-----First Part of the Log Courtesy of Bella, thanks hun!-----

CharM: *reaches for my favorite shampoo, opening my eyes when I can't feel it* Fuck, where's my shampoo? *looks to the bin and groaning at the empty bottle that's been trashed* Shit! *steps out of the shower, leaving a wet trail behind me as I sneak run towards my bedroom door and poke my head out, seeing no one, I cross the hallway to my old room and run towards the bathroom, knowing I'll find a full bottle there*
Special Agent Peterpire: *Strips naked, dropping his clothes as he walks. Were he still human, he couldn't have, always worrying about tripping hazards. He's a bloody mess after hunting, having not quite got the hang of clean-eating. With a belly full of blood, he pushes bathroom door, intent on a long, hot shower.....*

CharM: *startles at the sound of the door opening, dropping the shampoo bottle and slowly turning towards the door* P-Peter! *makes an odd choking sound at the sight of him, ...all bloody and...lowers gaze, my jaw dropping open* Naked!

Special Agent Peterpire: *stares blindly down at his own junk, which is not exactly limp (hunting will do that to you) and then back at Charlotte's form. He should say something, or turn around and leave. But it's his bathroom. What is she doing in his bathroom? He wants to ask, opens his mouth to form the words, but nothing comes out. Instead he steps forward......*

CharM: *has followed Peter's gaze to his boner, not blinking as IT seems to be moving closer to me and swallowing thickly, because the man is fucking hung like a horse...watches transfixed as it twitches suddenly*

Special Agent Peterpire: *Licks his lips as suddenly there's barely a foot between them. It's like a wire's snapped, barely as second as passed, and in a blur of white, suddenly they're kissing, all tongue and teeth, hands every where, pushing and pulling....*

CharM: *groans, fisting Peter's hair and battling for dominance, purring, I surprise myself and jump back, blinking twice and furrowing my brow* What-Who-Why...Wow! *stares at Peter with wide eyes, wondering what the fuck just happened, licking my lips, my eyes fall onto his lips again and my eyes become hooded, thinking that was the hottest kiss I've ever had, shaking my head to clear it from these ridiculous thoughts*

BWhitlock: *sits in the bedroom, tilting my head to the side and listening to a few rooms down. quirks an eyebrow at the noises coming from Peter's room*

JWhitlock: *lounges on the bed, reading a book. Pauses to listen when she does, and smirks over at her* Looks like they may work things out after all.

BWhitlock: *snorts* You think?

Special Agent Peterpire: *Doesn't give her the time to think on what just happened before swooping in for a second kiss, crushing her against the bathroom counter as he cups the back of her neck, holding her in place. Their body's shift into alignment like a mockery of sex as he arches her backwards. He ends the kiss on a growl, pulling back just enough to 'see' her face." Fuck.

JWhitlock: *shrugs, looking in the direction the noises are coming from again, then turns back to my book*

BWhitlock: *hears banging, nodding impressively* Way to go, Pete.

CharM: *pants, keeping my back arched and looking down at Peter's face* Double fuck. *feels like kicking myself at the lame come back, but becomes distracted again at the way Peter's body is still pressed against me, feeling myself getting even wetter than the kiss had made me and focusing hard on not bucking to meet him, because I'm not sure if that's what he wants* Um... *starts to feel a little like a pig on display at the farmer's market with the way Peter keeps staring at me, no longer knowing which way is up as the confusion kicks in*

Special Agent Peterpire: *backs away slowly, a stunned look upon his face. He's still covered in blood and guts, and dirt as he leaves the bathroom in silence, wondering what the fuck had just happened. He doesn't really remember thinking, just...doing.*

CharM: *watches Peter as he leaves the bathroom, turning towards the mirror and grabbing the counter, breathing heavily and slowly looking up to see my reflection. Eyes dark, lips red and chest heaving I watch myself until I'm calmed down enough to face the others, wisely grabbing a towel this time and wrapping it around myself and grabbing the forgotten shampoo bottle, walks towards my bathroom again, until I finally realize something and freeze mid-step in the hallway* I kissed Peter! *argues in my mind that he kissed me and not the other way around, but even my own mind is against me, because it keeps repeating that I kissed him back.* Oh my God! *runs to my bathroom and jumps into the shower, wondering what the fuck this means*

