Leah: *Sits on my bed once again, staring at the wall*

BellaMSwan: *sighs, walking around the apartment, noticing Leah lurking in her room again, walking in and sitting on the bed* I hate seeing you like this.

Leah: *Looks up, surprised to see Bella* I'm fine Bella. *Not wanting her to know how not fine I am.*

BellaMSwan: You are not. I know you, Le, and you are not alright.

Leah: *Shakes my head* I -want- to be okay. I really do.

BellaMSwan: What can I do to help?

Leah: I don't think you can Bella.

BellaMSwan: Why don't you tell me what’s wrong, and I'll be the judge of that.

Leah: I feel so alone. I just want someone or something to make me feel alive again Bella. I'm so empty and I don't know what to do.

BellaMSwan: *reaches over and pulls you to me* I should set you up on a date.

Leah: *Shakes my head vehemently* No way. Not a blind date. No.

BellaMSwan: Do you trust my taste?

BellaMSwan: I'd never set you up with someone bad. And I think I know someone...

Leah: *Frowns* Do you really think someone would want to go out with -me-?

BellaMSwan: *rolls my eyes* Leah, you're beautiful, and funny, and smart. people are stupid not to want to go out with you.

Leah: Yeah I'm also a wolf, a giant, moody, bitchy, and angry.

BellaMSwan: So am I. not a wolf, but the rest of the stuff? Yeah. We're chicks. It's what we do. Are you going to let me set you up or not? I know someone great.

Leah: *Raises a brow* I don't know Bella, I don't -do- blind dates.

BellaMSwan: And I don't care. Joss is great. You two would get along awesome. I know these things.

Leah: Joss? You want to set me up with a guy named Joss? *Snorts* I think you should stick with your day job. Blind dates are not your thing.

BellaMSwan: *bites my lip, but doesn't say anything* Works for a newspaper. Great person. Trust me. I'm doing it.

Leah: *Rolls my eyes* I'm not going.

BellaMSwan: Yes you are. I'm not giving you a choice. If you want to feel better, you have to try. and you trust me, right?

Leah: Trust you? You're setting me up on a date with a momma's boy named Joss!

BellaMSwan: You don't know a thing about Joss. *grins* I promise I won't set you up with some Quazimodo.

Leah: You just said Quazimodo while talking about my date. I think this is a sign we should stop this insanity.

BellaMSwan: I said your date -wouldn’t- be Quazimodo. We're not stopping. I'm gonna call, and you're gonna go. Public place. Coffee shop or something.

Leah: I'll go to please you but just this once. Then I never wanna see this guy again, got it?

BellaMSwan: Whatever you want. I'll go ahead and make the call! *flounces and grins*

Leah: *Sighs and falls back into the bed* What have I gotten myself into? 

BellaMSwan: *calls to Leah on the way out of the house* I'm running to the bar-come down when you get dressed! Peters working tonight.

Leah: *Frowns* I don't feel like going out! *Yelling back to her*

BellaMSwan: Then stay here! I'll be there if you change your mind. *closes the door and breaks out my phone, dialing up Joss...who is not a guy. Mentions that I have a friend, she's sweet, yeah she's okay with women, she's my best friend, and would you like to go on a date with her?*

JWhitlock: *drives from my apartment to Peter's bar, walking in, letting the door slam shut behind me, walking to the bar, claiming a stool, ordering a drink. Wraps my hands around the glass, staring gloomily into it's amber depths*

Edward: *has been casually stalking Jasper off and on and, once the blonde vampire goes into Peter's bar, he goes ahead and saunters in after him. he moves over, sitting on a stool next to Jasper, despite potential hazards to himself and starts speaking immediately in super hush-hush vampire whispers* Just so that you are aware, the owner of this bar Peter is using his old CIA connections with hidden operatives to do background checks on all of us. Apparently we've tipped off his radar. 

JWhitlock: *turns toward Edward, lighting a cigarette, blowing the smoke in his face* That so?

BellaMSwan: *gets to the bar quickly after having a short conversation about Leah to Joss, the date is set up and everything is ready to go. Walks to my usual booth, not taking in my surroundings just yet*

Edward: *just gives Jasper a look for his questionable maturity levels* Yes, thought you might like to know in case you needed to set something up... He's also after Alice and Ethan. *says both of those names with casual familiarity... he pauses to smile, watching Bella enter the bar and go to her usual booth*

JWhitlock: *notices Bella walk in, my eyes stray to her briefly, then turns my attention back to the vampire in front of me, wanting to rip his head off* I'll be sure to warn them *turns back to my drink, ashing my cigarette, ignoring him*

BellaMSwan: *orders a drink, and sees Edward talking to...Jasper. Awesome. Feels immediately frustrated, but ignores the two*

Edward: *stands up, business concluded...but he has a moment for something more enjoyable and leans toward Jasper one last time* Peter would also very much like to find out how well you ride. Enough that he was willing to set up a personal mount for you, at least. *he smirks again and turns to walk over to where Bella is*

JWhitlock: *sips at the bitter, slimy tasting liquid, grimacing* 

BellaMSwan: *makes room for Edward, for some reason having a driving need to make Jasper jealous* Hey you.

Edward: *purrs at Bella, seeing her thoughts on the matter and immediately seating himself close to her. he wraps an arm around her shoulders and nuzzles her neck* Hey there, sweet girl.

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *Stumbles his way from the back, slipping behind the bar before he tosses back a hard shot of whatever whiskey Jenna had sitting out. It's cheap shit, and burns down his throat, but he's too much of a man to grimace. His ears perk up as he hears Bella's voice. He's pretty sure she isn't talking to him, but he's not above insinuating himself into any conversation and using his blindness as an excuse* Hey to you both, what are ya drinking? Who's all here?

JWhitlock: *my jealousy flares up when the two embrace, but I stamp it back down, glaring at my drink*

BellaMSwan: *boldly places my hand on Edwards thigh, sneaking it upwards as I turn to Peter* Hey! Right now, just me and Edward. I'm drinking margaritas.

