Char: *checks the computer and sure enough there is another mail from Lucy, asking to go to the mall some time. Quickly types a reply while I get dressed for the 'play date' with imaginary 'Betty'* <<<<Hi Luce, I'd tote love to. Next Saturday? Kisses, Megan.>>>> *puts on the dark wig and heads outside*
Char: *arrives at the given address, careful to keep my head down, the only thing along with my big boobs that could give away my real physical age.
Char: *rings the doorbell, twirling a lock of my hair as I 'shyly' stare at my feet, hearing some commotion on the other side of the door and then a clear exclamation 'Yes' from Carl. My eyes narrow already, because I can clearly only hear one heart beat coming from inside. Peeks up, careful not to show my entire face except my forehead and brown contacts, sees the ugly man in his thirties standing there with a look of absolute glee on his face. Walks in when he invites me in and shyly speaks up in a subdued, childlike voice* Hello, C-Carl. Is Betty here?
Char: *follows him as he guides me to a room on the basement level, acting curious. Moves into the room and slowly walks over to the hospital bed in the corner, going with his lame story and acting as if I really believe his daughter to live in a dark, cold room like this*
Jo: *wakes up to my arms wrapped around a warm body. I open my eyes to see Leah sleeping in my arms and smile before kissing her nose* Wake up sleepy head.
Char: *gasps dramatically at the sight of the empty bed and finally looks up at him, giving a full view of my face. He comments on my mature look and I roll my eyes* Maybe, it's because I'm not fifteen. *his eyes harden as he glares at me, obviously angry at being played.* Oh, does that disappoint you? I can tell you, my pussy sure feels tighter than most fifteen year old girls *shrugs* Not that you'll ever know, you sick fuck.

Leah: *Groans, snuggling deeper in Jo's arms* No. Sleep.

Jo: *Tugs her slowly out of bed* Come on as much as I want to lay in bed with you all day I have to head to work pretty soon. So I was thinking I could walk you home. *smiles* If you want.

Char: *looks at him, trapping him* Now,...How many minors have you been with, Carl? *growls as he confesses to having used 18 girls, grabbing him by the collar of his shirt and tossing him on the hospital bed. Moves at vampire speed around him, strapping him to the bed*

Char: *cackles as he shouts profanities at me, slowly taking off my wig and tossing it on the table next to the bed, takes out contacts and moves to stand right in front of him. Grins as the sight of my red eyes, makes him shut up instantly*

Leah: *Gets up, stumbling, my eyes still closed* You wake up -way- too early babe. *Rubbing my eyes*

Char: You're not afraid, are you? *taunts* Oh poor, poor Carl. *sniffles, making a pouty face* Isn't it ironic? I bet you had them all strapped down like this, them screaming and pleading for your mercy...and look at you now. Pathetic. I wonder...*taps chin* What will I do to you now?

Jo: *Chuckles* I'm only wake up this early because I have an early deadline today. Usually I work late at night. *Throws on a pair of black slacks and a turquoise top with black ballet flats and then walks back out of the walk in closet*

Char: Did you strip them down? *tears off his clothes quickly, throwing them on the floor next to me* Did you listen to their cries as you touched them? *slaps the skin above his cock hard* Answer me! *smiles, when he starts to whimper, begging me for mercy and telling me he never did anything they didn't want* Oh, so they wanted you to touch them, to scare them, to fuck them? *snarls, slapping his cock using my vampire strength, making him howl in pain*

Char: Were they virgins? Did you make them bleed? *licks my lips, my eyes traveling down to his neck where that vein is throbbing in fear and I can feel myself salivating* ::::Almost.::::

Leah: *Slips on my clothes I wore to our blind date just yesterday, putting my hair in a messy pony tail* It's like the walk of shame. *Grumbles*

Jo: *Walks to the kitchen to grabs an already made cup of coffee out of the coffee maker* It's not that bad, besides I'll be walking with you. Now let's get your fine as home. *Grabs my keys and cell phone before walking out the door*

Char: You did, didn't you? *hovers over him, looking straight into his eyes. Grimaces as he asks that unoriginal question* Vampire. *drawls it out, ignoring him as he starts screaming hysterically, getting bored with this game quickly and slapping his face* Shut up!

Leah: *Rubs my face, following after her* Next time we sleep in.

Jo: *Kisses her and then turns to lock my door* Yes ma'am anything you want. *Grabs her hands and exits the building with her* Ok now it's time for you to show me where you live.

Leah: *Squints at the sun* It's just a bit further than the bar.

Char: Now, let's see how good you bleed *takes off my coat, reaching in one of the inside pockets and showing Carl the little nail file, but before he can react I'm slicing into the skin of his chest*

Jo: *Walks with her hand in mine* So do you want to meet up sometime tonight? *Looks at the bar as we approach it*

Char: *doesn't stop to taste him as he screams in pain, using the file to write letters in his skin, a P first, then an E, followed by a D and an O, another P, an H, an I and then I'm already slicing into his hipbone, cutting extra deep as I carve out the L and the final E. Looks up at him, seeing the tears as they run down his face and slaps him again* You don't get to cry! You pig!

Leah: *Bites my lip* I might be working for my temp job until later but I'd like to. *Takes her phone and calls my number from it, giving us each others numbers* There, now you can call me or I can call you!

Char: *starts lapping off the blood, closing each cut with my venom on my path down and then I stand up, staring down at him with sparkling eyes, because this is the moment, I've been waiting on, the big finale*

Jo: *Smiles at her and grabs my phone back from her.* Now all I need to do is know where you live and you'll never get rid of me. pulls her closer to me wrapping my arm around her waist*

Leah: *Laughs* Maybe I should just leave you here so you'll never know! *Teasing*

Char: Are you ready, child molester? *glares up at him as I press my file down into his cock, deeper and deeper, until suddenly I can't go any further any more and his dick comes clean off, picking it up and stuffing it in his mouth, because his screams are pissing me off even more and I can't kill him, because I promised to myself I would let him go through some more agony in one of our rooms at home. Sinks down to my knees and gulps down the blood pouring from the open wounded stump that previously was his cock, feels myself losing it and I can't lose control now. This is too fucking important, this pig has to suffer, so I close it quickly with my venom, creating a thin, flimsy layer over the wound, before getting up. Looks at the man, who's now unconscious on the table and grabs the curtain hanging around the bed, wrapping him in it after unstrapping him. Puts wig back on and tosses the man over my shoulder*

Jo: *Kisses her nose* I guess I'll let you have the upper hand for now. I'll talk to you later tonight, love. *Kisses her on the lips slowly before pulling back and watching as Leah keeps walking down the sidewalk. Shaking my head lightly I turn around and walk back the way I came. Passing up my own building I come to a small neighborhood that is a few miles from the newspaper office.*

Char: *walks out of the front door, intent on scaling the wall from the building across the street since this house is too low, gripping the human tighter as I look around for witnesses. Startling as I see the wolf girl*

Char: *quickly dropping the human and kicking him back into the house through the still open door*

Jo: *Stops seeing the girl from the bar* Hey your Bella's friend, right? *Notices her dropping someone and kicking them back into the house* Um wait exactly are you doing here?

Char: *snarls, glaring at the wolf* None of your business, dog. *isn't usual this hostile, but Leah has made my tolerance for wolves practically non-existent*

Jo: *Hears the snarl and gets on the defensive* Look I don't want to cause any problems, but if you're hurting somebody I'm not gonna sit by and let you do it.

Char: *growls, taking a step back and tempted to move in a crouch but doesn't* He deserves whatever I can think off.

