe! *is wise enough to not try to grab him*

CharM: Fuck! *stops, looking around when too much distance is in between us and then he just had to disappear down the chute* ::::Find him Edward!! Please!!::: *paces the hallway frantically*

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *He needs to hide, wants to hide, and with that in mind, he lets his feet carry him, taking Edwards frantic advice to heart, and forcing himself not to breath. It helps but it doesn't, he wants to breath, feels nervous not to, but he also wants to die, and kill, and shred some one apart limb by fucking limb, the burn aches, and he's just got to fucking hide. He's running, wind whipping past him as his feet slam into the dirt, and even though he's sure he's dead, he's never felt so alive. He can feel the tree's closing in on him, and cringes, just waiting for him to hit one. He hates being blind, hates being such a fucking invalid, so helpless, but he doesn't feel helpless as he slips carelessly between the branches. He feels....scared, confused, angry....but good.*

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *Some strange scent hits him hard. It doesn't smell -good- exactly, but it will do. It's a deer, he can tell, and he lunges frantically, almost helplessly, as if it's not him that propels him at all, even as his teeth sink into the pelt, filling his mouth with acrid, tangy blood. The burn recedes, but the warmth doesn't fade, clarity washing over him in trickles and pulls. He needs more, and kills the faun, wasting no time to take down the lingering young doe not ten feet away. His stomach sloshes, and he's not sure how long he's been gone, but it's dark, he knows it is, and he doesn't know what to do. He realizes that maybe....maybe he needs them. 'Her' his mind amends, and he's startled to find himself wanting Charlotte. His feet carry him back, step by step, until he feels a familiar presence.* Edward? *He calls out cautiously, shocked at his own voice. He doesn't sound like him at all. His previously sharpened senses feel sharper, and he fights not to cringe at every little sound and movement*

Jo: *turning around I toss Bella onto my back like a piggy back ride* We can find out more later but right now we are going to my place. *Heading through the garage. I run out the building and head straight to my place. When I enter the apartment I set Bella down and lock all the doors* Ok, we're just gonna hang out here until we get the all clear.

Edward: *had followed behind Peter, making sure no humans saw him or were left dead in his wake and... really it was rather vain, but he also didn't want to end up scarred if a panicked newborn attacked him! he eventually follows Peter's new scent into the woods, chasing him down and finding Peter half naked and covered in blood. he stops and laughs* Well, if you wanted to go that route, I could have taken you hunting, you know... My sire only eats animals.

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *Shrugs, feeling decidedly calmer* I panicked. I think I'm still panicking, to be honest. I feel better though. Am I naked?

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *Runs a hand down his bare stomach and cringes* My skin feels weird, I didn't know I was naked! Where the hell are my clothes?

Edward: Mostly naked, yes... I brought some of your clothes from your apartment when we brought you to the building though. You'll be dressed soon. And you -were- in pants. I have no idea where you lost them. *laughs again*

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *Grumbles, dragging his feet* I bet they're in the trash compactor. Tight fit that.

CharM: *feels frustrated and clenches my fist, pain, fear, anger and hurt washing over me as I think of Peter. Heads into the dark room, flicking on the switch and staring at the humans there.* Choose one!

Edward: *looks at Peter incredulously for a moment and then shakes it off* Just be glad it wasn't Tuesday... Cause that wasn't a trash compactor... *pauses* Its an incinerator. Stick close with me... We'll have to go on the rooftops to avoid your naked ass being seen. Most people in cities don't look up.

CharM: *looks at their incomprehensive faces, growling lowly* I said 'choose'! If you don't pick one, you're all goners! *slams the door shut just in time and startles the human who had been tiptoeing towards it, turning around locking and bolting it* Well?

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *Frowns* I figured as much. I could smell the death on it....*Blinks rapidly* This....everything feels off. I feel like I'm being torn seven different directions. I kind of want to kill you right now, but part of me is glad your back, because I don't know what I'm doing.

Edward: I know you may not believe this right now, Peter... But I'm not a bad guy. *he heads over to a nearby building and then darts straight up the side, waiting at the top* Come on up. *he looks around* Just move fast, you won't even have time to slip.

