BellaWhitlock: *once I figure it's safe to leave Jo’s, I head over to Jaspers and knock on the door*

JWhitlock: *walks to the door and answers, furrowing my brow in confusion when i see Bella standing there* Bella, baby? Why are you knocking on your own door? *steps back, and walks back into the living room*

BellaWhitlock: *wrings my hands* I...I don't know. *confused* I'm just...*blurts* Peter escaped.

JWhitlock: *grips the edge of the couch so hard that the fabric rips and the wood breaks underneath, speaks quietly* He... what? He escaped? Bella, please tell me you're joking.

BellaWhitlock: Not joking. *walks in and sits on the floor* Edward yelled, and Jo picked me up and took me away. But he got out. I'm pretty sure Edward found him later...

JWhitlock: *closes my eyes* How the fuck could this have happened? You're telling me that there may or may not be a newborn vampire running around Ontario, killing every human he encounters? How the hell did he escape?

BellaWhitlock: *bites my lip* I'm sure if they didn't catch him Edward would have called. He definitely would have asked for your help. He must have just...busted through.

JWhitlock: *mutters* I can't fucking believe this. *grabs my cell off the coffee table, and dials Edward, wanting more answers, and wanting to ensure that they caught him*

BellaWhitlock: *climbs into Jaspers lap, still frightened*

Edward: *is laying on his floor, staring blankly up at the ceiling. he can hear Peter muttering to himself in Charlotte's room and Charlotte sittin' outside her room giving Peter the semblance of space... he sighs. when his phone ring, he answers it without looking at the screen and sounding as if he'd been up all night and was suffering a hangover* 'Lo?

JWhitlock: Edward. What happened? 

Edward: *rubs his hand over his face before answering Jasper's question with a question* Have you -ever- in your entire life seen a newborn wake after burning for twenty-four hours exactly?

JWhitlock: *furrows my brow in confusion* No. Never. How the fuck is this possible?

Edward: I don't have any fucking clue. When his heart stopped and he was on his feet I opened a door straight to a group of humans for him and he freaked and took off the -other- way... Diving into a place that smelled like smoke and ash to climb up the chimney and flee the building!

JWhitlock: Jesus. Did you catch him? Please tell me you caught him. *rubs my forehead*

BellaWhitlock: *sniffles a little*

JWhitlock: *cradles the phone between my shoulder and my ear, wrapping an arm around Bella, pulling her close, still rubbing my forehead as if I had a headache*

Edward: That fucker ran straight through the city... Held his breath when I yelled at him to and then went into the woods and ate deer! Shit... If he'd wanted to go that way, I coulda told him. My sire and his wife drink animals. Then he followed me back on his own! He's in Char's room right now.

BellaWhitlock: *eyes Jasper, waiting to hear the news*

JWhitlock: *drops my hand and blinks blankly* You've got to be fucking kidding me. This is unheard of! He should have been in a fucking frenzy! Not practically fucking docile! *pulls the phone away a bit, speaking to Bella* They've got him-he's fine, back at Edwards. *puts the phone back to my ear*

BellaWhitlock: *listens with interest, wondering if this means I can see him*

Edward: No shit. I think I'm aware of this by now even if I've only dealt with one personally... I remember my own time as a newborn and I see it in others memories. Christ. At this rate, he'll be training -us-!

BellaWhitlock: *whispers* Can I see him?

JWhitlock: I want to see him. I'll wait until tomorrow though. *holds a finger up to Bella, telling her to wait a second* I think that Bella may need a break from all of this. I'll talk to her about it, and I'll call you back later.

Edward: Gotcha. And he still feels the burn, he says. But he doesn't act on it. Come by tomorrow any time. I'll leave the roof access unlocked.

JWhitlock: Alright. See ya then. *presses end, and tosses my phone back on the table, wrapping both arms around Bella* I want to speak with him Bella, before you see him.

BellaWhitlock: But he's okay. That's good. I’m glad. *sighs* I wasn't supposed to be there when he woke up. I should have left when they told me to.

JWhitlock: Yes, you should have. *pulls her closer to me* What do you want to do today? Go somewhere; get your mind off things?

BellaWhitlock: I don't know. I don't want to think. You pick. I'll do whatever you want to do. I feel fine, really. I know he's okay. I know I'm too stubborn for my own good, and I should follow directions better. But it's over now.