Edward: *grins at Bella's words and chuckles before turning to Peter* I'm DD tonight, so just water thanks. *at least water didn't taste like complete shit*

JWhitlock: *notices Peter talking to Bella and Fuckward, and feels a stirring, remembering Fredward’s comments*

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *Blinks, having expecting more, he reaches under the counter and grabs a bottle of water for Edward before putting in an order for a margarita. He's never really been fond of handling the blender, as he can't tell if the ice is ground enough without touching, and he really doesn't want to touch it.* Oh, small crowed then. Huh. *He leans over the counter, grinning widely* Am I intruding on something here?

Edward: *flicks his glance toward Jasper before turning his gaze back toward the blind bartender. he's got a smirk in his voice when he speaks up and he wouldn't be surprised if that fucker was audible* You aren't intruding... Unless you want to be. I'm trying to get Bella to be a bit more open about things... *he's leering at Peter, holding Bella close by the end of the comment*

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *Grins deeper, feeling for his cigarette, before popping one between his lips* I'm all for getting girls to open up. Light me? *He asks, gesturing to the smoke*

BellaMSwan: *laughs* You -are- naughty. *my hand moving slowly to where Edwards thigh meets....other things*

Edward: *finds a lighter, one he carries around for... well, running into asshole vampires. and flicks it open, lighting it and pressing it to the end of Peter's cigarette. once its lit, he closes the lighter again, purring because that just happened to be when Bella's hand started wandering*

JWhitlock: *feels the gruesome twosomes lust spike and I stiffen, glaring at them from the corner of my eye*

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *Snickers as he breaths in, letting the smoke escape the other side of his mouth without ever using his hands* Right, I'll let chall get back to -that-, but this ain’t a brothel, bitches, this is a bar, keep it in your jeans. I'll be at the bar, come and see me when you're....finished coming in your pants, or whatever. *Throws a smirk at the pair of them before slipping back behind the bar. He can tell there’s some one in front of him, and instantly feels awkward. He rarely feels awkward, but it happens* Uh...can I get you anything?

BellaMSwan: *reaches my face up to nuzzle into Edwards neck, placing small kisses there while my hand works him under the bar*

JWhitlock: *tips the rest of the whiskey down my throat, setting my glass down on the bar, not looking up* Jack. Single barrel, straight up. *glances up, seeing Peter, and grins, momentarily forgetting Bella and Edward* Well hello, there...

Edward: *takes hold of Bella's hand from under the bar and pulls it up to kiss the back of her hand* Now, now darling... *he murmurs* This is a bar, not a brothel. Remember? *he leans to kiss the tip of Bella's nose* So unless you want me to take you back to my place, strap you up in the dark room... *he's pretty sure she'll remember how Charlotte was strapped into that room* And remind you of your manners, I suggest being moderately well-behaved.

BellaMSwan: *frowns* Did -you- just tell -me- to watch my wandering hands?

Edward: *resists the urge to facepalm at Bella's obtuseness* No, by all means continue... I'd rather enjoy what I'll do to you when you do. *his grin turns mildly sinister as he leers at her*

BellaMSwan: Not if you're going to strap me and leave me in a room!

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *Blinks, hands stilling on the counter* Jasper?

Edward: That is, by no means, the only purpose for that room, Bella...

JWhitlock: *leans back, ignoring Bella and Edward’s conversation, focusing on Peter* Yup.

BellaMSwan: What would you do?

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *Grins wider, removing his smoke from his mouth for a moment, to grab the whiskey of the back counter* Whiskey right? I can...uh smell it. That’s weird huh? Sorry. Anyway, whiskey?

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *Sighs inwardly, feeling minutely irritated. He knows Bella likes Jasper, it's kind of obvious, and Edward has mentioned it. He should have figured this was the midnight showing of the Jealousy Act, but now he just wishes she'd go away, if only for a quick back-room blow job. He's not really looking for a relationship, but he bets Jaspers is a moaner, and with a voice like that, he's be real put out not to hear it, at least once.*

JWhitlock: *chuckles lightly* Yeah. Only thing I ever drink. *watches Peters movements*

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *grabs two shot glasses off the rack, pouring them carefully before scooting one towards Jasper* Cheers, Cowboy.

JWhitlock: *hones in on Peters sudden shift of emotions, picking up on his lust and curiosity immediately. Wonders what Peter would look like with his lips wrapped around my..... clears throat, and picks up a shot, tossing it back* Thanks sexy.. *slaps a hand over my mouth, realizing my slip*

Edward: Oh, I'm not certain yet. I do tend to enjoy making things up on the spot... But I have a feeling it will involve a relatively recent acquisition that I think would leave positively delicious pink lines all over your skin. *he licks his lips, admiring Bella's pale skin and picturing it with said pink lines*

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *Smirks, feeling a little more confident* If a shot gets me a compliment, what’s it take to get you to go upstairs with me? *he asks bluntly. He's never said he was the master at flirtation, he's really more of an artist of seduction, if by seduction means dropping panties, and boxers. He's pretty good at that, if he says so himself. And he does*

BellaMSwan: *smiles at Edward until I hear Peter flirting with Jasper, automatically causing me to frown and feel...something* pink lines?

JWhitlock: *sips at the other shot, swallowing hard, arching a brow at the bartender* That right there, that's what... *eyes Peter up and down, getting more excited by the moment*

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *sets his smoke back between his lips, smoke escaping in curly tendrils* My shift ends in an hour, Cowboy. Care to wait it out? I'll ply you with free whiskey and slutty banter. Not to mention my pretty face.

BellaMSwan: *is mad now, for reasons beyond my grasp. Who does Jasper think he is? motions for Edward to hold that thought, grabbing my drink and walking over to where Jasper is sitting and dumping my drink on his head* You are...a pig.

