Bad Ass Bella: *heads to the fridge, getting out a bottle of water and heading to where Peter is still sitting, untying his hands and handing it to him as I stand with my arms crossed*

PrivatePeter: *He takes the bottle of water, but knows any kind of escape attempt would be in vain* What do I have to do to get out of here? Fake ID's? Passports? I can find people, anything. Give me something to work with here!

Edward: *suddenly bursts in through the door, hands in fists over his head and bounces around like a psycho cheerleader on crack. when he finally stops he announces* I got rid of his phone. Took me half the day to find a good spot to stash it. *gives Peter an apologetic look but figures he'll get over it or eventually get it back*

Bad Ass Bella: *thinks this over, letting my eyes roam Peter's face* listen. If I let you out, what are you gonna do? *wonders if I could have him track down some of Edward’s family, shifters*

PrivatePeter: *rolls his eyes* What am I going to do? Sure I have you on tape doing some seriously fucked up shit, but what is that going to lead too? Dude. I'm a damned good PI, but I'm also a stoner, and my cred with the cops ain't the best. I can't connect you to the damn murders. There isn't shit I can do.

Bad Ass Bella: *narrows my eyes* How do I know you won't come after me? Not that you could...

PrivatePeter: *shrugs* Exactly. I am but a mere mortal. Whatever could I do to you?

Edward: *looks back and forth between Peter and Bella before sighing softly and wandering into the kitchen without another word to either of them*

PrivatePeter: ::::where the hell is jasper? ass hat. some one should have checked the cameras:::: Although, you know, I could be microchipped.

Bad Ass Bella: Saying things like that isn't helping the 'not killing you' case, just so you know. Listen...I may…be willing to bargain.

PrivatePeter: *Raises a brow* Oh really? What do you have for me?

Bad Ass Bella: You say you can find people? *circles him, coming closer*

PrivatePeter: *blinks, feeling oddly like prey* Almost anyone. I haven't come across any one I couldn't find. Hell, I found you in under a minute with only a phone number. You ever hack t-mobiles service in under a minute? I didn't think so.

Bad Ass Bella: *bends down to where I'm level with him* Okay. If I give you Edward’s... old name, do you think you can find some relatives? Some like -him-?

PrivatePeter: *nods sharply* Can you give me a relative area? Like...Midwest? I'm not asking for much. And speaking of him, what the fuck is he, because I know a dude who's mentally married to fucked up shit like you guys. *He blinks again, his mind connecting long-shot dots* The hellhound. Is he the hellhound? Is he like...a shape shifter or something?

Edward: *frowns, leaning against the doorframe of the kitchen... he's frowning at Bella* And what if I don't want him to find others like me? What if I'm happy the way things are?

Bad Ass Bella: *sighs* Edward...I'm not asking you to go after them. But wouldn't it be nice to at least know if they're out there? It's your call, I'd never do anything that would upset you-you know that. *turns back to Peter* I knew you were a smart one.

Edward: No, I don't particularly think it would be nice at all. *shakes slightly, thinking about it* We've been all over the country for a long time, Bella. I'd think if they wanted me to know about them, they'd have found us by now and said something.

PrivatePeter: *Nods, understanding* What if...what if I found another one like you? A loaner. It's a long shot, but I have contacts.

PrivatePeter: *frowns* Bobby mentioned....look, I don't know if it means anything, but Bobby really likes shape shifter lore. Maybe more then Zombie lore and Werewolf lore combined. He's....well. He's talked about things.

Bad Ass Bella: *looks to Edward softly* Did you ever think that perhaps they thought you perished with your parents? *sighs again and turns back to Peter* No. I don't want any others, just Edward. I love him. Listen...what are the odds that if I let you go, you forget this ever happened?

Bad Ass Bella: *tilts my head* has he now?

PrivatePeter: *snorts* Yeah, but you won't ever find him. Not even -I- can find him. He's the exception to my anybody. He's like me times ten. But yeah, he's talked some talk. No one listens to him of course, just like no one would listen to me. But I'm starting to wonder what the is and isn't true. Like...werewolves? He talks some serious shit about werewolves *is suddenly childishly delighted* Dude are werewolves real?!