JWhitlock: Let's just stay here. *picks up the remote and turns on the T.V.* We can just relax.

BellaWhitlock: *lets out a breath* That sounds so freaking amazing. Get situated so I can lay between your legs. I want physical contact.

JWhitlock: *positions us in the way she likes, resting my chin on the top of her head*

BellaWhitlock: *rubs my hands over his thighs, grateful for the contact and just the two of us* I really just need to be with you right now. Is that crazy?

JWhitlock: *shakes my head* Not at all, baby. *settles my hands on her belly, pressing my cheek into her hair*

BellaWhitlock: I'm pretty sick of almost dying. *curling my fingers under your knees* I didn't used to have this much trouble.

JWhitlock: Consequences of being mated to a vampire, sugar. Does the good outweigh the bad? *kisses the side of her neck, thinking that she won't have to worry about dying soon*

BellaWhitlock: *nods and lets one hand slide up to fist in his hair, just loving the feel of it* Of course. I'd much rather have you. I just feel like I need to walk around in metal armor.

JWhitlock: *laughs* Now that would be a sight.

BellaWhitlock: *tugs on your hair* Shut up! You know what I mean. *tilts my head to the side to kiss your chin* I'm lucky enough as it is.

JWhitlock: *tilts my head down to kiss her lips* We're both lucky.

BellaWhitlock: *returns the kiss, spinning just a little so as not to strain my neck* I must give you a heart attack every day.

JWhitlock: Well, uh, physically, it's impossible to give me a heart attack, but figuratively, yeah. You do. *continues to kiss her softly*

BellaWhitlock: *nips at your bottom lip* Sorry bout that. I'll try to get better at not almost dying.

JWhitlock: Don't be sorry. I wouldn't have anything to do if I weren't saving you, or avenging you, or something. I love you, you know that right?

BellaWhitlock: *quirks a brow* Are you saying you'll be bored with me when I'm not human anymore? And yeah, I do. I love you too. Like...a bunch.

JWhitlock: No, not at all. I can't wait to teach you to hunt, and, well, you'll be practiacally insatiable. Not that you aren't now *chuckles*

BellaWhitlock: *smacks your knee* keep up talk like that and I'll -show- you what I can do when I want to hold out.

JWhitlock: You'd never make it. I'll bet you that you wouldn't make it a day. *chuckles into the skin of her neck, placing light kisses there*

BellaWhitlock: *tilts my neck to the side* Are you testing me, Mr. Whitlock?

JWhitlock: Maybe Mrs. Whitlock, what're you gonna do about it? *licks along her neck*

BellaWhitlock: *lets my eyes roll back for a minute before struggling to move* That's it. none for you.

JWhitlock: Uh-huh. *slides my hands under the hem of her shirt, massaging her stomach*

BellaWhitlock: *bats at you* nope. Can't change my mind now!

JWhitlock: *laughs, leaning back* Alright, if you say so. I'd like to lay a wager on this.

BellaWhitlock: *turns around and sits up on my knees* What would you like to wager?

JWhitlock: If you lose and give in, I get a weekend. And entire weekend, just you and me, a secluded cabin in the middle of nowhere.

BellaWhitlock: And if I don't...I'm not gonna let you get off for a week. What's our time frame here?

JWhitlock: Two weeks? *arches an eyebrow at her in challenge*

BellaWhitlock: *smiles sweetly* Two weeks. So that would put you at three weeks without an orgasm. Can you take it?

BellaWhitlock: The only way out of it before then is to beg and accept your punishment early.

JWhitlock: No, it'll be two weeks, then a weekend of mind-blowing orgasms. I can just picture you on your knees in front of me, on a bear skinned rug by a roaring fire *trails a hand up her thigh*.... And I don't beg. I never beg.

BellaWhitlock: I bet I can make you beg. *bites my lip and stares at you*

JWhitlock: Nope. Never. *smirks*

BellaWhitlock: You're so confident. Can we still kiss?

JWhitlock: *leans in to brush my lips against hers* Of course. I think I'd go fucking insane if I couldn't kiss you.

BellaWhitlock: *grins widely* All right then. I'm gonna go take a shower. Feel free to watch.

BellaWhitlock: *strips off my clothes, tosses them on the floor and prances to the bathroom*

JWhitlock: *stifles a groan* No, that's alright. You go on ahead.