Edward: *has a mixture of smug, 'I knew it' vibe crossed with sadness and a definite hint of arousal which he's almost certain Jasper's leaking into the bar, but it could just be normal for him...and he seems completely unsurprised when she gets up and acts*

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *Blinks, mouth going slack, he almost drops his smoke*

JWhitlock: *starts when I'm doused in something cold, looking around to find Bella, holding an empty glass. Wipes margarita from my eyes* What the fuck is the matter with you? *stands from my stool, towering over Bella*

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *Blankly holds a towel out. He heard the tell tale sound of drink against skin, he knows what just happened* Uh...here? 
BellaMSwan: You are the matter with me! *fumbling for reasoning now as I stare up at Jasper, feeling apprehensive but standing my ground* You...

JWhitlock: *turns away from the jealous Bella, taking the towel from Peter, wiping the cold drink from my skin, snarls back at her* I what? Huh, Bella? What am I doing that's so different than what you and fucking Fredward are doing over there? *realizes he let to much slip out again*

Edward: *smirks knowingly, such a smarmy ass, and lets his gaze drift up toward the ceiling. he adds an entertained sounding hum to his action*

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *Sighs* Right, I figured as much. I'm going to take myself...somewhere else, I think. If you could point me in the direction of the other guy in this scenario. *Listens for the voice of Edward, catching a hint of smoke-sandalwood scent so vague it doesn't matter*

JWhitlock: *glances at Peter* Uh-uh, you ain't goin' no where Pete. That is, if you still want me to wait... *looks back down at the fuming Bella, smirking at her*

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *sighs, readjusting his half-hard cock. And the night had looked so promising* Some how that sounds like a monumentally bad idea. *And a really, really good one.*

JWhitlock: *sighs, pissed at Bella for ruining things* Alright, he's down at the other end of the bar.

BellaMSwan: *gapes and fumes, unable to stop myself from practically flying at Jasper and throwing my arms around his neck, trying to yank his head down*

JWhitlock: *is caught off guard by Bella's actions, and submits to her yanking, stooping down to her height*

BellaMSwan: *covers his lips with mine once he's to my level, even though my brain is screaming to slow my roll*

Edward: *watches the moment with his own eyes and the eyes of other bar patrons because Bella really is kind of causing a scene*

JWhitlock: *kisses her back for a moment, before pulling back, and shoving her lightly away from me, looks down at her, rising to my full height* Hypocrite.

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *Rolls his eyes, slipping into the booth with Edward* I was really looking forward to a blowjob too. *He takes another drag from his smoke before wondering where the ask tray is. It's times like this that make him wish he was more bitter. He grudgingly stubs his cigarette out on the middle of the table, smashing it into the battered wood with a vengeance*

BellaMSwan: *looks up at Jasper with wide eyes* I don't know what the hell that was.

JWhitlock: *snorts, sitting back down in my stool, facing her* You got jealous, ruined a perfectly good opportunity for me with Peter, and you kissed me. *crosses my arms over my chest* That's what that was.

Edward: *smirks at Peter* I'd offer, but considering you're after tall, blonde and sexy over there I don't think you'd be interested in me. *he picks up the stubbed cigarette and puts it in an ash tray*

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *Nods* No your kind of a womanizer, and I'm really not a woman. Plus, I think it's the accent that does me with Cowboy.

JWhitlock: Now I'm going to have to go home and wank off again, because I can't get any fucking action. *pouts in a completely uncharacteristic manner*

BellaMSwan: I most certainly did -not- get jealous. *knowing full well that I did. Stops* Did you just say wank?

JWhitlock: S'right, I did. So what? *glares* And you were jealous. Should I mock you now? Like you did me?

Edward: Darn, I don't have the look to pull off that kind of an accent. *he pouts, but then he's back to grinning* At least I'm not the kind of womanizer that makes them fall in love with me. They all know I'm just after sex.

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *Chuckles, wishing he had a beer.* I can respect that. S'not like I'm in love with the dude. I just wanted my dick in his mouth. My needs are simple.

BellaMSwan: Don't be such an ass! I apologize for interrupting whatever the hell was going on here. But don't you dare mock me!

Edward: *muses aloud* You know, I kind of want to watch that... Maybe if we kidnapped them both, I could distract the girl while you got your kicks off with the cowboy... *offers*

JWhitlock: Alright, I won't... if you explain just why you interrupted, and why you threw your drink on me.

BellaMSwan: Leah likes Peter. I was...thinking of that. *lies*

JWhitlock: *shakes my head* You can't lie to me. I can tell. What's the truth?

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *Blinks, slightly taken aback because Edwards tone is...rather serious. He files that notion in the back of his head.* As an Agent, I strongly suggest you refrain from kidnapping anyone, and never consider me an accomplice. But if you want to distract her.....

BellaMSwan: *crosses my arms and looks away* Fine. Ass. I was jealous.

JWhitlock: *smirks* Thought so. What are we going to do about this shared jealousy?

BellaMSwan: *is uncharacteristically flustered, throwing out curse words generally reserved for sex* I don't fucking know. What do you want to do?

Edward: That's all part of the fun though. Its roleplay. *actually has quite a few scenarios for this kind of thing* You hedge around and get consent in advance and then enact... I have an entire level of my building devoted to roleplay scenarios. *reminds himself to run the incinerator tonight*

JWhitlock: Oh, I know what -I- want to do about it. *lets my eyes roam your body meaningfully* Question is, what do you want to you? 

BellaMSwan: *flushes and feels a surprising tingle* I...*my eyes wandering over you* What?

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *Looks wary* I'm not sure I'm okay with kidnapping, even the consensual kind. But uh...what ever floats your boat, right?

JWhitlock: *speaks bluntly* I want to fuck you. Long, and rough, and hard. What do you want to do.

BellaMSwan: *my desire skyrockets at Jaspers blunt words* oh...well, ah....now?

Edward: It doesn't have to be kidnapping... *he tilts his head, regarding Peter* I'd imagine you probably have trouble tying them up and whipping them to... *still in a musing tone* I bet if someone tied you up and paddled you that your blindness would enhance the sensation quite a bit.