Edward: My scent was all over that place, Bella. Even stronger after I changed. If they can't tell my scent is still wandering around, then they aren't like me. *still looks pissy, but hearing Bella tell Peter that she loves him makes him feel a lot better and less like she's trying to find people to pawn him off to*

Bad Ass Bella: *quirks a brow* Yeah, they are. Most of them are bastards. And you didn't answer my question. If I let you go, am I going to have to come after you and kill you? *huffs at Edward* I would never pawn you off, you're my life. If you say no, then it's no. We won't look for them.

PrivatePeter: *Frowns because that’s a rather loaded question now isn't it?* What would give you cause to come after me and kill me? *he asks primly, if not a little mockingly. Just a little, he can't help it. He's tied to a fucking chair*

Bad Ass Bella: You go around telling people you were kidnapped by a vampire named Bella. It's not so much me I worry about, but I wont' have anyone coming after him. And hey...*thinks* You keep it quiet, maybe I could help you out. I've got some mad skills, if you hadn't noticed.

PrivatePeter: *snorts* I'm not sure how I can maximize on super speed and strength you know. I'm five foot eleven and I weigh like 180 pounds. The extent of my strength is whatever is used to relocate dead potted plants. They are totally heavier then they look.

Bad Ass Bella: Yeah, but I can get in to places that normal people can't. I have no finger prints. and I could carry your fucking building if I wanted.

Edward: *raises a brow at Peter's simple minded view on what kind of skills Bella spoke of* ::He doesn't realize you've been answering thoughts from time to time and can thus, read minds...:: And I can sit right in a room with someone and not be seen as a spy. *crosses his arms, rather amused, but also kind of guilty over reminding Peter about his time as 'Peen'*

Bad Ass Bella: You're absolutely right Edward, he's missed that key point about me.

PrivatePeter: *Narrows his eyes thing* The question thing. It's...I've noticed....but I don't know what to make of it. *It's out of his current mind scope to consider mind reading, but given enough time, he would have figured it out. It's stress okay? He would have figured it out. He would have. Stop looking at me that way, I'm just the narrator* It's weird. And...where exactly would you want to carry me? Did you have some place in mind?

Bad Ass Bella: Let's play a game. I want you to just...think a random sentence, okay? And...listen. I really think we could help each other out here. How many other PIs have a vampire and a shifter on staff? Hmm?

Edward: *has a brief fantasy of he and Bella sneaking Peter into the Pentagon and nuking Italy... he's been around Bella enough to know about the Volturi by now*

PrivatePeter: ::::how many people find out a dick's been rubbing on there sister for a week. dude, he followed her into the bathroom. mother fucker----:::: This is true. But you know....you scared the fuck out of my partner. I'm going to have to give him back his pot because of the trauma.

Bad Ass Bella: In my brothers defense, your sister was rather relentless. As for him following her into the bathroom? *shrugs* He's a man. Give him credit. *laughs* Oh, Jasper. He's not as brave as you, but he's very easy on the eyes. Think of it Peter. Imagine what we could do together.

Edward: I certainly am... We could get into Hef's mansion! *gets a glazed over look*

PrivatePeter: *blinks once, twice, and then curses* Jesus Kentucky Fried Christ on cracker, you can read my fucking mind!? Can he read my fucking mind!?*points to Edward* My mind...is....is it a scary place? I bet it's a scary place. Think I could make you dizzy? I have some pretty wicked thought processes. Did you know Jasper has a photographic memory?

Bad Ass Bella: Some of us are gifted. It's my gift, and no, he can't. And yes, I know Jasper has a photographic memory. When his thoughts weren't hazed with pot, they were quite clear and interesting. He replays girl on girl porn a lot when he's alone.

PrivatePeter: *snorts* Yeah, and when he's not alone as well. But that’s more him playing it on his blackberry. You ever try to drive while there is double-ended-dildo action going on about half a foot away? It's distracting. 

