BellaWhitlock: *screams in pain*

BellaWhitlock: *writhes* 
BellaWhitlock: *cries out, wishing that someone would kill me, no longer capable of rational thought*

-----Meanwhile-----

CharM: *comes out of the dark room, having provided the humans with a bucket of water to drink from, locking and bolting the door behind me before making my way upstairs while whistling the theme from the A-Team*

CharM: *wants to take a shower, walking into the bedroom and halting at the sight of Peter sitting on the bed*

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *Doesn't move, or offer any sign of acknowledgement to Char. He realizes that he's being a petty bitch, but he's afraid he's going to get angry again, and he'd rather not.*

CharM: *bites lip, shuffling my feet uncomfortably before standing taller and walking into the bathroom, determined not to let his attitude affect me*

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *flops back on bed, patting his pockets absentmindedly* Can I get a fucking smoke in this place or what? *He asks no one in particular, fingers twitching. He doubts it's nicotine withdrawal, but he'd kill...well not really, for a cigarette right now.* And my own damn room. I feel like a mother fuckin' intruder. *Doesn't really want to leave, he likes the comfort here, but he also feels like he's infringing on Char's space.*

CharM: *strips off my clothes, turning on the water until it's scalding hot and moves to stand underneath it. Hears Peter's grumbles, sighing heavily at his discomfort and unhappiness here, moaning when the water cascades down my body, the heat seemingly warming my body*

CharM: *soaps my body quickly, the serenity and relaxation of taking a shower won't be here today with Peter just outside my door and grabs the showerhead to quickly remove all the suds. Steps out of the shower, drying off and wrapping it around me, tying it underneath my armpit before tossing my dirty clothes in the hamper. Stands against the door, hesitating to walk into my room because Peter is still there, but I do need clothes and I can't hide myself in my bathroom all day. Walks out and pretends he's not there as I stride over to my closet*

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *Heaves himself up of the bed, rummaging through his leather jacket. He scores a half crushed pack of smokes in the left pocket, and his battered silver Zippo to boot. Flopping down on the bed, he relaxes against the headboard, legs sprawled out across the mattress. The smoke fills him with a momentary warmth before his body squashes the sensation ruthlessly. He's half way through his smoke when Char walks through the room, butt ass fucking naked. He can't see it, but he knows, and in shock, his cigarette drops from between his lips. He catches it swiftly, righting it, and setting it back between his lips.* Uh, Charlotte?

CharM: *accidentally drops the towel at the sound of his voice, my body going rigid, until I convince myself to relax because he can't see me. Turns to look at Peter, who's looking incredible sexy as he lays there relaxed and...Shakes my head to clear it from the fog that was starting to build* Yes?

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *Stares at the spot he knows Char is standing, now completely naked. The towel is pooled around her feet, and he bets it's white and fluffy.* You're...uh...you're like really naked right now, aren't you?

CharM: *looks down at myself as if needing to see for myself, although I already know I'm naked, feeling very self-conscious all of the sudden and wringing my hands* Um...yes, but you can't see it, so it's not bad...Is it?...I mean you CAN'T see it right? I...I...God, how embarrassing...I dropped the towel by accident and yeah, I guess I'm naked. I mean I know I'm naked and why am I rambling? *sucks in a deep breath* Yep, naked.

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *snickers, blowing out a lungful of smoke* Nah, can't see it, but I sure do know. *Blinks, letting his head fall to the side as he inspects the place he knows Char is standing in the buff.* Every thing looks real hot-like, where you're standing. From the shower, I suspect. I can almost see....*He pauses, wondering if he should consider. With heat clinging to her body, he can almost see her.* Curves. *He finishes lamely.* 

CharM: *swallows, not moving except for my arms which move to cover my breasts* Curves? *wonders how precise those curves are, just a vague blur or maybe a perfectly cut Char-shape, biting lip at how this man who can't even see me properly can make me feel so exposed, while I've been naked in front of dozens of people and it never bothered me*

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *nods, taking another slow drag from his smoke. He can see Char, a perfectly cut silhouette, and it's more then he's seen in years. And Char? Char is hot. She's standing slightly sideways, and he can see the bottom swell of her breast as she cross her arms over them. She's tiny waisted, but with perfect hips, and Peter kind of wonders how evident his semi is right now. He's glad he's wearing loose jeans.* Uh..yeah. You know...just you're uh...shape.