JWhitlock: *shrugs* Sure *stands moving toward you* Want me to bend you over the bar? *waggles my eyebrows, leering*

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *Grimaces hard* I...that’s not my kind of thing. *Pushes away the flash backs of being tied up before the building exploded* I don't think it ever will be. I'm...*Swallows hard, rubbing his wrists absently*

JWhitlock: *is kind of confused over my sudden change of mood, but goes with it*

BellaMSwan: *backs up against the bar, squeaking* n-not here...people...*eyes the patrons of the bar*

JWhitlock: *grabs her hand, thinking that mebbe I might get her out of my system by a good hard fuck* My place, then.

Edward: *can't see into Peter's mind, but he's learned to recognize signs of forbidden territory so he easily accepts* Well, it isn't for everyone. Some never want to try it. Some are trained for certain preferences though, in situations where taking control and keeping control are required...

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *Smiles at that* I'm always in control, I'm afraid. It was just trained into me. But I can't hurt some one, I can't do it, that was trained out of me. *Wrinkles his nose* It's probably the Texan in me too. 

BellaMSwan: *looks around, seeing Edward entertained with Peter. shifts around, embarrassed* okay.

Edward: *smirks to himself, thinking of the specifics of his relationship with Charlotte that Peter will find if he searches the Italian end of the background story he fed the agent... and almost chuckles with how the information will stack with what he's about to say. he seems to know fully well that he's setting Peter up to keep questioning and learn the truth, he just doesn't know why* It was actually my companion Charlotte that trained the pleasure in hurting someone into me... She was a vicious task master and then settled into the submissive role once she had me where she wanted me...

JWhitlock: *eyes bulge momentarily, before collecting myself* Alright then *tugs her away from the bar and toward the door*

BellaMSwan: *follows, feeling unsure but excited*

JWhitlock: *leads Bella outside, and to my stolen navy blue Triumph, getting on, gesturing to her* Hop on.

BellaMSwan: *eyes the vehicle, but nods, climbing on*

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *wrinkles his nose* That’s...yeah, more then I ever wanted to know. I don't think I could ever see myself with a woman like that. I ... don't know, I like to be the provider you know. I'm not being sexist, but I like them tiny, adorable, little Southern Bells. I'm not saying I like my women helpless, but I like to take care of my girls. Yeah...so uh. yeah.

JWhitlock: *revs the bike, and speeds off toward my apartment, screeching to a halt in front of it*

AliceCullen: *wander into Peter's bar, see Edward and Peter talking and take a seat*

Edward: Charlotte does get taken care of. *sounds slightly offended at that* And I don't force her to submit. If anything, she forces me to dominate. *then he's distracted by Alice and gives her a smile, waving her over to sit with them* Hello, Alice.

BellaMSwan: *climbs off and just stands there, not sure what to do* 

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *pats the seat beside him* Hey doll, sit by me.

AliceCullen: Hi Peter, hello Edward *smiles*

JWhitlock: *takes her hand again, feeling Bella's nervousness* It's alright, *pulls her toward me, flush against my chest* I won't hurt you *pushes a cocktail of calm feelings out at you*

Edward: *winks at Alice*

AliceCullen: *smirks at Edward*

BellaMSwan: *feels immediately better, confused as to why but going with it* Okay. Let's go.

AliceCullen: *takes the seat next to Peter, kissing his cheek* How are you Peter?

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *Throws an arm over Alice* see this is how I like my women, tiny but feisty.

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *shoulder bumps Alice* If only you had a clone.

JWhitlock: *kisses her lightly, then turns and leads her up to the apartment, closing the door behind her, pushing her back into it, covering her mouth with my own, getting straight to the point*

AliceCullen: *giggles* Oh, Peter, you know I'd drive you plum crazy. *thinks about all the times I made you insane with mission details*

Edward: *grins at Alice's thoughts, getting insight into both Alice and Peter from her memories*

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *Snickers* True facts. You and your details. I never really need to know if the Perp was an Autumn, or if Peach was really there color.

BellaMSwan: *fisting my hand in Jasper’s hair, still no clue why I'm doing this but going with it and loving it*

JWhitlock: *tears Bella's clothes off with an urgency that surprises even me* I'm sorry, but I can't be gentle right now... this is going to be hard, and fast *grabs her arms, raising them above her head, turns her to face the door, palms flat against the surface*

AliceCullen: *giggles, punching your shoulder, lightly, playfully* See, I would drive you mad with all my flighty thoughts*grins at Edward as i remember some recent fabricated memories*

Leah: *Rubs my eyes, getting up to get some water, thinking about the blind date I have tomorrow, not sure if I'll actually show up. I mean what if he thinks I'm desperate?! Well he is living in his parent's basement so he must be desperate too.*

BellaMSwan: *groans* Shit!

JWhitlock: *kicks her legs apart, pulling her ass back toward me, positions myself* Are you ready?

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *laughs lightly, laying his head on Alice's hair. He likes that she's real now, as weird as it is. She's probably his best friend, and if that isn't sad, he doesn't know what is.* It's why I love you dollface.

BellaMSwan: *nods and bites my lip* Yes. Now.

JWhitlock: *thrusts into to the hilt, crying out at the warmness, grips her hip with one hand, fisting my other in her hair, fucking her hard and fast*

AliceCullen: *snuggles into Peter* Aww, I love you too Mr. Handler *she whispers, knowing only Edward will overhear*

BellaMSwan: *rolls my eyes into the back of my head* Oh FUCK, Jasper!

Edward: *raises his brows before flashing a mental image of her tiny body entwined in a naughty position with Peter's to Alice. the expression is definitely questioning, and he's definitely pervy enough to want to know if she had*

Jo: *Sits at work computer, tapping fingers on my desk debating on whether or not I should look up info on Bella's friend Leah*

Special Agent Peter Fischer: ((I can't talk during sex, cause my words come out backwards and Matt laughs at me.))

AliceCullen: *nods her head no to Edward* So Peter tell me about this place. What made you pick this joint?

JWhitlock: *orgasm mounts quickly, and grazes her clit with my fingertips, so she'll climax with me*

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *Shrugs, wondering if Jenna will bring him a beer. He texts her, knowing she hates it when she does that* Beer. Women. Open mic night. And an apartment to boot. It's a pretty good location, for bloody fucking Canada, and I meet interesting people. Plus I can wear a cowboy boots and no one judges.