Bad Ass Bella: Can't say that I have. Although my little brother here is into some wicked stuff. *winks at Edward* So...what do you think. A vampire mind reader and a shifter. 

Edward: *blushes when Bella mentions the stuff and slinks back into the kitchen where he promptly starts cooking the food he had set out earlier. it isn't long before the smells of a gourmet meal, aka steak strips, peppers and onions for fajitas, fill the place up*

PrivatePeter: *makes a put upon sigh* Well, I'll have to talk to my partner. And my sister! They both have to know. Leah may look like a ditz, but she's one of the fastest encrypters I've seen. She could work on her decoding, but we all strive to better ourselves.

Bad Ass Bella: Then I will bring them to you. *nods* Won't make it that easy for you. *smirks*

Edward: *calls from the kitchen* I could get Leah!

Bad Ass Bella: What are you going to tell her, Edward? "Oh hey, I was the cat that felt you up"?

Edward: *sticks his head out of the kitchen to give Bella a raspberry* I was thinking of playing the suave stranger to talk her back here... Or trying the "Timmy's trapped in the well" thing as the cat.

Bad Ass Bella: *laughs* Oh man, I think I may want to see that. Jasper will come when I tell him I've got Peter. I hope he doesn't cry.

Edward: Is he still gonna want to sleep with you after you've finished emasculating him? *wonders, going to finish cooking and then bringing out food for Peter and himself... of course his serving is about ten times the size of Peter's...*

Bad Ass Bella: *shrugs* It's going to take some sweet talk on my part. *grins* He thinks I'm hot though.

Edward: I think you're hot, but that doesn't mean I'd ever want to sleep with you. *shudders just thinking about it... and decides he needs to bleach his brain out asap*

Bad Ass Bella: *cringes* Back at you. You're very pleasing to the eye, but...yeah, no. Not going to happen. Jasper will like me, I know he will.

Edward: *shudders again before turning sly* I guess its a good thing you look so good then, considering you smell like something that came out of a dog...

Bad Ass Bella: *growls* You're one to talk! humans like the way I smell-I'm sweet. *smirks* You smell like animal.

Edward: I don't smell like animal... I smell rugged and outdoorsy! *huffs* Chicks dig that!

Bad Ass Bella: *raises an eyebrow* dude, my smell is -bait-. People love the way I smell! I'm like fucking candy!

Edward: It just goes to show that you can't even manage to draw in the guys without having to use your venom-given wiles... *teases*

Bad Ass Bella: *scoffs* Are you doubting my ability to pick up men as a woman and not a vampire?

Edward: Of course. It isn't as if you can turn off your lures. *waves his hand in a dismissive gesture*

Bad Ass Bella: *frowns* So what, you want me to just...pretend to be normal? I can wear perfume to cover my scent...

Edward: *looks confused for a second* Why would I want you to pretend to be something you aren't? *reaches out to poke her with his toes* I just think you should wear a t-shirt that says, "Don't let my aroma fool you, I'm really just a big stinker!"

Bad Ass Bella: *purses my lips* Out of the question. It doesn't matter. Maybe I'll get lucky and one day someone will...be okay with the whole blood drinking thing! *laughs*

Edward: *enjoys a mental image of Bella wearing the stinker shirt while he wears one that says "If I'm not human, it isn't cannibalism!" he shakes his head* There's nothing wrong with the blood drinking. Its all in your smell. *actually thinks about how gross Bella smelled when he first got a chance to smell her as a shifter. he's become desensitized to her since then*

Bad Ass Bella: That's a shifter thing. To normal humans, I'm delicious. For real. I'll prove it! I'll show you on Peter later.

Edward: *still looks suspicious since he never got a chance to smell her as a human. all he really remembers of that brief moment was a smell like ammonia and bleach and sugar syrup hitting his nose and then BAM!* Okay. I'm interested in seeing what you can do with someone that you don't immediately plan to kill.

Bad Ass Bella: okay then. Since I have no intentions of killing Peter right now, we'll do it later. I think I've almost got him on our side.

Edward: *nodnods* Good, later then. 

