Edward: *clamps steel bands around Charlotte's wrists and ankles, leaving her standing spread in an X pose in the middle of the room. he adjusts a blindfold over her eyes before turning a CD of classical music he has composed on in the room to muffle exterior sounds* I want you to think long and hard about what you did to earn yourself this punishment, my Precious. *he brushes a hand over her bare breast, pinching her nipple roughly before giving her a slap on her ass* And I want you to be properly apologetic when I allow you to leave the dark room. *with that, he turns off the light and exits the sound proofed room, making certain to seal the door tightly before he leaves. after first washing up and putting on clean clothing, he exits through the main entrance of the building he and Charlotte own in Ontario, Canada and strolls through the streets. He's making periodic sweeps of the area with his thoughts, searching for a potential meal or perhaps a toy to play with as he strolls through the darkening evening*

BellaMSwan: *moves down the street at a leisurely pace, intent on getting back to the apartment before it gets too late, holding my cup of coffee and paying no attention to anything, really*

Edward: *isn't sure how long he's been wandering when a positively delicious scent slams into him like a wrecking ball. without any thought he turns on the trail and begins following the scent like a blood hound. when he finally zeroes in on the source of the fantastic aroma, he does a quick scan for witnesses and then sideswipes the young woman deep into the nearest alleyway and out of sight of the casual passersby. his eyes are black as he leans in to bite, but the thoughts... he pauses, hoping she'll let a thought slip to confirm she's secretly some kind of criminal so that he can feast without any further thought*

BellaMSwan: *is suddenly in the alley, somehow, with some guy all up in my space* What...what the...?! :::who's this guy? what'd I do? Just going home...gotta teach tomorrow...ohmygod what's he gonna do with me?!::: *starts to struggle against him*

Edward: *holds Bella in an iron grip before snarling softly. he speaks his words around a growl at her ear* Tell me your sins... *maybe if he can get her to think of them directly he'll have the proof for the line he's set for himself. he lowers his head to brush his nose against the side of her neck, inhaling her sweet scent and growling deep in his chest as his throat burns*

JWhitlock: *slinks through the streets of Austin, looking for worthy specimens. The bitch was getting impatient, wanting more numbers, faster. Wanting more land, more stock. More. My boots are silent against the cracked pavement as I stalk like an alley cat, toward a group of young people crowded around the entrance to some shop. Silently watches them huddle together under a harsh, yellow street like, all five of them puffing on smokes* ::Yes, five will be plenty for one night. At least I fucking hope so:: *slowly approaches the group, asking for a smoke when they finally notice me. The harsh smoke fills my lungs as I take a for-show drag, flicking the useless thing aside as I set up a plan of action*

BellaMSwan: *sucking in gasping breaths, darting my eyes around* I...wha...I...smoke cigarettes....and have overdue books...I got a parking ticket once! OH God! 

JWhitlock: *shakes my head, casting away the memories of the horrific things I have done, when the most delectable scent I've ever encountered reaches me. Eyes, pitch black with thirst widen as the human's fear slams into me... mingled with lust.. bloodlust* Fuck that :My blood, have to have it, kill, eliminate opponent, steal the kill, my blood, mine:: *runs like a flash toward the area I feel the two, coming upon a redheaded vampire, holding a pale girl with dark hair by the throat. Her fear is crippling as I approach, it's almost -almost- as effective as her blood*

Edward: Surely you've done something worse than that... *starts to sound angry with frustration as he demands this woman to be a worse human than her words and thoughts are portraying... then thoughts are directed their way, another vampire, a stranger, approaching with intent to take his kill from him. he turns his head to face Jasper, snarling a warning*

BellaMSwan: *panting, frantic to escape, clawing at this man and pleading* Nonononono!! I teach kids! Please, please don't hurt me! I'll give you whatever you want, just PLEASE!

JWhitlock: *growls in return, my eyes focused on the girls form, wanting, -needing- her blood. Speaks low, just for him* Hand her over, and I won't kill you.

