Edward: *sometime the next day he could be found hopping buildings until he's letting himself into Bella and Leah's place. Its quiet, and the trend of Bella's thoughts is not very kind so he peeks into Leah's room only to find the girl and most of her possessions missing. from this fact, and Bella's thoughts, he deduces things went to shit and exits without alerting Bella to his presence. he hops, skips and jumps the distance to a specialty store, going inside and placing an order. while the order is being filled, he moves over to a nearby store... two transactions later find him making his way across town and sneaking into Jo's apartment. he peeks around before checking the kitchen. finding supplies adequate, he starts making some food while stashing some things in the fridge and freezer while leaving other things on the counter.*

Jo: *sobbing for what seems to be the 100th time since last night I roll over and see the pile of tissues that have collected. I get angry at what I've been reduced to and angrily try to knock them off my bed* GOD DAMN IT! *After trying to knock them all off and failing, I cry out and fall backwards pulling my comforter over my head to cry some more.*

Edward: *gets the food to a simmer point before turning and heading into Jo's bedroom. since she's so busy with the comforter over her head, he quickly cleans up her massive tissue mess and sets down a fresh box of them by her bed before emptying her trash bin. once he's got it set back in place, he goes back into the kitchen and washes his hands before banging around in the cabinets to find a colander*

Jo: *hearing the banging in the kitchen I throw the comforter off my and jump out of bed* LEAH! *I run out of my room and into the kitchen hoping to see Leah making popcorn and sitting on my counter, like that time we had a midnight snack. Instead I see Edward searching for something and I stop the moment I realize Leah hasn't come back. I feel my legs start to tremble and back up against a wall for support as I close my eyes and take deep breaths to hold my tears at bay* :::How stupid of me to thing she came back. She's probably already napping in La Push or eating popcorn:::

Edward: *turns to regard Jo when she makes an appearance and finds her still wearing his shirt and an absolute mess. he turns the burners off and moves over to her. with only one look, he takes hold of her arm and guides her to the bathroom. without even speaking, he turns the water on, adjusts the temperature and yoinks his shirt off of her before setting her under the spray of water. he strips down to his boxers and joins her in the shower, already reaching for her shampoo*

Jo: *too tired from crying I let him move me around as I silently cry. I lean up against him for support and try not to be a blubbering mess* I... She.... *I stop not knowing what to say next* :::She's gone. I loved her, and she's gone. I don't want to be alone anymore. I thought she loved me.::: *My mind was saying all the things I couldn't speak aloud as I let him start to wash my hair.* :::God I probably look like the creature from the Black Lagoon or something:::

Edward: *gently washes Jo's hair while she cries and tries to make some kind of coherent thought train. he soon rinses her hair before rubbing conditioner into the ends. while that sets, he lathers up a bath puff and starts washing her body for her. then he finally speaks* You don't look like a lagoon creature... And you're not alone.

BellaMSwan: *feels well enough to drive now, and figures poor Jo needs some comfort. Grabbing a box of cookies from the pantry and hopping in the car, driving over to her house and knocking on the door*

Jo: *Sniffing, I shake my head* I think I probably do look horrible, compared to you. But thanks.... for being here. *Slightly hearing a knock on my door, my head speeds up.* :::Maybe that's Leah!::: *I bite my lip nervously.*

Edward: Comparing yourself to someone designed by nature to be attractive to their prey is just silly. *he sets her under the spray* No, its just Bella. *leaves her there, taking his soaked, boxer wearing self to the door. he opens it so that Bella can come up, but then turns around and leaves again before he can leave a wet mess anywhere, returning to the shower*

BellaMSwan: *walks in and frowns, knowing this isn't good. Putting the cookies down and following Edward into the bathroom* Jo?

Jo: *Seeing Bella again, just reminds me of the last time I saw her, and I feel myself start to get sad again. Shaking my head angrily I try to pull myself out of this funk.* :::No I am not gonna let myself breakdown. I have friends that care, and that's what matters::: *trying to smile, I turn to back to face Bella* Hi.