BWhitlock: *hears Chars lament, falling back on the bed and laughing*

Special Agent Peterpire: *lays in bed, slightly stunned, covered in various filth*

CharM: *growls in warning, opening the shampoo bottle once my hair is wet enough again and holding it over my head* Laugh it up, wise guy...girl... *shakes head, still too dazed as more shampoo pours down on my hair, until a thick fluid runs into my eyes and I lower my hand* Another fucking empty bottle! *throws it in the trash and shivering at the thought of a repeat of today, deciding to grab all my shampoo bottles tonight, fully dressed!* Ugh! *curses at the multitude of shampoo on my head*

Special Agent Peterpire: *hears the empty bottle hit the wall and winces. He's not up to explaining that he likes to use Char's shampoo cause' it smells like her. That would be admitting.....things.*

BWhitlock: *snorts at her growl, still laughing*

CharM: *has to stand underneath that fucking spray for twenty minutes, because the suds just keep coming, smiling that at least my hair will be shiny and very, very clean*

Special Agent Peterpire: *Finds himself smiling, hands tucked behind his head*-Well, alright then- *he thinks, humming Keith Urban song, To Kiss A Girl quietly under his breath*

BWhitlock: *sits up off the bed after Peter and Char have quieted down, rolling over to look at Jasper* Can I go for a run?

JWhitlock: *looks up at her from where I'm laying on the bed* I'd say your control is good enough, so sure, if you'd like.

BWhitlock: *grins* Awesome. You can come if you want. I'm just gonna hit the woods for a few, relax. *darts up to the roof and out the window, knowing if he wants to come he'll follow, heading towards the woods*

JWhitlock: *watches her go, relaxing my head back onto the bed, dropping my now finished book on the floor next to the bed, and picks up another* Conversations With My Killer? Could be interesting. *opens to the first page, and settles back into the fiction*

-----Not Too Much Later-----

Leah: *Tucks my hair behind my ear, walking through the trees. I had told Carter the baby and I needed some air because he looked worn out. He's been so busy getting ready for the kid and stressing over me. He was made to be a dad, now I just needed to figure out if I'm mom material. I know I'm the one carrying the baby but am I -nice- enough to raise a kid?*

BWhitlock: *flies into the forest, dancing through the trees*

Leah: *Hears something in the woods other than me, wrapping my arms around my middle protectively, afraid of what might come. Can I phase while pregnant? Will it hurt the baby?*

BWhitlock: *comes to an abrupt stop, sniffing the air, recognizing it and calling* L-Leah?

Leah: *Walks to see my old best friend* Bella?!

BWhitlock: *darts my eyes around, not seeing the guy she was with last time, hearing something odd but not being able to place it* Um....hi?

Leah: *Notices her eyes darting around* hey...were you expecting someone?

BWhitlock: *shakes my head quickly* Habit. Making sure there isn't anyone I could hurt. So...do you want me to...ah, go?

Leah: *Shrugs awkwardly, wanting to tell my best friend about my baby but I'm not sure where she and I stand. I frown, biting my lip* Or you could...stay?

BWhitlock: *smiles a little* I was just gonna hang out...straighten my head out. *cocks my head to the side, listening again* I hear something strange...a fluttering...

Leah: *Not sure what she's talking about, listening as well* A butterfly? *Furrows my brows, now hearing it as well. My eyes widen as I look down at my stomach, realizing that it's the baby. I can't stop the grin from forming on my face as I rub my hand over it comfortingly.*

BWhitlock: *tilts my head to the side as I watch you, my eyes widening* No way!

Leah: *Looks up at her, remembering she's still there, watching me.* Hmm?

BWhitlock: *points frantically* The thrumming! It's a baby! You're gonna have a baby!

Leah: *Smiles so wide that my cheeks hurt, nodding eagerly* I'm gonna have a baby!

BWhitlock: *breaks out into a huge grin* oh my God. I'm so...I'm so happy for you! *feels my chin quiver*

Leah: I didn't know if I should tell you, because of, you know....