JWhitlock: *moves closer to the pair, ready to lunge if he doesn't comply, planning on eliminating him even if he does*

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *pushes his smoky glasses up his nose, as he blindly wipes down the counter, methodically tracking his movements, to assure every inch of the counter has been wiped. He drapes the wash cloth over his shoulder, and turned to the carefully organized liquor shelf, lifting each bottle and shaking it lightly to calculate it's contents. The Patron bottle feels light enough to be nearly empty, and he snaps out his cane with a click-click-click as he moves toward the back room. Mentally counting his steps, he turns left into the storeroom after fifteen paces, setting the bottle on the filing cabinet, and reaches for a new bottle. His thumb sweeps across the label, and he frowns, moving his hand one bottle to the left. The bottle curves with familiarity, and he runs his palm over the rounded cork to make sure. Grabbing the Patron from the shelf, he taps his cane against the door frame, adjusting his steps carefully as he makes his way back behind the bar, depositing the bottle in it's specific place. He runs his hand along the bottles, wrapping his palm around a familiar bottle, tall and squared with smooth, curved edges. The Johnny Walker label is peeling at the edges, and the bottle is half full. Snatching it from it's spot, Peter grabs a shot glass from the rack above, and makes his way to the corner table. The familiar Friday night crows is beginning to pick up, and he settles in, back against the wall, rationing out a shot with careful precision, his thumb dipping over the edge so he can feel the liquor rise without spilling. He caps the bottle, setting it to his left at one o'clock, before tossing back his shot without so much as a flinch. He's three shots in an hour later a waitress, one of the older gals, sets a plate of nacho's down before him. He can hear the wink in her voice when she says, like she always says, 'no black olives, extra peppers, and a side of fuckhot salsa for the Texas boy'. He flashes her a smile, folding his cane back up and tucking it into his inside coat pocket, before carefully digging in.*

BellaMSwan: *seeing another person, pleading with my eyes, hoping maybe he will save me* Please! He's going to hurt me, and I didn’t do ANYTHING!

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *digs through his pocket, till his fingers brush the cool metal Zippo. He bites a cigarette between his teeth, lighting it with long-practiced ease. Smoke fills his lungs, and he exhales, listening to the mindless drunken chatter that surrounds him in his bar.*

Edward: *narrows his eyes at Jasper, hissing. he's got a dilemma... on one hand, he wants to drain this girl dry so bad he's almost got a hard on for it. on the other hand, he once told himself he'd never drink the blood of someone who wasn't a criminal or about to die... and now he finds himself in the uncomfortable position of someone else wanting what he sees as his blood...but then again, she's an innocent, so he can't really let her die either way. he snarls again, frustration growing* I don't fucking think so. *he's got his mind targeted onto Jasper now, ready to move if he makes a twitch for the delicious smelling girl*

JWhitlock: *the girls cries go unheard, my mind focused on two things, getting rid of this pretty boy vamp, and getting her blood in me. snarls in anger when Pretty refuses, losing all semblances of control, lunging at him*

Edward: *gets the warning from the strange, scarred vampire's mind and uses his speed to dart with his prey further down the alley and off to one side. he snarls again, any idea of hiding their abnormalities from the woman gone and he's mentally cursing at the idea that he might end up having to give someone else the ultimatum he once gave Charlotte* Back the fuck off before we find out if you can live long enough to show off new scars...

BellaMSwan: *screams* PLEASE LET ME GO!!

JWhitlock: *Pretty's warning reaches me, and I chuckle humorlessly* I could have your pretty ass dismantled and blazing in seconds *has picked up on the fact that this vampire knows what he's going to do before he does it, some fucking how, so thinks about darting around and approaching from the left. feints left, but rushes straight toward the vampire and the blood*

Leah: *My head held high, sniffing* Where are you Bella? *Following her scent to an alley, the smell of bloodsuckers mixed with hers.* Oh hell. *Bursting in the alley, ready to phase* Back away from the human, fellas.

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *Shoves his half empty plate away, feeling for the napkin dispenser. His hand bumps the cool glass of the bottle as he grabs a napkin and wipes his mouth. He refills his shot, tossing it back as the tingle of a light buzz sets in. The crowd is noisier, vibrations shaking the floor as they dance and stomp around.*

BellaMSwan: *sobbing* I swear, I'll do anything...