BellaMSwan: *quirks a brow* don't -hi- me. Dry off and put on some comfy clothes so I can snuggle you. I brought cookies. Double chocolate.

Edward: *turns the water off once Jo is rinsed and grabs a towel, wrapping it around her shoulders. he finds another one to start gently rubbing her hair dry. he gives Bella a half-smile kind of greeting, babying Jo*

Jo: *Grabbing the towel that's around my shoulders I feel a real smile come to my face.* I would love to eat some cookies.... I just need to go grab some clothes. *I quickly reach out for Edward's shirt that I've come to love and rush to my bedroom closet. Finding some sweatpants and a long sleeve shirt I tuck Edward's shirt into a drawer and go to put on some underwear first.*

BellaMSwan: *nods and goes into the living room* I'm on the couch. Edward, stick around and chill with us?

Edward: I should think so, I was cooking when the shower necessity came up... *drops his boxers and pulls his pants on over damp skin. he wrings the boxers out and drapes them over the shower curtain bar to dry before taking his clean, just put on this morning, shirt and swapping it out for the one Jo hid. he rolls his eyes, pulling on the dirty shirt and going back into the kitchen to finish cooking*

Jo: *pouting cause he took my favorite shirt. I throw the rest of my clothes on, grab the cookies and head out to join Bella on the couch.* Thanks for coming over you guys. *snuggling up next to Bella I offer her some of the cookies* So what are you cooking over there? Please don't tell me something like BBQ wolf. I might be sad, but that won't stop me from smacking you.... in fact that might make me a bit happy right now.

Edward: Ravioli. *he pours the drained ravioli from the colander into the sauce and sets it to simmer once the lid is on... he's making a big pot of it* Do you want some wine? Or would you rather go to the bar and get shit faced after dinner?

BellaMSwan: I'm down for a drink.

Jo: If you don't mind me going looking like this... *snorts* cause there is no way in hell I'm gonna try and look pretty for anyone tonight.

Edward: *looks confused* But you already look pretty.

BellaMSwan: *wraps an arm around Jo* You think you look bad? Look at me!

Jo: *rolls my eyes at Edward's comment and goes for another cookie* I think we could be twins tonight Bella. If anyone asked we can say we fought over who got the last cookie!

BellaMSwan: *giggles* you got it. And I'd totes win. *grins*

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *Picks up phone, texting with long-learned ease <<come by the apt if you want, im grilling>>> *sends to bella*

Jo: *laughing for the first time in days, I try not to let it turn into tears and crying* Yeah, but only cause I'd let you. My wolf powers are no match for you, so I let you have it so I can eat the ice cream.

BellaMSwan: *checks my phone* How would you guys feel about going to Peters?

Jo: We can bring the ravioli right? Cause I was really looking forward to some pasta....

Edward: *cleans up the minor mess he hadn't already cleaned up in the kitchen from his cooking spree* I'm not sure I'd be welcome. Not after the last time I saw Peter. *nods to Jo* 

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *Grabs phone, fingers lingering as he sends another text <<<bring edward if you want>>>

BellaMSwan: *hears my phone buzz* Oh hey. Peter says you can come.

Jo: I'm not gonna lie, that's kind of creepy.

BellaMSwan: do you wanna go?

Edward: *frowns* That is rather... I wish I knew what went through his head. *packs the pot of pasta away and pulls two bottles of 1901 red from the fridge, already knowing that the ladies tend to flock toward Peter whether they realize it or not*

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *Fires of another text* <<<bring your whole gang, theres more then enough to go around.>>>

BellaMSwan: *looks at my phone again* We're all welcome.

BellaMSwan: *stands up* come on. It'll do us both some good to get out.

