Edward: *strolls down a mostly empty street, popping Cool Ranch Doritos from a bag to his mouth with each step. he's idly looking for his sister so she can read his mind about his attempt to spy out the PI office...but he's not looking too hard. in fact, he's eyeballin' the restaurant down at the next intersection*

Bad Ass Bella: *drops down off of a building, landing in the alley next to where Edward is walking, wondering if he'll notice me*

Edward: *pauses mid-step, wrinkling his nose and brow in confusion. he peers into the bag of chips but doesn't see anything wrong. next he stops and checks around the ground, even lifting his feet up and checking the bottoms of his shoes. still confused, he peers back at a woman he recently walked by and stares at her rather large butt waddling down the road... then he blinks and smacks his forehead before taking a sniff and looking around. eventually he wanders into the alley that Bella is in* Ahh... I recognize my stinky big sis!

Bad Ass Bella: *pops him in the head* I am not stinky. Where have you been?

Edward: I was being starved! And that lady that runs their office has like... A killer touch or something. I feared for my life... *pauses* Though she had nice boobs. *thinks about his view of the time in the office, picturing himself as a dashing, heroic, Viking feline braving the terror of the secretary*

Bad Ass Bella: *rolls my eyes* A bald cat? Really? *shakes my head at the images of the secretary’s boobs* Did you find anything out?

Edward: Hey, they love me... And apparently named me Peen. But I did learn something not so good... *gives her the mental image of peeking out of Peter's coat to see Charlotte who has a sample of vampire venom on her desk having been given it by Peter to study* We need to break into that lab or something...

Bad Ass Bella: Are they there now? We can't let them turn that in. *frowns*

Edward: That was... *thinks* The night before last. *sheepish* I fell asleep in that coat pocket and then I was starving and had to go hunt. *pictures his ninja kitty escape from the office and subsequent hunt*

Bad Ass Bella: You poor thing. Now are you fed enough to go do this now? Because we're running out of time. If we haven't already. And I REALLY don't want to have to kill them all. The blonde one is cute, and he's oblivious. His memory is quite good though, I'd guess to say photographic.

Edward: *nods to Bella, bounding up to the rooftops to lead the way out of town and toward the lab* I think the other one has photographic memory too. That or he has really good intuition. He caught his sister replacing the dead plant twice. And sure I could see how he caught her the second time since she left the receipt out... But I can't figure out what tipped him off to check the first time. *he remembers the scene for Bella's benefit*

Bad Ass Bella: *frowns* They don't act as smart as they are. *follows Edward to the lab* They will be trouble. The blonde one...Jasper is his name. Found me quite attractive. *smirks* I wonder if I should introduce myself to the other?

Edward: *stops just out of human sight range of the lab* ::I wasn't in there long enough to check the security they might have on the place... Can you hear a night watchman?::

PrivatePeter: *tucks himself away behind his desk, fishing his disguised flash disk out of one of his pockets. He slides it into the port, opening up the pictures from the Alley scene. It's the paw print that concerns him, he's never seen anything like it. He scans it, cross checking it with every database he can hack that he thinks relative, as well as any similar cases in the state. On a whim, he sends it to his Conspiracy Specialist, also known as Crazy Nut Job, Bobby.*

Bad Ass Bella: *sniffs and tilts my head to the side, listening* Not in my range, no. Do you think we should leave it? What would come of it-it's not like they document vampire venom. I'd like to get close to that other one for a bit, get inside his head as well.

Edward: We could leave it... Wasn't there a dude a couple decades ago that was studying venom? Would we be able to contact him and see what the rate of decay on it is? If its gonna break down and be useless, we wouldn't have to waste our effort... *ponders* Yeah, you might want to peek into all of their heads.

Bad Ass Bella: *purses my lips* I could make a call. I'm more interested in the...what did you say his name was? Peter?