CharM: *looks at each and every last one of them, silencing them with my glare as they keep shouting different names and try to plead their case. Grabs a dirty blond male who keeps spouting crap about how women are inferior and the woman should go first* I think you'll do just fine. *sniffs his neck, running my nose along the length of it*

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *Awkwardly follows Edward’s lead, finding it easier to get his bearings then he expected* Woah...*He blinks* I know your not a bad guy....I just...can't do that. I can't. I won't. *feels panic spiral in him again, little growls slipping past his lips*

Edward: Peter... *he reaches out cautiously, putting hands on Peter's shoulders* No one will force you. And if, for some reason, you slip... We'll be there to help you by hiding evidence and getting you back on the path you want to be on again.

CharM: *grows even more agitated when the human start whispering to me, telling me how weak and helpless women are and I was a freak of nature to be gifted with such strength. His chauvinistic remarks are what made me chose him and to think he can bring me off balance this way is a big error of judgment. Slams his head against the wall behind him, snarling at his pained cry and the blood trickling down from where his head made impact with the hard cement* You are a disgusting pig, did you know that? *tosses him over to the other side of the room, rushing after him and startling the other humans at my speed* Women have always been superior. Men can't do half the shit we can! *doesn't say anything else as I haul him up by the hair and go for his throat, little mewls escaping me as my teeth pierce his skin and the blood pours into my mouth*

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *stiffens as he feels Edward touch him, but relaxes* I won't slip. I won't. But thank you...I...have a feelings I'm going to need the....support. *shakes his head* It's not so bad I guess....I don't feel....weak like I did when I was....*He can't say human, he's not ready for that. shrugs* Before. Like I was before.

CharM: *drains the stupid fucker completely before tossing him over to the other humans* If you get hungry, there's enough meat on him to last you a while. Just don't let him rot, you might get sick. *stalks out of the room, locking and bolting it behind me and heads over to my bathroom, still feeling a little frustrated and thinking the water might settle the last of my nerves*

CharM: *sighs when the water cascades down my back, the last remnants of blood mixing with clear water as it runs down my chin, over my boobs, down my legs and then forms a reddish pink before running down the gutter.* :::Mmm, this feels so good.::: *rubs my boobs, needing to take the edge of, wanting to feel completely relaxed and what better way to do it, then through sexual gratification. Involuntarily thinks of Peter, scrunching up my face in confusion and stopping completely* :::What the...But he is a fine specimen.::: *washes up quickly, drying off and walking into my bedroom, pulling on a bathrobe and heading over to the living room, where I plop down on the couch, trying to make sense of my thoughts earlier*

Edward: *nods in understanding to Peter's words* I understand. It took me a while to admit things too... And don't listen to Charlotte about me. She's still convinced on some level that I'm a god. *rolls his eyes and then starts running* The building is this way... *he leaps from one rooftop to the next, pausing in case Peter needs moral encouragement*

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *Follows Edward cautiously. He wonders at the God comment. He thought that Char....well he thought maybe she liked him...but...he hadn't known about the vampire thing then, did he? He frowns, carefully walking beside Edward. His skin feels to small for his body, and his thoughts are confusing him*

Edward: *huffs, frustrated at the silence* I really wish I could read you... *he leaps to another roof, this time heading for a door near the center of the roof* This is our building. *he punches in a security code and opens the door to the stairwell*

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *Looks up sharply* What do you mean read me?

Edward: *hmphs, but since he's going to be sharing the wonderful world of vampire to Peter, he goes ahead and tells him* I can read minds... Except yours. Your mind has been silent to me the entire time I've known you. Its very frustrating for me. *he laughs, mocking himself as he leads Peter down into the building and then to Charlotte's room. he picks up Peter's bag and sets it on Charlotte's bed* Here are your things.

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *Looks alarmed, and then amused, and then feels weird and confused, and wonders if he's sposed to be able to read minds* Do all vampires do that?