Jo: *walks over to the kitchen and quickly grabs a piece of pasta and eats it* It's up to you Edward. I'm good staying here and crying some more over pasta if you want, or we can get drunk with a blind guy.

Edward: Actually, it isn't up to me. *smirks at Jo* Because I can't get drunk and I don't eat solid food. *he pecks a kiss to the top of her head and carries the pot of pasta away toward the door*

BellaMSwan: *yanks on Jo’s hand* Come on. Now. We're not staying here and crying.

Jo: I was trying to be nice! I guess means we're going? *slips on some flip flops*

BellaMSwan: *opens the door* Edward can drive faster.

Edward: *takes the wine and pasta out to Bella's car, swiping her keys and getting in the drivers seat. a wiggly drive through town later and suddenly they're parking near Peter's and he carries the things toward the stairs to his loft, playing the part of pack mule for the ladies*

BellaMSwan: *knocks on Peter's door* It's us!

Jo: *whispers to Bella and Edward* So he lives above the bar?

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *Hears a car pull into the alley, the familiar voice of Bella echoing outside.* It's open! I'm on the balcony!

BellaMSwan: *nods to Jo and pushes the door open, walking towards the balcony* Hey, Peter. thanks for inviting us. We needed...time out.

Jo: *walking behind Edward and Bella, feeling slightly out of place I follow Bella to the balcony* Hi again.

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *Looks up from where he's carefully laying steaks on the propane grill. He'd prefer charcoal, but he can never tell when the shit is ready* Consider it a peace offering for my behavior last time. I trust your feeling better?

Edward: He owns it, so why not? *shrugs and follows inside, finding a spot to put the ravioli pot and then finding Peter's fridge to store the wine that's as old as he is...he moves over to stand behind Peter on the balcony, peering over his shoulder at the grill and using it as an excuse to inhale Peter's scent. he shivers, purring only faintly for just a moment before he steps back to an acceptable distance* Hey, Peter.

BellaMSwan: For the most part. Rib still hurts, but the face is healing nicely. I've been well taken care of.

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *Hears and -smells- Jo, something familiar about her scent. He can't place it, and he frowns* Hey Jo. I'm glad you could make it.

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *nods absently* good to hear. I've got steak, and chicken, but if y'all want chicken, I’ll have to hand over the grill. Can't trust a blind guy to cook poultry. Any takers?

BellaMSwan: I’ll catch myself on fire if I touch the grill.

Jo: *Ready to distract myself I grab the tongs and slightly pushes Peter out of the way.* I'll take care of it. If there is anything I know it's how to cook meat.

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *Catches himself as Jo bumps him, happy to find some one who doesn't treat him like a fucking invalid. He throws her a salacious grin* Edwards told me you know how to handle your meat. Lots of tricks up your sleeve, or so he says.

Edward: *lets Jo handle the grilling, since he's not into that kind of cooking... screw those 'real men grill' aprons. -real- men make chocolates and pies and delicate little pastries and baklava... cause they aren't afraid of being thought gay for cooking things like that!* It smells good out here... *of course he's eying Peter and Bella when he says that, not the food*

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *Turns his grins on Edward* Thanks, I just showered. *It's a joke, but he doesn't realize how close to home it comes.*

BellaMSwan: *gives Edward a brow quirk* It's gotta be you, Peter. I haven't been able to wash my hair in a couple days.

Jo: *turns around and hits Edward in the arm* :::That's for smelling the humans::: *and then hits him again* That's for whatever the hell you said about me. *turning back to the grill I check the food* Don't believe anything that man says about me.

Edward: *grins, his gaze flickering to land fully on Peter. he licks his lips slightly before speaking* I can tell, you smell extra nice with the fresh mountain rain from the Irish spring on you. *and then he's giving a mock yelp cause Jo smacked him....twice!* I didn't tell him anything except that tongue thing you do where you swirl it around...