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

Jo: *letting the ball out of my grip I slide my foot back with ease. Having bowled most of my life I sometimes don't even think when I'm in the zone. Turning away I hear the pins drop and smile at Leah* They all went down, didn't they?

SecretaryLeah: *Glowers at the pins* Yes. *Grumbles, going for my ball* I think you're cheating. There's no way you can be winning by so much already! This is our third game!

Edward: *is on the other side of the bowling alley, where the pool tables are. he's commandeered a table and is shooting pool to kill time while listening in to Jo and Leah. he occasionally checks them out, but it isn't his fault... After all, he knows what Leah's boobs feel like and he kind of wonders if they'd feel the same to his human hands. he lowers his gaze back to the table in time to sink yet another ball into a side pocket*

Jo: *I shrug and sit down next to Leah* It's not my fault that I'm talented. I mean it's not like I can kill plants and animals. *I nudge her teasingly* You're good at other things that I suck at. *I look over my shoulder slightly and look towards the pool tables, as I wait for Leah to take her turn* You can do this Leah. Show those pins who's boss. *smiles* Go Leah Pin-Killer!

Leah: *Tries to ignore my best friend, only hitting a total of three pins the entire time* Hey. That cat lived. I think....? *Tries to remember when I last saw peen, walking back to Jo.*

Jo: *thinks about what cat she's talking about* You mean the stray that keeps hanging out at your apartment? *chuckles* I'm sure someone else is taking care of it to make sure that it's living. *smiles* I'm just kidding Le, you know I'm not even near perfect. I mean you get all the guys while I give off creepy geek vibe. *shrugging lightly I stand up and go to bowl again. This time is almost a spare.* See I didn't do well that time.

Leah: Oh come off it Jo. You know you're totally hot. I get the guys because I don't spend 24/7 at work. We should go drinking soon and find you a man! *Notices a guy playing pool across the room* That man is delicious. After our game you should go say hi to him!

Jo: *shakes my head and looks over toward the pool tables again* Yeah, right. I like my job, most of the time. Char makes the workday better. Especially with some of our coworkers. *I shudder slightly and sit down looking away from the guys playing pool* I don't think getting me tipsy is the best way to find me a guy and as for tall dark and mysterious in the corner I'll go say hi to him if you win this game.

Leah: *Whines* You know that's impossible! I'm losing and I have bumpers! I'll hold your hand the whole time you talk to him. *Grins at her patronizingly*

Edward: *gazes over at Jo and Leah again while setting up the balls for another round of pool. he watches them for a bit under the pretext of getting the balls positioned perfectly before putting away the triangle and breaking*

Jo: *sighs* Fine, I'll go talk to him. But only because of the bumpers and the fact that I'm kicking your ass. Now it's your turn to bowl. We only have 2 more frames after this. So the sooner you bowl the sooner I can get this social experiment over with. *pouts playfully in my chair, before trying to sneak a peak at the guy playing pool again.*

Leah: *Smirks triumphantly, picking up my ball and rolling, watching the ball bounce between bumpers before knocking over a singular pin* I've got your back with this. Plus I want to see that hotness up close! *Rolls again, and stares in shock as the ball rolls over the bumper and into the gutter* How is that possible?!

Jo: *smiles* That' is the universe telling you not to mess with your best friend and her horrible luck with guys. *chuckle and go to bowl myself getting a strike. Unfazed by the bowl I turn back to Leah* I'm glad you've got my back cause I don't think I can handle mister mysterious.*picking up my margarita from the dinky bar I down the drink to start building up my courage*

SecretaryLeah: *Rolls for the last time, getting four pins down* I ROCK! *Shouting to Jo my excitement, I get myself a sidecar* He looks like he could handle the two of us. *Looks him up and down, grinning.* Now roll or something so we can go talk to Mr. Yummy.

Jo: *chuckles sadly, knowing I'm probably gonna make an ass of myself. I already feel the alcohol start to take affect I bowl once and only knock over 5 pins. Grumbling I turn back to Leah* You know if you want "Mr. Yummy" all to yourself I can go hang out by the bar. *I use air quotes for Mr. Yummy and then goes to bowl again. It's not that I don't find him attractive or think I might have some shot. Just that it's been quite a while since I've tried anything. I bowl for the last time and only knock over 3 pins. I sigh not getting a spare or a strike and whispers* Time to face my doom.