JWhitlock: *watches after her with my mouth hanging open, letting out a moan*

-----The Next Day-----

BellaMWhitlock: *dresses in a white silk night gown that falls just below my ass, walking out into the bedroom* Hey baby, you home?

JWhitlock: *looks up from where I'm sitting at the kitchen table, messing around on my laptop, and fights the urge to groan when I see Bella. I realize what she's doing, and I lean back in my chair, crossing my arms over my chest, narrowing my eyes, forcing myself not to look at her boobies* I know what you're trying to do, Bella.

BellaMWhitlock: *smiles* And what's that, Jasper? I'm just trying to be comfortable when it's time to go to bed.

JWhitlock: Uh-huh. You're trying to get me to lose the bet, and that ain't happenin' sugar tits. *reaches out and closes my laptop, and changes the subject* Are you hungry? I could make you something.

BellaMWhitlock: Sugar tits? *snorts*

BellaMWhitlock: And no, I’m not hungry. I nibbled earlier, but thanks. You want to watch a movie or something?

JWhitlock: *shrugs* I'm up for whatever you wanna do.

BellaMWhitlock: Let's...go lay in bed and watch TV for a while. or make out on the balcony. your call!

JWhitlock: *chuckles* Option one please. Don't think you can trick me. *stands from the table and walks up to Bella, turning her around and slapping her on the ass* C'mon. you can pick what we watch.

BellaMWhitlock: *rolls my eyes* I won't try and trick you. come on. *drags you to the bedroom, popping in 'Knocked up" and crawling to the center* Come on.

JWhitlock: *lays down next to her, wrapping my arms around her, loving the way she's a perfect fit* Heard from Edward today?

BellaMWhitlock: *snuggles close, hitching my leg up to get comfortable* Nope. I'm sure he's got his hands full. Poor Peter's probably having a pretty hard time with this.

JWhitlock: *nods, placing my hand on her thigh to hold her leg in place* I'd imagine. I can't wait until I get a chance to speak with Peter.

BellaMWhitlock: *sighs* I can't wait to talk to him. I have so much to explain. *leans up to peck your cheek* I hope he's not mad.

JWhitlock: He won't be, from what I've gathered, Peter's a pretty understanding guy. Well, besides the whole vampire freak out/gun incident.

BellaMWhitlock: He did try to protect me then. He was always so nice. I just hope we can still be friends. *starts kissing down his neck*

JWhitlock: I'm sure it'll be alright babe, once everything calms down again. *tilts my head back to allow her more access*

BellaMWhitlock: *trails kisses up his jaw, nipping every so often until I sit up on my knees and move to kiss his lips* I hope so.

JWhitlock: *kisses her back, and begins to think about baseball and naked grannies when I feel myself growing hard. Cups her face in my hands, and tilts her head to deepen the kiss*

BellaMWhitlock: *moves to straddle him, wondering if he's noticed my lack of underwear. clutches the collar of his shirt and pulls, holding myself to him*

JWhitlock: *whimpers, letting out a steady stream of mumbles, listing war stats in my head*

BellaMWhitlock: *moves my hands down your chest, just touching, sliding myself closer until my chest presses into yours and deepening the kiss*

JWhitlock: *almost gives into the urge to rip Bella's clothes off and have my way with her, but remembers myself at the last minute. Moves her at lighting speed, and she's sitting next to me on the bed before she knows it* No tryin’ to sabotage me, watch the movie. *playfully stern*

BellaMWhitlock: I just want to kiss you. *pouts*

Edward: *is playing his piano again, just something to do until things pick up around the building*

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *Rummages through the bag of clothes Edward brought, the scent of his own apartment hitting him hard. He pulls out a soft t-shirt and a pair of well-worn jeans. He runs his hands down the denim, smiling when he finds the holes in the knees. They’re his favorite. Sifting through the bag further, he finds socks, and to his not-so-surprise, no boxers. Of course Edward would leave those out. His hand hits something smooth and cool, and he curls his fingers around the fabric of his leather jacket, extricating it carefully. A devious grin spreads across his face as he flips the jacket inside out, fingers racing across the inside-seam, searching for the carefully hidden pocket. With a sigh of relief, he finds the tiny cell phone, an old habit from the CIA years, kept in case of capture. He turns in on, feeling it vibrate in his hand. He knows he shouldn't...but he has too. His fingers fly across the keys <<been turned. only way. don't come. alternate feeding source. sorry bobby. ill miss you.>> He hits send, swallowing hard as he shoves the secret phone back into the seam, settling it into place. He dresses carefully, wondering where his fucking boots are, before pushing open the bedroom door and stepping into the hallway.* Edward?