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *laughs* Oh, but he only ever said such good things, Sugar. Good enough to make a Texan blush anyway. *He's flirting, but she sounds like she could use the attention, and he's nothing if not obliging with the womenfolk.*

BellaMSwan: *giggles*

Edward: *prudently moves out of Jo's slapping range, giving her a sulky look and stepping behind Peter where he promptly pretends like he's 'Dracula' from the classic movie and about to bite the man*

Jo: *glaring playfully at Edward* :::Don't even go there buddy:::

BellaMSwan: *gives Edward a scolding look*

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *feels a weird rush of breath wash over him, and frowns* Edward, are you...breathing on me?

Edward: *considers before giving a faint shrug* Yes, Peter. I told you that it smelled good out here... *and then he loudly steps away and back into the apartment*

Jo: *laughs loudly at Peter's comment, and keeps laughing at the situation until I feel tears start to well up. And try to play it off as laughing so hard* Yeah Edward, give the man his space!

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *Makes a face, shifting awkwardly* Please tell me that he's not hitting on me. He's not hitting on me, right?

BellaMSwan: *laughs* Um...no?

Edward: *yells from somewhere in the apartment* No! I -was- hitting on you the night I offered to suck your cock for you though!

BellaMSwan: *facepalms*

Jo: *taking the chance to get a moment to herself I turn to Peter* Hey can you can go get me a drink while I keep an eye on the grill? Bella you might want to protect him from Edward.

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *Wrinkles nose up* You don't sound so certain, Bells. Annnnnnyway, how about a beer? Can I get you a beer, Jo? I've got----*Is cut off by Edward* He did, you know. It's sad really, the way he begs to service me.

BellaMSwan: I'm never certain about Edward. And I know I had intentions of drinking, but I remembered that I'm on some painkillers, and I'm pretty sure Jasper doesn't want to come and get me if I pass out.

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *nods at Bella* Virgin Margarita? That’s more or less a slushie, but you can pretend?

BellaMSwan: *grins* That'd be great, Peter. I don't want to pass out tonight. I'm feeling well enough...

Edward: *is currently in Peter's bedroom, running his fingertips over a book that is printed in both Braille and normal type... he's committing the feel of the Braille to memory with the letters and words. he hears the talk of drink and speaks up again* Peter, I left two bottles of wine on the top left shelf in the fridge and there's a large pot of Ravioli on the counter right next to the fridge about six inches back from the edge.

Jo: *keeps my eyes glued to the grill listening to Peter and Bella chatting. I flip some of the meat before going back to staring again*

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *Steps in the hallway, his face in stone, voice suddenly wary and cautious* What are you doing in my bedroom, Edward?

Edward: Learning Braille. This book is fascinating... *he closes it loud enough for Peter to hear and sets it down* I was looking for the bathroom. I suppose I should have just asked, but I got distracted. *he -sounds- sheepish* I'm sorry. *gets curious* How'd you know I was in there?

Leah: *Is currently getting off the plane that just arrived in Solvang California, having always wanted to go there and it being the only plane I could get to California that had space and was currently loading. During the ride, I was tortured with images of Jo. Every time I saw someone with a DS or laptop, I expected to see Jo on it, but I was disappointed each time. I grab my duffel off the rotate-y thingy and walk out of the airport. The cool air is refreshing after sitting next to possibly the fattest man in America. He was sweaty and his rolls were all up in my space. I shake my head to dispel those thoughts and walk. Eventually I wonder across a quaint little hotel. It seems that almost every place has the name 'Jensen', seeing as it's a Danish name and this is supposed to be a Danish town. I'm not sure if I'll like it but it's a nice change of pace. I get myself a room after talking to the old man in the front. I put away my things in the dresser, looking around at what could be my possible home for the next while, not sure how long I'll stay in one place. Going out to talk to the man I ask if they have anything like a yoga class around here and he gives me some brochures. I look through them, knowing that I need to pick one so I can get help, getting a hold on my temper. Even if Jo doesn't want me back and she's moved on, I'm going to fix myself...for her. It doesn't matter that she'll be over me, I just need her to see me when I'm all better, I need her to smile, to tell me I've made her happy, that I've done -something- right. I walk out of the hotel, signing up for a yoga class at one of the places, I walk around the town, finding a place that says they're hiring and walking inside to fill out a form. I had already called to take a leave of absence from my temp job, and I'm not sure if I'll have a job there if I go back. I find a little Verizon store, this may be a little town but they need their cells, and I go in, using the money my parents had been saving as my college fund to pay for a new phone, with a whole new number so I won't be bothered by the pack and so Jo or Bella won't be able to contact me. I add Jo and Bella's numbers to my new phone just in case and leave the store, giving them my old phone for some soldier thing. I slide my new phone in the pocket of my cargo pants along with my hands as I walk down the slightly busy street. The only thing on my mind now is getting better for Jo.*

