Edward: *sits alone, in the dark, quietly drinking a cappuccino*

Bella: *sniffs and calls* Edward?

Edward: In my room. *staring out his window, watching the darkness outside from the darkness within. there's nothing alive outside, the vampire scent concentrated in the area having driven off even the insects*

Bella: *flits upstairs* Why are you emo?

Edward: *pauses mid-sip of his drink and turns to Bella, furrowing his brow* Emo? Seriously? Can't a guy just sit in the dark from time to time? *he puts on the pout that really hadn't worked for him on her since he was about thirteen but that was a habit anyway* I was debating... I heard a group of highschoolers planning on going out to get drunk in the woods and be idiots tonight. I can't decide if I want to go terrorize them or not. *turns his brooding look back to the window*

Bella: If it will make you happy, I say go for it. I think I'll be checking on Jasper tonight. *frown* I think.

Edward: You think? *turns to look at her, curious* What's up with you two anyway?

Bella: *frowns again* I'm not...nothing. He was ill, I stayed over while he slept to ensure his fever didn't come back.

Edward: *stares at Bella with more than a bit of disbelief, his thoughts racing before he blurts* Holy shit... You care about him!

Bella: I...what?! NO. I most certainly do not! *stands up and flies around the room, pacing much too quickly* He's simply a new business venture, and I was ensuring his safety.

Edward: So if Peter gets sick you're gonna go snuggle up to him until his fever goes down? *watches her slyly, more than just a bit amused at her behavior*

Bella: *looks around* Well...yes. Of course. *scrunches my nose* And it wasn't snuggling! I simply laid next to him. and touched him.

Edward: So why not just give him an ice pack and head home? *curious*

Bella: An ice pack is not nearly as effective as my entire body. I was only there for an hour before he was relaxed and sleeping-an ice pack won't do that. *stubborn*

Edward: *stares at her* So you had your -entire- body pressed against his for three hours while you... Touched him? *he raised his brows high, obviously letting his mind go into the gutter on this matter*

Bella: *growls at Edwards thoughts* It wasn't like that! There was nothing inappropriate about it. I had my legs over his, and my hand on his stomach-near the arteries. To help cool. *purses lips*

Edward: *scoffs* You were totally getting pleasure from it, I bet. And more than just the dubious enjoyment of helping a new business partner.

Bella: *scoffs* No. not at all. *swallows* What does it matter to you anyway? *looks affronted*

Edward: No reason... *turns back toward the window, clearly not buying what she's selling* Just wondering if I could start calling him brother yet or not.

Bella: *hisses* EXCUSE ME?! I do not have feelings for this boy. He's...we just work with him. And it just so happens that he's nice to look at.

Edward: You know... *drawls out* You're getting awfully worked up over this guy...

Bella: Fine then. *narrows eyes* So I don't think he's completely worthless. What does it matter?

Edward: It doesn't. Just wondering if there's gonna be someone around to help distract you if I ever want to bring someone over for the night. *he waggles his brows at her*

Bella: *groans* Okay, that's enough. I'm going to check on him. BECAUSE HE WAS SICK. *glares* Be good. go scare some kids.

Bella: *heads out of the house, a frown on my face as I head towards Jaspers*

Edward: *rolls his eyes and, once he's sure she's out of range, he snickers* She's totally got a thing for him... And then he's diving out of his window, changing into a bat mid-fall and screeching off into the night* 

JasperWhitlockP.I.: *remotes on the TV in my bedroom, then gets up, puts in a porn DVD, then crawls back into bed, after taking my clothes off. Takes myself in hand, and starts stroking myself leisurely*

Bella: *grows closer, not paying attention to the thoughts around me as I approach*

JasperWhitlockP.I.: *groans at all the sensations, keeping my eyes trained on the girl-on-girl action on the screen*

Bella: *doesn't bother knocking because, well, I'm me, instead heading back to the bedroom as I hear a groan, concern etching my features as I push open the door. Taking a moment to realize exactly what's happening* Oh.

JasperWhitlockP.I.: *my eyes shoot up to see Bella standing in the doorway. Let's go of my junk, and tries to pretend like I wasn't doing anything* Uhhh... hi, Bella.

Bella: *just stares, not breathing, walking closer* Um...hi. *eyes darting downward*

JasperWhitlockP.I.: *tries to discreetly wipe my hands on the blanket* What's up?

Bella: *shakes myself out of it, thinking that he is attractive and it -has- been over 50 years since I've gotten any* Uh...Want some help with that?

JasperWhitlockP.I.: *tries to process her words, which is ridiculous* Uhhh... beg pardon?

Bella: *saunters over, standing directly in front of him* I asked...if you wanted some help. *reaches up and slowly touches his face, my eyes locked with his*

JasperWhitlockP.I.: Uhhhh.... sure?

Bella: *crawls onto the bed, tilting my head at him as I move to straddle him over the covers* This doesn't mean anything. *leans my head down, fanning my breath across his face*

JasperWhitlockP.I.: *leans up, brushing my lips across hers* Good.