CharM: Oh...shape. *nods, even though it still doesn't clarify how he sees me, turns around and opening the closet, grabbing a pair of jeans, a top and some underwear. Starts walking towards the bathroom, but then again...He can't really see me except for a blurry shape and what he can see, he already saw. Throws the clothes on the end of my bed and slides on my panties, before putting on my bra and reaching for my jeans.* So, are you hungry?

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *Growls a little, careful not to bite through my smoke* Starving, actually. But Edward was busy with Jo. Jasper said he'd take me when he came by, but he hasn't been able to make it yet, what with Bella.

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *Hops up from the bed, shoving his crushed pack of smokes into his pocket and following Char* Lead the way, dollface.

CharM: *smiles hugely, looking back at him over my shoulder* Keep up. *knows it shouldn't be a problem considering his speed and hearing, but doesn't know how far his blindness will affect his hunting or just running and roof hopping. Runs down to the living area and uses the manholes, all the way up to the roof*

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *Follows Char easily, maneuvering without flaw. The inherent ability to know exactly what obstacles lay ahead keep him from tripping and he feels more free then he has in years. he comes to stand by Char's side on the roof top* I ran thirteen miles last time, and slaughtered a heard of deer. I don't think I was particularly effective, but...there has to be a better way. I know this isn't your cup of tea....but...maybe you could help me?

CharM: I think, I know just the thing. *grabs his hand to squeeze it briefly* Hold your breath for a while and follow closely *starts roof hopping, until we reach the edge of the nearest forest and then jumps down, taking off in a dead sprint, looking back every now and then*

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *Does as she says*

CharM: *runs for nearly thirty miles, until we come across a camping area, which is now deserted. Two distinct scents hang heavily in the air, a lingering but weak human smell and then the warm scent of wolves* They've been attacking humans lately, the area is deserted because people have been warned away because of the danger these wolves are imposing. *looks shyly down at my feet, not really sure if this was such a great idea, especially with the weak human smell still hanging around* I just thought you could help restore the balance.

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *Growls feeling torn between chasing after the delicious human smell or the wolf.* I...don't let me hurt any one okay? *feels himself twitch* I trust you...to not let me, okay?

CharM: *nods, placing my left foot a little behind my right, ready to chase after him* I won't.

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *Doesn't wait for an answer, tearing off through the woods. He can hear them, a large pack, somewhere in the distance. The alpha male is a massive beast, larger by far then any of the others. Peter attacks without preamble, sinking his teeth into the pelt, and drinking deeply. He hisses, groans, the wolves blood....he can taste the human in it. It's not delicious, but it's -good-, and he lets the beast die in his arms before abandoning the pack. He heads north, chasing the acrid, tangy scent of moose. The blood goes down bitterly, but the animal is huge, and fills him, washing away the subtle taste of human. He knows it's for the better. and refuses to tempt himself. He flops down unceremoniously beside a tree, pulling out his smokes. *Char?* he calls out tentative, wondering how far away she is. He can feel her, but it's hard to tell, he wonders if distance effects him. It must* I'm...I'm done.

CharM: *keeps running after him, even though his newborn speed is too much for me to handle, sighs in relief when I come across the carcass of a wolf, grabbing it and hauling it over my shoulder as I keep following Peter. Hears him call out for me from 100 yards away, keeps running at my fastest pace, until I come across the moose* Very well done, Peter. *smiles, dropping the wolf on top of the moose* Can I borrow your Zippo? *walks over to Peter, putting my hand on his shoulder and squeezing, letting him know he really did an excellent job. Waits for him to hand me the Zippo*

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *Tosses it to her blindly* You want a smoke?

CharM: *chuckles, bending down and setting the animals aflame* Never leave evidence, even when you feed from animals. Burn them or bury them. *sits down next to Peter, watching the fire and wrinkling my nose at the disgusting smell of burning flesh and fur*

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *Wrinkles his nose* Good idea. Though, this far up, I think the wolves would take care of the moose carcass. Good to know though, I like rules.