Jo: *Slowly walks forward* Oh really, why because he's a human? Look leave the guy alone. I don't know what makes you think he's a bad guy, but I'm sure you're wrong. *growls slightly* If you don't leave him be, I will hurt you.

Char: *growls as Jo moves towards me, backtracking into the house, my left food bumping against the man and making the curtain fall open. Groans as his body is at display and growling even more vicious.* ::::My hunt, my prey, my blood!::: *crouches low* You don't know anything. And I'd like to see you try, bitch. 

Jo: *Shocked at the state of the man and then looks at her in a crouched position* What the? *stumbles back slightly from the sight of the tortured man* How did you figure it out? Was he hurting anyone? *shakes head at the thought of this man hurting a little kid* I can understand why you would torture him, but what do you plan on doing with him now? Drain him dry?

Char: *watches Jo suspiciously, noting the slight hunch in her shoulders and true shock on her face I move out of my crouch and wrap the curtain completely around the man again, not taking my eyes off of Jo, not stupid enough to turn my back on a dog* I tested him. We met online through a fake account of mine, or fifteen-year-old Megan rather. He lured me to his house with a made up story about a disabled daughter and brought me to a dark room in the basement...Do I need to say more?

Jo: *Feels my stomach lurch slightly and then walks forward cautiously* If that's the truth then you should turn him into the police, not take matters into your own hands. Is this how you find your meals? He could of had a mental breakdown and have never done this before. He should be punished by human laws not yours.

Char: *snarls, standing in front of Jo in the blink of an eye, wrinkling my nose at the scent and looking up at her due to the height difference, although it doesn't make me look any less intimidating* It confessed to have done it to 18 girls before provoking me, so don't give me that bullshit. It almost seems like you want this human to go free. Human laws are flawed, and we do have to feed. I think I am the noble one in this scenario to take this filth off the streets. *narrows eyes at Jo* After all, you wouldn't want us to feed on just any human, do you?

Jo: *Coughs lightly at the taste of her odor, and then looks at the man on the floor thinking of all the stories she's printed in the newspaper about murders and thieves getting away with things. Closing my eyes and turns away from her* No I don't want you hurting an innocent person. If he's done what you say he has, then he deserves anything you can do to him. *turns around* Just don't ever let me catch you hurting someone who isn't guilty. Cause I might not have a problem with vampires like Leah and her pack *growls lightly* but so help me I will hunt you down if I have to.

Char: *surprised at this wolf who claims not to hate vampires and smiles a little* Oh you won't have to worry about that...Edward and I are like the 'Wonder Twins' of the vampire world. We wouldn't harm an innocent. *wisely keeps quiet about my singer not so long ago* 

Jo: *Stands up out of defensive position and slowly walks towards her with my hand extended* I should probably introduce myself properly then. I'm Joss Barkley from Arizona. No pack affiliations or grudges against anyone. Just plain ole Jo.

Char: *eyes the hand, but judging from her face she seriously means no harm, grabs the overheated hand and shakes it firmly* Charlotte Masen, nomad and the only important association I have is with my Sire, Edward. *adds as an afterthought* Nice to meet you.

Jo: *Smiles* Nice to meet you too. I hear you and Edward are friends of Bella's and I guess Leah's too. *bites my lip* She and I are sort of seeing each other now. *looks down embarrassed at how giddy I feel saying that, pauses and looks back up* I knew Bella back in Phoenix, we went to school together as kids.

Char: *grins* Bella is wonderful, very easy to grow fond of. She might be human, but if any harm comes to her, I will seek vengeance. *nods to self, gushes some more about Bella as I consciously avoid the subject of Leah, although I pity the wolf in front of me, to be in a relationship with Leah must be hard.*

Jo: *nods in agreement* Bella's like family to me. It's nice to know we have something in common. Seeing as we are suppose to be natural enemies. *chuckles lightly* You know I never understood that. Leah calls y'all leeches, but honestly doesn't everybody need something else to live off of.

Char: You're all animals, well mammals anyway, so I consider it to be in the same food group. Whether you eat humans or cows, it is no more of a sin. Actually, I consider myself more noble than some of those big factories that breed cows specifically for nutritional resources. At least, we weed out the rotten part of the population. *shuts up suddenly, realizing who I am talking to and looking hesitantly up at her* Forgive me, my mouth ran away with me. *quickly changes the subject, hoping she'll leave it be* How about a drink?

Jo: *waves my hand off at her rambling, understanding what she means* Trust me, I'd rather you be weeding out the rotten ones. I've seen what happens when those kinds of people are left to their own devices. *Looks around, looking down at the pedo and then back up at Charlotte* When you say drink, you don't mean him do you? Cause to each his own. Just because I turn into a wolf, doesn't mean I have to act like one.

Char: *laughs, shaking my head* Not at all. I meant the bar near Bella's. *grabs cell, quickly typing a text to Edward* <<<Pick up Carl at following address and throw him in the dark room for the time being. He's a little mutilated, but he'll live for now. Love. >>>> *sends it and puts away phone again, walking out of the house and closing the door behind me* Ready?

Jo: *Looks back at the door* Um yeah, but are you just gonna leave him there. What if somebody finds him like that. *Follows after her toward the bar*

Char: *smiles looking at her over my shoulder* Already taken care of. *winks* No one will find him...Ever *laughs darkly*

Edward: *finally gets around to finishing the daily clean up of the building. not only had he the play room to clean, but the mirror room as well... then there was feeding all of the fish, including the piranha pond in one of the play rooms... they were fun and tickled when they tried to bite on vampire flesh. then all the windows that needed to be cleaned, and the dusting so that it didn't accumulate... then he needed to clean all the walls in the glass maze down stairs, a task that put his scent everywhere making it difficult for those with enhanced senses to find the path on scent...and after he finished cleaning he got a text from his companion. he actually got grumpy at the text because its unusual for Charlotte to go out to play and then cut off in the middle with no reason given. but he leaves the building and heads for the address. he sneers at the man, wondering why Charlotte insists on playing with her food in multiple locations before carting the man off after sealing and locking his house up... then he deposits Senor Douchebag into the dark room and goes upstairs to twiddle his thumbs... on his piano... after he showered and changed clothes to get the pedophile stench off of him...*

Jo: Ok, that sounds ominous. I'm just gonna let it go then *opens the door to the bar for her* Ladies first.

Char: *stays rooted on the spot, because isn't she a lady as well* Which lady?

Jo: *Chuckles* Sorry Leah likes to tell me that I wear the pants in our relationship. So you first.

Char: *grimaces at the mention of Leah, before hiding it quickly with a smile* Thank you, Jo. *walks inside the bar, looking around, surprised to see it this calm and walks over to the nearest booth, sitting down* 

Jo: *Pretends not to see her reaction to Leah's name and follows her as I slid into the other side of the booth.* No problem. So do you actually drink here? Or do you just hang out. 

Char: *smiles up at Jo* It really depends, since there aren't as many people right now, I think I'll be having a Vodka. *smirks* When it's more crowded, they pay less attention to us and it's easier to just sit here.

Jo: That makes sense. I'm gonna get some food, cause I haven't eat at all today*waves the only waitress over and places my order for a hamburger with French fries and a vodka tonic, looks at Charlotte to make her own order*

Char: Just a vodka, please *smiles brilliantly at the waitress, making her blush and chuckles as she stumbles on her way back to the bar*

Jo: That wasn't very nice. That poor waitress has been dazzled by you.

Char: *laughs melodically* Dazzled? Really? *shakes head, licking my lips as I look back at the waitress* I was just being friendly.

Jo: If that's you being friendly, no wonder Leah seems to worry about me wanting to be with y'all.