JWhitlock: *a horrible, wretched stench mixes with the Blood just as a snappy voice reaches me. My eyes never leave the Blood, still in Pretty's grasp*

Edward: *almost says 'amateur' out loud since he heard the plan as Jasper thought it... and he's fast enough to drag the girl out of scar-boy's range... but the new thought, and the foul stench that comes with it distracts him and he gets clipped enough to send him and Bella against a wall where he thunks her roughly between a rock and a hard place... his instant reaction to purr at the full length warmth against his body sets his mind in a mess before the newly arrived woman comes and tells them to back off*

BellaMSwan: *hits my head on the wall, and is now flush against this strange person, who is frighteningly cold* Leah! OH my God you have to go NOW!!!

JWhitlock: *sees Pretty distracted and dismisses Snappy voice, rushing and grabbing for the Blood again, the need for it painful by this point*

Edward: *shoves Bella away from him, in the direction of the voice identified as Leah and whips around in time to introduce Jasper's chest to his fist*

Leah: *Catches Bella, whispering harshly* What the fuck are you doing with Vampires?

BellaMSwan: *gasping, and yanking Leah away* WE HAVE TO GO NOW!!! what the hell are you doing here? what the hell are you talking about? WHY AREN'T YOU RUNNING?

JWhitlock: *stumbles back from the impact of the punch, my chest crunching slightly. Re-gains my footing and crouches low, aiming a kick at his legs, at the same time sending my fist flying toward where his kidney would have been if he were human, the Blood leaving my mind for the first time since I smelled it*

Leah: *Places my hands on Bella's shoulders, looking her in the eyes* Listen to me. Run into that bar over there, *Turning her to look at the one on the corner* Wait for me there, and don't leave without me.

Edward: *is rather thankful as he moves with the impacts of Jasper's attack, grunting at the sting, but moving like Charlotte showed him... glad that his companion had spent a couple decades perfecting human martial arts techniques and getting her ninja-freak on and teaching him enough pointers to roll with it and twist himself around in a sweeping side kick at Jasper* You dumb fuck. The 'Blood' is gone now and the stench won't let you get it.

BellaMSwan: *wide eyes, nodding* Please hurry. please follow me. Please. Come on. You'll get hurt!! *turns and runs to the bar, flinging the door open and running to the corner and throwing myself down at a table that's occupied*

Leah: *Ignores Bella's pleas, turning to the leeches* Are you seriously calling -me- stench. Get a whiff of yourself.

JWhitlock: *growls, landing on my back on the ground, breathing heavily, the fog beginning to lift from my mind* What the fuck -is- that stench? *body tenses, waiting for Pretty to make the final move and kill me for poaching*

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *stiffens as some one slides into the chair adjacent to him. He can smell perfume, nothing fancy, maybe some kind of flowery body spray, so he thinks it's a girl. It's hard to tell in a bar. Who ever it is, they are breathing fast, and bleeding.* Hello?

BellaMSwan: *panting, panicking, terrified* There are...men...outside...an​d they attacked me...and oh God...my friend!

Edward: *snarls at Leah before aiming a half-hearted kick toward the nuts of the downed vampire. he doesn't make any effort to kill him though, instead moving away* It reminds me of a scent my sire described to me on a visit some decades ago... But the ones that made that foul smell should have died out.

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *bites his lip hard, wondering what to do. He slips into Special Agent Fischer Mode, his voice calm and smoky* Calm down, and breath, or you'll be sick. Now, are you in danger right now? Do you know your attackers? Do you need help? Do you need to call the police? I have my cell if you need it, do I need to send some on for your friend? I....you're bleeding. I have a first aid kit. We can call the police, or I can have my boys go and check it out.

Leah: Well your 'sire' was wrong. Do I look dead to you? *Inching closer to the bloodsucker, prepared to fight* You made a big mistake trying to eat my roommate.

JWhitlock: *dodges the kick to the nuts, clear headed enough to hone in on his emotions to see he won't kill me, risies from the ground, brushing myself off* Obviously not, cuts my eyes to the girl emitting the foul smell* What the fuck are you? *rubs the spot where my chest is mending*

JWhitlock: *laughs* And just what the fuck're you gonna do about it?