BWhitlock: You can tell me anything. I'm happy for you, I really am. *grins again* Are you living with him now?

Leah: *Smiles sheepishly* Yeah, I am. He's great. I think he likes the idea of being a daddy.

BWhitlock: *edges a bit closer, slowly* Good. I'm glad. You think we could...hang out sometime?

Leah: *Frowns* Are you...will you hurt the baby?

BWhitlock: *shakes my head* No. My control...is very good. And I imagine since you're both wolves, the baby will be like you...and I don't want to eat you.

Leah: You wouldn't happen to be some kind of baby doctor, would you? *Remembers that we don't have doctor for the baby since I'm not human*

BWhitlock: *giggles* No...no I'm not. Oh God, you can't go to a hospital can you?

Leah: *shakes my head* Normally the girl is human so having babies isn't a problem. He and I are both wolves. For all I know, Carter Jr. has three heads and girly parts! *Frowns, re-stressing over the situation* I was so happy but I had no one to tell. I wanted my best friend there to help me come up with a way to surprise Carter.

BWhitlock: We'll find a way to help you. Maybe Jasper will have some idea. And surprise? what do you want to do?

Leah: Nah, it's too late now. I was acting all weird and I think Carter thought I was dying so I had to tell him. It was lame.

BWhitlock: *chuckles* I can imagine how weirded out you must have been. Are you happy about it now?

Leah: *Smiles slightly* Yeah, I guess I am... *Looks away, knowing I can't keep up this pretense forever*

BWhitlock: *tilts my head* What's wrong?

Leah: *Sighs* I'm not mom material. You don't look at me and go, 'What a great mom'. You look at me and go, 'That poor kid'. I have no friends so my baby's going to grow up to be unsocial. There will never be those play dates that all the cute kids on TV have where they meet there future wives. My baby will be alone forever and it's all my fault! I don't know why Carter's so excited! He was made to be a dad and he got stuck with me! The opposite of anything motherly! I have no motherly instincts! I'm a failure! *Looks at her with wide, wet eyes.* 

BWhitlock: *slinks closer, touching her shoulder* You'll be a great mom. You took care of me, remember? You can join a moms group, if you want. And I'll be there...as long as you want me. And Carter loves you, and you guys will be a great family!

Leah: *Pulls her closer, not really noticing the smell* I am so sorry Bella. I would never hurt you -or- Jasper, I swear. I was such a bitch to you and you don't deserve that.

BWhitlock: *shrugs* It's your nature, I get it. Just...know he takes care of me, okay? he loves me.

Leah: So he's taking care of you? You're good?

BWhitlock: *smiles* So good. I've never been better. What we have....I've never felt anything like it. It's like we revolve around each other, Leah.

Leah: *Grins* That's great, I'm happy for you.

BWhitlock: I am too. For you. Are we...are we good?

Leah: *Nods* Yeah, we're good. I missed you.

BWhitlock: You have no idea how much I've missed you. Everything happened so fast...with Peter, than with me...it's been crazy.

Leah: It really did. Do you guys still go to the club every night?

BWhitlock: Um....*scrunches up my face* We kind of can't. Me and Peter...around a lot of people....is not such a good thing.

Leah: Oh...yeah, the whole, vampire thing..? What's your -diet- like?

BWhitlock: *nods* Yeah. Too many people...it's hard. *looks away* Peter hunts animals...

Leah: *Looks at her worried* And you?

BWhitlock: *bites my lip, afraid this will make things bad again* Only...only the bad people.

Leah: Oh... so you...kill? Why can't you do what peter does?

BWhitlock: *looks away, chewing my lower lip* It's just...it's so gross. And it doesn't...it doesn't make me feel the same! I still feel crazy and...Dangerous. But when...it's the other way, I can feel normal, and I'm safer to be around...I just don't like being out of control.

Leah: And killing isn't out of control?

BWhitlock: Not like that. It was like...I couldn't get a handle on my emotions, and I was just...-so- hungry. I tried it, I really did. And maybe...when I'm older, I'll try again. You didn't see me at first. It was bad.