Char: *thinks back at the rude way I practically ordered Edward to clean up my mess without offering an explanation whatsoever, grabs cell and types a quick message* <<<I'm sorry about earlier, I had an unexpected run-in with the new wolf and am at the bar with her right now. Won't you join us? Love.>>> *looks up at Jo, smiling at her* Yes, I imagine she'd worry about that, especially since she...*shuts up, not wanting to disrespect her girlfriend like that. She'll learn over time what an easy lay Leah is*

Jo: *looks confused* since she's what? *looks at her eyes* Why do I feel like there is something going on between y'all and her that I'm not being told?

Edward: *checks his phone while sealing a small shipping package and smiles at the text. he quickly sends one back* <I'll stop by after I visit the post office.> *then he exits the building, locking it up and heading in the direction of the post office where he patiently waits in line... he's doing his best to not send out predator vibes since he's making some of the others in line uncomfortable*

Char: *averts eyes, looking over at the bar and wondering about this blind guy who runs the place. I haven't seen him in real life yet, only brief glimpses from Edward's mind, but everyone seems to be rather taken with him.* Don't worry about it alright. I'm sure she'll tell you when the time comes *answers absentmindedly, feeling the vibration of my cell phone in my pants, grabbing it and reading it, before putting it back into the pocket of my pants.* 

Jo: *Looks at Char checking her phone, and decides to just ask Leah about them later since she doesn't seem to be getting anywhere with her questions* Yeah I'll be sure to ask her about it some time. So how did you end up here in Canada and with Edward?

Char: *looks up at Jo, smiling softly* I've always been with Edward. He saved me, he made me and I'm his. *sighs, looking around* As for Canada, it's just one of the many places. The weather conditions are perfect for us. We don't have to spend our days locked away, forced to roam the night like one of those vampire movies. *chuckles at the silliness of those movies. Not a single vampire movie I've ever seen, looked remotely close to the real thing*

Jo: Yeah those movies also have shape shifters killed by silver bullets and stuff. If somebody shot me with a gun I would seriously think about biting their legs off. *shrugs* Those suckers hurt like a bitch.

Edward: *stops at a shop on his way to the bar after the post office visit and make a small purchase before continuing on his way. he arrives at the bar and gains entrance just in time to hear Charlotte speak of the conditions and smiles as he seats himself next to her* But don't worry, we'll move on in another year or two. *then he hands Charlotte a white rose and hands Jo a buttery daffodil* Ladies. How are you two this evening? *he pauses only long enough to order a plain coke and dazzle the waitress, despite Peter requesting him not too... After all, Jenna's a cutie.*

Jo: *looks down at the flower and blushes* Damn you are smooth. You even make me feel all girly girl. *looks back up to see him dazzle the waitress* Oh not you too. I swear is there no one you two won't get into bed with?

Edward: *considers before nodding* Yes, that waitress. Because Peter requested I leave her alone. But that doesn't mean I can't flirt from time to time. *he beams, pleased with himself for both making the wolf blush and for getting to flirt*

Char: *looks down at the white rose, smelling it and closing my eyes.* :::Purity, reverence, humility, heavenly...what else?::: *grimaces at Jo's remark* I don't just bed anyone...Although, I've bedded one person too many lately *turns away annoyed, looking back at the waitress, who is still blushing from Edward's gaze*

Jo: *reaches over to touch Char's hand* I'm sorry I was just teasing with that comment. I didn't mean anything by it. *looks over at Edward and smirks* And yes flirting is fun, but I'm glad you are following someone's request to leave that poor girl alone.

CharM: *sits back, accepting the apology and relaxing my body again as I take a sip of vodka, looking at Jo over the rim of my glass* :::She's pretty, but too nice for Leah.:::

Edward: Not just her though. *winks at Joss* I'll leave anyone alone if they can say 'no' and mean it. *he brushes his fingers through Char's hair, turning a wink toward the waitress when she brings him his coke. he grins when he gets yet another blush for his efforts, but lets her move on without further dazzling efforts.* ::Perhaps it is one of those wolfy things and there wasn't really a choice in it?::

Jo: *chuckles* That's all? Just say 'no' and they're free to go? *takes a sip from my drink, and thinks about how Leah didn't say no to him*

CharM: ::::I don't think so. You heard the nasty things Leah said yesterday. She was ashamed to be seen with a girl. That doesn't seem like the devotion those wolves have::: *smiles at Jo* Don't underestimate Edward's charm.

Edward: ::Perhaps not on Leah's part, but on Jo's?:: *he is, of course, reading Jo's mind to get a feel of the situation* Just a 'no.' That's all. But like I said, they have to mean it. If I sense any hesitance in their answer, I'll definitely use my charms to my advantage.

Jo: :::Did Leah really want to be with him? She says she loves me, but she also seems uncomfortable about being out with me. Maybe she's mad at them, because she knows how badly she wants to be with them::: How exactly do you 'use' your charms?

Edward: *looks thoughtful, though its over Jo's thoughts and not because he's thinking over the question as it may seem* The same way any man would. Only I'm more adept at picking up the cues on what women, or even men, are looking for and adapt to the situation in ways that suit my desires.

Jo: *quirks eyebrows* Even men? *blushes at the thought of Edward seducing a man, and bites the inside of my lip*

Edward: *looks surprised* Of course. Why limit yourself when there are so many delicious specimens of both genders out there to be tasted? *he looks amused at his phrasing*

CharM: *chuckles at Jo's blush and the look on her face, drinking my Vodka and running a hand through my hair, smiles wide at Edward's response, already having known he would say something of the sort*

Jo: *smirks* I know what you mean. I just didn't think you were of that persuasion. It's an interesting scenario I must admit. *shuffles my drink around* :::Did I just basically say that I've thought about him with another man? God I wish I could slam myself in the face:::

Edward: *catches a lock of Charlotte's hair, twirling it around his fingers and giving her a lazy kind of smile...but then he has to laugh at Jo's thoughts and he's left regaining his composure to answer her* Is it really that interesting? Interesting because you like the idea of seeing me twined with another man or interesting because you didn't expect me to like it both ways because of preconceived notions?

CharM: *likes Edward playing with my hair and smiling back at him, listens as he responds to Jo and involuntarily gets bombarded with images of Edward pounding into Jasper, Edward sucking off Jasper and many more. Shakes thoughts visibly from my head, taking a big gulp of Vodka and motioning to the waitress to bring a refill*

Jo: *snorts at his mention of preconceived notions* Interesting mental image, because who am I to judge anybody for who they like. I myself have played both sides of the field, and I'm glad cause they I wouldn't of met Leah. *smiles at the thought of her* :::My lovely pareja. I can't wait to see her later, I wonder if we can try going out again
:::

Edward: *pauses playing with Charlotte's hair to give her a startled look, he wasn't expecting her to go -that- route, especially since the one she's picturing has shown no interest in him at all. he tugs on the lock of hair before whispering to her* Sometimes I do wonder what goes on in that lovely head of yours... *even while thinking to her* ::She specifically referred to Leah as her pareja... I'm wondering if that is just because she grew up so close to the border or if it's a tribal legend rather like Leah's imprinting?:: *he turns a devilish grin toward Jo* Of course the real fun comes when you manage to get at least one of each at the same time.

CharM: :: It could be imprinting from her side...We'll find out sooner or later::: *shrugs, looking back at Edward* Not too much. *grins at Jo's surprised and flushed face, Edward sure knows which buttons to push*

Jo: *takes a bite out of my burger that I have been avoiding and lightly chokes on it at Edward's suggestion* Honestly I've never done that before. Most guys act like Neanderthals when it ever got suggested. And I have no problem switching teams but I do have a problem being treated as an object for someone else's pleasure.