BellaMSwan: *trying to slow my breathing down, eyes wheeling* I don't know. I don't know! No...I don't know them. My friend, she told me to wait here, like she knew what she was doing but how could she?? *reaches up to touch my head* it's just a scrape...he pushed me against the wall and FUCK he was fast!! Too fast...and...growling...​

BellaMSwan: I have to go back for her!!

Leah: *Looks at the bloodsucker with the blonde hair* Now if I tell you, I wont get to see the look on your face when I -show- you. *Jumps at him, phasing in midair*

JWhitlock: *leaps back as the girl turns into a giant wolf, landing some ten feet back* What the fuck?! You're a -werewolf-?!

Edward: *rubs his throat lightly at just the memory of the scent that had caused this entire thing to begin with...but he doesn't get a chance to voice anything out loud as the woman makes up her mind and he backs away so that she'll have a clear run to the other vampire as she pounces... he actually slinks around them, intent on going into the bar and following the delicious smelling one*

Leah: *Notices the gay leech moving out of the corner of my eye, turning to him, snarling*

JWhitlock: *follows the wolf's attention, seeing Pretty slinking off in the same direction the Blood went. snarls and jumps at his back, intent on knocking him flat*

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *Stands up, not bothering to take out his cane* Come on, we'll check it out. Lead the way.

Edward: *knows the instant his ruse is blown and opts to dart into the bar at superhuman speed, rushing in so fast that only a breeze and his vampiric scent are enough to note his passage into the bar, going right by the table where Bella's seated with Peter and moves to the other side of the bar where he stops behind a small crowd*

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *takes out phone, calling the local police, and asking them to come up and to a drive-by for any one looking suspicious*

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *Looks in the general direction of the girl, and the flowery perfume* Local cops are gonna do a run around, it'll probably run around, see what they can get. Do you want to make a statement with them, Miss?

BellaMSwan: *stands up with the stranger, still afraid* I don't know...I want my friend...*dazedly walking towards the door*

Edward: *moves silently through the crowed, managing to note draw any attention to himself as he follows Bella and Peter toward the door, he fully plans on grabbing her the second she steps out and taking off with her*

JWhitlock: *lands on the ground just as Pretty darts in the bar* FUCK! *takes off after him, walking into the bar at a normal pace instead. sees the Blood sitting at a table with a blonde man wearing dark glasses, walks toward their table, lurking in the shadows nearby*

Special Agent Peter Fischer: * Follows Bella silently, tucking his phone and lighter back into his coat pocket. He bumps to tables a long the way, but manages not to hurt himself or any one else*

Leah: *Phases back, realizing I let the leeches get away. Looking down, I realize I can't follow them into a public area when I’m naked.* UGH! Fuck this shit!

BellaMSwan: Leah?? LEAH?! *calling into the crowd*

JWhitlock: *moves out of the shadow, sees Pretty following the Blood and the fellow with the glasses, and catches up to him, following right behind* No, it's mine

BellaMSwan: *gets closer to the door, scanning the crowd and not finding her, my hand on the door to exit*

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *Whips around, bumping into a table as his steps falter* I'm sorry? * he doesn't wait for an answer, to afraid he'll lose the frightened girl*

Leah: *Hears Bella calling out, hiding in the alley* BELLA! I thought I told you to stay in the bar!

Edward: *doesn't answer the other vampire, though he does roll his eyes at him. he narrows his eyes at the blind human. he can't read the man's mind and its kind of pissing him off... what made one measly blind human special enough that he was permitted to keep his thoughts to himself?*

JWhitlock: *moves to knock the other vampire out of the way, and rushes past, right of their heels out the door, grab's the Blood's arm and spins her toward me*

BellaMSwan: *feeling someone grab my arm, turning my head to one of the attackers and sucking in a breath to scream, meeting his strange eyes*

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *Feels the air shift, and the girl squeak indignantly. He reaches out, his hand brushing against cool smooth skin, as he wraps his hand around the girls wrist* Is everything okay here?