JWhitlock: *smirks, and snuggles into Bella's side, planting a chaste kiss on her lips, wanting to do so much more* Why the fuck did I make that bet?

BellaMWhitlock: Because you're far too cocky for your own good. You could always forfeit, and we could make love right now. *whispers* I left my panties in the bathroom...

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *Hears piano music, and follows it, sensing Edwards presence. He takes his time learning the halls of the massive building, ignoring the ever present innumerable thumping heart beats that echo after him.*

JWhitlock: *shakes my head stubbornly* I don't forfeit. Ever. *kisses her one more time, resting my forehead against hers* I am too cocky for my own fucking good...

BellaMWhitlock: I won't tell anyone if you do....We can pretend the bet never happened....*licks my bottom lip*

Edward: *stops playing his piano when Peter approaches and meets him at the door to his (Edward's) room* Yes, Peter? What did you need?

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *Wrinkles his nose* I'm done pouting like a whiny bitch now. I...what do I need to know? There has to be rules, right? You mentioned a government.

JWhitlock: *moans and groans* I can't do that. It's the principle of the thing.

BellaMWhitlock: *pouts and stands up* You suck, for the record. *gives you a cheeky smile before bouncing out of the room*

Edward: Yes. There is a government. And they live by two basic rules. *moves aside to invite Peter into his room... of course the only places to sit are on his bed or the piano bench. he sits on one end of the bench* Number one is keep the secret. That means no telling humans, no letting them find out and stay out of the sun. Number two is... Never turn a child. Either of these rules being broken can become death sentences for you if you're involved.

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *takes a seat next to Edward listening* That makes sense. I'm going to go out on a limb and say you guys don't burst into flames if you are in the sun, I've seen you out on cloudy days. Surely you wouldn't take the risk.

BellaMWhitlock: *throws on pants, still pouting and wondering if I can visit Edward, if it's safe*

Edward: No, we don't burst into flames... But being in the sunlight is a very... emasculating experience. *chuckles* The sunlight refracts off of our skin causing us to, for lack of a better term, sparkle like diamonds.

BellaMWhitlock: *texts Edward* <Is Peter okay?>

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *Blinks* We...sparkle. *Frowns, looking down at the where the piano keys are* we fucking...we sparkle. like unicorns? Seriously. Top of the food chain, and we turn into the bastard child of a bedazzler in the sunlight?

Edward: Yes, unfortunately we do sparkle. *sighs and, feeling the buzz of his phone, he checks it. after reading the message he glances at Peter before asking* Bella wants to know if you're okay. Since she's human, we aren't planning on letting her visit you any time soon.

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *shrugs* I'm not sure how I am. I'm pretty sure that I'm dead, so there is that. And yet, I'm clearly alive. And I can kind of see, but not see. So that’s good. Wait...why does she know? I thought it was a secret.

Edward: There are extenuating circumstances that allow Bella to be human and know the secret... *sends Bella a text saying that Peter claims he's dead, but alive and blind, but can see* Namely, that she's Jasper's mate. And since she's already agreed to be turned, it’s just a matter of time.

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *blinks, feeling decidedly uncomfortable* We have....mates? How does that work? *Wonders if Char is Edwards mate. The thought makes him growl a little, and he huffs* Sorry, slipped. God I could use a beer. *Mourns the loss of beer*

BellaMWhitlock: *texts back* <tell him I miss him, and as soon as Jasper says so I'm coming to see him. > *huffs at being stuck here*

Edward: You could drink beer... But it'll taste like shit or worse. *grins before giving a shake of his head* The mates thing... Its sort of where you just know. Your body will know your mate before your mind catches up. But there is a shift in your mind as well. When you meet your mate your brain will automatically begin altering your personality and behavior in a way that makes you more suitable to complement your mate.