Edward: There's nothing wrong with being treated as an object... As long as it's done correctly and not all the time. *he gives a significant glance toward Charlotte, remembering their recent issue with that fact* As for being a Neanderthal... That's only when we go camping and find a nice cave to play in. *he grins wickedly at Charlotte with that statement*

CharM: *bites lip, remembering the cave and runs hands up his thigh* ::::You wanna get out of here?::: *looks back at Jo.* He's right you know. How do you youngens say it? 'Don't knock it, until you tried it.' *smirks*

Jo: *chuckles at their comment and then feels my phone go off. Looks down to see that I'm almost an hour late for work* I am so sorry but I completely lost track of time. I have a deadline I have to met of my boss is going to have my wolfy head. *Starts sliding out of the booth and pulls out a few bucks* It was really nice to meet y'all , maybe next time I'm here with Leah we can all chat. *Smiles*

Edward: *his face instantly hardens at the mention of Leah before he bluntly speaks up* I will speak to that bitch again if she can show manners instead of being a whining, disrespectful, little brat. Now, I believe I would like to go search the area outside of the city limits for potential play areas... *he stands* Would you care to join me, Char? *while holding a hand out waiting for Charlotte, he nods politely to Jo* It was a pleasure speaking with you.

CharM: *takes Edward's hand, sliding out of the booth* I'm sorry, but we are done with Leah. *felt necessary to add that little tidbit.* Till we meet again *waves at Jo as I let Edward escort me outside and then to some more nature-based surroundings*

Jo: *Looks at him shocked by how he turned suddenly mean and angry* I'm sorry that you seem to have a problem with her. But please don't say rude things about her around me. *smiles sadly at Char* I'll see y'all later. *Quickly walks out the bar and heads to work*

-------Some Time Later------

Edward: *had found a nice place in the woods and christened it with Charlotte...so now she had gone to do whatever it was she likes to do and he was lurking around Bella's apartment, waiting for her to emerge... as soon as she did he scooped her up and had her over his shoulder. he started walking as if it were normal to carry a woman around in this manner.*

BellaMSwan: *squeals*

Edward: So how has your day been, Bella? *casual conversation with a kidnappee is all the rage these days... it puts them at ease!*

BellaMSwan: *frowns, staring at your butt* Ah, not bad. Where are we going, by the way?

Edward: I haven't decided yet... I think we'll stop and get Charlotte though. *detours from the original path to head toward where he last saw Charlotte*

BellaMSwan: *shrugs, smacking at Edwards ass* you better make this good for me!

Edward: Well, first we're going to tease someone... Then I think I'll just keep you all night. I'll give you back sometime tomorrow evening. *pauses, realizing something* You didn't hurt your hand did you?

BellaMSwan: *grins even though Edward can't see* I like this idea of keeping me all night. I could use some TLC. and no, my hand is fine. I know better.

CharM: *has just reached the city, looking down at myself in the dim light of the street and noticing one massive tear in my pants, right across the crotch* Goddammit, these were my best pants. *scales a house, roof hopping, because that's the most inconspicuous way to move at my speed and five houses down the road, I see some laundry hanging outside, jumps down into the backyard. A little pink skirt seems to be my size and although the color is really fucking gross, I snatch it anyway.* ::::Better to be seen in pink than with my girly parts on display::: *pulls on the skirt and scales the house again, rolling my pants up in a ball, knowing Edward will fix it later, he's good at that kinda thing. He repairs our costumes all the time*

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *Rolls over, half awake on the couch, reaching into his boxers to scratch his nuts. It's his day off, and he's lounging half naked in his living room, listening to The Winchester Diaries on tape. He's abandoned his glasses, content to lay around like a unshaven, messy-haired slob with a cigarette hanging off his lips, and a cold bottle of beer held loosely in his hand*

Edward: *catches wind of Charlotte's thoughts and tracks her down, still carrying Bella. he spies Charlotte and the first thing he says is...* Could that color be more horrendous? *he pauses* You know, sometimes I sound really fucking gay and I blame you for hating your human life trained good-little-housewife brainwashing and making me mend the laundry. *scoops Charlotte up onto his free shoulder and starts walking away with both women*

BellaMSwan: *turns to look at Char* Hey. you riding along too?

CharM: *grimaces as Edward points out the ugliness of the skirt, wanting to say something about the pants, but my attention is drawn to the slightly wiggling human over his shoulder. Can smell the distinct delicious scent of one Bella Swan but before I can comment, I'm swung over his other shoulder, my face almost at eye level with that rock hard ass, turns to look at Bella as she speaks* I guess so. Although, I imagine riding to be slightly different. *winks at Bella, chuckling*

BellaMSwan: *laughs at Charlotte* Oh yes. As do I. That which I am hoping to do tonight. I'm feeling naughty. So...how're you?

Edward: *carries the ladies, letting them discuss whatever they want... at least until he reaches the bar. he uses their convenient locations to pick their pockets for IDs, while groping their asses, and then carries them by the smirking door man. once they're in the bar, he doesn't put them down. instead, he looks around for a certain someone...when he doesn't spy the person visually, he searches with his ears, cursing once again being unable to read the human's mind... he hears him upstairs in his loft* Okay ladies, play dead for a while... *he follows the path he remembers Peter taking a few days ago and heads up to knock on the door to Peter's loft*

BellaMSwan: *quirks a brow but stays still*

CharM: *talks to Bella for a while, until Edward orders us to play dead, I just go limp and close my eyes because there's really not much else I have to do, seeing as how I don't breathe.*

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *Feels the vibration of someone knocking on the door rather then hearing the knocks themselves, he pulls his earbuds out, shutting off his iPod, and dropping it on the table next to the door. He idly considers putting on pants, but he can't be bothered. It's -his- day off after all, whoever's fucking bugging him can stand to see him naked.* Who is it? *He asks, through his cigarette, beer still in hand. He knows better then to answer the door blindly, his CIA-days to deeply ingrained*

Edward: Its Edward. *he hates being forced to play deaf with the blind man... though if they were so inclined, they would be a much more attractive duo for the remaking of the movie "See No Evil, Hear No Evil" as opposed to Richard Pryor and Gene Wilder...* I was hoping I could speak with you for a bit...

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *unlatches the three locks on the door, pulling it open slowly. He scratches his stomach, taking a long drink from his beer. He can hear breathing, soft and slow, a rhythm that doesn't match Edward as he speaks* Who's with you?

Edward: *takes a risk, but then again, he seems to have a subconscious desire for Peter to find out the secret, and sneaks by the man with sly, very quick, vampire tricks so that he's already in Peter's loft and looking around when he answers* Just a couple girls I saw and had to take right off the streets... I hope you don't mind me laying low here for a while. *he sets both Char and Bella down on the floor*

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *Frowns feeling the rush of air, and finding Edwards voice in an entirely different spot. He cringes internally, put off by the sensation that he didn't feel the movement. He shoves the peculiarity to the back of his mind for now. Breathing deeply, he smirks* Didn't know Bella worked the streets. *Cocking his head, he frowns* The other girl must be Charlotte?

CharM: *bites my lip to stop from laughing at the mention of Bella possibly being a hooker, before feeling offended he'd associate my name with a girl working the streets as he puts it, a little humph escapes me without meaning to and I open my eyes to see if it registered*

Edward: *sulks* Well, its just no fun if you ruin my kidnapping scheme right from the start... *he runs his hands down one of each girl's sides, tickling his fingers on their ribs to let them know its okay to stop playing dead. then he cocks his head* How did you know who was with me? *he's never really listened to thoughts of blind people, and knowing medically that the senses compensate isn't quite the same as hearing it from someone that experiences it*

BellaMSwan: *squirms a little, giggling* Hey Peter.