Leah: But you're killing people.

BWhitlock: Bad people. I know what you're thinking...I do. Just...I can't explain it! *pleads with you*

Leah: But what if that bad person was going to save the world?!

BWhitlock: *tilts my head* Rapists and murderers, Leah.

Leah: Maybe they murdered a guy who was planning on bombing the president?!

BWhitlock: *gives you a look* You know what I mean. These people are bad. We came up on some...once...hurting a girl. Bad. Leah...please....just...​I don't want you to hate me for this.

Leah: *shakes my head* I'm not sure what I think... I want you to know my kid but I don't want to be afraid of you hurting him. Can I give you a call once I've processed this? I don't want to fight...

BWhitlock: Of course. And seriously...I won't hurt your baby. I don't want to hurt you, not at all. And the baby...will smell like you. How about this: before you let me see the baby, you can bring me like...a blanket or some clothes that smell like him. And I'll tell you what it makes me feel.

Leah: *Nods, turning away* ok. I'll call you.

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

CharM: *paces, looking down at my feet and watching the way my toes seem to disappear in the fluffy, thick carpet of my bedroom*

Edward: *wanders around. since Jo's extra busy with work he's trying to let her be as much as possible... which means his feet lead him toward Char's room and soon he's let himself into her room and over to sit on her bed before laying down and watching her pace*

CharM: *smells Edward, but is too lost in my own mind* Peter...*shakes head, glaring at my toes, thinking I should add some nail polish or something, all the white is creeping me out* Fuck! :::Why did he kiss me? Why did it feel so good? Where is he now?:: *grumbles and growls in frustration* :::I shouldn't fucking care where he is...Right? So we kissed. That doesn't have to mean anything.:: *stops in front of the wall and bangs head against it, wondering if it'll help because humans do it often* Fuck!

CharM: *gapes at the hole that's now in the wall and shakes out my hair to get rid of the plaster*

Edward: *gets a delighted look that grows more and more happy at Char's thoughts. he's hoping this will help push her over the brink into the world of realization so that she can be happy again instead of a confused, miserable wreck...the sound of breaking plaster brings his focus back onto Charlotte and he blinks as she shakes plaster out of her hair* Char-sweety... You do know that the wall didn't do anything to you, right?

CharM: *looks sheepish at Edward's word, shaking my head* I just thought... *shrugs, walking over to the bed and plopping down at the end, near Edward's feet* I'm so stupid.

Edward: Sometimes, yes. *his tone is still teasing and he gently nudges her thigh with his toes* What are you stupid about right now, though?

CharM: *grabs Edward foot, tickling underneath it* I should have left. I should have never walked in there naked. I don't know... *trails off*

Edward: *laughs softly, quickly pulling his foot from Char's grasp and moving around to wrap his arms around her waist, knocking her over backwards onto the bed and resting his head on her stomach. he looks up at her, still smiling* Tell me exactly what happened...With your own pretty words, from your own pretty mouth. *he watches her lips, still smiling*

CharM: *sighs heavily, rolling my eyes at the second use of the word 'pretty' and running my hands through Edward's hair* So I was taking a shower, right? *bites lip* Stupid little me, forgot to check if everything was there before stepping in, so when I reached for the shampoo, I couldn't find it. *looks down at Edward* When I opened my eyes, I saw the empty bottle in the bin and thought I could quickly get one from my old bathroom. *shakes head* I checked the hallway and seeing no one, I ran for the bathroom,...naked. *groans in embarrassment* Just as I had taken a new bottle, Peter walked in...Fucking naked as the day he was born. Well, slightly more developed, but yeah... *gnaws on my lip more nervously* We just stared, you know? But then all of the sudden, he came for me and he fucking kissed me! *sighs, watching my hands in Edward's hair as if they hold the answer* Somehow I started kissing him back, but as soon as I knew what I was doing I pulled back. But fuck! He tasted so good and...I don't know, the kiss was so strange...so powerful in a way. *whispers* I've never been kissed like that before. *tries to hide my face* Then he did it again! And...and all the time I just thought...if I would move just a little bit, lift my hips, I would have had him inside of me. *tugs at Edward's hair in frustration* But then we stopped and I felt so weird. I...I...I don't belong to Peter like that. He's my Childe! It's just my venom or something...Right?