Edward: *hits the bar, unintentionally leaving a dent in the metal pole that rings the bar when Jasper shoves him. he hisses softly, muttering a normal level apology in an approximation of a drunken slur before pretending to stumble away from the humans whose attention he unfortunately caught. he pretends a drunken stumble toward the door, intent on following the other vampire and the delicious smelling human if necessary*

JWhitlock: *meets the Blood's wide, terrified eyes, absolutely swimming with fear that nearly knocks me back a step. and then for some unknown, insane fucking reason she's not just the Blood anymore. She's those petrified eyes, and the quivering lip, and shaking hands, and she's just -her-... and for the same fucking reason I don't want to kill her anymore. I don't want her blood, I want to protect her*

BellaMSwan: *begging* p-please...let me go....

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *Tugs the frightened girl again* Look, dude. I already called the police. You don't really want to do this buddy, just back off, okay? She's fucking terrified. You're scaring her. *thinks the guy might be crazy or retarded with his 'mine mine mine' muttering.* Do I need to call some one for you? A friend, or guardian or something?

JWhitlock: *her words break me out of my.. whatever the fuck it was. sirens blare from a few miles away, and I know they'll be there soon, lets go of her arm and darts to the nearest alley, keeping the girl in my sight*

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *Sirens in the distance* WEEEEE OOOOOOH WEEEEEEEE OOOOOOOH.

BellaMSwan: *suddenly he's gone, and I tell the man behind me so.* he...let go...let's...go get my friend. *pushes the door open and reluctantly heads to the alley* LEAH?!

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *Lets his hand slide from the girls wrist to her hand, her palm is sweaty and he squeezes it gently* Lets go check for your friend now, okay?

Edward: *comes up behind Jasper, eyes on the vampire's back as he watches the thoughts racing through the vampire's mind...when Jasper's thoughts settle on protecting instead of eating, he turns his head, looking back toward the alley. as the sound of distant sirens reaches sensitive ears, he makes his mind up and heads back to the alley where the wolf girl was left...* You know... If your friend wasn't such an innocent, she'd have been dead before he had a chance to stop it... *with that, he slides off his unnecessary coat and tosses it to the wolf-woman's feet before leaping up and scaling the side of the building to the roof*

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *Heads for the door, letting the girl lead*

JWhitlock: ((And I'm off!! And fyi, Jas will be watching Bella, makes sure she gets home, all that Jazz, but he's not a window or bedroom lurker! He goes home to his cement anti-nuke bunker as soon as she's at home and safe))

Leah: *Glares at the coat, refusing to put on something a leech touched*

BellaMSwan: *turns the corner of the alley, moving down it, when I finally spot Leah, who is naked* OHMYGOD WHAT HAPPENED TO YOU?! Why are you naked?? Are you okay????

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *Sighs, cringing at the girls high-pitched distressed shriek and she shrugs of his jacket, proffering it randomly, as he is not quite sure where any one is.*

Leah: *Glares* What kind of creeper are you? Staring at me naked?? You could at least look away!!

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *Shakes the jacket again, grinning, before he reaches into the inside pocket and takes out his cane. He slips his glasses down his nose, revealing a pare of milky-blind eyes* Oh I ain't looking at nothing, darlin.

Edward: *continues to watch the scene below from his vantage point atop the nearby buildings. his eyes are narrowed, though the mix of wolf stench into the delicious human blood scents allows for his eyes to revert to crimson and prevent him from wanting to drop back into the scene. he's completely silent, eyes mainly focused on the more deliciously scented of the two humans*

Leah: *My eyes widen, feeling slightly guilty, grabbing the jacket and slipping it on* S-sorry.

BellaMSwan: *reaching my hand up again, feeling the small wound* Are you okay? Did they hurt you?

Leah: *My skin bristling, knowing there's a leech still around*

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *Shrugs, unfolding his cane with a familiar click-click-click* I take it as a compliment that you hadn't noticed. My place is above my bar here, if you would like to get off the street and borrow something to wear to get home in?

Leah: *Nods before remembering you're blind* Uh, yeah. That'd be great, thanks. *Turns to Bella* I'm fine.

BellaMSwan: You're...fine. You're naked, after I was attacked, and you're...fine.