CharM: *still isn't breathing, instead staring at the blind man in front of me.*

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *Eyes snapping to the soft, muffled sound of annoyance, before settling back to Bella's voice* I could smell Bella's body spray, it's very distinct, I don't think she buys it in Canada. As for Charlotte, whatever cologne you wear is all over her, more so then Bella. She smells similar to you, too. Most likely from similar diets or living in close quarters. And I can smell your fabric softener. It's different then Bella’s, which indicates you two do your laundry together. It was more of an educated guess. Are you going to introduce us, Assward? *Turning on his heels and making his way back to his cough* Beers in the fridge, Bells. You know where my liquor cabinet is, help yourself.

BellaMSwan: *grins and prances to the fridge, taking out a beer and popping the top* Thanks!

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *Scratches ass before sinking into couch. He's not standing on ceremony today, or ever, really. He's just not that kind of man*

CharM: *gasps at Peter's perceptiveness, reminding myself to breathe then and doing so at a slow, even pace.* :::Yes, introduce us, Edward::: *chuckles at the thought of him being called Assward, making note to use that later on*

Edward: *automatically sticks his tongue out at Peter in a childish manner. it was pointless, but makes him feel better* Quite the nose you have... *he compliments after. then he clears his thought* Agent Peter Fischer, this is my long time partner in crime and justice Charlotte Masen... Charlotte... *he turns to look at Charlotte, really taking her in for the first time since they got here and for a moment he falters, looking distressed, and then he shrugs it off* This is the lively owner of the establishment we have been frequenting, Peter Fischer.

BellaMSwan: *prances with my beer back to stand at Edward’s side*

CharM: *wonders if I should step up, seeing as how it's the polite thing to do, but feeling oddly nervous as I slowly move forward where Peter is sitting casually, half naked! Stands in front of him now, extending my hand and mentally kicking myself, because he can't see my hand. Softly grazes his hand, hinting I will wait for him to offer his hand first* Nice to meet you.

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *Grins* Can't see your hand, sorry. Edward did the same thing* Grabs her hand, and kisses her knuckles* I've heard a lot about you, Miss Charlotte. You're from the South aren't you? I can hear it in your accent, but it sounds like it's been a while since you've been home, eh? *Grins, again, releasing her hand.* If y'all ain't sitting yet, do it, cause the standing shit make me nervous.

Edward: *gives Bella a smile, though there's something mechanical about it. he wraps an arm around her shoulders and pulls her close enough that he can take in her scent and kiss the top of her head and then lead her over to whichever seat her brain seems to be inclined to want... he seats himself out of the way* I hope you don't mind the intrusion, Peter... I just seemed to have something tickling my brain since I met you saying I should introduce you to Charlotte and this was the first time I had a chance... *he figures it would have been easier to remember if Charlotte weren't such a horny minx*

CharM: *giggles, wondering at the same time where this is coming from* Mississippi and it's been a while. *sits down instantly, although on the other side of the couch and looks around, confused at my behavior. Tries to focus on Edward as he speaks.* ::::What the hell is wrong with me?::: 

Edward: *sees Charlotte looking around, confused and gives a subtle shake of his head, running his hand through his hair right after. its an old signal to indicate he's not listening to minds at the time... though he's lying this time, still watching, kind of hoping he's wrong. he gives Bella a smile*

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *Smiles, feeling Char settle into the couch* Ah, a southern bell. I guess I should apologize for being half-naked, but today’s my day off. If I'm offending any one's delicate senses I can go get dressed? *Grins into his beer* But from what I've heard, I doubt all y'all care much. Just tell me if my balls are hanging out or something.

CharM: *laughs, my eyes instantly dropping to his crotch* Not offended *squeaks, double checking in the balls department just to be sure nothing is peeking out* And you're all tucked away *clamps hand down in front of my mouth at my run away mouth* Forgive me, I don't socialize much.

BellaMSwan: *eyes Char, worried at her behavior, never seeing her act like this before*

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *Nods absently, fighting off the urge to nut check anyway. He's got the distinct impression he just invited the room to stare at his junk* You should come by the bar with your friends.

Edward: *closes his eyes, letting a wave of ... something... wash over him. he's not even sure what it was. regret? happiness? envy? jealousy? heartbreak? all of the above? when he opens his eyes again, he's got his usual cocky smirk in place* Hopefully they'll be able to see you normally in the bar environment instead of picturing you in your glory, Peter.

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *Snickers* If I served beer in my boxers, I'd make better money, yeah?

Edward: No doubt, but would the cleanup from having all of your customers in various states of drooling or drink spilling as a result be worth it?

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *Shrugs* You're probably right. I don't want to become a tourist trap. The Naked Blind Bartender, yeah, not so good.

CharM: *turns complete attention towards Edward, determined not to look at Peter again, since he seems to have some sort of power to turn me into a fumbling idiot.* :::Maybe he has a gift?:::: *looks at Edward for confirmation, although not really hoping to get one since he indicated earlier that he wasn't listening in.*

Edward: *stares blankly at Charlotte, not just because he's pretending he can't hear her, but because he's sure he told her once before that he can't hear Peter's mind and if anything that would be a kind of gift for him* I should send that idea to a friend of mine in Ireland though... She owns a movie studio and I think she'd love to work with it.

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *Grins, then frowns, cocking his head to the side* You guys breath....really -really- really quiet.

CharM: Oh, might be, but I can scream like no other, baby. *surprised at the words coming out of my mouth, grasping the edge of the couch* Sorry, it's...it's just the whole Naked Bartender thing, it had me thinking of being bend over a stool and...*facepalms* I need to fucking shut up already! *looks at Edward with a pleading expression that just screams, save me, change the subject, anything!*

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *Laughs out right, leaning across the couch to pat Chars knee awkwardly. He feels weird, because, apparently she's wearing a skirt, and he doesn't want to look skeezy. He leans back, looking forward at nothing in particular* Is she always like this, Eddie?

Edward: I... *he doesn't know whether to laugh at or cry for poor Charlotte... instead he focuses on Peter's question* Not usually, no... I think you make her nervous... *then, just to clarify, he adds* But not like a criminal, more like a virgin.

CharM: Edward! :::Did he have to say that? But wait,...he's kinda right.::: *doesn't look back to see Peter's reaction, wanting to shrink back into the couch, maybe even shrivel up and die, although that mental image looks completely disturbing*

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *Grins, knowing very well that Char is not a virgin. He turns to face her* Would it help if I got dressed? I don't want to make you nervous. *Had imagined Char would be more immune, given that Edward had lead him to believe she was more subtly dominating. He frowns, hand rubbing the bridge of his nose* Uh...is it the eyes? I can put my glasses on, if you would like?

Edward: *gives Char a bewildered look* Whaaaat? At least you're acting like a virgin with a great rack... *turns to Peter* It doesn't bother me, you're rather easy on my eyes... And I'm pretty sure Char agrees.

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *Can almost feel Char's frustration in the air. He can't help it, he kind of likes making her squirm* Great rack eh? You know, Blind People see with there eyes.....*He's teasing of course, he's got more respect then that*

CharM: *is horrified to be giving him such an impression* No! *cringes at the loud sound of my own voice* I mean no, your eyes are just fine. I'm just...I don't know. *furrows brow, running my hand through my hair and tugging nervously* And yes you are quite easy to look at, very easy even...Um...what was the question?

Edward: *helps Char and Peter out, cause he's cool that way* He wants to touch your boobs so he can 'see' them.