CharM: Better safe than sorry, Peter. *leans a little closer, taking his hand and turning it palm up, before placing the Zippo into it and closing his hand around it.*

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *Squeezes her hand briefly before shoving the Zippo in his pants.* Uh..we should...we should bet getting back, huh?

CharM: I suppose. *smiles, getting up and dusting myself off, before sprinting away before he has even made it to his feet* Catch me, newbie!

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *Races forward, flying past Char. On a whim, he leaps into a tree, scrambling up the branches* Holy fuck! That’s awesome. * he rips through the tree's carefully tracking Char's every move as they head back towards the building*

CharM: *laughs freely, feeling him right behind me and then suddenly breaking away from our earlier path and appearing behind him, jumping his back* Oh kind Sir, show a little compassion for a lady and her sore feet. Carry me home.

CharM: *lets self slide down from his back once we reach the edge of the forest, scaling the wall of the building in front of me and waiting for him to join me on the roof, hopping from roof to roof and finally reaching home, lets him enter the building first* Go grab a shower, you have fur on your neck. *laughs*

  -----Meanwhile-----

Edward: *senses Jo's mind starting to come to wakefulness and stops massaging her body. he slides off the bed and goes into the kitchen, slicing up a bunch of fresh fruit for her. once the fruit is all peeled, sliced, separated or just added (for the berries), he whips up a dip using fresh cream cheese frosting. once this fruity breakfast is complete, he darts up to the hidden greenhouse room before returning with an exotic flower. placing it in a thin glass of water, he sets up a tray filled to overflowing with fruit and dip, he takes it into the room he now shares and sets it on the table beside the bed... then he goes downstairs to the 'main' level and seats himself on a couch*

Jo: *slowly rolls over and yawns. Opening my eyes I look around and find myself not in my old apartment, but in my new room that I share with Edward. I grin widely at the thought of Edward and last night. A flower on the nightstand catches my attention and I pick it up and smell it. Then I notice the entire tray of food* OH MY GOD.... *I quickly grab some of the fruit and start eating it hungrily* :::I feel like I haven't eaten in days. Dear god this is some delicious fruit. Speaking of God, I wonder where Edward is.::: *I slip out of bed into the kitchen and grab a huge bowl, and going back to the tray I start dumping some inside it. Smiling at the flower I stick the stem over my left ear and start to my search for Edward, bowl in hand*

Edward: *is amused by Jo's thoughts... right up until that last one. he sighs before picking up a nearby copy of the day's newspaper and reading it over. when Jo starts to actively look for him, he slithers a brief, wavery image into her mind of himself, sitting on a couch on the level below her reading the paper... then he carefully slips the knowledge of ten digits in a specific order into her mind... her own code until she changes it, for the elevator. though, like Bella's, Jo's code is restricted to certain levels for her own safety*

Jo: *smiles at Edward's subtle messages* :::Thank you::: *I walk over to the elevator and punch in the code. As I wait for the doors to open I pop a few more pieces of fruit into my mouth, just before I swallow them the doors open and I see Edward sitting down with the newspaper in his hand. I smile and walk toward him* Reading anything interesting? Maybe noticing an awesome column or two? *I sit down next to him and try to read the paper* Thanks for the fruit by the way, and the flower.

Edward: Well, there was this interesting tech column... But I'm sure that kind of information is over your pretty little head. *teases Jo before folding the paper and setting it aside... after all, he had just finished a column where the police had called off the search for a missing Carl Jonas Alvarez and he didn't feel like bringing that up* You're welcome... It was the least I could do for my rude behavior last night. *though there's something about the corners of his smile and the glimmer in his dark eyes that indicate he didn't think it was rude at all and would probably do it again at some point*

Jo: *snorts* If that was rude, hubby you can be down right wicked to me any day you like. *I look down and see that I'm nearing the bottom of my bowl and pout* Should have just brought the whole damn tray with me. *I look back up at Edward* I'd offer you some, but I have a feeling you don't want any. *smirking I try to decide if I want to go get more fruit or not* So what are your plans for the rest of the day?