Bella: *whispers against his lips* You have to tell me if I hurt you. *wraps my arms around his neck, placing my lips against his, gently at first*

JasperWhitlockP.I.: *nods as I move my lips over hers, grasping her hips. The sensation is strange, because her flesh doesn't give under my fingers, moves my already erect cock against whatever it's rubbing up against*

Bella: *pulls away, allowing him to take a breath, yanking my shirt over my head and tossing it in the corner, finding myself glad I forwent the bra* You can be as rough with me as you like.

JasperWhitlockP.I.: *pulls her lips back down to mine, moving my hands to cup her breasts, moving my thumbs over her nipples* I need to be in you. Right. Fucking. Now.

Bella: *growls, flying off the bed and pulling the rest of my clothes off before slinking under the covers, back on top of him* Now, Jasper. *leans my face close, my teeth gently grazing his earlobe*

JasperWhitlockP.I.: *grips her hips, and thrusts up into her* Oh jeezus. *it's such a weird feeling, because she's not warm, but it's an awesome fucking feeling*

Bella: *pulls my lips back in a snarl, my hips immediately picking a pace as I rock back and forth* Fuck me, it's been so fucking long...

JasperWhitlockP.I.: *moans as she takes over, moving my hands up to her tits again, pinching her nipple* Holy fuck, Bella. You feel fucking amazing...

Bella: Shit! *tosses my head back, bouncing, moving slightly quicker than a normal human would* So do you...*bending my head down again to capture his lips*

JasperWhitlockP.I.: *snakes my tongue into her mouth, holding her face to mine. My orgasm is mounting quickly, quicker than normal, and it most likely has something to do with the other worldly hot as fuck chick riding my cock*

Bella: *fifty years is a long time to wait, and I know I'm not gonna last much longer. Curling my body into his, pushing my hips harder* Jesus Fuck, Jasper...I'm gonna fucking come. Come with me...come now...FUCK.

JasperWhitlockP.I.: *her demanding words push me over the edge, and I grunt as my orgasm takes me, holding on to her tightly* Oh holy hell.

Bella: *clenches my eyes tight as my hands fly up to the headboard, snapping it where my hands landed, my orgasm rushing through me, groaning* ohmyfuckingGod. *relaxes as he catches his breath, feeling better than I have in years* Nothing holy about me.

JasperWhitlockP.I.: *slumps back against the bed, looking up at her hands* You broke my headboard.

Bella: Better than your neck. *slides out from under the covers, throwing my clothes on* I'll get you a new one, no big. Thanks for the fuck! You have no idea how long it's been. Really. *practically skips out of the house and back to the cabin*

JasperWhitlockP.I.: *watches her leave*

JasperWhitlockP.I.: Well... that was weird.

Edward: *flutters back into the Swan cabin, landing on the porch and opening the door. he's in an odd form.... one that he had made quite a while ago after a certain movie came out. he had learned relatively early that since his body wasn't confined to one shape that he could pretty much shift into anything he wanted... which included things that could have never possibly existed. which would explain the fact that he currently looks like a flying monkey from the Wizard of Oz! He's even wearing the funny hat and coat like the fake monkeys in the movie. his agile hands easily work the door and he's soon hopping into the house, having yet to return to his human form as he hops up onto a chair and grabs up a pipe. he sticks the unlit pipe in his mouth and lounges in a recliner like a freaky version of Hef*

Bella: *flits onto the porch, my eyes looking over my brother* That's just creepy.

Edward: *shifts back to his human form, taking the trouble to remember to form clothing* I know! Those drunken kids were terrified too! *he chuckles evilly for a moment before stopping mid-chuckle and staring at Bella with an astute gaze* Sooo.... How was Jasper?

Bella: *immediately looks away* He....was fine. Feeling better. *looks off into the distance*

Edward: So.... How good did he feel? *keeps an openly curious look on his face, his thoughts only vaguely on Jasper and what he had looked like the last time he'd talked to the man... then again, he's got a dim memory of seeing Jasper reaching his hand into his pants and sending his brain frantically into his happy place... that's not something he likes to dwell on... he shudders just hinting at thinking about it*

Bella: *twitches a bit* Um...normal good? *wrings my hands, not wanting to come clean*

Edward: Normal good... That's nice to know. *he turns his focus back on to the act of puffing at his unlit pipe... it used to be his father's and he does it as sort of a comfort thing than any desire to actually smoke. absently he adds* I'll be sure to tell him that I'm glad he feels good.

Bella: You are so infuriating. He felt damn good, is that what you want to hear? *flustered*

Edward: *blinks, turning to peer at Bella again* What on earth are you about, woman!?

Bella: You're pulling it out of me! You and your conniving little ways! *throws hands up, knowing I'm off kilter* So what if I had sex with him? Do you know how long it's been for me?!

Edward: *suddenly darts out of the recliner and away from Bella, backing himself against the wall with a disgusted look on his face* Ewww! Sister sex! *he puts his hands over his ears* Ick! I didn't want to hear that! I just wanted to know how Jasper was feeling! Its bad enough I have to -smell- that you haven't washed yet... *gags. he can't remember this situation ever happening before... not in the entire fifty years he's... now that he thinks about it, living with him is probably the reason this situation has never come up before and he feels guilty for having inconvenienced her. he squashes those thoughts before they go far though* Seriously, if you're going to make me smell it, don't make me hear about it!