SecretaryLeah: No, no. He's all yours. Even if he is one of the hottest men I've ever seen. You need to get laid more than me. *Knocks back another drink, coming to stand by Jo* Just don't throw up on him, it's a turn off.

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

Bella: *walks around the chair Peter is in, undoing the knots and yanking the rope away* There. Sorry for keeping you tied up so long, but I had to make sure we were all good. we cool?

PrivatePeter: *Shrugs, ruffling through his pocket, patting each one awkwardly, till he lets out a victorious little grunt* Aha! Bagel. *It's blueberry, a little stale, and also delicious, and he takes a big bite, leaning against a long table* So, you want our help? Jasper and I?

Bella: *tilts my head* That, yes, and I'm offering my help to you. Edward’s as well. He can get in places most of us can't, and with that combined with my mind reading and awesome vampire skills...we could be a great team.

JasperWhitlockP.I.: *fingers tighten on the wheel of the Probe as I drive well over the speed limit toward the little dot on the GPS on Peter's phone. Whoever the fuck Bobby was told me things that made a whole helluva lot of sense* Vampires try to kidnap MY best friend. Y'all got a nother thing comin'. *pats the garlic strapped across my chest, makes sure the stake's still stuck in the pocket of my trench. There's a squirt gun full of holy water I got from that freaked out priest on the passenger seat. The annoying voice on the GPS tells me I'm at my destination. Parks and grabs my squirt gun, rolling out of the car, and running stealthily up to the building. Tries to kick the door down, and when that doesn't work, I push it open, and run through the door, dropping to a slide on my knees, screaming as I pull the trigger on the squirt gun, aiming blindly at the people I see in front of me* I'VE GOT YOU PEEEEEEETTTTTTTTEEEEEEEE​EEERRRRRRRRRRR!

PrivatePeter: *Toes the floor a little, masticating another bite of blueberry bagel, before joking as Jasper bursts in. He sprays the air with bits of bagel, hacking a little* Holy fucking shit!

Bella: *wipes water off my face, putting my hands on my hips* God damn, Jasper, have you heard of knocking?

PrivatePeter: *Holds up his sad, soggy bagel* Jasper! You ruined my bagel! Bro Code number #36! You do not fuck with the food!
JasperWhitlockP.I.: *stops as I'm pulling my stake out, staring up at Bella and Peter* What the fuck? *jumps to my feet looking between the two* You're supposed to be in mortal peril, damn it!

Bella: *lets my eyes look to the stake* I sincerely hope you don't intend on trying that out on me.

PrivatePeter: *Snorts, throwing said soggy bagel at his quasi-brother* Dude, do I look like I'm in mortal peril? I know how you found me, but what the hell is up with the Buffy/Rambo getup? And is that my super soaker! Leah bought that for me for Christmas dude!

JasperWhitlockP.I.: You were kidnapped by a vampire, dude! I had to go all Lost Boys on her ass. *turns to Bella* And yes! I do plan on using this on you! *moves toward her as quick as I can*

Bella: *smirks and widens my arms* Come on then, gorgeous. Be my guest.

JasperWhitlockP.I.: *stops in my tracks at the look on her face* Well.... I can't if you're just going to stand there. *pockets the stake, and turns to look at Peter* You wanna tell me what's going on?

PrivatePeter: *Shrugs* I caught them breaking into the shop dude, and they kidnapped me. The fucking cat! Jasper the cat is a dude, you wouldn't fucking believe it, and he's been rubbing on my sister, for serious. So yeah, they kidnapped me, and bro, you got like no chance in hell of stabbing her with that, she's too damn fast, and she can -read fucking minds- so you'll like get a splinter and she'll see what you really think of her tits. Any ways, we came to a deal. She wants our help dude! Like...like fucking Blade and shit! *breathes*

Bella: *crosses my arms and laughs at his explanation*

JasperWhitlockP.I.: *processes all this in a split second, since I'm still off the drugs* Okay, so fuckin' nasty about the cat. That goddamn thing was in the room with me while I was jacking off once. *glances at Bella* You can read minds, which I don't even want to think about. And just what the hell are we going to be helping you with?