Edward: *looks more and more gleeful as Char's tale develops...but then he's almost smacking himself upside the head when she reveals she didn't sleep with Peter and she still doesn't know what's going on. it just feels like a 'D'oh!' moment to him. he huffs softly, glancing heavenward as if to ask "Why are you doing this?" of the Almighty and then reaches for a lock of Char's hair* Well, first of all... If you were enjoying it, why did you stop? Was it a mutual stopping or did you panic? Secondly... Why is it wrong to feel something about the one you turned? *furrows his brow on that one, because Duh! Just look at how far they went and he's her sire...*

CharM: *thinks, licking my lips and peering at Edward from the corner of my eye* We both stopped and Peter rushed out of the bathroom as if I had the Plague and we were still human. Then I just felt confused and weird. Hell, I even poured a whole bottle of shampoo on my head without knowing it. *finally turns face back to Edward and looks thoughtful* I don't know. I guess...I just assumed that our attraction was because of the venom, because we sure as hell weren't mates. So why would it be different with Peter?

Edward: *chuckles slightly at the mental image of Char dazedly and confusedly pouring a whole bottle of shampoo into her hair...but then she says that thing. the thing that she should never, ever fucking even think... and he actually responds on instinct without any knowledge of what he's about to do. he smacks her! not hard, but right on the forehead.* Think damnit! Think! *he then sits up, looking stunned at his own action and ready to blurt out an apology at any moment*

CharM: *stares blankly at Edward, rubbing my forehead even though it doesn't really hurt*

Edward: I'm sorry I did that Char... *pauses, thinking about it* No, you know what... I'm not sorry! Its like you're in denial or something! Christ! *he moves to straddle her hips, hovering over her with a hand on either side of her head* Venom gives us a connection yes... But not that kind of connection. And you know what? The most perfectly -mated- couple I've ever met until recently is that between a sire and his childe. Carlisle and Esme! But Carlisle is my sire as well and I sure as hell never felt attracted to him! And you know I do go for guys, so being the same gender isn't part of the mix... So why would what we have be part of our venom connection?

CharM: *shakes my head, because it's not possible that Peter and I are mated* :::We wouldn't have stopped. He would have claimed me...Right?::: *looks into Edward's eyes, the fire in them surprising me as he talks about venom not having an impact on attraction* :::If Peter were my mate, I wouldn't be able to kiss Edward...Right?::: *moves head up and grabs the back of Edward's neck, pulling him closer, crushing my lips to his*

Edward: *isn't surprised by any of Charlotte's confused or curious thoughts. he is slightly surprised that she thinks she wouldn't be able to kiss someone other than her mate though. has she not met his ex? the vampire bitch that actively dates/sleeps with/marries others while having a mate? but then Char's pulling him into a kiss and, as he always has, he falls into the business of kissing her with the enthusiasm of a teenager for the girl that took his virginity...then continued to put out after! And damn does he still love her!*

CharM: *digs nails into his neck, forcing him even closer to me and desperately trying to feel the lust and need, he always provoked before. Feels it's still there, but dulled somehow and growls in Edward's mouth, lifting my hands to his hair and tugging, clenching my eyes shut*

Edward: *hears the frustration building in Char's thoughts and doubles his efforts to inspire something in her, knowing she'd tell he was trying. he considers other ways to bring it to the fore, the change in their relationship. he doesn't want to, but he knows it would be a good way to show her how things have changed and he moves one of his hands from next to her head to her hip, letting it slide up her side, outside of her shirt, to cup her breast. his thumb grazes over her nipple through the material of her clothing*

CharM: *gasps, feeling my body react to his touch as my nipple puckers, but my mind doesn't want to co-operate, groans, keeping my eyes shut tight and picturing several things to get myself more in the game, various positions remain ineffective and I threaten to give up, something pinches my nipple and Peter's face floods into my mind, moaning I buck up against Peter* :::Wait, Edward...no Peter...:::: FUCK! *pushes Edward off me, jumping up from the bed and moving to stand against the wall furthest away from Edward, breathing heavily and nearly chocking on the words* I...can't.