Edward: No. If we have gifts they tend to vary per vampire. I only know of one other vampire with a gift similar to mine. If you want to shower first, there's a bathroom through there. *he points in the direction of Char's bathroom... which still has her freshly washed scent wafting from it*

Special Agent Peter Fischer: I wonder if I'll have a gift. *Breaths in deeply at the familiar scent* Why...am I in Charlottes room?

Edward: *pauses. he can't exactly say "because she's your mate" so he comes up with the most reasonable response, giving a shrug* Technically Charlotte is your 'sire.' *he chuckles at the word in this situation* Its just common practice for you to be near her as much as possible while you adjust.

CharM: *listens to the conversation between Edward and Peter, playing with a thread on my bathrobe*

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *Frowns, nodding* Uh...is..that why I -want- to be near her? I feel like she'll make me feel less...erratic.

CharM: *perks up, wanting him to be near me too, but frowning when I realize it's the Sire/Childe bond and then confusing myself all over again at why that would be so disappointing*

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *Looks up suddenly, feeling Charlotte nearby* Does Charlotte have a gift? I don't want to feel like the weak link...

Edward: No... That isn't why. *but he says it in a tone that indicates he will not elaborate* She does have a gift, but she only uses it when necessary... Or when she's super pissed. *grimaces, sounding as if he's experienced that once or twice*

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *Blinks* Well what the fuck is it? I'm use to feeling inferior, it isn't going to hurt my feelings.

Edward: *shrugs* Ask her. She can hear you from the floor below us...Seeing as she doesn't want to come up.

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *Frowns further, feeling at once nervous, irritated, and guilty* Because I tried to shoot her?

Edward: Personally I'd be more surprised if you hadn't tried to shoot her in that situation... *he soooo wishes he could punish Charlotte for that shit, but he knows that phase of his relationship with her is completely over now.*

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *sighs* You know, I think that Bobby was trying to warn me, I think he knows. He knows about a lot of shit. But when I found out.....I just...panicked.

CharM: *hangs head at hearing why Peter thinks I didn't come near him, deciding he mustn't really think that bad off me if he is placing blame upon himself. Slowly heads up and heads over to my bedroom* Edward is right. That was my fault. I should have handled it with more care and even the data you might have received from Bobby couldn't help prevent such panic.

Edward: *mutters something about Bobby and having him checked out and tapped by the guard... just in case he needed to be taken care of*

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *Shrugs* Bobby...I've always wondered about him. He...we've been friends a long time, and I've seen shit...well, before the accident, I saw shit...but I never asked questions. When I asked him what he did when he wasn't getting me info, he'd always laugh and say he was a hunter. I...are there people who...hunt you?

Edward: *leans against a wall and just waits to see what Charlotte will say. technically she's Peter's sire and should be instructing him, but he doesn't know if she wants to put herself in that role with Peter or not*

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *cringes* You're...you're not going to hurt Bobby right? The man is like a father to me...

CharM: Of course not. *bites lip, wondering how to say this* There are hunters, but they avoid us at all costs. They are no match for us, Peter. This Bobby character is obviously aware of that or he would have not hesitated to inform you on our existence sooner. *looks over at Edward, asking him mentally to steer clear of this Bobby since it is obvious the man means a great deal to Peter* We are hunted solely by creatures such as Jo, or Children of the Moon. Anything else would perish if they went up against one of our kind.

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *Nods slowly* Leah too, huh? They smelled the same. What are they? Bobby...sent me something....It's hard to remember now...harder. *Frowns, trying harder to remember*....werewolves.​...right?

CharM: Shape shifters actually. Real werewolves are more volatile and bound by the Moon cycle. *is filled with pride at Peter's knowledge, although slightly inaccurate and wonders how long he had known, before that disastrous night happened*

Edward: *gets frustrated with Charlotte's request... she just doesn't understand how often her little requests put his life on the line with Aro's whims... but, as usual, he says nothing about it*

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *nods* Will I be able to contact him? I mean...is that allowed?

CharM: *looks hesitant, on one side the man does know about our existence, on the other hand we are better to sever ties with all aspects of our human life, it will also endanger the man's life more if we were to be in contact with him. Decides the risk is too great and his life obviously too valuable* No. No contact.