PrivatePeter: *shoves is hands into the inside pocket, fishing out his pipe, gift from Jasper, and a little bag of Betty. He sparks up, idly wondering if Sherlock Homes was a partaker of the Holy Ganga. He snorts around a mouthful of smoke, before digging in another pocket, and pulling out an entirely different little plastic baggy. It holds the other cotton ball, the one he didn't give Char. He may be a little ADD at times, but he's not stupid. He wasn't tossing all his chickens in one basked with a case like this. He drops it on the desk, over to grab the microscope he'd nicked from MIT off the shelf above the filing cabinets. He goes through the motions, it's been a while. He slices the cotton ball in half, soaking one side in water, and tossing the other back in the bag. Squeegie. Water. Squirt. Slide. The bag gets tucked back into his pocket before he sets the slide under the scope....*

Edward: *nods* Yup. That's his name. *he starts to back away from the perimeter of the lab, keeping his eyes on what he can see of the building as he sniffs the surrounding area* I'll tell you something though, that sister of his is a ditz but she knows some freaky advanced encrypting shit from what I saw. She doesn't seem the type to know that. I don't think I could hack her, but you probably could.

PrivatePeter: *He pulls another, smaller flash drive out of his desk, shoving it into the microscope. He's never seen anything like this. There is definitely trace amounts of blood in the silvery fluid, but it looks as if it's been congealed. He presses the photo button on the side of the scope, and zooms in. The silvery shit has separated from the water, and is corroding the blood, and looks as if it had been for a while. Hell it's...it's almost as if it's corroding the water, were that possible. There's little left of the blood, but it gives him an idea. Rifling through the drawer, he finds a safety pin, pricking his finger with only the customary bout of swear words. He squeezes his finger over the slide, watching his blood drop into the fluid. The reaction is instant, and Peter nearly drops his pipe as the fluid begins to hiss and bubble. He shoves it carefully back under the scope. He's right, it's tearing into the blood cells, bursting them one by one, and burning through the plasma. He snaps pictures at increasing zooms as the fluid dissolves his blood into nothing.* Jesus Kentucky Fried Christ. What the hell is this shit? *The blood seems to be causing the venom to corrode faster, and he snaps pictures till there's nothing left but dry flakes of black and red, much like a very old scab. He leans back in his chair, for a moment before deciding that shit like this deserves another fuckin' bowl.

Bad Ass Bella: A smart group. *bites my lip as we approach the building, listening to the inside* Much smarter than I thought. He kept some of the venom.

PrivatePeter: *He pops both flash cards out, clipping them both on the chain around his neck, before tucking it into his shirt. He feels paranoid, and maybe it's the weed, or maybe it's just him, he gets that way. Dropping the slide into a special box, he hides it in the back of his desk, before returning the scope to the shelf.* Fuck. Where is Jasper when you need him?

Edward: *curses, listening in to what he can... but all he's hearing are swear words and a question.* ::So we kill him?:: *he feels kind of sad, he liked the guy... but his thoughts are firm. he likes his sister more*

Bad Ass Bella: *chews on my lip* I...don't know. You like him...I don't want to kill him. He's a PI right? I want to get close to him, keep an eye on what he thinks the venom is. What's...let's make something up. Something to get inside.

PrivatePeter: *Considers packing up and calling it a day, but instead hacks into Char's email account and changes her last name back to Fischer. He also hacks into her FB account and changes her relationship status. One day, she'll know that they are meant to be.*

PrivatePeter: *he taps out the ashes from his pipe, and tucks it in a pocket, before spraying the air with Lemon Pledge.*

Edward: Missing pet? *curious, cause its easy for him to fake being a pet* Or something more involved?

Bad Ass Bella: I don't think missing pet is good enough. *thinks* That man in the alley. The one I...the one they're onto. He's old enough to be our dad, right?

PrivatePeter: *His email pings with a message from Bobby. The Nut Job is frantic and excited, sending him a fucking gig of goddamn Hell Hound and Werewolf crap, something to do with the paw print. Peter will admit that the similarities are uncanny. But Hell Hound?*What the fuck, Bobby? I was thinking mutant mastiff, not a goddamn Hell Hound. Next thing I know, we'll be getting hand knitted tinfoil hats for Christmas.

Bad Ass Bella: *curses* Shit.

Edward: *actually does a tiny little victory dance... rather like the "Mini-Tribal" in the old movie Bio-Dome while whispering* Demon dog, demon dog!

Bad Ass Bella: *gives him a look* Seriously? You're excited about that? Come on...we're going in.