Edward: *lays face down on the bed where he landed when Charlotte pushed him off. he's torn between the desire to stand up and yell "See!" at her and the desire to dry hump the fucking mattress because even though she's found her mate, he hasn't and damned if he doesn't have a boner from hell right now. he settles for chuckling weakly* I know.

CharM: *feels bad for not coming through for Edward, but can't focus on that right now, because Peter is my mate and I just got hit in the face with that fact, in the most screwed up way possible* Thank you. *feels obliged to thank Edward for opening my eyes* and...um...sorry. *points at the tent in his pants*

Special Agent Peterpire: *Stares blindly as he -sees- Char shove Edward away* Uh....should...I be upset? I'm kind of upset. Like...rip of body parts upset....*feels himself growl, and frown.* I kind of want to kill you right now, Daddy E.

BWhitlock: *stands up off the bed, hearing a commotion, before bouncing out of the door and down to the room where I hear Peter, Char and Edward. Turning the knob and popping inside*

Edward: *isn't too upset about the Char thing, so he waves off her apology...but then Peter's there and... yeah, he admits his flight instinct just kicked in slightly. but instead he sits up, looking at Peter with a bewildered expression* Daddy E? *that's the first time he's ever heard that!*

Special Agent Peterpire: *waits for an answer, getting none. He growls again...itching to rip into Edward. He's pretty sure he shouldn't though* Uh...do you...want me to leave you two alone?

CharM: *whips head around at the sound of Peter's voice, blinking and wondering how much he has heard, looks over at Edward, but then someone else enters the room and I groan at the sight of Bella* :::This is going to get ugly:::

BWhitlock: *watches with polite interest for a moment before turning to Peter.* Dude. Smell the coffee. I think Char's your mate. *is tired of waiting, not having Edwards patience*

Special Agent Peterpire: *Rolls his eyes. Go figure that's all Edward would acknowledge* You're the big Papa here. What with all these newborns running around. With uh...all that new born. *twitch* rage. Seriously, I want to kill you....what? *turns to Bella.* What?

Special Agent Peterpire: *Looks back to Char* .....What?

BWhitlock: *wiggles my fingers at Peter, grinning*

CharM: *looks down at the ground, because the cat's out of the bag and Peter doesn't seem to believe it with all the What's he's spouting* Um...

BWhitlock: I thought you had it figured out the other day. Then again, Jasper and I had to sleep with one another to figure it out.

Edward: *scoffs at Bella* Ha! I just got Char to figure it out for herself and you can't let Peter reach the same conclusion?!

BWhitlock: *rolls my eyes* You have more patience than me, Ed.

CharM: That reminds me. *turns towards Edward, crossing my arms and narrowing my eyes* How long have you known?

BWhitlock: *snickers*

Special Agent Peterpire: *stares blankly ahead, still a bit stunned* That....that really explains a lot.

BWhitlock: *pirouettes around the room* Now you know! *claps*

Edward: *looks at Char and answers honestly* The very first day you saw Peter in his bar... That's why I stopped having sex with you. *shrugs, not minding saying it out loud now...though there was that one time...But considering Peter had his face in Jo's ass that time, he's not going to bring it up to anyone*

CharM: *inches closer to Peter, wanting to comfort or help him in some way, but not knowing how he'd react to that with the big bomb that's been dropped on him and so I just glare at Edward instead*

BWhitlock: I totally kept the secret mostly. Until now. Mostly.

CharM: *moves faster than usual and smacks Edward up the head* And you couldn't just tell me something...Anything?! I was a mess for months!

Special Agent Peterpire: *Frowns* You stopped having sex with her because of me?

Edward: *winces, hissing at the smack and automatically moving to rub the spot* Ow! Geeze! You know I couldn't tell you. Christ, you scared him enough as a human without knowing! *looks at Peter* Of course I did.

BWhitlock: *crosses my legs and sits on the floor* Did the same thing with me. Once Jasper took a hint.

Special Agent Peterpire: *Furrows his brow...not quite frowning* Uh...thank you, I guess. It makes me not want you dead, so there is that.