Bella: *balks* Well shit, Edward! You're right; it's been since I found you! I walked in on him...and I was-you know what? Never mind. You're right. *grumbles* fifty years is a long time. I'll go wash.

Edward: Yeah, you go do that... Thoroughly... Want me to go get you one of those internal feminine cleansing things so you can wash the scent out more thoroughly? *even as he asks, he's retreating up the stairs toward his own room*

Bella: Ew! No! *growls as I dart to the bathroom* That's just gross.

Edward: Think how I feel! *darts into his room, slamming the door and locking it, just for the comfort since locks are moot with them*

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

BWhitlock: *buys Jasper a new headboard, intent on dropping it off soon* 

-----Meanwhile-----

Edward: *a familiar hairless cat strolls through town with no destination in mind. he easily weaves between legs and, at one point, even glances up as he passes between the legs of an attractive woman wearing a business suit and, coincidentally, up her skirt! he chuckles to himself as he prances further down the sidewalk, mentally giving himself five bucks for winning a bet against himself at what she was wearing beneath her suit. he continues down the road, not even paying attention to where he's going except to make certain he doesn't hit anything. at one point he even sits among the feet of the people waiting at a crosswalk and, once the light changes, he trots across with the humans.* 

Edward: *finds himself outside of Char's office and, realizing he most likely isn't going to get to hitch a ride in Peter's coat anymore, he sneaks into the building on his own power... thankfully one of the janitors is really lax about security and he easily slips in a back door when the trash is being taken out. of course, not many are looking for seeming strays when guarding doors... he moves through the halls, finding his way to Char's office by a combination of memory and scent before sliding through the door and darting over to hop up onto her desk*

LabcoatChar: *wraps another napkin around the steaming hot cup of coffee, before walking over to my office, thinking about those tests I conducted and curious as to find out the compounds of the weird substance. Opens the door slowly and moves over to the desk, setting down my cup of coffee and reaching for the button on my screen that will make it light up again. Feels something furry as my hand extends and frowns, ignoring it and sighing when I press the button that casts an eerie glow around the office* Fuck! *curses self as I see the shadow of something on my desk, shaking my head and moving back to the door to flip on the main switch, thinking I really shouldn't do such long hours, it's making me see stuff. Flips on the switch*

Edward: *had managed to slide so that Char touched the teddy bear he had found and was conveniently using as a pillow instead of his hairless skin just in time. he was pretty sure that touching a hairless cat would have startled her more than a teddy bear, hence his quick move. as it was, he was now sprawled across her papers with his tail lightly swishing over one of the bear's legs when Char turns on the light*

LabcoatChar: *turns absentmindedly, seeing the red bow on the teddy's head and not bothering to give it a second glance, shaking my head at Jo's need to keep silly toys at the office and sitting down in front of my computer, opening my mail and reaching for the results, grabbing a tail instead* :::Tail?::: What the fuck! *jumps up and looks down at the ugly, naked cat* How did you get in here?

Edward: *peers up at Char, purring softly... eventually he seems to feel the need to respond and does so* I let myself in through the back door while the ugly dude took out the trash, hope you don't mind. *but this, of course, just comes out in cat and it sounds like a bunch of mews, murfles and meows* 

LabcoatChar: Yeah, that sounds reasonable. *cocks an eyebrow at the mewling cat, wondering what I am to do with this animal in my office, since I'm not known for my animal skills. Not even my people skills. Actually believes some call me 'bitch' behind my back* Alright, first things first. If you have to go potty, use that pot over there. I hate Jo's cactus. And if you don't want me tossing you outside, get your naked butt off my papers. *glares*

Edward: *stares at Char for a moment before giving her another series of mewling meows that translate to...* Would you say the same thing if I was in my human form and had my naked butt on your papers? *but he stands up anyway and moves off the papers, laying down on the teddy bear's lap instead...as if that were his intention the whole time. he stares unblinkingly at her*

LabcoatChar: Yeah sure, give me the attitude. It isn't going to fly with me, penis cat. I invented the attitude! *plops down on the chair, taking my papers and glancing at the cat every now and then* :::Freaky little thing::: *looks down at the paper, reading more seriously* What the fuck is this? This can't be right... :::And what the hell is this 24% of an unknown nature? Stupid machines!::: *sighs, knowing I'll have to run the tests again and starts up my program for the fingerprints, knowing that'll be faster and easier*

Edward: *peers around the office, wondering where Char's samples of Bella's venom are located. if nothing else, he'd resort to eating them. they'd taste bad, but they wouldn't hurt him as long as he didn't cut anything internally before his system broke the venom down. he stands up from the bear and moves over to the edge of Char's papers, meowing out an inquiry* Where'd you stash my sister's venom? *he rather gets a kick out of talking when it can't be understood. he turns his head to peer at the papers, careful to not touch anything while he subtly adjusts his vision to be able to read. he wouldn't understand what's on the papers, but he'd be able to remember it for Bella to read from his mind later*