Edward: I'm not a werewolf, of course I'm excited. I was -trying- for the demon dog story, remember? *bounces slightly, smiling as he follows Bella toward the office door*

PrivatePeter: *Stares at the paw, before grabbing up his cell and calling Bobby. The Nut Job picks up on first ring* Dude. Hell hounds. No, Bobby, I cannot put that in my report. Is there any...look. I'm trying to work with you here. Is there any truth to the myth. It's a fucking myth bobby! But yeah, you know. Is there something true about it? Can you dig for me.... Look, just give me a work up on your goddamn hell hounds and I'll look into them myself. Yeah, no. Not werewolves too. Because it wasn't even a full moon, dipshit.

Bad Ass Bella: *rolls my eyes before smoothing out my face and walking in the door, looking around for Peter and trying to play up the 'sad daughter' look*

Edward: *puts on his serious face as soon as the eye roll is noticed, standing up straight and... trying to decide just what kind of look he's supposed to have in whatever situation Bella has concocted*

Bad Ass Bella: *mouths* follow my lead *to Edward*

PrivatePeter: *hears the doorbell ring* Gotta go, bitch. Got a customer. Later. *Sprays some more Lemon pledge before stepping out into the main lobby are. * Hi there, can I help you? *He asks the pair. There both attractive, what? He's not one to limit himself. Neither one of them are as hot as Char, but it's hard to beat that kind of beauty.* I'm Private Fischer, but you can call me Peter. *holds out hand to...well neither of them. He just holds it out there in the middle.*

Bad Ass Bella: *shakes his hand briefly, trying t downplay the coldness of my skin* Hello, Peter. I'm Bella Swan, this is Edward-he's my brother. You're...a private investigator right?

PrivatePeter: *Smiles* Well, Private's not my first name, if that’s what your asking. *After all, he did introduce himself* But yeah. Why don't you come on back to my office, and we can discuss your situation. *Leads them to his office, hoping the Betty-scent is...at least not as bad.*

Edward: *stares at the brief handshake as if its a complete mystery to him... perhaps he'll go with the 'just bright enough to dress himself story? but it doesn't seem like Peter cares, as he doesn't wait around... he silently laughs, remembering having rubbed his nuts all over the inside of the guy's coat and quickly plasters his serious face back on once in the office*

Bad Ass Bella: *narrows my eyes slightly at his comment as his back is turned, following him into the office* Thanks. I know it's late, but I work days.

PrivatePeter: *Smiles as he sites behind his desk, gesturing to the chairs* That’s fine. I'm spend a lot of time at the office. I was actually working late, it isn't an inconvenience at all. There's almost always some one here between my sis-secretary and my partner. So, what can I do for you? I'm going to assume by the lack of ring, or ring mark on your finger that this isn't a matter of a cheating husband.

Bad Ass Bella: *chuckles* I'm not married, no. It's about our father. He went missing last night, and the police said it's too soon to look for him. But it's not like him to not call or come home. I'm worried.

Edward: ::Our fathers, who art in heaven...:: *random thought while he gives Peter his serious "I'm just stubbornly not gonna cry cause it'll ruin my tough, strong guy image" face*

PrivatePeter: *nods, firing up his computer* Do you mind if I take some notes, it'll help with the process. If you'd rather I wrote them down on paper, that’s fine to. Some people are weird about me staring at a computer screen. It's faster though. Is that okay?

Bad Ass Bella: Whatever is easiest for you, please. I'm not partial. He was...last I heard, at a bar last night.

PrivatePeter: *nods* Do you know what bar? Or at least the area? If not, do you have his plate numbers? I can have them ran, and I can get a personal APB out on his car. *Pauses* Look, I'm going to lay it out for you. Not everything we do here is exactly...legal. Or moral, depending on the day. But if he's out there, we will find him. Now, are you willing to push some limits? I'm not asking you to break the law, and I'm not saying I'm gonna, but I'm going to need some things from you.

Edward: *turns a worried look toward Bella* ::What if he asks for a picture?::

Bad Ass Bella: *reaches out to pat Edwards knee, indicating I've got it taken care of* Listen Peter. *grins, showing my teeth* Everything I do isn't legal either. What do you need?