Bella: *ghosts behind Jasper, grinning* Easy. Ignore my messes. And in turn, I'll help you.

PrivatePeter: *Frowns* So we have to be....cool with you nom'ing the shit out of random dudes?

Bella: You don't have to be cool with it. You just have to understand that it's going to happen. I have to eat. *shrugs* and don't try to put me in jail for it, because it won't happen.

JasperWhitlockP.I.: *grimaces over the messes, but nods about her helping us* You have to be more careful about your messes. *frowns at Peter, for some reason, not liking the thought of Bella hunting dudes, then frowns at Bella* You just hunt guys?

Bella: *shakes my head at Jasper* Not all the time. But mostly, yes. I don't have a vendetta against dudes, if that's what you're wondering. But think about it-I can see inside their heads. Sometimes they think about raping little kids. Sometimes they think about their wife that they killed. I...don't like that.

JasperWhitlockP.I.: Then it's not a sex thing? *curses internally when I remember she can hear my thoughts, mumbles* Not-not that I'd care or anything...

PrivatePeter: *Sighs* I think....that I can understand that, to an extent. You aren't killing to kill...but at least your making your food count.

Bella: *licks my lips* No, not a sex thing, sugar. I'm not a succubus. Not that I don't enjoy a good romp...*lets my eyes roam jasper* And thank you Peter, yes. I do. I don't kill respectable citizens. Only the trash. Most of the time.

JasperWhitlockP.I.: *changes the subject, pulling out the stake again* So this thing wouldn't hurt you at all?

Bella: *leans close, puts my lips to jaspers ear* Want to try?

PrivatePeter: *Snorts*

JasperWhitlockP.I.: *is temporarily dazed* Uh... no, that's okay. I don't want to... hurt you or anything.

Bella: Oh baby. I know you're curious, I can tell. Go right ahead. I promise, I'll be fine.

JasperWhitlockP.I.: Uhhh.... okay... *raises the stake* Where do you want me to....

Bella: *pats where my heart is...was...whatever* Right here. Go for the kill.

Bella: *gives Peter a wink*

PrivatePeter: *watches with amused interest. Jasper is such a dumbass sometimes. It's why he loves him.* :::::What if he gets a splinter and bleeds?:::: *he thinks, forcing the thought loudly at Bella*

JasperWhitlockP.I.: *furrows my brow, but my unslakeable curiosity takes over, and I bring the stake down as hard as I can right where she pointed to. The stake shatters, and my fist slams against her chest. Pain shoots up my arm, and I jump back, cradling my fist* Jesus fuck!

Bella: I can control myself, Peter. *feels Jasper move, the stake hits me and shatters, and then his fist. I find myself reaching forward, grabbing for his hand* Let me see.

PrivatePeter: *cackles* You didn't even give him a chance to cop a feel!

Bella: *laughs* All he has to do is ask. *turns back to Jasper* let me see!

JasperWhitlockP.I.: Goddamn it, I think it's broken. *winces as she touches my injured hand*

Bella: *sighs, running my fingers lightly over his hand* We can brace it. I didn't think it would splinter, sorry.

PrivatePeter: ::::he's a total hypochondriac, seriously. He thinks he's allergic to nuts because he choked on one once.::::

Bella: *chokes at Peter's thoughts* really?

JasperWhitlockP.I.: No, it's shattered. Look at it. *her cold hands are very soothing* That actually feels kind of good. Keep doing that.

PrivatePeter: *nods enthusiastically* Oh yeah, he's a total baby. :::this one time, he got a splinter in his ass and made -me- get it out. He totally cried. I think he decided he was allergic to Balsa wood after that:::: Balsa wood, I mean really? What was it doing on his ass?!

Bella: *chuckles and continues, stroking his hand* It's not broken. You'll be fine. *laughs again* He made you get it out?! That's amazing.