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *swallows against the rising burn, the irritation flickering inside him* Ever? *pauses in thought* He...might know...might assume. He's very smart and paranoid...and if he...if he had his suspicions, he might assume. If...he finds us...if he contacts -us-....what then?

CharM: We will deal with it then. *furrows brow, getting agitated* You do not wish for him to die, do you? If you are to call him, he will hear the difference in your voice. We can not risk it. *shakes head*

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *Nods, but glares* I get it. *sighs* Sorry, I don't mean to be all...whiney. I just...fuck!

CharM: *backs away from him, hanging my head and letting my shoulders slump* This is my fault. Take it out on me. 

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *blinks, then growls* No! *shakes his head hard, spitting out viciously* Don't you have Edward for that?! *He hesitates, before spinning and stomping off to the bathroom* 

CharM: *gasps at Peter's harsh response, his words hurting more than any punch ever could*

Edward: *frowns, processing everything that's happened over the last few hours. he wants to comfort Charlotte...but he doesn't think that's his role with her anymore either... he wishes that Char and Peter would figure things out so he could figure out his new role in Charlotte's life. finally he tries diversion* I... Think he has a gift. He doesn't even realize it though... I think he's still blind, Char.

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *Stomps out of the bathroom* I'm sorry Char...that was...mean. *Blinks* what?

CharM: *turns to look at Edward* What do you mean, he's still blind? He can't be blind, the venom cures all ailments. And look at his eyes, they are like the Volturi eyes. Can't they see? *turns to look at a confused Peter* It's fine. *doesn't feel like everything is fine though* 

Edward: *throws up his hands, frustrated* PETER! Do you even see that you're -still- naked and covered in blood!?

CharM: *startles at Edward's voice and letting my eyes wander over Peter's body*

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *Frowns, he's done a lot of that today* But...but I am still blind. I can't see anything but these random colors...like rainbows...but different.

Edward: Rainbows? What color are we? *moves over to a lamp and switches it on* And what color is this? *as the bulb heats up* And you're still nude, by the way...

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *Flinches* They shift, a lot of red and blue, a little yellow and green....it's like...a heat signature. We use to use heat-sensing goggles in unit...but this isn't as exact. *shakes his head* But it's less that....I don't feel like I need to see...I can tell where you are...where everything is. Like...my bag is on the left side of the bed, half on the pillow. I can tell you that, but I couldn't tell you what color it was or anything. *Walks to said bag, and frees a shirt, having washed up a bit while in the bathroom freaking out. He pulls on the shirt, tearing it slightly as he buttons it up* Fuck.

Edward: You're a lot stronger than you were. *points out the obvious* Be prepared to break a lot of shit until you get that under control. Don't worry, we can afford to replace or repair anything you break.

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *Nods* Right. Right. Um...what about my bar? I ...I can't go back can I? I mean...you guys do okay...but just the thought of people....*Venom filled his mouth, and he growled low* Yeah...no. I can't. Can....Do you know Alice and Ethan? I think you met them...She...she helped me a lot back in my day, she could tell Jenna that I had to go away for...for the government. Leave the bar in Jenna's charge, she's good to sign on anything.

Edward: *hmms* I took the liberty of calling Jenna already when I was picking up your clothing. I told her you were going out of town for a while. She didn't notice anything suspicious. *says the last sentence using Peter's human voice to demonstrate what he meant*

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *laughs* Neat trick. You'll have to let her know it's for my 'previous employer'. She won't ask questions about any kind of long absence* Pauses* I will be okay around people one day...right?

Edward: Yes, how long it takes depends on various factors. But seeing as you ran thirteen miles without killing anyone today... Twice... I think that shows promise for a quick return to society. But you look different, Peter... You may never be able to pass off as yourself again.

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *Sighs wistfully* I don't remember what I looked like anyway. *He shrugs* I guess it doesn't matter. I didn't have many friends. You guys, my staff. Bobby and Alice....*His voice drifts off at the mention of Alice* I had only just gotten to meet her too.

Edward: I'll leave you to assimilate... Charlotte and I are both here if you need answers. *exits the room, heading to his own room where he starts playing his piano* 