BellaMSwan: *feels my legs start to tremble, hoping I don't collapse as his hand touches me where we're joined. Feeling my surprisingly strong orgasm take over and crying out*

JWhitlock: *collapses against her, breathing heavily, then pulls out and steps away* Wow... that was amazing...

AliceCullen: And you look so good in boots Peter, maybe I just have a thing for cowboys *smirks at Edward over Peter's head*

BellaMSwan: *panting and leaning against the door* Jesus fuck. Why didn't we do that sooner?

Edward: *actually pouts at Alice's revelation, deflating slightly while toying with his unopened bottle of water. then he perks up at Peter's words* What made you choose Canada? With your connections it seems like you'd be able to get your pick of locations... 

Jo: *turns away from work computer and looks out the window* What the hell, just do it Jo. *quickly turns back to my computer and logs on to Facebook*

JWhitlock: *chuckles, reaching out for her hand* Because we fucking hated each other, and I kept trying to kill you. Speaking of which, you are smelling entirely too good right now, so I should probably go and.... sate my other thirst before things turn unfortunate *walks over to my dresser, pulling on clothes* Feel free to sleep here, or whatever..... I'd really like to see you later, when I get back, you know *realizes he's rambling, feeling bad about leaving so soon, so he shuts up* 

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *Sighs* Sadly, that is not the case. I wish I could tell you more, but it's secret CIA agent stuff. You know to much already. *Gives Edward his stern CIA agent face, that’s probably not as intimidating with the stubble and messy hair*

Jo: *goes to Bella's page and sees a comment on her status made by Leah Clearwater. Hovers my mouse over the link to Leah's profile* She's a friend of a friend, it's not like I'm randomly stalking some chick's profile. *Sighs frustrated at myself and quickly clicks the link*

BellaMSwan: *pushes the hair out of my face and yanks my clothes on* I have a roommate who would worry. Here's my address *writes it down* Come by when you're done. *opens the door and walks back to the bar, trying to get myself into form again*

Edward: *narrows his eyes at Peter, even though the man can't see it* That's really hypocritical, you know. Considering that you're digging into my secret agent information. Neither of us technically have jurisdiction here in Canada. *of course, he'd point out that his agency would totally wipe out Peter's agency...but the secret and all*

BellaMSwan: *pushes the door open and goes up to the booth where everyone is sitting, shiftily sitting down and not saying a word*

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *Smirks, pointing to himself* Agent. *Points to Edward* Pedestrian. *sighs, listening as the crowd picks up* I better get back to the bar. What with it being my job and all. *pouts playfully* I'll talk to you all later.

AliceCullen: Talk to you later Peter.

Edward: So long, Peter... *waits until the man is gone and, just because he can, he thinks toward Alice* ::I'm trying to get him to back off the secret, but if he digs too deeply into my history he's going to bump his cute nose straight into the Volturi. You realize this, right?::

Edward: *absently pulls Bella closer to him, kissing the top of her head even though she now smells like Jasper instead of him. he knew it was inevitable, but that doesn't mean he can't pout... he'll pout later though*

AliceCullen: So Edward, have you eaten lately? ::Yes I know, he is getting too suspicious for his own good, we can't let anything happen to him:: Would you like to get a bite? *winks*

BellaMSwan: *looks around, embarrassed* Hey.

Jo: *Stares at Leah's photo for a few minutes, but jumps at the sound of someone walking down the hallway* Son of a... *turns back to my computer and scans the profile for information.* She's from La Push? Wait. *Minimizes Facebook window and opens up my research on Native American shape shifting mythology, scrolls down to the section on Quileutes* You have got to be shitting me! *leans back in my chair staring up at the ceiling* Oh Bella who are you setting me up on a blind date with?

Edward: I shared a bite with Charlotte early this morning, thanks Alice... ::He's looking up you and Ethan now too, in case your radar didn't tip off on that.:: *he grins at Bella before asking the inevitable* Was he good?

BellaMSwan: *chews on my lip* I don't know what you're talking about.

AliceCullen: ::shit, that isn't good, but the cover story on us is so far down even the CIA had it buried:: Well, I am going to go grab a bite to eat. So I’ll see ya later *frowns at Edward*

Edward: *leans closer to Bella, whispering in her ear* I can smell him on you, darling. *he kisses her cheek before turning back to Alice* ::Do you really want to eat or just talk somewhere not the bar? Thanks to Bella's shape shifter friend, her life is already forfeit by our laws. That's why I keep track of her...::

BellaMSwan: *mumbles* he was okay.

AliceCullen: ::We can't talk openly here::

Edward: *nods before putting some money down on the table. he stands, scooping Bella up and tossing her over his shoulder. he smacks her ass* You're such a horrible liar. Alice? *he offers to escort her on one arm, still holding Bella over his shoulder*

BellaMSwan: *squeals* Where are we going?

AliceCullen: *giggles at the silly human reeking in Jasper's spunk stench* Well, alrighty then, let's go.

Edward: I haven't decided yet... *he escorts Alice and carries Bella out of the bar* Where are we going, Alice?

AliceCullen: *grins lecherously at Bella, inhaling her scent, running my fingers through her hair as it bounces over Edward's shoulder*

Jo: *sits back up and pulls out phone, scrolling to Bella's number and debates calling her back. Sighs heavily and scrolls down some more to Fiona's name, closes eyes and then angrily tosses the phone down* Son of a bitch! *Brings my left hand up to wipe angry tears from my eyes.* I'm doing this. *turns back to my computer and opens Leah's facebook page back up.* She really is stunning.

Edward: *rolls eyes when Alice doesn't have any real opinion, so he starts heading in the direction of his and Char's building* I think I owe Bella a definition for pink stripes...