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *Grins* Floor board creeks three steps in. You didn't move anything did you?

Edward: *nods, though Peter can't see it* Oh yes... I moved switched your sock and underwear drawers, rearranged your books and slide your bed to the other side of the room. *he's grinning hugely while saying that*

BellaMSwan: *rolls my eyes* Be nice, Edward.

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *Throws Edward a mock-glare* That’s not funny. My friend bobby, he likes to move my clothes around, so I don't match. He mixed up all my socks once, and drew ball sacks on the pockets of my button ups.

BellaMSwan: *shifts a little on my feet* This being beat up shit sucks. When do I get to be normal again? a girl has needs.

Jo: *chuckles lightly at Bella's normal comment* I don't think you're gonna be normal ever again. I mean you're friends with... *I stop realizing where I am* Edward, and it's bad enough you've got my train wreck self as a friend already.

Edward: *snickers at the image Peter put in his head* I'm sure you wore those ball sacks with dignity though. *he shifts his own weight, mimicking Bella, but it fits* So um... Bathroom? *he rocks from the balls of his feet to his heels, doing his best to fidget enough to fit with his cover story...*

BellaMSwan: Shut it, Jo. You know what I mean. Don't make me bring up the whole 'we both have needs' conversation in public.

Jo: *groans* You said it yourself. A girl has needs... and I'll be going without for much longer than you. *I go back to flipping meat and pull off a few that are ready*

BellaMSwan: *grins* fair point. In fact, I hope to not be going without it tonight. *sticks out my tongue* knock on the door, maybe we'll let you join. *wicked grin*

Jo: *bites my lip* Yeah I think I'll let you and Jasper enjoy your night together. But thanks for the offer.

BellaMSwan: *giggles* You know you're curious. But yeah, I wont lie. I'm pretty excited.

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *Grins* I still don't know how long I wore them. Bathroom's third door on the left.

Jo: *taking the last of the food of the grill I walk past Bella* Maybe I'm a bit curious.... *putting the food down in the kitchen* Food's ready! Where's my drink?

Edward: Yeah... One of the shirts in your hamper has one on it... *darts noisily down the hall and into the bathroom, closing the door before trying to recall how long a guy would normally need to take a leak*

Special Agent Peter Fischer: You went through my hamper? You freak! *He teases, but honestly, that’s weird. He turns to the kitchen and Grabs a beer, and crushes some ice for Bella, splashing the sweet margarita juice into the cup, before returning to the balcony* What’s this I hear about offers to joining who now? *he asks bluntly, proffering beverages*

BellaMSwan: *laughs* I offered Jo the chance to ah, pop in tonight while Jasper and I...*trails off*

Jo: Yeah, a pity offer for my dumped ass. *I grab my drink and start chugging. *

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *Frowns, ignoring the urge to invite himself to joining Bella and Jasper.* I bet you’re gorgeous, Jo. You sure do sound pretty, smell pretty. A little thing like you? I doubt you need pity. What you need is hard liquor. Luckily, I know a bartender.