Edward: I don't have any plans for today... We could go upstairs and you can set up your stuff in the computer room if you want. Or you could look around at the unused rooms and decide if you want to take over one of them for your space... Or you could just sit around... We could definitely go back upstairs for the rest of your food though.

Jo: *sighs* I do need to start unpacking my stuff. I can't go around only wearing your shirts all the time, as comfy as they are. *I slowly stand up and then smiling at Edward I wiggle my naked ass in front of them* But you have to admit I pull them off very well. *laughing I start to head for the elevator with my bowl*

Edward: *follows Jo, since he doesn't have anything better to do. once in the elevator with her, he gets all up close and inhales the scent of the blood so near the surface of the spot he left a hickey on her neck* You know, once the thing with the duo happens, we could institute a no clothing rule inside the building...

Jo: *feeling him close to me I close my eyes and lick my lips* I like that idea, but wouldn't that also go for Char and Peter? Or should we just make it for whenever we are in our room? *I tilt my head slightly to allow him better access to my neck* Thanks for the love bite, by the way.

Edward: Do you object to seeing them nude around the house? They are both very attractive... *nips the spot he marked* Too bad I can't give you a real love bite. *growls softly* 
Jo: *shrugs* I agree Char is gorgeous, but... *trails off into thought in case Char or Peter are listening*::: I really don't want to be ripped apart by Char for looking at Peter the wrong way. Or Peter for that matter, if I look at Char::: *sighing I turn to Edward* I like my limbs where they are. And why can't you give me a real love bite? If I remember correctly Leah mentioned someone drinking her blood.

Edward: *leads Jo out into the kitchen, setting her on one of the plush table chairs before darting to get the rest of her fruit and bring it back for her* I'm not sure I'd trust myself to do that. Especially not when I haven't fed in a while.

Jo: *smiles at the food and starts grabbing more to stuff in her face. Swallowing I look over to Edward* At least you know yourself well enough to not try it and end up killing me. But I trust you enough, that if one day *I pause nervously biting my lip* you wanted to try it, I wouldn't object. *blushing, I stick some more fruit in my mouth to stop myself from talking* :::Idiot, what's he gonna do say "Sure Jo, I love wolf's blood in the morning!"::: *I filling my mouth full of fruit I look down at the tray as I fiddle with the flower in my hair*

Edward: *kisses the top of Jo's head* That's very generous of you... I'm sure one day I'll actually try it. *he lets his eyes linger on her before going to the fridge and getting out some ingredients. he moves expertly around the kitchen, considering he doesn't eat human food and is soon slathering fresh made berry jam onto a flaky pastry and offering Jo a bite*

Jo: *smiles taking the pastry from him* I don't know what I did to deserve you. So what rooms are there for me to pick from for my extra space? 

Edward: There are two unused rooms on this level...Three unused rooms on the level above us... And about six empty rooms on the upper sound proofing levels. *he gives a mental layout of the building to her* Those are very warm though. The heat coming up the trash chute from the incinerator combined with the sound proofing traps the heat insanely well...

Jo: Then I think the best choice would be one of the rooms on this level, less traveling between floors and all. And I'm already hot, I don't need the incinerator's help. *I finish of the pastry and jump out of the chair* Ok so what exactly are we unpacking where, hubby.

Edward: Its your stuff. *shrugs and shows her where she left it... in one of the two empty rooms on this level, the one closer to his room.* If you want to unpack a box in every room of the building you're more than welcome. *he pictures the other room to her, its across from the mirror room and not far from Bella's room*

Jo: *snorts* I think one room is fine, in fact this room will do just fine. No having to move stuff to other rooms. Besides my clothes into our bedroom. *I turn to him confused* Is there space in there for my clothes? Or should I just do the naked dance over here every day?

Edward: *rolls his eyes* Of course there's room. Haven't you gone around the corner in my closet? It's at least as big as your living room back in your old apartment once you go around the part I actually use. Most of it is empty.

Jo: *open my eyes open wide* You mean there's more closet... I totally didn't see that area. *Turns to my boxes of clothes* If you want to go ahead and bring those boxes back to that area, we can leave the rest of the stuff in this room.