CharM: O-oh *looks up at Peter, biting my lip* Alright, but...be gentle. *wants to facepalm myself again, because if I didn't sound like a virgin before I sure do now.*

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *snorts* Not really. I'd be a bastard if I used my blindness to go around feeling ladies up. I'd like to think I'm some kind of gentleman, nakedness excluded, of course. *turns back to Edward* But you know, if you want to give me a height to cup ratio, I wouldn't say no. She sounds short. She's short, isn't she? 

Edward: *wants to laugh at Char at the same time he wants to run away with her* She is rather on the petite side... Small enough that you can literally just pick her up with one hand and spin her ar... Er, yeah... She's about five foot and a large C's, definitely.

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *turns a grin onto the flustered Char* Mmmhm, I like em' small. But some how I doubt you'd ever be a damsel in distress, huh?

CharM: *feels awkward at being discussed like that, but shrugs it off. Looks up as Peter talks to me* I can be...

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *Frowns at the submissive tone in her voice. * No point in pretending to be anything your not, I think. If your feisty little thing, you should be proud of it. *He gives her a wink, before draining off the rest of his beer* So how long have you and Edward known each other?

Edward: *finds a lock of Bella's hair to play with, a bit baffled for how she could have fallen asleep so quickly and easily in Peter's loft so soon after leaving her house. he remains silent, barely breathing even, letting Char and Peter talk*

CharM: *bites lip, trying to come up with a good story, but drawing up blank* Too long to remember. *sighs with relief that I at least managed to keep my wits about me this time and kept my answer vague, instead of just blurting out the truth, which I had been close to doing*

Edward: *murmurs softly* Seems like a lifetime ago...

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *notes the vague answers, biting his lip* How did y'all meet? Some how, you don't strike me as a southern boy. *Really never bought the Italian accent Edward had thrown his way, but let it slide. Every one has there secrets, and Peter will figure it out eventually*

Edward: I was vacationing at the time... Char was exiting the movies with her then boyfriend late one night and ran into some low lives... *actually tells the truth, pausing for effect* Her boyfriend didn't make it, but I stopped them in time to save her. I was so glad I was out looking for a midnight snack that night.

CharM: *gets nervous with all the questions, feeling as if he's trying to dig or something. Looks over at Edward nervously and standing up abruptly* We should be going, it's your night off and it's getting late. :::He's digging. I don't know if I can keep my mouth shut if he asks me any more questions. His gift is apparently working better on me.:::: *has already concluded for myself that Peter must have a gift that makes you speak up, even if you don't want to*

Edward: True, good night Peter... We'll have to chat more later. *he scoops Bella into his arms* Bella would say goodnight, but she fell asleep a while ago so I'm going to carry her home. Have a pleasant evening. *nods at Charlotte and carrying Bella out while Charlotte joins him. unlike Charlotte's worry over spilling the beans, he's more resigned to the inevitable now... but something tells him that Peter will enjoy 'discovering' the secret for himself more than being told*

Edward: *leads the way back to the building on the ground level, going at a human walking pace. as they get nearer, he purses his lips* Your toy is awake and puking on the dark room floor because of what he pulled out of his mouth...

CharM: *chuckles* I can imagine. He'll have to wait for his companion on Saturday though. They play better in pairs, don't you think? *runs a hand through Edward's messy hair* But I should go clean up after the son of a bitch. *grimaces, quickly pecking Edward's cheek and heading downstairs.*

Edward: Try to avoid killing him too soon, dear... *takes Bella up to the room that had become hers and tucks her in for the night*

CharM: *walks into the dark room, not bothering to turn on the light as I move around him. Opens the little drain noisily, listening to Carl's rapid heart beat. Grabs the hose hanging on the wall, before turning open the water and spraying it at Carl who's still hovering above his own puke, heaving.* Lose it all now, because I'm not going to come in here every five fucking seconds! *keeps spraying as he vomits some more, rolling my eyes at the ugly, disgusting human*

CharM: *wonders why I keep calling him Carl or even referring to him as an him in my head, but shrugs it off as Carl finally stops his puke fest and the last of the chunky bits wash down the drain. Picks up his penis and takes it with me to avoid another one of these sessions. Leaves the room, heading down to the pit and throwing in the slowly rotting dick, before riding up the elevator to the main level*

Edward: *is sitting on a sofa, watching the moon rise through the expansive windows, all of the lights except the fish tanks turned off and slowly twirling a goblet filled with b-positive from the donor bags in the fridge upstairs*

CharM: *plops down on the couch, preoccupied with my own thoughts all revolving Peter, my weird behavior to him and his mystery power.*

Edward: *takes a drink from the goblet before handing it to Char without a word. its just one of those things they do sometimes, lost in thoughts, sharing a pint...*

CharM: *accepts goblet mindlessly, putting it to my mouth and gulping down some of the delicious, red liquid. Moaning as I recognize the B-Positive, which is my favorite blood type, instead of the O-Negative most vampires are always drooling over. Smiles, happy to finally have some relief from Peter in my mind, grimacing as that thought sends me back to my previous Peter-brooding state of mind*

Edward: *waits quite a bit before blurting out* Do you want to fuck him?

CharM: *startles so bad I drop the goblet* What? Why? He's human, he's...he's...I don't know. *growls* Maybe? *stands up to grab something to clean up the mess* What do you think?

Edward: *gets up to help Charlotte clean up the mess... and tries to think of something to tell her as well* It wouldn't be like he's the first human you'd be sleeping with... *dismisses that right away* And I think you're at least considering it... I saw the way you stared at him after he mentioned his balls.

Jo: *Sighs as I exit the newspaper office and check my phone, no missed texts or calls from Leah* I guess she got busy with work. *Starts walking back to my apartment when I pass the house I met Charlotte at, I stop and look at it wondering if I did the right thing letting her take him. Shakes the thought from my head after a moment* God I need a drink. *Heads to the bar that everybody hangs out at*

CharM: *gets defensive quickly, not really knowing why.* He mentioned them! He was practically begging everyone in that room to stare at his junk. *knows I'm not sounding very convincing* Bella stared too. *growls lowly* Besides, what would it matter? You have to admit he's hot, well-built and strong...*shakes head, to stop pictures from infiltrating my mind as I describe Peter* Hell, you'd probably do him yourself if you knew he'd accept! *lowers gaze, because that was uncalled for and I know it.* I'm sorry, but what does it matter really...I love you and he's just a hot human. That's all he is...Right? Yes, that's all. He's probably a good fuck too and I imagine he'd make the most delicious noises...*snaps mouth shut as the word vomit starts to pour out again*

Leah: *Sighs, walking into the bar from a temp job, dressed in heels and all. I wipe off my lipstick as I near the bar, ordering a shot of tequila.*

Edward: Bella didn't even look at him! She was looking at you because you were acting like a nervous virgin! *torn between being incredulous and laughing at Charlotte* And yeah, I would if he'd accept. I even told him as much too. *definitely amused at that one* Charlotte... You are absolutely adorable right now and I don't know if I should fuck you or try to make blood into an ice cream for you. *snickers*

Jo: *Finally reaches the bar and walks in to see Leah at the bar dressed up, bites my lip at the sight of her and then remembers that she hasn't called or text me yet. Walks to the other end of the bar and orders a vodka tonic*

CharM: Well...Well, tell him to turn off his powers or something, then I don't have to act like a...a...Virgin! *spits out the word like it's a disease* And ice cream made out of blood? Sounds good, baby *wraps arms around his waist, pressing my cheek against his chest* And then we can fuck. *couldn't stop from adding that as an afterthought*

Leah: *Runs a hand through my hair, letting it loose. I take the shot and then order a beer, grabbing it, I walk to a booth, pulling out my phone to call Jo when I smell her scent fresh. I look around and find her standing on the other side of the bar. I take a picture of her with my phone, saving it and sending it to her with a text <Why can't I feel your arms around me yet?*

Edward: *laughs, kissing the top of Char's head and pulling her close* Well then we'll have to pick up an old fashioned ice cream maker tomorrow, that's something we actually don't have. Though now I'm curious as to if it can be done and still taste good. *he runs his fingers through her hair*

Jo: *Grabs my vodka tonic taking a gulp of it, after the crappy work day I've head. I feel my phone vibrate in my back pocket, reach for it and opens it to see a text from Leah. Confused, I reply back <Cause I'd have to find you first. Marco...> closing my phone I finish the rest of my drink and order another*

CharM: *purrs at his magic fingers running through my hair, squeezing him tighter to me* I'm sure it can be done, baby.