BellaMSwan: She's very pretty. Hence the offer. I'm not a stick in the mud, after all.

Jo: *blushes at the comments* I'm not pretty. Please stop saying so... but I will take you up on the hard liquor. Vodka to be specific.

BellaMSwan: Shut it, you're gorgeous.

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *Frowns, lifting his hands awkwardly* May I? It's not creepy, I promise....but I'd like to see if your pretty, myself.

Jo: *bites my lip nervous* Um yeah sure... just don't mention, what I'm sure are puffy eyes. *walks towards Peter and stands in front of him*

BellaMSwan: Don't make me point out how offended I am that you haven't asked to touch my face yet, Peter. *says with a mocking playfulness*

Jo: That's cause you're so hot, he can just tell from your voice.

BellaMSwan: *snorts*

Edward: *has already finished playing in the bathroom... after all, it had been decades since he'd bothered to masturbate and doing it in an acquaintances bathroom is always good for cheap thrills... he washes his hands and exits, moving down the hall and poking around like the nosy bastard he is...*

Jo: Don't make me smack you like I smack Edward. I'll wait til you're healed up of course, but I'll still do it.

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *Sticks his tongue out* I haven't had the opportunity, and if I did now, I bet you'd look funny. *Lifts his hands up, cupping Jo's face lightly, smiling as he moves his fingers along the bridge of her nose and brow*

BellaMSwan: *laughs* the swelling is actually almost gone, thank heavens. I'm no longer repulsive to look at!

BellaMSwan: And you hush, Jo. You wouldn't hit me if you had to.

BellaMSwan: I could probably let myself go now, anyway. sit around in sweats all day, eating bon bons. Think Jasper would mind?

Jo: *feeling his touch I try to keep my face calm. But all I can think about is how long it's been since someone has touched my face, remembering that the last time was Leah I almost pull out of his touch, but I stop myself and focus on his fingers and Bella's words* I think you could wear a garbage bag and he wouldn't mind

BellaMSwan: *hmms* well thank you. It's true love, then, if he can stomach me in a garbage bag.

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *snorts* Ain't that sweet. Are all women like that? You're kind of depressing a fella here, Bells. *He smooth his fingers across Jo's cheek bones, confused at her very warm temperature. He wonders if he has the same sickness Leah had a few weeks ago, but doesn't want to say anything. He feels Jo twitch beneath his palms as his thumb brushes the corner of her mouth* Beautiful, just like I thought. You have very long eyelashes too.

Jo: *looking down at my feet* Thanks, I get most of my looks from my mom. She's Native American, and very pretty.

Edward: *investigates the second door, slipping inside. he peers around the office that was beyond the door, slowly moving further into the room and peering at everything, memorizing the setting as easily as he glances around*

BellaMSwan: Depressing? *laughs* my apologies. you're a fine specimen, Peter. I wouldn't mind you knocking on our bedroom door either. *giggles*

Jo: *shaking my head at Bella's flirting, I feel my stomach grumble* Ok I need some food before I wolf down your entire kitchen from not eating.

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *Grins inwardly at the small victory. He'd been wondering what denomination she might be, and that most likely means Leah was as well. He briefly remembers something Bobby said about Quileute legend, but dismisses it just as quickly. He grins wide and dirty* Well doll, if you ever want to stop by and play cowboy's and Indians, you better know I'm game. *He slips his glasses down his nose, throwing Jo a wink. Edward’s been gone far to long for his comfort*

Jo: *blushing I lean forward and whisper in Peter's ear* I play dirty just so you know. *shocked by what I just said. I start heading towards the fridge and pull out the pasta to get the food prepared for everyone... minus Edward. Speaking of Edward, I mentally yell out* :::Has it been so long that you don't remember how to use a toilet?:::

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *Smirks as Jo returns his banter, he slips down the hall, coming to a stand still outside his office* You won't find what your looking for, Edward. And I must say, this is hardly the way to convince me your not a criminal.