Edward: *picks up Jo's boxes of clothing and leads her back to their room and into their closet... where he turns right as soon as he walks into the door and slides between a rack of his clothes and into the larger part of the closet filled with empty shelves, shoe cubbies and racks with empty hangers.* I don't actually have that many clothes at a time, so I had the main part of the closet blocked off... *he sets the boxes on a shelf and moves to wheel the rack blocking the main portion aside* 
Jo: *following Edward, I watch as he moves away a rack that reviews a huge area that has been blocked off* You seriously don't know how to do small do you? *I walk forward and look around knowing I could make the closet my own personal bedroom* Do all the rooms have this much space in them?

Edward: Well we did convert an office building into a residential. We had a lot of room to play with. *grins at Jo* If you like, you're welcome to fill the closet or claim a section of the building and redesign it for your own wants.

Jo: *shakes my head* No, I don't even know what I would do with all that space. I can barely figure out what I'm gonna do with all of this closet space. My stuff won't even fill up 1/8th of this space. 
Edward: Whatever you want... You don't have to age, right? So you've got as long as you want to collect things, pick up hobbies, do whatever. We really only work when we want to and find things to amuse us the rest of the time. Our family fortune comes from gambling and the occasional business venture. We don't really have to do anything except take up space if we want. *he leans against the closet wall*

Jo: *turns around shocked* I'm not gonna age! They seriously should of handed out a handbook when I first phased. A "Dummy's Guide to being a shape-shifter" if you will. *walking to one of the boxes I start to unpacking my stuff* I mean it's not like they said a lot after I rejoined the tribe. Mainly it was "kill this vampire" and "kill that vampire." But never aging... *I trail off trying to let the knowledge sink in* I guess that means your stuck with me forever, buddy!

Edward: *smirks* Its something I picked up from the minds of Leah's packmates... *pauses in case mention of Leah bothers her* As long as you shift from time to time you won't age. From what I picked up, if you stop phasing, you'll eventually start aging again. But then again, I'm not sure how alike your tribe is to hers... After all, you don't seem to know anything about the imprint phenomena.

Jo: *shrugs* Who the hell knows. I mean we have something similar, but honestly I guess we'll find out in a few years. *keeps unpacking stuff and moves onto another box, slightly proud of myself for not letting Leah's name being mentioned bother me* Would you miss me if I died? :::God Jo way to be morbid and random.:::

Edward: Yes, I would. *keeps his answer simple. cause really, how else can he answer that kind of question except with a simple truth?* I'd prefer it if you avoided that condition, thanks. *smiles*

Jo: *smiles gently back at him* Thanks, I'd miss you too. Not that you can die, again. I mean you can, but that would mean. *pausing I let out a sigh* Will you just help me get my boxes unpacked please, and then we can do something fun.

Edward: *suddenly becomes a whirlwind and when he stops he's standing like an inch away from Jo in front of her and her clothes are all hung up or neatly stacked or in the built in chest of drawers against one wall* So what did you have in mind for fun?

Jo: I find your super vampire speed both helpful and annoying. *chuckles* As for fun I didn't really have anything in mind, seeing as I thought unpacking would take a little bit longer than a minute or two. Maybe we can see what Char is up to?

Edward: *suddenly moves his hands to Jo's shoulders. he lets his right hand slide down her left arm to her wrist, pulling her arm up and kissing the inside of her wrist before placing it on his shoulder. then he slides his hand back down her arm, resting it on her waist before sliding to the small of her back. he moves his other hand down her right arm, pulling it up to kiss her wrist as well. but instead of putting this hand on his shoulder, he adjusts his hand on hers and moves it in a classic dance position* As you wish, milady... *and then he twirls them both, dancing around the closet and sliding out the door, waltzing through his room and then into the hallway, heading for the kitchen. all the while he's singing* A woman on the radio talked about revolution when its already passed her by... Bob Dylan didn't have this to sing about, you know it feels good to be alive... I was alive and I waited, waited...I was alive and I waited for this. Right here, right now there is no other place I want to be... *he winks at her, smiling brightly* 

CharM: *is moving all my clothes out of my room to one of the guest rooms, dancing back and forth constantly*

Jo: *giggling I try my best to keep up with his waltz* You're trying to dazzle me Mr. Masen. And it's working! *whirling around I feel light and free* :::I haven't had this much fun in years, just hanging with people. Is there anything this man can't do::: You have a great voice. *seeing Char dance around as well makes me giggle even more* Has this place become a nightclub or something?