LabcoatChar: There's trash out back, I'm not sharing my chocolate. *grumbles, but smiling as soon as the identification program loaded, putting the print in the loader at the side and starting the search. Grabs a piece of chocolate* I'm serious, no chocolate for you. You'd probably get diarrhea or something. *shudders*

Edward: Just for that, I'm not letting you know that I can get chocolate imported overnight from Belgium. *sticks his kitty tongue out at Char and then shakes his head, looking at the program she's loading now*

LabcoatChar: :::Did he just stick his tongue out at me? Nah, he was probably licking his nose or something catty like that::: *stashes the chocolate again, sighing because it takes so long to find a match, patting my lap for the ugly cat, because I'm just bored and don't know what else to do*

Edward: *is totally in her lap really super fast because he's going to smugly tell this incident to Peter later and offer him tips for getting this close to Char at his own convenience. he purrs softly, resting his chin atop the desk while sitting in Char's lap now, his ears are almost flopped down in a lazy kind of way and there's a bright shine in his green eyes as he watches whatever he can see*

LabcoatChar: *pets his head awkwardly with one hand, adjusting my glasses with the other* Wow, you're a really obedient little thing, aren't ya? I like that.

Edward: I'd be even more obedient if you were dressed in skin tight black leather and wielding a whip... *he growls softly* You can be Catwoman! *his little kitty brows waggle during his growly moment as he indulges in a naughty little kitty-fantasy involving Char, skin-tight leather, whips and chocolate*

LabcoatChar: Of course, kitty. *bends over to grab a piece of waffle from the lowest drawer* You're cute too, once you look past the exterior. *holds out the pieces of waffle for him to eat*

Edward: *noms the waffle, because if he had let himself daydream too much he'd have done something embarrassing... like humped her lap. as it is, food is a good distraction and he snarfles that waffle to bits, licking her fingertips under the pretext of looking for crumbs.*

SecretaryLeah: *Bursts in the room to see Char, hoping my best friend is in here as well* Where's Peter?! I haven't talked to him in days! *Sees the cat and runs to pick it up* Well hello there little cutie! Oh, hi Char. *Says distractedly* 

Edward: *gets stolen by Leah as soon as she arrives!*

LabcoatChar: *glowers at Leah* Never learned to knock? And why did you steal the cat? He was eating! *glances back at the screen when it pings, smiling at the words 'Positive match found'* Finally!

Edward: *decides to -not- tell Peter about Char's lack of interest in the fact that Leah hadn't seen him in days. he kneads his paws into Leah's boobs. cause damn it, if she's gonna snatch him up all the time, he's gonna get his kicks out of it too!* 

SecretaryLeah: *Frowns at Char* He can eat later, it's Mommy, kitty bonding time now. *Frowns a little at him on my chest again, I hold him out away from me and then turn him over so I’m holding him baby style, making it hard for him to maneuver*

LabcoatChar: *prints the page with all the data on one Mr. François DePoulet, knowing that Peter was right. This was a French tourist and couldn’t possibly be the girl's father. Turns to look at Leah and bursts out laughing* It's not a baby, Leah! If you want that, you'll have to have sex... *scrunches up nose* And preferably not with an animal.

Edward: *flattens his ears back, peering up at Leah through narrowed eyes. he swishes his tail, but makes no move to extract himself from her clingy grip* I could just bite your nipple you know. Just ask your brother if I won't go there or not! *the meows are a deeper, growly rumble when he speaks his semi-threatening words to Leah before turning his head to peer at Char* Hss... You're just upset cause you don't like the Discovery Channel song!

SecretaryLeah: *Moves the kitty again, putting his front paws on my shoulder, and supporting the rest of him with my arms, only slightly grossed out that he’s stretched out so I can feel his kitty bits against my chest. Focuses on Char now that I’m comfortable* Peter says I'm not allowed to have a baby.

LabcoatChar: *frown at the hissing cat* :::What the hell did I do?::: *moves over to the fax machine, putting the document face down into the slit and pushing in Jasper and Peter's office number* I'm faxing this through to your office. I'll also give you a copy in a sec. Peter requested for me to fast track this, so get it to him quickly. *takes it back when it comes out the other way* And Peter not wanting you to have a baby, doesn't allow indecent exposure cat style. *points at the mini erection, shuddering*

Edward: *mewls unhappily* I can't help it, she's literally squishing it out! *he scrunches his eyes closed*

SecretaryLeah: *Screams and drops the cat on the ground, brushing of my chest frantically* Oh GROSS. *shudders before plopping down and watching Char work* Speaking of my brother....*Looks at her cautiously* Why don't you let him take you out for dinner or coffee or any of the other hundred things he's asked?

Edward: *darts under the desk, hiding by Char's feet. he's careful not to touch anyone and makes sure that his bits are back where they belong now that he's not being squished* Just so you know, Leah... I'm going to sneak into your house and pee in your bed tonight.