JasperWhitlockP.I.: Hey, you could stop talking about me like I'm not here! *grumbles* And I don't wanna talk about it.

PrivatePeter: *snickers* He's a total girl. He even names his plants.

PrivatePeter: ::Oh wait, I did name Jimmy. But he names his plants after girls:::

Bella: Girls? *looks at Jasper* Dare I say you have a lucky lady in your life? *sniffs* I don't -smell- female on you...

JasperWhitlockP.I.: Only the one, but that's just cause she's my baby. *looks up at Bella* No, no lucky ladies for a while now. Why?

Bella: *raises my eyebrows and shrugs* Oh, no reason. Curiosity.

PrivatePeter: :::::Did I mention he's terribly clueless. I bet if you like...leaned in, throw a little boob touch in, he'd whimper::::: *snickers* Betty is the only lady in his life.

Bella: *bites on my lip to keep from laughing* I just might Peter. I just might.

PrivatePeter: :::But you know....he's my bro. And yeah, I'm not so threatening and whatever, but if you hurt him I'll seriously.....::::: I'll fuck up your credit or something. I can do that, you know.

JasperWhitlockP.I.: *looks between to two* Okay, I don't know what the fuck y'all are talking about, but I'd like to go to the hospital and get this *holds my hand up* looked at. Peter, drive me?

Bella: *eyes Peter* I don't have credit. But message sent. Jasper...your hand is fine. Seriously.

PrivatePeter: *Snorts* You are such a woman. Dude, that’s your right hand. Do you really want to go insist that they cast it for unclear reasons, just to placate you? Do you really want to be without your right hand, Jasper?

JasperWhitlockP.I.: *throws Peter a glare* Fine, but I'd at least like some fucking Advil, and I'm going to assume that you *flashes a glance at Bella* Don't have any.

Bella: I do, actually. You forget, my brother is half human. *darts into the kitchen, grabs aspirin and is back with a glass of water before he can blink* Here you go.

PrivatePeter: *riffles through his pockets again, finding what he's looking for in an inside secret pocket he sewed in himself* Dude, here. *Hands Jasper his -special- pipe.*

JasperWhitlockP.I.: *downs some of the pills* The cat's your half brother? *notices what Peter has, and snatches it quick as a flash* I still can't believe you took this... *pulls it toward me, stroking it reverently*

Bella: Yeah. And he's not a cat, he's a shifter. He can be whatever he wants to be.

Bella: And not so much half brother as I killed his family and I was all he had.

PrivatePeter: *snort* You were freaking out the customers. But you know...after this shit, you deserve it. And you did try to save me.

JasperWhitlockP.I.: Wow, that's heavy, Bella. *pulls my lighter out of my pocket, and lights the pipe, taking a single drag* And Pete, I won't smoke as much. I lose my head with this shit. *stuffs the pipe into my pocket*

PrivatePeter: *solemnly nods even though he's grinning* All good things in moderation or whatever.

Bella: *wrinkles my nose* That doesn't make you smell as good Jasper.

PrivatePeter: *slings an arm around Jasper* Yeah, but he's so much funnier high!

Bella: How are his inhibitions? *smirking*

JasperWhitlockP.I.: *eyes Bella up and down, then turns to Peter* I'm hungry. Mexican, let's go get Mexican. Bella? You want to come with us?

PrivatePeter: *Snicker* Yeah, Bella, how do you feel about eating Mexicans?

Bella: *laughs, walking up to Jasper and ripping the garlic away* That's better. I could go. *eyes Peter* But I won't eat.

PrivatePeter: *nods, hiding his grin* What, do you prefer Asian?

JasperWhitlockP.I.: *shrugs one shoulder, reaches out to touch the garlic* How much of the lore is bullshit? And let's go eat. *throws Peter the keys* You drive.

Bella: If I had to pick, I'd pick tall and blonde. *winks* But most of my dinner doesn't fit in the guidelines of attractive.

PrivatePeter: *nods* If you were going to be picky would it be by like...blood type? 