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *Looks around, sighing to himself before shaking his head* I don't actually know where we are at, I was too busy following....Bella is it? Anyway, we can cut through the bar. I don't think it would be wise to take the alley route. I'm Peter, by the way.

BellaMSwan: Peter. Thank you.

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *Fights back the need to ask questions, figuring it wouldn't be very sympathetic to spring them on the girls so soon. He isn't an Agent any more, and this isn't work. It's.....common courtesy.*

Leah: *Shrugs* I'll explain later. *Planning on coming up with some lie to tell Bella*

BellaMSwan: You're damn right you'll explain later. Let's get you clothes, and get the hell home. I...need to either get drunk, or pass out, or both.

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *Waves hand in the general direction in which they came* Lead the way. Just get me to the front step of the bar, and I'll be good to get us to the apartment.

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *smirks in the direction of Bella* I guess it's good I own this bar. How's a little Johnny Walker sound?

Leah: *Inviting myself into the conversation* It sounds perfect. I think we could all use a little alcohol after tonight.

BellaMSwan: *shakily heading towards the front door of the bar* I'm...I don't even know what I am.

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *Taps cane against the door frame, sticking through the wall as he makes his way to the bar. He bumps his corner table, hand sweeping out across to grab the bottle he abandoned, surprised no one took it* Follow me, gals. *He slips behind the bar, into the back office, pushing open the door to the staircase that leads to his studio upper. Wiping his hand up the wall unsure, he flicks on the light switch. He was only guessing it was there, having never really had a use for it.* I'll grab you a shirt. You can grab some glasses from the kitchen if you like, just don't move anything. I have systems. *Holds out bottle for some one to take*

BellaMSwan: *following Peter into the apartment, immediately going to sit on the couch* I just...need to sit.

Edward: *drops off the building as soon as they go back into the bar and swipes up the coat he had left for the wolf girl. he's not offended that she didn't take it, he's actually kind of glad. because now he doesn't have to buy a new one or worry about her trying to foist the wolf stench filled one back onto him should he ever encounter her again after this night... but he finds himself drawn and, instead of returning to the roof, he goes onto the bar's roof instead, using his mind to track the movements of the sweetly scented one through her thoughts*

Leah: *Taking the bottle with me as I walk to the kitchen and look around for a minute before finding three shot glasses and walking back to the room with them* I think we're gonna need more alcohol then just this.

BellaMSwan: *sucks in a deep breath* What the hell was that?

BellaMSwan: I mean...that guy..those guys...were weird.

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *Grabs a white sleep shirt and a pair of bike-shorts from there proper drawers, before heading back out to the living room. He hangs his cane on it's hook, and makes his way carefully over to the cleverly organized liquor cabinet* I have crown royal, more Walker, a little patron, and some Grey goose. Take your pick. I think there are some beers in the fridge as well.

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *lays the clothes on the coffee table before sinking down into the chair opposite the couch* Bathroom's down the hall if you want to change in there, not that it will matter to me. These men that attacked you, something was weird about them yes?

Leah: Why don't you bring the crown royal, I'll go change and then we'll talk. *Runs to the bathroom, changing. I head to the kitchen to grab a beer before joining them again.*

BellaMSwan: *waiting on a shot* yeah...he was fast. they were. They growled...I think. Maybe I was just scared. But he...was sniffing me? I don't know. I don't know what he wanted.

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *Frees the short, rounder bottle from the cabinet, plunking it down on the coffee table* You do the honors of pouring, unless you want my finger in your drink. And since I'm blind, I touch -everything-. It isn't all that sanitary.

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *nods in agreement* Could be drug use. They seemed off. And very cold. I know this is Canada, but they were frigid.

BellaMSwan: *nods* I noticed that too. They had strange eyes...

Leah: *Opening the beer with my hands, taking a gulp before joining in the conversation.* They just seemed like rapists to me. Nothing special.

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *Shakes head* No. The MO is wrong for a rapist. They wouldn't have followed her into a crowded bar. And they were fighting over you yeah? It was strange, off even.

BellaMSwan: He kept asking me to tell him my sins...