AliceCullen: ::you had already decided on your place, don't roll your eyes at me::

Edward: *just makes a disagreeing sound. he'd have been perfectly content just hopping onto the nearest roof if that was required*

AliceCullen: *shakes head*

Edward: *huffs, eventually leading Alice and Bella into the massive building designed as a playhouse... he deftly avoids traps, pausing long enough to flip a big power switch that kickstarts the incinerator room under the building and heads up to the main playground level. from there, he ventures into the classic dungeon torture room and finally sets Bella on her feet*

BellaMSwan: *looks around warily* Uh...

Edward: So what information did you wish to impart, oh great one? *inquires of Alice while casually while gently tugging at Bella's shirt to remove it... he doesn't waste time. of course if Bella resists, he'll stop.*

BellaMSwan: *is still wary and confused, but goes with it*

Edward: *pulls Bella's shirt off all the way, taking the time to rub his ice cold hands against her warm skin before pulling her bra off. he doesn't seem to mind that Alice is right there, merely going about his business. after a moment, he pauses* Do you think you can be still or do I need to tie you up, Bella?

BellaMSwan: *brings my hand up to cover my chest* I...can be still.

Edward: *frowns at Bella and pulls her arm down so that her chest is uncovered* You're not showing me that you can, Bella...

AliceCullen: *watches Edward prepare Bella, curious.* I’ll hold her arms down if you wish, sir.

BellaMSwan: *frowns and blushes, modest for some reason* You didn't say when.

AliceCullen: ::So I was wondering whether you think the Volturi is going to feel the need to come here and clean up. I don't want Peter hurt::

Edward: *holds his frown for a bit longer, already seeing signs in Bella that the experience with her mate is affecting her, even if she doesn't yet know* It might be best if you do, Alice... She probably won't be able to resist getting in the way at the wrong moment... *he glances to Alice, answering her* ::I'll hold them back as long as I can, but my association with them should give us warning enough that we can fake his death and leave town... if that happens, he'll have to be changed.::

BellaMSwan: What are you going to do to me?

AliceCullen: *walking to the table Edward has Bella lying across and stroking her arms slowly I hold them down by her wrists* ::I hate like hell to do that to him, what about his vision?::

Edward: ::I don't know, Alice. I've only ever changed Charlotte. And I don't recall records of impaired people being changed.:: *he turns away from the women, moving to get a relatively soft looking toy. unlike a more serious cat-o-nine tails that would have braided leather and possibly metal bits in it, this one is more like tassels on a stick. he turns around, showing it to Bella* I'm going to give you pink stripes, of course...

BellaMSwan: *eyes the toy, finding it not really much of a threat, feeling okay about it* Am I being punished?

AliceCullen: *eyes the implement in Edward's hands and feels myself get a bit turned on* ::you know if his vision isn't restored during the transformation the Volturi will kill him, we can't leave him on his own as a vampire, blind . It would be too risky.::

Edward: I was just going to demonstrate... Unless you feel you did something that needs to be punished, Bella... *he walks over, trailing the soft strips of leather over her torso, especially letting each of the nine tassels tickle over her breasts* ::That hurdle would be crossed when we got to it, Alice. There's nothing else we could do if it came down to it. He has to stop the investigations if he wants to stop that fate.::

BellaMSwan: *feels only a whisper, not even enough to be remotely painful, smiling up at Edward*

AliceCullen: ::What? That is good news Edward, that means, he may have a gift. I wonder if...:: *Watching Edward's whip make contact with Bella's skin, hearing the smack of leather against flesh, the light expulsion of her breath, the blood beginning to pool near her skin's surface*

Edward: *kept it starting light, gradually building up the swats of the light toy on Bella's torso while gauging the strength he uses until yes, he does get a nice whistle and a good crack of the leather strips against her fair skin... he stops, smelling and hearing Bella's blood moving under the nine lines over her breasts and moves a cold hand to rub against them, bringing the pink lines to the surface. and then he stops* There you are Bella... Those are pink stripes. *he smiles at her, his demonstration technically over* ::He -may- have a gift. But it isn't a guarantee.::

BellaMSwan: *hisses in pleasure/pain as Edward builds up the strength of the swats until he's finished, finding myself breathing heavily* That was...neat.

Edward: *leans down to kiss Bella's breasts* If you were being punished, I would not have stopped there.

AliceCullen: ::No, it isn't but at least it's a chance they won't destroy him straight away if the vision doesn't remedy itself:: Still holding Bella's arms , absentmindedly rubbing them from her wrists to her shoulders*

BellaMSwan: I don't know if I should be happy or sad about that. I think I liked it. *watches Alice out of the corner of my eye, not sure what to make of her yet, but liking her*

Edward: You can at least rest assured that I wouldn't leave you tied up in the dark room for eight days like I do when Charlotte acts up, Bella. *he gives her a crooked smile, still watching her breasts... he almost wants to keep whipping her, but he didn't eat enough the last time he fed to risk drawing more of her blood to the surface* ::Is he human or vampire when you see him destroyed?::

AliceCullen: ::May I address her sir?::

Edward: *nods to Alice*

BellaMSwan: That's the plus side of things, I guess. *can feel the residual effects of some of the lashes now, a pleasant tingling*

AliceCullen: ::I don't know, it keeps changing:: Bella, pain like the small amount of pain you just experienced is designed to heighten your arousal. It can be very spiritual and extremely fulfilling sexually. Edward is quite skilled at the proper amount of force. He used very light on you as you are human. Very different than what he could with say Char or myself. Did you like it? You appear to be turned on. *I say the last line as I blow across her taut nipples* Oh and by the way I'm Alice, we haven't been properly introduced.

BellaMSwan: I did like it, actually. *feeling slightly awkward, but enjoying the feel of her breath* And yeah...I remember you. Sorry about, ah, the first time we met.

AliceCullen: It is not a problem, it wasn't your fault at all. May I try something Bella?

BellaMSwan: *eyes Alice, but nods in acceptance*

AliceCullen: *ghosts my icy fingertips across Bella’s nipples watching her shudder in response* Now how does that feel after the sting of the whip? More intense?

BellaMSwan: *surprised* Actually, yeah.