Edward: Thank you, kind lady... *twirls Jo right into Charlotte and manages to arrange them so that they're all in a weird three-person waltz as he dances both of the ladies at the same time* Yes, every Sunday morning... *keeping a mental clock of the time before singing again* I'm alone... Yeah I don't know if I can face the night. I'm in tears, and the crying that I do is for you... I want your love lets break the walls between us. Don't make it tough... I'll put away my pride. Enough's enough… I've suffered and I've seen the light... Baby... You're my angel... *he kisses Char's cheek* Come and save me tonight. You're my angel... *he kisses Jo's cheek this time* Come and make it all right.

CharM: *swoons a little, dancing in perfect time with him and humming the melody to Aerosmith's 'Angel' *

Jo: *shakes my head and looks at Char before rolling my eyes.* :::He has both of us wrapped around his little finger::: *grinning I twirl and jump in between Char and Edward to dance with Char myself. Chuckling I twirl her around and then start waltz Char and I away from Edward, but not before looking back at him and playfully sticking my tongue out* Come get us pretty boy!

CharM: *laughs melodically, holding onto Jo and following her lead, amused by her playful banter with Edward*

Edward: *smirks, shaking his head at the ladies and changes his dance pattern, moving to dance circles around the waltzing ladies while changing his song* Give me a kiss to build a dream on and my imagination will thrive upon that kiss. *waggles his brows at the dancing beauties* Sweetheart... *he looks at Jo, smirking slightly before winking* I ask no more than this... A kiss to build a dream on. Give me, a kiss before you leave me *his eyes dart a quick glance toward Char at this line watching her laughing at Jo* and my imagination will feed my hungry heart... Leave me, one thing before we part... A kiss to build a dream on.

Jo: *laughing out loud, I twirl Char again, this time towards Edward and let myself dance alone for a bit. Enjoying the moment we're having, I close my eyes and focus on Edward's velvet voice as I waltz in place*

CharM: *places my hand in his outstretched one and my hand on his shoulder, looking up into his eyes and smiling* It's been too long. Please sing more, Edward. *closes eyes to enjoy it more fully as we start dancing around*

Edward: *pulls Charlotte close, dancing with her in a way they had done so many times before. he sings softly* It's been a while since I could hold my head up high... And it's been a while, since I first saw you. *he smiles at her* And it's been a while since I could stand on my own two feet again. And it's been a while since I could call you... *he twirls her* And everything I can remember, as fucked up as it may seem, the consequences that are rendered... I've stretched myself beyond my means. *he dips Charlotte back, pulling her up slowly* And it's been a while since I could say that I wasn't addicted. It's been a while since I could say I love myself as well. And it's been a while since I've gone and fucked things up just like I always do... *a rueful smile here* And it's been a while... *he moves his head to whisper the next part right by Char's ear* But all that shit seems to disappear when I'm with you...

CharM: *trembles as a lump forms in my throat, my eyes which had been closed already are now 'clenched' shut to stop venom from forming behind my eye lids*

Jo: *listening to Edward changes songs as he danced with Char I spaced myself away for a bit, giving them a moment they probably needed since everything had been changing on them* :::I'm gonna give y'all a moment, I'll dance over to the living room::: *I slowly make my way away from them until I'm sure they are ready to invite me back in. I couldn't help by look back at them and wish for that type of relationship with someone. Even though things are transitioning and awkward for them, they still love each other very much. I try not to let my eyes well up at how beautiful and sad it is*

Edward: *sends a mental thanks to Jo for giving this moment to he and Charlotte, finishing the song for Char* And everything I can remember, as fucked up as it all may seem to be, the consequences that I've rendered... Have gone and fucked things up again... Again... Why must I feel this way? Just make this go away... Just one more peaceful day. And it's been a while since I could look at myself straight. And it's been a while, since I've said I'm sorry. And it's been a while since I've seen the way the candles light your face... And it's been a while... *he lowers his voice again for the next part* But I can still remember just the way you taste. *he pauses, spinning Charlotte slowly in their dance* And everything I can remember, as fucked up as it all may seem to be... I know it's me. *he brushes his lips on Char's temple* I cannot blame this on my father, he did the best he could for me. It's been a while since I could hold my head up high... And it's been a while, since I've said... *presses his forehead to Char's, stilling the dance for that song* I'm sorry.