CharM: *wipes once more at my mouth as I stand at the entrance of our building, feeling certain there is no blood on my face, I head inside using the downstairs entrance, avoiding the booby traps expertly and pushing the button for the elevator*

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *Turns his head sharply* Charlottes home. *Heat flairs in his throat, and he growls a little* Oh... I can smell it on her. *Looks down at the keys wondering why he isn't more upset about it.*

CharM: *takes the elevator up, stepping out of it at main level and heading towards my bathroom, until I hear Peter speak. Licks lips out of nervousness, my mouth having gone dry all of the sudden and walks over to the music room. Stops at the sight of Peter, wondering if he is upset, because those words certainly hinted at it* Hello Peter. *looks at the ground, before looking over at Edward* :::Do you think he's upset with me?:::

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *looks up at Char, smiling smally* Hey Charlotte. I'm done being a whiny bitch for the moment. Edward was explaining to me how all Vampires are apparently, inherently gay.

Edward: ::I don't think he is, Charlotte.:: *he laughs at Peter's comment before checking his phone* Peter, Bella says she misses you and she'll come visit as soon as Jasper deems it safe.

CharM: *turns questioning gaze upon Peter, furrowing my brow* Oh is that so? *smirks a little, because maybe there is some truth to that notion. I never really considered it before. Nods silently in Edward's direction, relaxing instantly* Do elaborate on our gayness, Peter.

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *nods absently* That’s good, it will be nice to not lose all my friends. *Frowns* Some one is going to have to tell Alice and Ethan that I had to leave or something. But the CIA excuse won't work for them. IF they think I went missing, they'll look for me.

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *Grins at Char* We sparkle.

Edward: *frowns at Peter's comment* I... Don't think that's necessary, actually... You see... Alice and Ethan are vampires as well.

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *Blinks, feeling at once betrayed, confused, and absofuckinglutely relieved* Oh thank god.

Edward: You'll learn to tell very quickly... We smell nothing like humans... Of course, shape-shifters smell different... *he goes into another room and brings back one of Jo's shirts that has yet to be laundered* Here, this is what Jo smells like. *he tosses the shirt to Peter*

CharM: *doesn't really know what's going on in Peter's mind and without Edward's gift to inform me, I move closer to him, ready to console or comfort him in case it's needed* :::Oh, thank God? Really? He just learned that his friends have been vampires all along and he has nothing else to say?::: *wrinkles my nose at the shirt, looking up to see Peter's reaction. Surely his first instinct would be defensive, hostile even*

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *Catches it instinctually and cringes, dropping it as if it burned, a little hiss slipping through his mouth* Oh fucking gross, how do you stand it? *shakes his head, kicking the shirt away.* I always knew you all smelled a little off. Crisper, maybe?

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *runs his hand through his hair absently, a latent human thing* I...it will be nice to have Alice and Ethan around since they knew me before.......I can't...why can't I remember much about before?

CharM: *watches amused at Peter's reaction, one side of my mouth tugging upwards as the amusement grows with his comment of smelling off, but it falls when he mentions memories* The ones you have will fade, Peter. The others are lost in the transition. But perhaps it is better so. Fewer memories will help you settle into this life more easily, they will not make you ache for the past. *grabs his hands, squeezing it in reassurance and comfort*

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *squeezes back, pulling away reluctantly* It's okay. I didn't have much. Just Bobby. My parents died....when I was little? I think so. It's why I joined the CIA. I...there was no one to tell me not to.

BellaMWhitlock: *flounces around the apartment, wanting to go see Peter but knowing Jasper will kick my ass if I leave without him going with me*

CharM: *saddens at Peter's words, and feeling a sense of loss as he pulls his hand away* I'm sorry, Peter. I wish life had been easier on you. *thinks of something to say* We will always be here for you. You will never have to be alone again.

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *Smiles at that* I'd like that Charlotte.

CharM: *instinctively holds out my hand to him, but lowering it again when I see what I'm doing and smiles* I'm glad you think so, Peter.

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *Shrugs* So I haven't slept in like how long? Is that a vampire thing? I'm not even tired. What the fuck ya’ll do with your time?

CharM: *chuckles* We do not sleep, Peter. Ever! We however have certain ways to entertain ourselves. Feeding, hunting, sex, friends, television, you name it. *turns on the radio now that Edward isn't playing anymore and twirls around* As for me, I absolutely, positively, completely adore...dancing.

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *Smiles, watching Char flitter around. A thought strikes him suddenly* Hey....is...is there any way one ya’ll could get my guitar?

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *his fingers twitch at the thought, and he's glad he remembers the guitar, hopes he remembers how to play* I could sing for you.