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *Leans back in chair* The one that grabbed you....he kept mumbling 'she's mine' which would indicate some sort of sexual intention, but it didn't sound sexual. And he grabbed her arm. He didn't even pull her, he just...grabbed her.

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *Shakes head* I have to get back down to the bar, but feel free to drink my liquor, and use my phone. It was nice meeting you Bella, Leah, I'm down stairs if you need me. *Grabs cane of hook, and heads back to the bar*

BellaMSwan: *takes a quick shot* Thanks. Leah...can we just...go home?

Leah: *Nods* Yup. I'd like to get in my own clothes. His smell like....him. *Shrugs*

BellaMSwan: Thank God. *puts the glass in the sink and heads to the door, quickly making my way outside*

Leah: *Staying close behind you as we walk, watching for the leeches* How the hell did you get mixed in with those...guys?

BellaMSwan: *shrugs, looking all around me* I don't know. I was just on my way home, when the first one like...came out of nowhere. Seriously, next thing I knew I was in the alley.

Leah: *Sighs, knowing I'll have to hunt down these suckers* Don't go anywhere without me for a while, ok?

Edward: *follows the women, leaving the blind man whose thoughts he cannot read to deal with whatever comes of the cop situation. he sticks to the rooftops, sometimes as far away as the edge of his telepathic range before drifting closer in his stalking*

BellaMSwan: *frowns* you're scaring me, you know that? What's up with you? And it's not like you can follow me to work, I've got shit to do, and I won't stay in the house...besides, they're probably long gone by now.

Leah: *Rubs my temples* Yeah, I wish. Bella. They're not going to just leave you alone. They'll always be following you. I'm the -only- thing between you and them.

BellaMSwan: What is -them- that you're talking about? Leah...seriously.

Leah: Them is...the rapist guys

BellaMSwan: Wait...When you found me in the alley, you said...vampires. *stops in my tracks*

Leah: *Stops next to you, my eyes wide, wondering how I'll get out of this one.* I uh...It's my nickname for rapists?

BellaMSwan: *raises a brow* I can tell when you're lying, Le. You're lying.

Leah: *Snorts, remembering all the times I've lied in the past and not gotten caught by her* Fine. I was hallucinating.

BellaMSwan: Stop lying to me. If these...things...are following me, I have a right to know what they are. and you know.

Leah: *Looks away* I. Can't. Tell. You. I really can't. You wouldn't believe me anyways.

BellaMSwan: I'm going to take that as 'they're really vampires.' because why else would you say that to me then? I wasn't thinking clear enough to pay attention, but I am now. they were fast. and growling-I knew I heard it! It would explain why they were fighting over me. I'm...food. *sits on the pavement*

Leah: *Sits next to you* I can keep you safe. You just have to stay with me.

BellaMSwan: Shit. And I suppose you can't tell me why you can keep me safe?

Edward: *is suddenly standing right behind Bella, hands in his pockets and looking down at where there's a spot of dried blood in her hair. he's almost drooling because of that spot* You need to learn to lie better, wolf-woman. *hey, if she can spill secrets, he can too!*

BellaMSwan: *scrambles to my feet* Get away from me, Dracula!!

Leah: *Gets up, standing between the two* It's shifter-woman to you, leech.

BellaMSwan: *gets a little woozy* Wolf...woman...vampire..​.fuck.

Edward: *rolls his eyes at the shifter, having made no move to follow the tasty treat* Shifter-woman then. As for the Dracula remark... I've never even been to Romania. *he gives a crooked, whimsical smile*

BellaMSwan: *eye twitch* What do you want!

Leah: He vants to drink your vlood! *Imitating Dracula.*

Edward: *looks at Leah again, wrinkling his nose slightly at her scent* Her innocence saved her from that... At least as far as I'm concerned. As for you... *he directs his words to Bella* I just thought I should introduce myself. Seeing as your friend here brought you into a world you don't need to know about and you now have a very good chance of everyone you've ever known or spoken to being killed because of your knowledge, I am going to be a semi-regular presence in your life... The name is Edward Masen. *he grins, holding out a hand to offer a handshake*

BellaMSwan: *eyes your hand, turning your words over, and maybe I'm so numb it doesn't matter but I stick my hand out* Please don't eat me.