BellaMSwan: *chuckles, standing up* Hey, Imma ah, run home for a few. I think Jasper's back...but, uh, I'll bring him with me when I come back. Is that cool, Peter?

Edward: *checks the window, noting the bars covering it. he moves to investigate the locked cases everywhere, not touching anything. he hears Jo's thought and rolls his eyes, but doesn't send anything to her in reply... though he does move silently over to stand before Peter when the man makes his presence known* Being aware of your surroundings and of all possible emergency exits does not constitute a crime. *he sounds cheerful while saying it*

Jo: *Looking up at Bella* Do you want to take some food with you?

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *Smirks* Cut the shit, Eddie boy, you're looking for your file. I know you are.

BellaMSwan: *shakes my head at Jo* I'll be back...soon.

Edward: Hmm. Would it do me any good to find it? I'm sure you've already got it memorized and in your head... *he lightly brushes icy fingertips over Peter's forehead* Did you hear back about my Italian record yet?

Jo: Ok. Um texting me sometime soon and we can hang out or something *trails off feeling nervous* Thanks for coming to see me today. I'm sorry about everything with Leah.

BellaMSwan: Jo. I'll be back. You'll still be here. *eyes her* I'm not staying home. I'm just...gonna go get Jasper.

Jo: *chuckles* You're gonna go get him alright.... But yes I'll be here, or around here somewhere.

BellaMSwan: *laughs* shhh....

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *Fights the urge to cringe* Hmm, but how can you be sure I disclosed all that I learned from that little file? I could be keeping secrets. You'll never know what I know *doesn't know how true that is* As for the Italian file, I've contacted my international source, I'm not worried that he won't come through. So, is creepy like a family trait? Did you teach your -sister- *Smirks* Char, how to break into houses while people sleep and stare at them creepily from the window sill?

Jo: *shrugs* Hey I don't blame you. I would if I could, but I can't so I'll let you do it instead.

BellaMSwan: *laughs* Alright, I'll be right back.

Jo: *laughing as Bella headed out of the apartment I go back to making myself a plate and grab a whole bottle of wine. Heading out to the balcony I start to eat my food and chug straight from the bottle*

Edward: *narrows his eyes, already planning out ways to punish Charlotte for that shit... he stifles a growl just as it starts thinking about her pulling that shit. he knows Peter is Char's mate, but fuck...* I was unaware she had taken stalking up as a hobby... *sounds irritated* I'll be certain she is taken to task for that. Thank you for bringing it to my awareness, Peter... *he doesn't confirm or deny anything though*

Leah: *Takes my phone out of my pocket, twirling it in my hands as I sit on my bed. I open and close it a few times, considering texting Jo, missing her like crazy. I finally open the damn thing and go to messages, adding her name and writing, <I don't expect you to wait for me but I'm getting better...for you. Can you...tell...me?...if you, ya know..-do- find someone else?> I finally send the message, realizing that I just spent money getting a new number for nothing. That was a waste.*

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *shrugs* Don't worry about it, honestly. It was before I hired her. Not that I don't think it's weird or anything, but she just sat there and watched me for about two hours before escaping down my fire-exit. Mind you, I almost tazed her. Had I not recognized her smell, she must wear a very specific perfume, I would have.

Edward: *still irritated at Charlotte and isn't gonna let this slide with her... so he phrases the truth in a way that works* That's no reason to excuse her. We were trained for a purpose. She shouldn't be using her talents to stalk someone like you. *sounds on the verge of slipping into fury*

Jo: *as I take another bite of food I feel my phone vibrate. I look at it to see a text from an unknown number. After reading it I can only assume it's Leah. Feeling myself start to tear up again I decided to text her back.* <You're the one that left Leah.... but yes I'll tell you if there's someone else.> *Angry at her for asking me that I throw my phone backwards into Peter's apartment and start to drink some more wine as my cell hit something inside the apartment.*

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *Frowns, ushering Edward from the Panic Room* What do you mean 'some one like me'? If this is a blind thing, I'll taze you in the nutsack, I'm not kidding.