-----Another Day-----

JasperWhitlockP.I.: *lays in bed, groaning as I pull the blankets tighter around myself, but I'm still shivering. Coughs wrack my body and I groan as they pass*

Bella: *was planning on seeing where Jasper and Peter live, following their scents to an apartment. Hearing a cough and groaning coming from inside, finding myself concerned for some reason. Walking in the front door and into the bedroom quickly* Jasper?

JasperWhitlockP.I.: *starts when I hear my name. My throat is raw and sore, so I croak out a response* Bella?

Bella: *ghosts to the side of the bed, a frown on my face* What's happened? *my hands fluttering around his body, not sure why I'm responding like this*

JasperWhitlockP.I.: *frowns up at her, wondering why she seems so worried* I've got the flu, I think. *coughs again* This feels like hell.

Bella: I am...unsure what to do. I'm not used to ill people. What do I do for you? *presses a cool hand against his forehead*

JasperWhitlockP.I.: *groans in a good way* That feels fantastic. Just... keep your hand there. *closes my eyes and sighs*

Bella: *is somehow pleased with his response, thinking quickly as I pull back the covers and crawl in bed beside him, pressing myself against him with my hands on his face* This is better, correct?

JasperWhitlockP.I.: *shoots her a look out of the corner of my eye, grimacing as it causes a spike of pain to shoot through me* Yeah, lots better. *tries to relax against her cold, hard body* What're you doing here anyway?

Bella: I was curious as to where you two lived, in case I needed to find you quickly. I heard you groaning, and thought I'd investigate. *pushes a leg over his, trying to cool his fever* Would you like me to leave?

JasperWhitlockP.I.: *shakes my head quickly* No, don't leave. This feels nice. *presses myself closer to her* It's not too much fun being cooped up in here- gets really boring. Why don't you tell me a story about being a vampire?

Bella: *slips a hand under his shirt to cool his chest* Hmm. So many to choose from. How about...when I was turned. I don't remember who did it, he didn't stick around. My thoughts were that he was looking for food, and I was in the wrong place at the wrong time. Something interrupted him, and I woke up alone. I was...very dangerous there for a while. I did a lot of things I wish I didn't. *sighs*

JasperWhitlockP.I.: *shivers a bit when she touches my chest, but it's a very pleasant shiver* Like what? I mean, we all have done things we regret...

Bella: *rubs soothing circles on his stomach* I was uncontrollable. I ravaged people, no rhyme or reason. I had to learn to take myself away from people for a while, but I still had to feed. I was...*shakes my head* It wasn't good.

JasperWhitlockP.I.: *nods, reaching up to touch her hair in a soothing way, and decides to change the subject* Tell me a funny story, about you and Edward.

Bella: *purrs* Edward's always known I can read minds. But for some reason, when he was young and we were new together, he seemed to think that I couldn't get in his head while he was jacking off. That was a very awkward conversation, me having to explain I didn't want to partake in his fantasies. *starts to rub wider circles*

JasperWhitlockP.I.: *laughs, but it hurts, so I just lay and enjoy her touch* What does it feel like? You know, when you change into a vampire?

Bella: *finds his bellybutton intriguing, circling my fingers around it unconsciously* It's the most painful thing I've ever felt. It's like my entire body was on fire, and it wouldn't stop. It went on for days, until I felt like I was charred. Not pleasant, not at all.

JasperWhitlockP.I.: *my ab muscles clench* It sounds terrible. *rests my cheek against the top of her head, noticing that I'm feeling a bit better* What about sunlight? How can you come out in the sun?

Bella: *enjoys his response, curling myself into him* It is. And..sunlight...Um...I can come out in it, but...not in front of people. *avoids the subject*

JasperWhitlockP.I.: Alright, then. *relaxes completely* I have to admit. I'm feeling a helluva lot better.

JasperWhitlockP.I.: I do think I need some sleep though. *closes my eyes*

Bella: *continues to hold Jasper, noticing he's gone quiet. Tilting my head up to realize he's fallen asleep. Smiling as I close my eyes, relax and listen to his dreams*