CharM: *bites lip, because it's true. I did scare Peter, but he made me a fumbling fool and I thought there was something wrong with me for being cut off so abruptly* So you couldn't fake a disease or something? Vampire genitalia disorder? Whatever!

BWhitlock: *laughs and falls over*

Edward: *laughs softly at Peter's thanking him* You're welcome, Peter... I guess. *he's smirking during the guess part*

Special Agent Peterpire: *Snorts* You did act like a bubbling little highschooler around me back then.

BWhitlock: *lifts my head up, hops up and goes to sit next to Edward*

CharM: Yes, not my proudest moments. *wrings hands at the memory of my behavior back then*

Special Agent Peterpire: *shrugs* I did try to shoot you. That wasn't my shining moment either, so you know...we're probably even, or something. I'm still sorry about that...you know. Shooting you thing.

CharM: I'm not. *looks into Peter's eyes and holding his gaze* You wouldn't be here if you didn't.

Edward: While we're discussing moments here... *he decides to get everything out right away... after all, he told Jo he would* Charlotte... There's something I have to tell you. *he pauses for a moment* I asked Jo to marry me. Would you be my Best Woman at the wedding?

Special Agent Peterpire: *Smiles at that* Well, there is that. And even if I'm still blind, being a vampire is kind of cool I can see way more then I could when I was human.

CharM: *blinks, whipping my head around in surprise* And you were going to... *shakes head and smoothens out my face* Of course, Edward. It would be an honor. *smiles brightly, praying silently that they are not going to force me into some pink, frilly dress*

BWhitlock: *grins again, having already known this as well*

Special Agent Peterpire: *Looks away, wondering when Char's going to realize she's the last to know*

BWhitlock: So...*trails off*

CharM: *takes Peter's hand* That's good, Peter. I wish I could see how you see, just once. *squeezes his hand, before turning back to Edward* Tell me more about this wedding. When is it?

Special Agent Peterpire: *lets his fingers link between Chars, wondering when the last time he'd some something a simple as holding hands. It's a sad thought, so he shrugs it off.* And where? Do we get to leave the fucking house?

Edward: *makes a face at Bella, ruffling her hair up since she's a big blabbermouth and he's really rather amazed she hadn't already spilled to Char. he gives Char a wry smile to her unfinished thought and waggles his brows at her. he would give her a dirty look, but he's aware that Peter would just -know- and thus doesn't risk his life anymore today* I think two weeks should be enough time to finalize the arrangements. We don't want to draw things out. *then looks around at the gathered, the recently realized mated couple and the woman who also has a mate waiting for her* Jo isn't my mate. *he informs them* Just for the record. But when we were in Italy recently, Marcus used his gift to see our bond and he says that it's more like we're one person split into two bodies instead of a mated couple.

BWhitlock: I got to leave the house alone yesterday. Oh crap! *covers my mouth, rushes on* so two weeks. sweet

Edward: We haven't decided on a location yet... And you know, Peter... Technically you should be considering Char your parental figure. After all, she's the hundred year old that turned you. *teases, cause he's still a bit sulky over the 'Daddy E' comment*

Edward: *stares at Bella* Like Jasper's the one that should be taking care of you.

Special Agent Peterpire: *grimaces* She can't be my girlfriend and my mother too, dude. That’s sick.

BWhitlock: I did fine. Ran into someone. *waves it off*

CharM: *gasps, swerving around and staring long and hard at Peter, before squeaking* You want me to be your...Girlfriend!??

Special Agent Peterpire: *Frowns, shifting awkwardly* Uh...I mean, doesn't that pretty much come with the mate territory? *Feels slightly alarmed* You don't want me to look at you like a mom do you?

BWhitlock: *coughs*

Edward: *thinks to Bella, watching Char and Peter* ::Do you think he knows she really was turned as a teenager?:: *then he snorts at Peter's question*

BWhitlock: *thinks to Edward* :::nope. I sure don't. ::::

CharM: No! *shakes head a little too fast, stopping suddenly and biting my lip* I've never had a...Of course, I had Edward, as companion. But, I've never been anyone's girlfriend before.