AliceCullen: *winks at Edward*

AliceCullen: You see, that little bit of pain, intensifies the pleasure. *Running my fingertips in a line down Bella’s stomach, watching her eyes for consent to continue*

Edward: *smirks lazily, enjoying the show Alice and Bella are giving him for the time being* ::Keep an eye on him and I'll keep in touch with the Volturi to see how far he tries to dig.::

BellaMSwan: It makes you feel...colder. You're really cold.

AliceCullen: ::You like watching this Edward? I will keep an eye on him, I promise, I do care about him Edward. Do you want to watch or join me?::

Edward: *scoffs at the stupidity of asking if he likes watching... seriously?... he answers that out loud* I'll watch for now. I reserve the right to join in as I please.

AliceCullen: *Smirks* Yes they are cold and do you like that sensation Bella?

BellaMSwan: *grins up at Alice* I do, actually. Feels nice against the warmth.

Edward: *fades the scene to black*

Edward: *some time later...Bella is tucked into the bed he has pretty much given her and he's seated on one of the couches on the floor below where Bella is sleeping, which is the floor above the playground... aka the main floor he likes so much with the fish tanks and open spaces and windows everywhere!*

Char: *joins Edward in the main room, the night had dragged on and maybe his company could make time go a little faster* Hey...

Edward: Hello, my darling. *smiles at Charlotte even as he spreads out one of his flexible portable pianos... he could go to one of the grand pianos, but those are on different levels of the building and he wants to be on this level*

AliceCullen: *After finishing touring Edward's playrooms while he tended to his human pet I make my way to what Edward called the Main Floor to join him and what smells like another vampire I have yet to meet*

Char: Did you have fun tonight? *watches Edward and moves to sit closer, always eager to listen to his music. Edward is the most talented and genius musician I have gotten to know in my hundred years. Smiles up at him, waiting for him to start, but my smile falls as I smell another vampire approaching.* Did the alarm go off? I think we have an intruder. 

Edward: I always try to have fun, darling. *hears Alice come up and introduces the ladies* Charlotte, this is Alice... Alice, Charlotte. *Char should recognize the smell that had been all over his clothing before their superhero game...*

Char: *tilts head to the side, taking another whiff and wondering where the hell I recognize that scent from. As I move closer to Alice to offer her my hand in greeting, and her scent is even stronger, I remember the clothes I put in Edward's laundry basket.* ::::Oh, it's her.:::: *smiles brightly, grasping Alice's hand and shaking it.* Welcome to our home, Alice.

Edward: *watches the girls introduction and then Alice has to leave to go join Ethan. he turns to Charlotte once Alice is gone* Did you have a nice evening, Charlotte? *his fingers are dancing over the keys of the portable piano, just running scales right now*

Char: Not quite, but I'm sure that'll change now *sits back down next to Edward, looking up at him*

Edward: *gives Char a lopsided kind of smile* Do you have any requests, my lady?

Char: :::Tchaikovsky? Oh forget it, Charlotte!::: Um, how about Hans Zimmer's Tennessee? *bites lip, it's such a beautiful and emotional piece, I have adored it since it came out*

Char: (( http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=uVbwaHTuLvE ))

Edward: *gives Char a devilish grin and actually starts to play some Tchaikovsky, but then he changes it and begins playing the requested piece, smiling at her the whole time he plays*

Char: *sighs in relief when the music morphs, because I was already getting ready to rub my legs together at the sound of Tchaikovsky. Smiles as I lay my head on Edward's shoulder and watch those magical fingers dance across the keys with precision and elegance. Closes eyes and can almost imagine the music flowing into us from the gentle vibrations through the floor and of course Edward who is just the embodiment of music all together. Grins, wanting to chuckle but refraining in response to my own silly thoughts.*

Edward: *finishes the song, blending into another one, but still steering clear of the ones Charlotte's been trained to physically respond to. all of the pieces he picks are gentle and romantic in their beauty*

Char: *listens wordlessly, wondering if slumber feels like this; at peace, relaxed and happy. Recognizes most of Edward's choices, although there are some unfamiliar ones, wonders where he heard or learnt those, but not wanting to interrupt the beautiful, harmonious piano play.*

Edward: *stops playing, giving a significant pause before he starts again. this one starts out cautious almost, as if uncertain of how to begin, but then it becomes stronger, bolder. then it jumbles between a contented feeling and a hint of playfulness with an almost sense of expectation. finally it swells into a crescendo that's almost full of emotion before petering out to a gentle loving melody...but the melody drifts away as if the love simply faded, with no certain ending*

Char: *a single sob escapes me as the song ends, never wanting it to end in such a way, especially not since I can see so much of us in that song. The innocence with which we were met, that left us uncertain around each other at first, the years making our bond stronger, making US bolder and stronger, settling for not sharing our emotions, but still content to be in each others presence, knowing and trusting each other enough to fool around, and then the night on Bella's roof. The ending is almost like a knife being stabbed through the heart, questions running through my mind* :::::Is that song about us, or about something else? If it's about us, then why this ending? Does he no longer love me, care for me? Or am I reading this all wrong and is this about something else entirely?:::: *furrows brow as I mull this over, completely spaced out as I keep trying to find the pieces to solve the mystery*

Edward: It’s more than just us... It’s you. That song is what I think when I think of you. *he pulls her close* And there isn't an ending. Not a real one. Because there's no ending for us. *he kisses the top of her head* I just can't keep playing the song for eternity and doing nothing else, can I?

Char: *laughs softly* No, I suppose you can't. *looks up at him, placing my hand on his cheek* Although, I surely wouldn't mind. *blinks, venom stinging my eyes* That was beautiful, Edward. *wraps free hand around him, hugging myself to him* I never knew you saw me in such a beautiful way...I love you.

Edward: I've had a lot of time to see your beauty, Char. It’s about time there was a way for everyone to experience it. *he nods decisively* Which is why its on a CD of original classical songs I'm making to send to a recording label... I hope you don't mind, but the name that came to mind for it, considering the time span the piece covers, is "A Lifetime Before Love."