PrivatePeter: *Grabs a pad of paper, scrawling out a list* Phone number, drivers license number, license plates, car vin number if you have it. E-mail addresses, credit card numbers, last known residence, shoes size, and.....And a blood sample, if you'd be willing. You are his biological daughter, right?

PrivatePeter: *slides paper across the desk*

Bad Ass Bella: No, I'm adopted. *frowns* Sorry. *takes the paper and scribbles down the license plate number, his drivers license number and his address, thanking the heavens that I stole his wallet before Edward disposed of him* I don't have his credit card numbers, but I can get them, I'm sure. Same for his shoe size and vin number. It's not something I normally keep on hand. He was a diabetic, so I always kept a copy of his license in case something happened to him. *also thankful I could tell that from the increase in sugar in his blood*

PrivatePeter: *Nods, smiling wider* Good, good. I was going to ask for his social security and birthday next so I could access his medical records as well, unless you have a copy. Also, can you get me his toothbrush? I've got a girl who could run a DNA test in case, *takes a deep breath* in case your father has already been found. *Give a grim smile* But, before we start talking dark side, we'll check every nook and cranny. If he's out there, Miss Swan, I'll find him.

Bad Ass Bella: Anything strange been going on around here? We're relatively new in town, my brother and I-we moved to be closer to him. And I can get the other information you need, and then drop it by tomorrow?

PrivatePeter: *Nods, pulling open a desk drawer to find a business card that doesn't have stop motion doodles on the back of stick figures blowing up* Here's my card, you can call or e-mail me if you need anything. As for the neighbor hood, Deadwood is fairly quiet, but being near Carthage it has it's incidents. Violence is uncommon, bit there are always exceptions. *Tries to keep his answer honest but vague, there's no use in scaring the girl because of one murder*

Bad Ass Bella: *smiles as I take the card* Thank you. I'll drop by tomorrow. You might want to get some incense to burn in here, just...a hint. *smirks as I stand up*

PrivatePeter: *Laughs* Yeah, well. Like I said, working late. *Can't even muster up the courtesy to look ashamed. He should probably work on his business sense* My uh, partner Jasper...he considers it a side job. You make sure and call me if you think of anything Miss Swan.

Bad Ass Bella: *nods on my way out the door, spinning gracefully* Will do, Peter. *pushing open the door and dragging Edward with me*

Edward: *follows Bella out of the building, having not said a single word to Peter the entire visit.*

Bad Ass Bella: *spins once we're near the alley* Suit up, kitty. Back to the boobalicious secretary for you.

Edward: *sighs* Fine, be that way... *he strips naked after stepping into the alley and hands his clothes over to Bella* But if they don't start feeding me more, they might catch me breaking in and out to get food. *whines before giving his sister a peck on the cheek... and then his form shrinks in on itself as the hairless Sphinx cat takes his place, sauntering back toward the window he had previously escaped from. he takes a moment to shift the location of his smallest toes so that he has opposable thumbs and then breaks back into the office in reverse ninja kitty fashion... there's only a mild clatter from that direction from his speed. and then he's sauntering back through the building, looking for Peter and meowing*

Edward: *absently remembers to adjust the position of his toes back to normal feline configurations*

PrivatePeter: *Gingerly slides the paper his client had written on, rummaging through his kit for the dusting kit. He dusts the entire paper and frowns when he finds only his own easily identifiable fist print where he'd written, and the one scared finger print where he'd slid the paper to her.* What. The. Actual. Fuck. *He stares at the paper. It had become some what standard practice to fingerprint every one involved in the case after Jasper and he had busted a woman stealing her own shit and reporting it to the insurance company. It wasn't uncommon for insurance companies to hire them, nor was it uncommon for the clients to lie. He bags the paper carefully, but not before snapping a shot of the handprint for possible later analysis. It's suspicions, freakishly so. Shit like that doesn't just happen. He makes up a folder for the Swan Case, and drops both it and the paper into the filing cabinet when he hears a noise, one that sounds very much like a cat. He finds Peen dropping through a back window he knows wasn't open* Hmm. Looks like we'll need new locks, little Peen.

Edward: *just stares innocently up at Peter and meows, moving to rub against the human's leg*

PrivatePeter: *Scoops Peen up into his arms* Are you hungry? I bet you are. Come now, lets get you fed...........