CharM: *opens eyes, venom brimming mine as I look into Edward's which shine with emotion. My lower lip trembles even though I can never cry real tears, pulling Edward closer to me, feeling my heart being ripped in half for both his as my pain and to know there is no reason for this situation in which I feel a break is imminent saddens me even further* Why? *it's but a whisper as I tilt my head back a little, speaking so close to his mouth that my upper lip brushes against his lower with my question*

Jo: *biting my lip. I can't help but feel a few tears fall. Now I know I need to take a quick break from them. I slowly walk off to the bathroom and pretend to be using the restroom* :::Thank god I'm able to actually use this as an excuse::: *some more tears fall as I rethink about Edward singing the song to Char. Letting out a deep sigh, I flush the toilet to keep with my excuse and go to the mirror to see myself. Shaking my head at how I have started to cry silently* :::I'm a mess and I'm not even in their relationship::: I take another shaky breath and wait for the all clear. Hoping that somehow this song has cleared the air as much as it can be between the two of them*

Edward: *continues speaking in a whisper... normally he'd just think this to Char, but his mind is too jumbled with words he can't speak on the matter* You have no idea how much I want to just tell you, but I can't... *his expression matches the emotion in his voice, tortured with the desire to explain but being held back by his own knowledge of what bad can happen from speaking up on this matter* You know though! You do... You know here. *he touches one hand lightly over Charlotte's heart, not even taking the opportunity to grope* You just have to catch up here. *he brushes his fingers through her hair now, grazing over her skull to indicate her mind needed to catch up to her heart* And then everything will get better, again... I promise.

CharM: *moves hand to put it over Edward's and to keep it on my heart, but he's too fast and is already brushing his fingers through my hair. It feels wonderful and if not squashed under the heavy emotions I would have been purring by now. Keeps eyes closed, leaning forward and resting my head on his still heart, thinking off how once I had thought I could forever fill it with happiness, but never speaking the words, because although it's impossible for me to ever love anyone as I love Edward, he deserves to live his own life. If distance is what he needs, if he needs this break, I will give it to him, no matter how much my own heart breaks in the process.* :::Jo will be good to him.::: *kisses the spot over his heart and stepping out of his embrace* I trust you, Edward. If you say it will be better, it will. *still hasn't opened eyes as I say words that stab me deep inside my heart. Refuses the bitterness to overtake me as I look around for Jo.* Where's our guest of honor? *twirls around* Oh and something cheerful this time, Edward. *smiles, maybe convincingly, maybe not*

Jo: *hearing my name be called out I slowly open the door up and see Char looking around for me. The look on both their faces has my heart breaking even more than the song did. Makes me wish I could just end this silliness and tell Char the truth, but Edward has warned me so much I know nothing good would come from that. Quietly shutting the bathroom door behind me I stay in place until Edward makes sometime of gesture that it's okay*