Edward: We could get your guitar easily. How's your control on your strength? We wouldn't want you to break it accidentally...

CharM: *stops in the middle of a pirouette, looking over at Peter with an elated smile* I'd love that, Peter! *silences at Edward's comment, feeling silly for not remembering his newborn strength that might destroy his prized possession*

Edward: If nothing else, we could buy some for you to practice your strength on.

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *Frowns* I ripped another shirt today. I'm not sure how to control it.

Edward: Hmm. Perhaps we should buy you clothing to practice on as well. *makes a mental note to either go shopping for Peter, or to see if Charlotte wishes to do the task. he remembers to text Bella back, letting her know that Peter is pleased he will get to keep her as a friend* Which kind of guitar would you prefer to practice controlling your strength on?

BellaMWhitlock: *smiles at Edwards text, glad Peter isn't mad at me. flopping down on the couch bored to death*

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *shrugs* Uh, it doesn't matter. Fender, preferably.

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *sighs wistfully, wondering when he'll get the hang of this*

Edward: Do you need to feed again, Peter? The newly turned usually need to feed more often than others...

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *feels the sudden burn flair up* Don't talk about it, please. I...it isn't so bad. I slaughtered like three deer.

Jo: *walking out of work I wonder if I should head home or see what is happening with Peter. I pull out my phone and text Edward* <How is Peter doing? Did y'all catch him? Is it safe for a wolf like me to come over? Don't forget you promised me a bed husband of mine!> *smiling at my text I send it and keep walking towards home. Deciding that if I don't get a response from Edward I'll go for a jog or something*

Edward: That was a light meal considering how strong it usually is after being turned. *he considers before shrugging* But if you wish to refrain... Just know we'll be prepared to tear your legs off if you try to run after a human. *says that last part cheerfully before checking his text. he sends a message back to Jo* ::We found him. He seems to be adjusting. He would be able to handle your smell, not sure how he'd handle your heartbeat or your body heat, hot stuff.::

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *Smiles* If you have to, I won't hold it against you. In fact, please don't even hesitate.

Jo: *I chuckle out loud at Edward's text* <If you want in my pants hubby all you have to do is ask. We are "married." If it's ok with Peter I'm gonna come over and see how things go. I've been worried about him. I've missed all of y'all actually.> *I close my phone and start to head towards Edward and Char's place now.* At the very least I can talk to Char for a bit about that night. *I mutter out loud, remembering I never fully apologized to her*

Edward: *watches Peter's nose wrinkle one too many times at the shirt before he flees the room to go hide in Charlotte's room again. he smiles at Char and thinks toward her* ::I think he likes you... He's fleeing to your space for comfort.:: *he sends Jo a text* <You can come over, but don't expect to see Peter, he's fled back to Charlotte's room.>

CharM: *shuffles feet at the thought of Peter liking me, biting my lip and feeling once more confused at why it would make me so self-conscious* ::::Fuck, why am I always confused these days! It's pissing me off!:::

Jo: *Reading Edward's text I wonder if he's told them about their feelings for each other* :::I'll have to mention it to him later::: *Finally arriving at their place I knock on the front door and mentally shout up* :::HONEY I'M HOME::: *laughing at my own joke like a dork*

Edward: *smiles at Char before telling her very seriously* Sweetheart... There's something you should know. And it's really important... I'm sorry I've kept this from you but... *he bites at his lower lip, pretending to be nervous about her reaction before saying* Jo's here, so I'm gonna go let her in. *then he laughs, fleeing down the stairs to let Jo in* Hey sexy. *he checks her out*

CharM: *growls at Edward, he had me leaning over feeling as if I was going to be let in some important secret or informed of some conspiracy theory, instead he was just messing with me like usual* That wasn't nice! *yells after Edward*

Jo: *I blush at him checking me out* I know you haven't seen me in days Edward, but I haven't changed that much. If anything I probably look worse than usual. You know most people let their friends know how they are and everything. Especially when a newborn vampire is involved. *I push past him and walk in, and hear Char yell at Edward* Are you being mean to Charlotte?

Edward: *is the picture of innocence* I was just letting her know that you were here! *he smiles beatifically before closing and locking the door and heading upstairs* What if the newborn had torn me limb from limb and I was lost somewhere trying to pull myself back together, would you still be upset with me for not contacting you?