Leah: *Laughs, calling only loud enough for her wolf ears to pick up* Polo.

Jo: *Turns around quickly hearing Leah's voice and see her standing by a booth, reaching back I grab my new drink and walk over* Hey, funny running into you here. Would you like me to wrap my arms around you now? *I slid into the booth, patting the space next to me*

Leah: *Bites my lip as I look at her outfit, which is just so her* Yeah, funny that I'm at the bar I'm at every night when I'm not in your bed. *Scoots closer to her* Yes please!

Edward: *hears Char's thoughts about not knowing what to do with herself and needing time to sort shit out and whispers a 'good night' into her hair before kissing her tenderly and... going upstairs to Bella's room in their building. he lays down next to Bella and wraps his arms around her so he can play with her boobies as she sleeps.* 

Jo: *Wraps my arms around her pulling her back to my chest* You do know that I've only known you for a few days. I have yet to learn all the quirks and interesting facts about your life. But I will remember that this is the bar you are at any night you're not with me. *kisses her neck lightly*

CharM: *heads out into the dark street, walking at a human pace, not really caring where I'm going. Everything is just too messed up right now and I need some time to myself. Keeps on walking, until I'm suddenly climbing a fire escape, not really knowing why, but going along with it. Startles as I peer into a window and see Peter's living room.* Fucking shit! *quickly jumps down and paces*

Leah: *Sighs, resting my head against her* I've missed you. Is that completely pathetic of me?

Jo: *smiles at her comment* If so then I'm pathetic too. Work was so boring today and all I could think about was how I wish I had stayed in bed with you instead.

Leah: *Grins wider, closing my eyes happily* I hate work, I think it should be outlawed.

CharM: *walks to the front entrance, opening the door and going inside the bar* :::What am I doing? Go home, Char! Go drain a pimp! Fuck, just get out of this place!::: *spots Jo...and Leah, grimacing and heading over to the bar. Smiles at the girl behind the bar, chuckling as she flushes and asks what I want while stuttering adorably* Vodka, please.

Jo: Yes it probably should be, but then how would we have money to buy new toys. *Looks up at Charlotte entering the bar and walking to order a drink* Hey I meant to tell you I sort of had a late lunch/dinner with Edward and Charlotte today.

Leah: *Pulls away from her angrily, my happy thoughts about Jo and toys gone* You -forgot- to tell me you had lunch with the killers?!

CharM: *slowly licks upper lip as the girl puts my vodka in front of me, watching her as her eyes glaze over and she flushes yet again, perks up as I hear Jo mention my name and eavesdrops, scrunching up my face in fury as Leah refers to us as killers* :::That whore bitch!:::

Jo: *Looks at her shocked at how angry she is* I've only been with you for a few minutes, and it's not like you called me to tell me you were coming to the bar after work. *Closes my eyes and presses my hands over them and takes a calming breath.* What is up with y'all? Why does everything have to be so hateful between all of you. I had lunch, that's it.

Leah: What did they do? Snack on you? You don't -have- lunch with bloodsuckers unless you -are- the lunch. They tried to kill me! Twice! They could hurt you.

CharM: *gulps down the Vodka quickly, not interested in hearing more. Makes my way to the door that'll lead me to the stairs to Peter's apartment. Can't help it, it's like I'm being compelled to do it. Chuckles at myself, because compulsion is my gift and now I'm even going as far as thinking Peter is compelling me to come to him so he can interrogate me further. Shakes head as I grab the handle of the door that clearly says Private*

CharM: *hears Leah's last outburst, murmuring to myself* The lying whore!

Jo: *Shakes my head* No, they didn't snack on me. I am perfectly fine, see that haven't hurt me. *grabs her face lightly with my hands, and looking into her eyes
* Please tell me what the hell is going one between the three of you.

Leah: Nothing, I just don't get why you would want to spend your time with killers. *Grabs my cell and gets up, moving to the bar*

CharM: *hesitates at the door, the burn of the vodka making my throat itch and I rub my throat quickly* :::Fuck, I should have drained that child molester earlier instead of wrapping him up like a goddamn gift and send him home with Edward:::

CharM: *pushes down the handle, taking a deep breath to steady my nerves, nerves that make absolutely no sense to me but still they are there.*

Jo: *Gets up and follows her to the bar* Leah, I love you. But I don't understand why you are acting this way. Please explain to me why you hate them so much. *Pulls her to me, needing to feel close to her and make her understand* If they are as bad as you say they are I won't speak to them again, but I won't do it without an actual reason. I told you this the first day, I don't care who anybody is. They can be black or white, human or wolf, dead or alive, man or woman. So don't ask me to hate someone just because of who they are.

Leah: *Doesn't want her to hold me when I'm trying to be mad at her* They stole my life from me. My boyfriend. My humanity. My best friend. My everything. Then I'm in Bella's room and the leech is choking me, trying to kill me. I walk into their apartment to -apologize- and I get almost thrown out a window! They are -killing- people, Jo. Why does that not bother you? We were made to save people but you're too busy befriending their killers.

CharM: *creeps up the stairs, stopping in front of the door to his apartment, debating and struggling with myself.*

Jo: *Backs away from Leah at her harsh words, closing my eyes and remembering the last battle I fought in Phoenix. Shaking the images from my head I open my eyes to look at Leah sadly* I wasn't made to save anyone. I'm sorry they stole things from you, and if they ever try to hurt you again I'll kill them myself. But what bothers me is when people tell me who to hate and who to fight based on prejudice and myths. *pauses and takes a deep breath trying to hold back the tears* And you know what Leah, I was really hoping that I was your everything, but I guess I was wrong.

Leah: *Pulls her to me* I didn't mean that, Jo. You -are- my everything. *Tucks a strand of hair behind her ear* You're saving me.

CharM: *picks the lock, letting myself in. His scent is really appealing now and I wonder how it was I didn't notice this before. Inhaling deeply, I welcome the burn in my throat, but don't move to act upon it. Stands there instead, rooted to the spot as I listen to his heart beat and even breathing* :::This is going to far. Breaking into an apartment to hear him sleep? What the fuck is wrong with me?:::

Jo: *Releases a deep sigh and pulls Leah outside into an alley to talk more privately* Ok if I'm going to properly save you that you have to tell me -everything-. *tears welling up* Please I don't like being in the dark about things. I'll tell you anything about me you want to know, and all I ask is that you don't keep any secrets from me. *walks up to her and kisses her nose* Maybe we can save each other. *sniffs the air* But first, do you smell that?

Leah: I'm not keeping anything from you! Just let it go. Now what am I supposed to be smelling?

Jo: *Walks over to the fire escape* I think that it smells like... *pauses wanting to say Charlotte but thinks better of it*

CharM: *hears a sigh of annoyance coming from Peter and slinks closer to the bedroom, suddenly worried he might be awake and I didn't even know, but then again he would have called her out on it. Stands in the bedroom door, watching down on his sleeping form, feeling utterly disgusted with myself for even being there and deciding to stop this madness I head over to the living room window, opening it and going out through it. Pulls the window to a close, before jumping off the same fire escape, landing right in front of Jo.* Well fuck! This night just got better. *glares at Leah*

Leah: *Snarls* You better not have hurt Peter.