Edward: *runs a hand through his hair, wanting to smack his head into one of their steel walls when her mind goes off in the wrong direction... again! he'll just have to continue along this agonizing line for longer...* I've lied, but never about this... *he gives Char a weak smile, one that looks rather ill. then he clears his throat* So... Cheerful? How's this... *he starts doing a country line dance down the hall and into the kitchen, singing in a loud and obvious falsetto of a woman's voice... which he's doing for comedic value because he could sing like a woman if he wanted to* Let's go girls! Come on... I'm goin' out tonight, I'm feelin' all right... Gonna let it all hang out. Wanna raise some noise, really raise my voice... Yeah I wanna scream and shout! No inhibitions, make no conditions, get a little out of line... Ain't gonna act politically correct, I only wanna have a good time... The best thing about bein' a woman... *he runs his hands over imaginary breasts on his chest now* Is the prerogative to have a little fun and.... Oh, oh, oh! Go totally crazy! *he shakes his head and hands like a crazy lady* Forget I'm a lady... Men's shirts, short skirts... *he turns to wiggle his bum* Oh, oh, oh really go wild, yeah doin' it in style. Oh, oh, oh... Get in the action, feel the attraction... Color my hair. *fluffs his hair* Do what I dare... Oh, oh, oh. I wanna be free yeah, to feel the way I feel... *rubs his hands down his chest and over his ass* Man! *he scrunches up his nose, giving a cutesy smile* I -feel- like a woman!

CharM: *burst out laughing, grabbing a hold of the nearest door frame to stay upright and shaking with the force of my laughter, only Edward could switch the mood so quickly and effectively. Gasps for air and hollering for more*

Jo: *too shocked for words I just stare at him bug eyed, my brain trying to catch up with what is happening*

Edward: *continues the silly falsetto voice and country dance because Charlotte's laughing and that's the important thing here in this situation* The girls need a break, tonight we're gonna take the chance to get out on the town. We don't need romance... *shakes his head* We only wanna dance... *he does an intricate little country dip, twirl, two step thing* We're gonna let our hair hang down. *he tosses his head side to side* The best thing about bein' a woman... *he winks at Char and Jo* Is the prerogative to have a little fun and... Oh, oh, oh! Go totally crazy, forget I'm a lady! *he leans forward, shaking his imaginary tits and his ass at the same time* Men's shirts, short skirts... Oh, oh, oh! Really go wild yeah, doin' it in style! *he fashion poses* Oh, oh, oh! Get in the action, feel the attraction... *he gives Jo a 'come hither' kind of look, such a feminine gesture* Color my hair, do what I dare...Oh, oh, oh! I wanna be free yeah, to feel the way I feel... Man! *he rubs his nipples through his shirt* I feel like a woman! Uh huh... Oh yeah... *back to the line dancing* The best thing about bein' a woman... Is the prerogative to have a little fun, fun! *he pinches his own ass, giving a forward hop and a stunned 'oh' face with one hand on his cheek* Oh, oh, oh! Go totally crazy, forget I'm a lady.... *he turns it into a more modern dance, booty dropping like a girl* Men's shirts, short skirts... Oh, oh, oh! Really go wild yeah, doin' it in style! *he makes a mock attempt at styling his hair* Oh, oh, oh! Get in the action, feel the attraction... *he blows Char and Jo each a kiss and flutters lashes* Color my hair, do what I dare... Oh, oh, oh! I wanna be free yeah, to feel the way I feel... Man! *he stands on tiptoes, dancing as if wearing heels* I feel like a woman! *he continues toe-dancing now* Oh, oh, yeah, yeah... I'm totally crazy... Can you feel it? Come, come, come on baby... I feel... *he pauses and checks down the front of his pants before turning a disturbed look to the ladies* Like a woman?!

CharM: *dances around, still laughing but at least it's of a less choking or gasping nature as I watch Edward's every move*

Jo: *brings my hands up to my face and covers my eyes* Oh my god, I think I've been traumatized or something. *I hold back a chuckle and just keep shaking my head at Edward's performance* I have never not wanted you more.

Edward: *laughs, falling over onto his back on the kitchen floor before looking over at Jo. he speaks using the same falsetto voice* But darling, I was doing my best to attract you both at once!

Jo: *I run over and hide behind Char* Make him stop he's really starting to freak me out!

CharM: *laughs, grabbing a hold of Jo to hold myself upright*

Edward: *stares up at the ceiling now, singing softly to himself in a definitely masculine voice, though decidedly angelic in quality and soft, drawing the words out as if in a choir* Because the world is round, it turns me on... Because the world is round.... Ahhhh... Because the wind is high, it blows my mind... Because the wind is high....Ahhhh... Love is old, love is new... Love is old, love is new... Because the sky is blue it makes me cry....Because the sky is blue.... Ahhhh... Ahhhhh.....