Jo: *frowns at the image Edward has painted, not liking the idea of someone hurting him. But I try to play it off by smirking* Yes, I would still be upset with you. Because then I'd have to find a new fake husband, and they are so hard to break in. But I guess then I'd never see your comic collection, and that would be tragic.

Edward: Oh yes... I forgot, you keep me around for my comics... *debates* We should go shopping tonight. You can pick out a bed and I'll pick up some things for Peter... *is in the room with Char now* Do you want to come? I don't think he's coming out of there any time soon...

CharM: *perks up, smiling brilliantly* I'll go.

Jo: *smiles at Char and then back at Edward* Yes, I'll finally have my own bed. And then you guys will never get rid of me. *I lean into Edward smirking as I pinch his butt and whispering* And we can finally consummate our fake marriage.

Edward: Does this require a fake consummation? *brows furrowed as he grabs his wallet and then leads the way down to the underground garage where he selects a large pickup that would be able to fit just about any sized bed in the back as well as other things* Because I'm pretty sure we already did that...

Jo: *I look at Edward confused* We did? Where was I? *I glance at Char to see if she has a clue about it* If I'm not mistaken I think Char totally beat you to the punch buddy. But I see why you love her so much. *I blush and start to get into the pickup*

CharM: Not like you'd remember if he did, toots *shuffles behind them*

Edward: It was a fake consummation, remember? The heaven room? I'm pretty sure you were pinned down under me at the time. *smirks at Jo before doing the gentlemanly thing and assisting both ladies into the truck before driving them off toward a massive 24/7 shopping center*

Jo: *Hearing Char's comment I bite my lip and try to steer the conversation to another topic* So... I've been single for an entire week. And so far I've already beaten Call of Duty 10 times. If I beat it again I'm going to have to seek counseling or something.

Edward: *confused* You aren't single though... You've just been neglecting your poor, abandoned husband.

CharM: *snorts* :::Yeah, and he's been neglecting her and me. What a cycle!::: *blinks innocently, trying to clear my head* :::Seven times one is seven. Seven times two is fourteen. Seven times three is twenty one...:::

Jo: *scoffs at his comment* I've been neglecting you? *points to Char in the front seat* You see this lady here. She is the one that matters, I'm just a fun affair on the side. :::Don't get me into any more trouble with Char or I will hurt you:::

Edward: *frown deeper, thinking back to Jo* ::I can't touch Char that way anymore. Peter will kill me and he won't even know why he's doing it.::

Jo: *Sighing, I look out the window pretending to watch the scenery* :::Yeah but she doesn't know that, and I'm pretty sure she's still upset with me over... something.::: So Char, have you been back to work since Peter's change?

CharM: *looks at the scenery flashing by as I lose myself in thought, startling when Jo addresses me* Um...No. I wasn't sure if I should. I mean, I did leave in quite a hurry and without an explanation. I'm sure Jenna would question me about it.

Jo: You gonna keep working there still? Or help Peter get all assimilated and stuff?

CharM: I don't know *looks at Edward for guidance*

Edward: *shrugs* Its your choice, sweetheart. If you want to keep working, I'll help keep an eye on Peter. If not, quit.

Jo: :::Had I know that it would of gotten this awkward I would of just jumped into a tank of sharks::: *I quickly look up to see if Edward was paying attention to my thoughts and then look back out the window* Isn't your friendship with Peter the only reason you took the job? *I bite my lip wondering if mentioning Peter so much was a good idea*

CharM: *looks back at Jo* I barely knew the guy! And I wouldn't say we were friends. We barely spoke and when we did I made a complete idiot off myself. *shakes head* I still haven't figured out why that is.

Jo: :::Are you ever going to tell them? At this rate, I'm gonna screw and say something first Edward::: Well now you've got centuries to get to know him. And I doubt you made an idiot of yourself. People like me, we make idiots of ourselves. You probably looked all sexy and mysterious.

CharM: *chuckles* Oh I giggled, I shuffled, I would have tripped that night where he caught me and... *shakes my head* Sexy and mysterious? *raises eyebrow* Do you think I'm sexy and mysterious, Jo?