Char: *gasps, astounded that he would actually send in his work, after all these years, after all the times I urged him to but he never did and now...realizes this piece will be on his CD and smiles hugely* You eternalized me? How could I mind? *flings arms around his neck, pulling him down to me* The title is perfect, baby *kisses him softly*

Edward: *laughs at her enthusiastic response and returns her kiss, whispering into her mind* ::I couldn't turn in anything until I had something perfect to represent you... It didn't have the perfect touch until after the roof.::

Char: *tightens hold, kissing him deeper at the penetrating thoughts* ::::You are far too good a person, Edward Anthony Masen and I love you, always have. That roof really was an eye opener, wasn't it?:::: *moans into the kiss*

Edward: ::Admitting that you love someone opens more than just your eyes.:: *then he gives her a rare peek directly into his mind, seeing her multiple times as she danced for some reason or another over the decades and always, always there were the gentle, playful notes from the song he had just played almost dancing around with her movements. it was a direct look at how he saw people he was comfortable with*

Char: *is moved by the way Edward sees me, beautiful, graceful, gentle, elegant,...It's almost surreal, unrealistic, but I do not voice my opinion as I let out a soft grateful sob.* :::::Do you wish for me to picture as I see you?::: *focuses on how he appeared to be an avenging angel, when he swept down on those thugs in front of me. Although his eyes were pitch black in rage, his features were beautiful, almost glowing as he stood towering above their fall bodies. His soft enticing velvet voice as he spoke, offering me the choice between death and eternal life. The way I had been captivated by him, eager to follow him anywhere and chose to spend my existence at his side. His face, the first thing I saw when I woke up, even more impossibly beautiful. A true angel, more even, a God. Then over time he grew even more beautiful, even though he did not change, in my mind he took on true God-like qualities, compassion vs. judgment, white vs. black, a fair and just man, perfection in every way. The flaws he possessed, making him more beautiful, where as sometimes his emotions got the better of him and he lashed out at the victim, tearing it apart without a second though. Where others might consider it demonic, to me it seemed humane. Proof that we still preserve parts of our former selves and Edward made it all seem more magical than it might have been in reality. Life with him is the greatest of honors, because there isn't a nobler, kinder and more caring person than him.*

Char: And then there is this...*pictures an animalistic, growling Edward on top of me, then an arrogant domineering Edward, a gentle loving Edward...all are in sexual contexts and with each one, I either cry out or scream in my head 'EDWARD IS A GOD!', chuckling when I recall each one with perfect clarity*

Edward: I want so badly to both deny your view of me as biased and jaded... *presses his forehead firmly against hers, seeming to want to sink himself into her beautiful mind* And I want to see myself the way you see me. It... Scares me, that you think so highly of me when I think of myself as a monster that swept through the night and stole you away from your world... *while he speaks, his mind is painting pictures. the dark and shadowy villain sweeping away the bright maiden* And you see it as something else, a angel sweeping you to safety and carrying you into a dream. *the vision now shows an angelic Edward, complete with wings, but missing a halo, swooping down and carrying away a fair human and giving her a set of wings of her own* Together, we are amazing... *the final image shows a blend of the two scenes, the monster rescuing an angel and their touch blending them both into something terrible and beautiful... vampires*

Char: *brushes a stray lock of bronze hair out of Edward's face, looking up at him with gentle eyes and a warm smile* I am not biased, you really are a god in my eyes, or an angel, whichever you prefer. And we are not a combination of evil and good, Edward. We are our own kind and we alone can determine whether we are good or bad. *caresses his cheek with the back of my hand* What we do is noble, we do not prey on innocent people, therefore we are more inclined to the good part of our kind. *sighs, looking down at the ground, shaking my head* Surely you know the most of our kind don't bother selecting only criminals, they will just eat what's on their path. Although we can not be held at fault for our nutritional needs, we can at least be selective about it. And that's exactly how you taught me. Don't you see Edward? *fumbles again, not really knowing where to start or end* You are good, because you choose not to feed on innocent blood, you are a caring creature with a good soul and doing what we do, you help make this place better for the humans as well. Their fear for being mugged or raped will be able to lessen, because of your noble choice. You are the angel, always have been and always will be. *kisses his lips softly, before pulling away and moving over to the piano* Now enough of this heavy talk. Play me a tune, so I can dance. *smiles* Or rather...Put on a CD so we can dance together.

Edward: *hesitates after she pulls away, thinking about what she's saying* We... Could be better. I mean, I haven't mentioned it since you were a newborn but... Do you even remember? Do you think about doing what my sire does? Giving up human blood entirely and feeding from animals? Giving up our red eyes for gold? *he looks up at her. he knows he wouldn't give up his time with her for the world, but he wonders if he would have continued to feed off of humans if he hadn't found her. if she wants to try feeding on animals, he'll be right there beside her. if she wants to continue feeding from humans, he'll never leave her side... but he feels he has to bring this up again now, with the way she's talking about being noble and God-like... he even gives her a memory of him looking into the mirror once long ago when his eyes had been bright gold*

Char: *gasps* You looked handsome...not that you're not handsome now, I mean... *shakes head, looking up at him again and running my fingers under his eyes* But I don't think it is better. Humans are animals. True and simple. No cow is worth less than a human, or why should a lion be less than a human. They are all animals, some more intelligent than others. *looks thoughtful* But if you want me to try, I will *gazes into his eyes, awaiting his answer*

Edward: *takes Char's hands in his, kissing her palms and pulling her close as he stands, pressing a kiss to her lips* I want, as I always have, for you to be happy because that makes me happy. If you do something like this, you have to do it because you want to, because its what you feel is for you, not because you're doing it for someone else. But I know you don't like killing the innocent, so I will do as I always have and bring you those who are not. *he holds her close, slowly moving their hands in a classical dance pose before he starts humming "A Lifetime Before Love" and starts dancing them around the room*

Char: *dances, falling in step with him perfectly after decades of dancing with him and smiles hugely, dancing being one of my favorite things to do.* ::::Thank you, Edward. As long as you're happy as well, I wouldn't change our little world for anything.::::

Edward: *pulls down the curtain of infamous last words and ominous fading dance scenes*