Special Agent Peterpire: Really? What did you consider yourself when with Edward? *Grimaces instantly, really not wanting to know.* I mean, you don't have to answer that. It's just strange is all. You've been around for a while, yeah?

Edward: *leans over to whisper to Bella, knowing it would be loud enough for Peter and Char to hear* I think we should dress Peter up as a businessman and then get Char in a Catholic school girl uniform... Then they'd look so perfect for their physical ages when together. *clears his throat* Charlotte and I were companions... And fuck buddies.

BWhitlock: *chuckles at Edwards words, nodding* I agree. Can we take pictures?

Edward: *nods at Bella* Get them down in the Cathedral room too... And take a video camera, just in case.

CharM: *punches Edward in the arm* Can't you be a little bit more...eloquent? We consorted, but were never an exclusive item. *glares at Edward briefly*

CharM: *ignores the school uniform remark, because that brings back too many memories*

BWhitlock: *claps*

Edward: *looks incredulously at Char before thinking to her* ::Considering I almost told him that I was your Dom and you were my sub, I think fuck buddies is better!::

BWhitlock: Consorted? *laughs*

BWhitlock: Doesn't matter about what they were, Pete. Don't dwell on it-ask Jasper. Still drives him nuts.

CharM: *breath hitches at the mere though* :::Don't ever tell him that again. I know you did before, but he doesn't need to be confronted with that side of us.::: *grins at Bella* It's better than the one Edward used. And sorry, I'm old. 

BWhitlock: True. You totally are. *grins brightly*

Edward: *laughs at Char* I'm older than you and I used it.

BWhitlock: Also true.

CharM: Yeah, well you're perpetually seventeen. Your head's trapped in the gutter. *rolls eyes, but can't keep the smirk off my face*

Special Agent Peterpire: *Frowns* How old are you Charlotte?

CharM: I was changed a little under ninety years ago. So that would make me about hundred. *answers flippantly, shrugging*

Special Agent Peterpire: *Grimaces at Edwards blasé talk of Charlotte and his previous relation ship* Really, how old are you? Do I look like a total creeper? Oh my god, I'm physically older then all of you.

Special Agent Peterpire: *Stares at Char* Physically, woman! Tell me you don't look like a catholic school girl to my creeper businessman.

BWhitlock: *laughs loudly* You're not a creeper. You're very...debonair Pete.

CharM: *takes Peter's chin, looking into those special, beautiful filmy eyes* No, you don't look like a creeper. I can pass for younger as well as older. It's unbelievable what hair, make up and clothing can do. *presses lips gently to his, shhing him*

Special Agent Peterpire: *smiles into the kiss, but refuses to be distracted* How old were you when you were changed? I'm twenty eight. You're....not anywhere near that, are you?

CharM: *grimaces* Didn't you ever learn? It's impolite to ask a woman her age.

BWhitlock: *groans*

Special Agent Peterpire: *snorts* I think if you can tell me your one hundred, you can tell me if your.....twenty? *He hedges*

BWhitlock: I'm older than Jasper. It's all good, Pete.

CharM: *sighs defeated* I was out on my nineteenth birthday, on my first date with a man, when Edward saved me. *looks at the ground*

Edward: *talks to Bella while Peter and Char have their moment* I'm glad Jasper was turned before I was... It doesn't make me feel weird for being physically youngest if someone is technically older.

Special Agent Peterpire: *Feels his mouth drop open* Oh my god, I am a creeper.

BWhitlock: So he's the oldest one here? Nice. I like a man with experience.

CharM: *puts both hands on Peter's face* Listen to me. You are not a creeper! *growls in warning* And I don't ever want to hear that again. Besides age doesn't matter. If it did, I would have to date corpses.

Special Agent Peterpire: *snickers* We are corpses.

Edward: *nods to Bella* I'm not sure of his exact age, because he doesn't think often of his past and I usually don't read minds here in the building... But I've seen civil war uniforms in some of his memories.

BWhitlock: *tilts my head* He promises to tell me about his past. It's hard for him, whatever happened to him. I don't push.

CharM: *grins*