BellaMSwan: I'm...Bella. Swan.

Leah: *Rolls my eyes* Come on Bella, we should go home.

Edward: Keep your innocence, and I won't Miss Swan... *he shakes her hand gently, leaning over to kiss the back of her hand and brush his nose against her skin to smell her scent* Divine...

Leah: *Shoves the leech* Get out of here before I rip you apart limb from limb.

BellaMSwan: *feels my heart rate increase* Yeah...don't think that's a problem for me. *swallows thickly* home. okay. yes.

Edward: *steps back, releasing Bella's hand as Leah pushes him away and he grins viciously at the wolf-woman* Now, now... No need to get territorial... *and then he's on Bella's other side, quite ready to walk along home with them*

Leah: *Growls* You son of a bitch! Leave her alone.

Edward: *turns a remarkably innocent look toward Leah* Would you rather I follow you where you can't keep an eye on me?

Leah: I'd rather you go kill yourself. *Bitch smile*

Edward: Now we both know that isn't going to happen, Shifter-woman. *he give her a benign smile. It really is for the best... There are certain factions out there that, if they know that she knows, will kill her right away... And your entire pack will be eradicated merely for existing.

Leah: You can't kill us that easily.

Edward: I couldn't, no... But they could. *gives her a brilliantly white smile, his razor sharp teeth glistening with venom*

Leah: *Frowns* And who is -they-?

Edward: The royalty of our kind and their guard, of course.

Leah: *Snorts* Royalty? Leech royalty?

Edward: Well they certainly weren't of noble birth or elected to the position... They are there because they have the power to hold the position. *frowns softly, remembering*

Leah: *Walking a little faster, dragging Bella with me* We can take them.

Edward: If it makes you feel better to say so. *follows along, happy to take this discussion of the side of the street*

Leah: *Making sure to stay between Bella and the leech* Why are you still here?

Edward: Because if some of the unsavory sorts I mentioned earlier happen upon you and find out that you know... Then I can easily get them to back off without a fight with a few choice phrases among our kind. Can you manage that on your own? *wonders*

Leah: They won't find out. No one will tell them. *Threatening*

Edward: *lowers his voice, just in case* You are aware that some of us have abilities no human could ever conceive of, aren't you? *he raises a brow* Not all of us require traditional methods to acquire knowledge of our surroundings.

Leah: *My eyes widen, hearing that bit of news, but playing it off like I knew all along* Of course I knew that. What kind of power would let them figure something like that out anyways?

Edward: *smiles, listening to her surprise and being amused at how she plays it off* I personally have met one that can see every single thought you've ever had in your entire life, every memory, ever hint of a wish, every action... With merely a touch of his hand.

Leah: Ok, so I wont touch any vamp's hands.

Edward: I know of another that can follow you anywhere in the world, even if he's never met you, just by having one whiff of your scent... And he's the type that would make a game out of hunting someone that smelled like her... *his red eyes darken slightly as he looks at Bella*

Leah: *Glares at the leech, yanking Bella a little closer to me* I'll kill him.

Leah: It's simple. *Noticing we arrived at our apartment* You can go now.

Edward: *puts on a pouty face* You mean you aren't going to invite me in for coffee? *he turns his head, narrowing his eyes as he watches the honey blonde haired vampire fleeing now that the one he kept thinking of as the Blood had reached home*

Leah: *My eyes follow the gay leeches, frowning when I see the blonde one running off* You knew he was following us!

Edward: Of course I knew. *had learned a lot about the blonde one from his thoughts as he randomly talked with the wolf-woman* But where exactly does that information flow into conversation? *actually sounds cheerful*

Leah: *Huffs, rolling my eyes* You're infuriating. This is the reason I kill your kind!

Edward: *returns to the pout* So that's a "no" to coffee?

Leah: It's a definite no. You don't even drink coffee!

Edward: *scoffs* I could drink coffee if I wanted to... *but he turns and walks away anyway, heading in the direction the blonde had fled*

Leah: *Shaking my head as I pull Bella into the apartment with me.* What a night.