LabcoatChar: Why don't you mind your own business? *snaps, glaring at Leah and turning my attention to my computer screen, finally taking the time to read my mails* Fucking Germ-guy again. *sighs, deleting the 'romantic' e-mail, if you consider a visit to the zoology museum romantic*

Edward: *happened to be peeking up at the computer in time to see the email Char deleted. he suddenly gives a feline snarl and darts out of the room. soon he's stalking down the halls, tracking the name on the email and the info of 'Germ-guy'. after all, he's gotta stick up for his 'friend' Peter and all. the whole bros thing. that and Char definitely indicated she wasn't pleased with it. eventually he finds the office and actually catches Germ-guy in there whacking off to a picture of Char! he's gonna seriously have to bleach his brain after this.... not to mention several other things will need bleaching... and soon the hallways are filled with the sound of screaming as he viciously attacks the pervy germ-guy, managing to destroy the picture in the process. once he's left the man bloody and whimpering on the floor, he darts out, leaving a trail of bloody paw prints until the blood on his feet all gets rubbed off... at which time he backtracks and heads back to Char's office without leaving a bloody trail. of course that's just the bottoms of his feet. there's still blood drops on his hide in other places as he goes and lurks under Char's desk, hissing and growling angrily* 

SecretaryLeah: *Looks at Char with wide, tearing up eyes. I had always considered her nice and she knows how sensitive I can be! I was just worried for my brother, he doesn't seem to even -want- to get over her. I stand up, trying to glare, forgetting about the cat* No wonder you spend all your time at work, you're an ass to anyone who tries to even be remotely nice to you! Peter's head over heels for you and yeah, he might show it in weird, stalkerish ways but as of right now, you don't deserve him and his puppy love! *Huffs at her*

LabcoatChar: *feels actually threatened by the growling cat, sliding chair further back and narrowing my eyes as Leah tries to tear me a new one* Oh please, Leah. When is your brother ever serious about anything that's not work related? *remembers that one day he nearly had me convinced, but then he just ignores me for this long. That's not what you do when you claim to love someone* And I'm not acting any different than before. You know I'm a bitch and I'll be nice when you're not trying to set me up for heartbreak. *opens drawer of my desk, grabbing some more chocolate* :::Sexual deprivation or just a guilty pleasure? Whatever it is, it has to stop or I'll fatten faster than a growing whale.:::

SecretaryLeah: What the hell Charlotte?! Peter's in-fucking-love with your bitchy ass and I have no clue why. All you do is work, bitch, and eat chocolate! -You're- lucky Peter even gives you the time of day! *Growls pretty much as menacing as a baby kitty could* No one is setting you up for heartbreak; my brother's not a man whore!

Edward: *suddenly, some random person sticks their head into Charlotte's office and squeaks with morbid laboratory scientist delight* "Did you hear! Some wild animal just appeared somehow in Carl Olsen's office and mauled him!" *the woman's eyes are huge and she's got a strange look of glee on her face* "There was blood everywhere and get this, the creature mostly tore into his legs and penis! People are wondering if he was trying to molest the poor animal!" *and, like that, the gossipy woman darts off to spread the news about Germ-guy's mauling... from beneath the desk, the growling has become a cross between a growl and a purr and sounds decidedly smug and satisfied*

LabcoatChar: *winces at the volume of Leah's voice, adjusting my glasses again* Well...*gets interrupted by the door opening and the news that person has to deliver* Oh wow. *stares unblinkingly at the door, trying to wrap my head around what just happened* That's wonderfully awful. *smiles softly, before a look of complete horror crosses my face* Molesting an animal? That's just sick! 

SecretaryLeah: *Shakes my head at the insane things that go on in this office and Char's obvious avoidance* Well I should go look for my brother who's been -missing- for days. Looks like you'll be no help.

Edward: He's not missing. We let him go just recently! *mews brightly from beneath the desk... hopefully he'll finish cleaning the blood off himself before they look down there at him*

LabcoatChar: Missing? What do you mean? *stops cold with the useless things I was doing, more specifically typing a mail to all female colleagues on the sudden death of Germ-guy*

SecretaryLeah: I mean I haven't heard from him since...before Jo and I went bowling and your busy thinking he's going to play you! Peter's not even like that.

LabcoatChar: I didn't know, Leah. Why didn't you come to me sooner? *bites nails in a momentarily loss of self-control*

Edward: This guy's blood tastes awful... And I've had some pretty nasty bits of human in my mouth before so that's saying something. *continues trying to clean the blood off his wrinkly skin* You'd better thank me for this some day, woman!

SecretaryLeah: I just realized that I haven't heard from him, I was...preoccupied and didn't go into the office until today.

Jo: *walks down the hall towards my office, having had the past few days off I'm oddly glad to be back at work. Though the news I just heard has disturbed me slightly. Opening the door I see Leah chatting with Char while there is a low meowing coming from beneath her desk* Hey guys did y'all hear about Carl? I mean I know he was a freak but damn. *I put my stuff on my desk and then stop seeing both Leah and Char looking worried* What's wrong?