Jo: *Backs up looking between Leah and Char* Ok seriously I know something is up. *turns to Leah* Please don't tell me it's nothing, unless you're upset about her seeing Peter. *bites my lip hoping her anger has nothing to do with Char being with Leah's almost imprint*

Leah: Of course I am, Jo! He's human.

CharM: *snarls, curling up my upper lip and exposing my teeth* What's it to you, dog? *turns to Jo, smoothening out my face and placing my hand on her shoulder* I think you might want to reconsider who you chose to date, Jo. *growls and pulls hand back as Leah yells at Jo.* Don't talk to her like that. At least she's no cocksucking slut! And that's not all you do, is it Leah?

Leah: *My mouth drops, wondering if Jo likes Char. Maybe they're talking bad about me together? Maybe Jo wants the leech...?* What the fuck was that for leech? Last I checked you were sucking it too.

Jo: *Looks at Char confused* Why would you say that? And don't you say bad things about her I already warned you once about bad mouthing her *and then turns back to look at Leah hearing the rest of Char's words* What does she mean by that? Is this about you and Edward? Or is there more?

Leah: N-no. There was just the guys in the pack but that was forever ago.

CharM: *grins at this wolf's stupidity* Of course, he's been my life partner for over eighty years. You knew him for two days, you whore and you slept with me on the first fucking day! Don't you lie, dumb dog, you already gave yourself away by saying I sucked it 'too' *air quotes the too, because it's relevant in this matter* You fucking begged for us, you begged for Edward's cock and you let me drink your blood! Then you go around our back and try to make us look like the bad guys. Fuck that, you bitch!

Leah: Your 'life partner' tried to throw me out the fucking window! I came over and got yelled at and threatened! That doesn't really make you good in my book.

Jo: *Looks back at Charlotte, wanting to yell at her about being mean to Leah, but I can't find the words to speak after hearing what she's said. Turning back to Leah with tears in my eyes* Is that why you're so mad at them? Not because they've stolen all that stuff, but because of what you've done with them?

Leah: No! I don't care what I've done with them. It ended badly and that's that. Sure I fucked them but I -never- liked them.

CharM: And why is that? *raises a challenging eyebrow* Let's see shall we?...Um, was it the way you sneered at me when I came to your house, all worried about you. I warned you there that I didn't put up with being treated in a demeaning way, yet you didn't listen. Because as soon as you came to our house, you started up your shit again, calling us names in our own house, disrespecting us. We cannot put up with that. *growls at the memory* Then when I tried to be polite and listen to your problems, you disregarded everyone that loved you in any way, friend, family and others, just because they weren't your mate. You were a selfish bitch and we couldn't put up with that, now could we? And she's mad because she doesn't get to fuck us anymore. And she's pure evil, because I... I had actually grown fond of you, calling you Lee and Barky, but now I see you for what you are...A fucking dumb dog. A bitch in heat! The only monster standing in this alley right now!

CharM: *turns to Jo* I'm sorry you had to find out like this.

Jo: *Brings my hands to my head and turns around trying to shuffle all my thoughts around after hearing everything they both said*

Leah: I'm sorry, what was that? The leech who gets tied up and spanked doesn't like being treated in a demeaning way? *Snorts* I was depressed. I was depressed and I thought I could actually trust a leech but I come to you and I get turned out. I called you by your name for fucks sake!

CharM: Yeah us trap people right? Oh and bitch, not to mention the naked part, because that was your reason for not needing to respect us was it? Hmm *taps finger on chin* Depressed, slightly, suicidal completely and who saved your ass? *lifts arm, bouncing* Ding ding ding...It was me!!! Now what's my prize? Oh right, we get blown off for caring about you, because only a mate could make you feel better and you despised us for having each other.

CharM: I think you even went as far as dismissing the last eighty and more years Edward and I spent together. The way we could relate to not feeling loved. Because damn, we had each other all this time, even if we thought the other didn't love us.

CharM: But then again you had Bella *throws hands up exasperated* I even mentioned her and you disregarded her love like a rag! Like it meant nothing to you! You are selfish, greedy and incapable of true love! *points at Leah* You are a taker, never the giver and you utterly disgust me!!

Jo: *Screams frustrated* Will you both just stop being so -god damn- angry for a minute. *turns to Char* Thank you for telling me everything that means a lot to me and for caring for Leah, but don't call her a monster or say rude things about the woman I love. Cause no matter how much she might be in the wrong I still love her. *turns to Leah* Why did you tell me about this? You want me to save you, and to be your mate. But how can I do that if I don't know what I'm saving you from. *tears start pouring down my face* You let them drink your blood and then you still call them leeches. I'm not a quick fix to your problems. How do I know you won't get mad at me one day and leave me for someone else? I don't care that you slept with them or did anything else. I care that you lied to me and told me that it was nothing.

Leah: *Sighs, running my hand through my hair* It was nothing to me, Jo. It was a mistake and I just want to forget it. If you don't want to be my mate all you had to do was tell me, I don't need some big scene in the middle of an alley. The leech told you everything, now I should go before someone gets hurt. *Turns to leave, my body shaking with tremors that can only mean I'm about to phase* 

Jo: *Grabs Leah's hand and pulls her body to mine trying to calm her tremors* Please don't leave me. 

Jo: I love you and want to be your mate. I just also want you to be honest with me. Sharing everything with me even if it is a mistake and nothing to you. Cause it still makes you who you are. And obviously it's still affecting you whether you want it to our not.

Leah: *Shaking, I put my head in her shoulder, trying to calm myself, her scent helping. I whisper into her neck* I love you so much Jo. I don't know what I'll do without you.

CharM: *nearly gags at the wolves, disgusted with Leah for deceiving Jo in the first place and disappointed with Jo for not having more of a backbone. Rolls my eyes at them and turns away, running out of the alley and away from wolf stench*

Jo: *Holds Leah close and kisses her neck* It's a good think you won't have to find out. *notices Char leaving and wonders how I can stay friends with her without upsetting Leah, pulling back from Leah turning her around* But we still need to talk about this, maybe not now, but soon. Cause Char and Edward haven't been anything but nice to me, and there isn't any reason everyone can't get over this anger y'all have for each other. *looks into her eyes* Please try to get a long... *kisses her nose* for me?

Leah: *Pouts* They don't like me Jo. And we're supposed to be enemies.

Jo: *smiles sadly* Well then we'll just have to take baby steps. And just because something is suppose to be a certain way doesn't mean it has to be that way. *bites my lip nervously, looking down at my feet* I'm suppose to be my tribes pack leader, but here I am in Canada instead.

Leah: *Looks at her shocked* Leader? You -never- told me that.

Jo: *Looks back up sheepishly* Well we haven't talked much about my past. *sigh* Honestly it's still a little hard to talk about. But yeah, being the only female wolf in a pack that is supposed to be run by the female wolves makes me the only leader. But I didn't want it. It's the only reason the tribe accepted me back with open arms, and I was more their puppet than a leader.

Leah: *Kisses her gently* I love you and I am so sorry that happened to you. You shouldn't have to be a wolf. You're too...you. I don't want you being a wolf to change that. I don't want to hurt you.

Jo: You aren't hurting me by being a wolf. And I don't mind being a wolf *smirks* The only thing that hurts me is when you don't trust me and when you let what we are define who we are. Ok we've had a horribly long night, will you please take me home now?

Leah: *Smiles, pulling her with my back to her place* Home.