Jo: *bites my lip* I didn't jump you because you were a plain Jane. Of course I do. Both you and Edward have this... appeal that is outside of the vampire allure. You guys seriously have no idea how hot you guys probably were as humans. *sigh leaning my head against the window and mutters* Probably had awesome sex that night and I barely remember it. :::That's what I get for drinking like a fucking fish:::

CharM: *looks at Edward, letting my eyes wander* Well, you are right. Edward is very appealing. *hears her remark about the sex, choosing to ignore it since I don't wanna go back to that conversation any time soon*

Edward: *responds to Jo* ::Telling them before they're ready is never good. It causes erratic behavior that can lead, in extreme cases, death to one or both of them.:: *but then he tunes into the talk on appearances* I miss my human eyes... They were green. *he flashes both ladies a mental image of how Carlisle saw his face... Unfortunately the human face is sick and laying in a hospital bed, but the eyes are a brilliant green*

CharM: *breathes* Wow. *staring at Edward, comparing the mental picture with the actual vision of him in front of me* You were beautiful then and you are magnificent now.

Jo: *I frown at the image of Edward sick, but his eyes are so gorgeous* I always liked green. Those eye and your hair must have had all the ladies dazzled just from the sight of you. *I chuckle at the image of girls drooling over Edward*

Edward: *shrugs* I don't remember. That picture was a memory of my sire's from a couple of hours before he turned me. Almost all of my human memories are gone. *parks in the shopping center's parking and opens doors for ladies*

CharM: *gets out of the car* Thank you, kind Sir. *curtsies and grabs Jo by the arm* let's go bed-shopping. You'll need...Sturdy!

Jo: *I quirk my eyebrow* Sturdy? What do you think I'm gonna be doing on this bed wrestling? I haven't done that since I was little and my brothers needed a 4th person for the double team match up.

Edward: *smirks at Jo before turning to Charlotte* See if you can find a titanium reinforced frame for it. I'm going to get some clothes and check out music instruments for Peter.

CharM: *nods at Edward, dragging Jo with me who's still got her arm linked with mine* Titanium, titanium... *looks around*

Jo: Why does it need to be titanium? Seriously, I'm a wolf but I don't fucking destroy my bed because of it. *I stop Char* What aren't y'all telling me? Is there like some requirement for beds at your place?

CharM: *chuckles, leaning closer towards her and whispering in her ear, making sure my breath teases her earlobe* Why ruin the surprise? You'll find out soon enough, I'm sure. *pulls back, winking and dragging her off again, still not seeing one with a titanium frame*

Jo: *I lick my lips at Char being so close and then suddenly she's pulling me in a new direction* Ok, so apparently I need a titanium frame. Is there anything else I'll need for this surprise? *raises my eyebrows questioningly* This is a good surprise right? Not like a "we're gonna tie you up and torture you for fun" kind of surprise right? Cause I swear I'm not that ticklish.

CharM: *ignores her when I see a bed that will be perfect, moving us towards one of the employers running around, making Jo stumble slightly, okay a lot and smiles at the guy* We want that bed! *points at the bed in question, before looking back at the employee, who's now looking both Jo and I up and down, licking his lips* Heavy tossers? *he questions, raising his eyebrow as he stares into my eyes to which I make a gagging noise*

Edward: *buys a large selection of clothing in Peter's size... he makes sure its all stuff that can mix and match, and he doesn't bother getting designer or high fashion since Peter will most likely destroy it all over the course of the next month anyway... he returns to the truck as necessary, depositing bags in the back of the oversized cab. finally, clothed out, he heads to the music store... the one that carries instruments that is*

Jo: *I look at Char making a gagging sound and then back at the guy* Heavy tossers? What the hell is that suppose to mean? Look we just want the bed. Not your commentary.

CharM: *watches the man, my lip tugging upwards when he fumbles and mutters some excuse, then follows him with Jo on my arm as he goes to take note of the bed, writing down the serial number and price, along with the material it's made from and size* Anything else, ladies? *he questions, putting his pen back behind his ear and making it all greasy and dirty because of the amount of gel he has in his hair* A mattress, please. Show us the best ones, and she'll pick one. *points at Jo*

Jo: *smiling at Char, we follow the creepy guy over to the mattresses and quickly I see one that is similar to the one I had back home with my parents. It soft and has extra cushion and it's a king size so I can toss and turn in it. I drag Char over to it and rub one hand on the fabric and smile widely* Just like home. *turning to Char, I pat the mattress* This one is exactly the one I want.

CharM: *nods, instructing the salesman and arranging for it to be delivered today, collects Edward who has already purchases the items for Peter and heads on back to the house* 