LabcoatChar: How could you not notice before? I thought you were close to your brother! *paces, biting nails some more and turning around abruptly* I have to get access to the office. And I have to warn my superiors. *turns to Jo, who just stepped in* Carl's a dead freak, who cares? Peter's gone... *breath grows heavier as several scenarios run through my mind of what could have happened to him*

Edward: He's not gone. *mutters, cleaning his claws* I told you, we let him go already. *he's almost tempted to actually speak a human language. maybe he could shift himself enough to look like some sort of sacred kitty when reassuring them... but the blood wouldn't have helped with that scene.*

Jo: *I sit down in my chair and wonder why my psychic senses haven't picked anything up about Peter. I close my eyes for a moment to clear my head looking like I'm taking a breather while really trying to see if I can sense anything bad. Sighing coming up with nothing I know that whatever is up with Peter isn't something Char should worry about.* Char I'm sure that Peter is fine. He's probably just out on a case and didn't tell anybody anything. *I pause slightly swearing I got a vibe about Peter all of the sudden.* He'll be back from where he was soon, I'm sure of it.

Edward: *snickers to himself* Yeah, he was out on a case all right... Being tied to a chair while being fed steaks and beer from his cat and a pretty immortal... *finds a particularly large patch of wet blood and works on cleaning it up*

LabcoatChar: But wouldn't he have come sooner to get the results? I mean, I could have finished it sooner and if Peter was still on the case, he would have harassed me almost daily to get quicker results. I should have known something was wrong and he wasn't just avoiding me. *glances over at Leah, who's surprisingly silent* Cat got your tongue?

Edward: No, I don't have her tongue... But I should try that one day when she goes for her baby talk Eskimo kisses. Just sort of lick... See if I can get her to screech and drop me again. *chuckles with amusement*

LabcoatChar: *head snaps towards the cat who's washing himself* Did you just laugh, kitty? *could have sworn I heard something close to laughing* :::What a weird cat.:::

Leah: Of course he's not ignoring you, idiot! I'm going to check the office for anything. *Glares at char, going back to check the office to see if there are any clues to his disappearance.*

Jo: *looks around slightly feeling like everything we say is being heard by someone else. I shake off the nagging feeling and watches Leah leave before turning back to Char* Please just trust me when I say Peter is fine. *pauses and then quirks an eyebrow at her* Do you have a cat in here Char?

Edward: *pauses in licking blood off himself to peer at Charlotte with a startled gaze, as if caught doing something odd... of course, he's always caught doing something odd and hopefully she's not at a good enough angle to tell he's got blood on him. he flicks his ears and lowers down, watching Leah's feet leave and sighs, relieved that she forgot about him*

LabcoatChar: Um... :::That's fucking random.::: Yeah, under my desk. *watches the kitty for a second, before concentrating on my computer* If he's fine, someone must have seen him, right? *types an e-mail, intending to send it to all our colleagues, both mine as Peter's, although in Peter's case they could be considered competitors too*

Jo: *sighs not sure how else to tell Char not to worry without telling her that I know he's fine from my psychic ability. Instead I decide to focus on something else* So, this cat? Is he yours or did you just let a stray cat into our office? *I lean over slightly trying to see if I can spot the thing.*

Edward: Oh I don't have to be let in... *back to cleaning himself up... Carl was a bleeder* I'm perfectly capable of letting myself in, thank you.

LabcoatChar: It's Peter's. *answers absentmindedly, hitting send and sitting back, hoping someone is still up and will answer me quickly, before getting hit by lightning, or so it feels because I suddenly realize something* Check him for evidence. Maybe he was there when this thing, whatever it was, happened to Peter. Although... *sighs falling back in the chair* Leah rubbing her titties all over the kitty probably wiped everything off by now. *groans, burying my face in my hands*

Edward: Huh... *pauses licking again, looking thoughtful before shrugging and going back to his bath time* At least her tits are good for something other than nuzzling against and making her uncomfortable...

Jo: *chuckles slightly* I don't know what's funnier, that Leah molested the cat or that you're gonna check it for evidence. Char I'm serious don't make yourself sick with worry. Tomorrow we can check with Leah what she found at the office and with Jasper. If anyone noticed he was missing it'd be his partner. *looks around again annoyed that my vibes are going crazier than usual at work.* Did something weird happen at work today? I mean other than Peter, the cat, and Carl.

Edward: *thinks he got all the blood off, but he can't be sure without a mirror and he isn't sure if he can slip out to the bathroom without being noticed. Only Leah's bitchiness distracted people enough for him to take off earlier. he sits under Char's desk, peering up at her knees.* Look, if you happen to see blood, know that I did it for youuuuuu!!! *he sings out the 'you' part, making it a long, drawn out mrowl*

LabcoatChar: Yes, this case that Peter's working on. It troubles me. The sample gave me some weird results *hands her the paper with all the chemical compounds of the dark substance, after highlighting the 24% of unknown chemical substance* First, I thought it was a mistake, bad testing on my part. But then I ran the prints Peter gave me and now I'm not so sure. The 'alleged' *air quotes* father of this girl, Bella, I think her name was, would have been a French tourist scheduled to vacate the US the day after, according to Immigrations. Everything about this case is off, Jo. *hears the kitty's meow and pats lap again, thinking it needs affection or something* It's not right. I've been thinking of just sending it to the Chief, but I don't want to mess up Peter's case. *sighs*

Edward: *leans into the patting hand, giving a purr before telling Char solemnly* That's cause Bella ate the man. And Peter knows. He's cool with it, he's gonna help us hide evidence. And in return, I'm gonna play cupid kitty! ... Or something like that.

LabcoatChar: *rubbing under the cat's chin, in its neck and behind it's ear, becoming more comfortable with the cat* You're one noisy cat. *chuckles briefly, even though it sounds more strained than usual, because I'm still suspicious about the case, not to mention worried about Peter*

Edward: *he's amused at Char's comment* That's because my sister can read minds and if I verbally say every thought that pops into head she's forced to listen to it twice... It drives her nuts. *gives his kitty chuckle again*

Jo: *takes the sheet of paper and looks everything over* Maybe hold of on giving it to the Chief just yet Char. Have you tried to identify exactly what the unknown chemical substance is? I can take a look at it if you want. With my background in bio-chemistry I'm sure we'll be able to narrow it down to something more specific. *I set the sheet down before turning to my computer and pulling up some files on unknown chemicals from a chemical database. Hearing Char talk to the cat I chuckle* You seem to be getting along great with Peter's cat. I'm sure that will just make him love you even more. What kind of cat is it anyway?

LabcoatChar: A naked one... *laughs softly* And yes, I really need to know what it is, Jo. It's driving me nuts.

Edward: I know what it is... *mutters petulantly, but doesn't move from the rubbing fingers*

Jo: *snorts* A naked cat? Sounds like Peter alright. *I find the file I need and print it out* Ok I think I have what I need research wise, did you do a full spectrum analysis of the substance? If not I'm gonna need a sample of it to run before I can start narrowing down the list of unknown chemicals.

LabcoatChar: Yes, I did. *looking at Jo as if to say that I'm not stupid*

Edward: *pays more attention now in case one of them happens to bring out the sample of Bella's venom from where ever it is they have it stashed away* You two really shouldn't play with that stuff... *he's worried and he seriously hopes they never accidentally cut themselves while playing with it. it'd be a bitch to explain why they're dead because they pricked their finger...*

LabcoatChar: *thinks something might have spooked the cat and hugs him close to my chest* It's just scientific stuff, kitty. Nothing that could harm you around here. 

Jo: *shrugs* Sorry I just wanted to make sure. *I get up to grab the file off the printer behind Char's desk and when I'm back in my chair I see the cat in Char's arms. I scrunch up my eyebrows confused, my "spidey-senses going haywire"* Hey Char do you think you can grab me a cup of coffee? I have a feeling it's gonna be a long night.

LabcoatChar: *nods, having felt the need for a fresh cup of coffee as well, puts the cat gently down on my desk* Remember what I told you about going potty. *winks and walks out of the office, towards the vending machines in the lobby*

Jo: *I smile as Char leaves before setting the paper down on my desk and staring at the cat* Why do I get the feeling that you aren't an average household cat? *I lean forward slightly trying to feel it out psychically* What are you?

Edward: *peers at Jo as she peers at him. he's wearing a kitty smile and meows smugly, a meow that translates to* You'll never guess... *he leans forward as well to touch the tip of his nose to Jo's nose, purring like a friendly, if terribly ugly hairless cat*

Jo: *backs away slightly crept out* Ok look, I know you aren't just a cat and I won't have to guess. But it would take me a while to figure it out. So why don't you just make it easy for both of us and come clean. *I rub my temple to dull the pain from my senses going crazy* Seriously you're starting to give me a headache.

LabcoatChar: *bangs on the machine when the second cup won't come out* Come on, you piece of shit. *kicks it, grabbing my foot instantly while yelping loudly* You fucking bastard! *grumbles and raises hand to hit the side again, when I hear the buzz from the machine start up again* Finally, you piece of crap.

Edward: *balks slightly at Jo and wonders if she's a mind reader like Bella. maybe she has a latent gift that would manifest if Bella turned her. this situation unnerves him though, but he figures by her association with Charlotte and Char's with Peter that Jo would probably end up in the 'know' eventually... So why not amuse himself til then? he peers around, tail swishing... and then his body seems to ripple as he flexes. within a few moments his feline body enlarges, the skin stretching taught instead of wrinkled over as thick muscles appear, taking away the scrawny, pathetic look. his face alters slightly, becoming more feline somehow while his ears become slightly longer and more pointed. between one swish and the next his tail suddenly seems to crack in half, splitting almost to the base as equal sized lengths that swish in alternating patterns. strange markings appear on his skin and, unfortunately, the smoothing of the wrinkles as the skin stretched over the added muscles, reveal some missed blood from his earlier bath time. his teeth are now sharper, though shorter, and he quite suddenly speaks in a human voice that thankfully doesn't sound like his human voice* Is this what you were hoping for?

LabcoatChar: *opens the door, balancing two cups in one hand and promptly drops the coffee at the sound of an inhuman voice, coming from a giant cat...a talking cat, screams*

Jo: *pushes my chair away from my desk as I watch the cat change into something else more mystical. When it speaks with a human voice I find myself gulping* Um, yeah not really. I was hoping for more of a shape shifter and less of a huge killer cat. *I eye the blood on him and wonder where it came from, thinking about how he's hanging with Peter and Char I bite my lip at the vibe it's probably Carl's* Please don't tell me you killed Carl. *chuckles* I must be crazier than usual, I just asked a cat to not speak. *I turn at Char's scream and looks back at the cat not sure how to explain this to her*

Edward: *almost answers Jo about the Carl thing but then Char's scream pierces the air and hurts his sensitive ears and he whirls around, his shape reverting to that of the harmless, hairless cat...with the blood hidden once more between wrinkles of skin. he mews softly, reaching up a small paw to bat at the air between him and Charlotte with a perfectly innocent air about him*

LabcoatChar: *blinks twice, staring at Peter's cat as if he's Jesus risen or something and then shaking my head for being so stupid to think he was just about ten times his size, looking down at the mess I made* I guess, I'll need to get some more. *voice sounds shaky even to me, but what do you expect when you're going nuts and are hallucinating. People see weirder shit when under stress, right?*

Jo: *blinks looking back and forth between the cat and Char* Um, don't worry about it Char. I'll go get it. Why don't you take a seat. I think this stuff with Peter is getting to you. *I go to grab some napkins to clean up the mess*

Edward: *hops down off the desk and strolls to the spilled coffee where he starts sniffing. it isn't long before he's helping Jo clean the mess up in his own way...by lapping the stuff right up off the floor. and he's perfectly content that its a lot more sanitary than some of the stuff he's eaten out of Peter's pockets!*

LabcoatChar: *looks grateful as I smile weakly at Jo, patting my lap with trembling hands, wondering if I'm going to get flattened by my hundred pound hallucination or going to get little nudges from a small, adorable, naked cat*

Jo: *I quirk an eyebrow at the cat as it helps me clean. Deciding to wait til later to figure out exactly what it is I turn to Char and nod toward it* This thing got a name or something? Cause I think Peter's cat is gonna get tiring to say after a while.

Edward: *finishes lapping up the coffee and goes to hop into Char's lap. he curls up, purring and licking his muzzle clean.* You know, you should really have more than chocolate and coffee here. I'll have to take you to dinner some night... Just to cheese Peter off. *then his ears droop cause that name Peter gave him is going to be spread some more.*

LabcoatChar: *sighs with relief at the small cat curling up in my lap, rubbing his head gently* Maybe I should sleep a little more. What do you think? I guess Leah was right and I do work too much. But now I'm just really worried about Peter. Too bad you can't talk, little kitty. I'm sure you could tell me where your boss is. *sighs and closes my eyes briefly, before looking straight into the cat's eyes* Maybe you should come home with me. I'll take good care of you, until we find Peter.

Jo: *throws away the napkins and looks at the cat's ears droop. Confused though cause now that I'm more in tune with it I know it liked the coffee and chocolate so I don't know why it's upset. At hearing Char say she wants to take it home I panic* Why would you want to take it home? I mean I'm sure Leah takes care of it for Peter when he's working cases and stuff. I'll take it to Leah's for you. Cause she's right you really should get more rest.

Edward: He's probably at home sleeping. Dude is shit for staying up all hours playing video games when kidnapped. *gives the odd kitty chuckle again*

LabcoatChar: No! She dropped the poor thing earlier, well more like threw it across the room. She's an abuser. *frowns* Then you take care of it! But promise me you'll feed it three times, give it two saucers of milk and pet it in front of your TV at night. It's a pet and a responsibility! *nods self-assured*

Jo: *looks at Char like she's grown a second head but nods all the same* Yeah, I'll take care of it. And since it doesn't have a name I'll have to think of something to call him.

LabcoatChar: It does have a name. *thinks, trying to remember* Penis.

Edward: *hisses loudly* That most certainly is -not- my name.

Jo: *looks at the cat upset* I don't think he likes that name. I'll come up something that is more suitable and if Peter has a problem with it than it's his problem. *holds my hand out to take the cat* Ok hand him over and you go get some sleep. I'll keep researching the substance and fill you in tomorrow morning, okay?

Edward: That substance is bad. You should burn it. *kitty talk*

LabcoatChar: *nods, even though I know I'll probably be researching some more in my home lab, usually doesn't take samples home, but this is Peter's case, not the Chief's* Alright, Jo. Thanks. *gives a small hug and pats the cat on the head, before turning around, grabbing my long black coat and buttoning it up* First thing in the morning. *reminds as I walk out and head over to my car*

Edward: *watches Char leave with an intense, creepy cat look. once she's out of the building he alters his vocal chords to human speech and changes his mouth enough to not bite his tongue before turning his creepy cat stare onto Jo* You should burn that stuff before someone ends up dead.

Jo: *shakes my head at Char, looks at the cat* First off I'm not gonna do anything you say until I know what the hell you are. Second I'm not gonna destroy evidence, especially when being asked by a cat. *pushing away from my desk I head to the door to get more coffee* Besides even if you convinced me to do it I don't know where it is, Char keeps her stuff apart from my stuff. *with that I leave the cat on my desk as I get more coffee for my long night*

Edward: *settles in for a long night of staring at Jo until she either creeps out enough to find the stuff so it can be destroyed, or until he gets hungry enough to just leave and go find some food*