Edward: This isn't a blind thing. *lets himself be ushered out and watches a phone go flying across the room. he pauses, blinking before shaking his head* This is a 'you haven't yet become a target of the government agency we work for in Italy' thing.

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *Rolls his eyes. He highly doubts any Italian government would care what the fuck went on in Canada, but he'll go along with Edward until he gets the file* What the hell was that? * he asks, as he hears a dull -thunk-*

Edward: Apparently Jo's phone displeased her in some way. *rubs his chin thoughtfully*

Special Agent Peter Fischer: Hmmm, maybe you should go talk to her. I'll check the grill. *Turns to the balcony*

Jo: *hearing Edward mention my phone I growl lightly. I walk pass Peter as I take another sip.* I am pissed at my phone. It's evil!

Leah: *Opens my phone right as I feel it go off, her text devastating me. I don't answer, throwing my phone at the wall. I never should have sent that. Now I'm going to get texts from her telling me about her new girlfriend. The thought breaks my heart. Jo will always be the only girl I ever dated. Even if some random chain of events were to occur and I met someone new, it would be a guy, I don't date girls, so Jo will always be special, but to her, I was just another date that just didn't work out. Falling asleep with a girl in her bed must be a normal thing for her, I was never her first anything but she was my first everything. The thought of her not caring makes me shake with sobs, and I feel physically ill, so I run to the toilet, throwing up my airplane food. I remember that I actually have periods now and have to clean myself up enough to buy some tampons before running back to put one in and cry some more.*

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *nods solemnly* I heard it meet it's demise against my linen closet door. Bathroom's down the hall if you need a moment, doll.

Edward: I will... *means both Charlotte and Jo though, planning shit to do to Charlotte for risking their cover to drool over Peter, especially so soon after knowing him!* If the phone is evil, then it must be destroyed... *he picks it up from the floor and waves it* Which method do you prefer? Throwing it off the roof of a twenty-story building? Crushing it below a tire? Feeding it to an alligator? Tossing it into a gorilla exhibit at a zoo?

Jo: *hearing Edward threaten my only connection to Leah I run over to him bottle in hand and try to get it back from him* It's an evil phone, but it's mine. Give it back.

Edward: I'm not sure I should... After all, your mood rapidly shifted because of this thing... *holds it out of Jo's reach*

Jo: *I stop trying to grab it and back up to take another sip of wine before I confess why it's evil* She texted me a few mins ago.

Edward: Then I think you've had enough of the phone for tonight. *he moves his hand fast, hiding the phone somewhere*

Jo: *pouts* I wasn't gonna text her again or anything. And I'm gonna need that back for work in 2 days.... by the way the ravioli was good... but the wine is so much better *hold up to show that I've already drank 3/4ths of it*

Edward: It should, its over a hundred years old... *gives Jo a hug* You can have your phone back tomorrow.

Jo: *leans into Edward* Thanks for everything Edward.... and I probably should have my phone tonight anyway.

Edward: Then I'll give it back to you a minute before midnight. *snickers*

Jo: *Pouts* Fine... you win... this time.

Leah: *Picks my phone off of the ground, sending one last text, completely over emotional* <I'll leave you alone now, sorry. I love you. Goodbye> *Sniffling into the pillow I've buried my face in, knowing now I can never see her again.*

Edward: *feels the phone in his back pocket buzz and, curiously, he pulls it out to check the text. he frowns before typing a response for Leah* <I'm glad you're leaving her alone. It'll make my job easier. Thanks. -Edward>

Jo: *sees Edward texting from my phone* Was that Leah? What did she say? *pauses* What did you say? *I start to reach for my phone again*

Edward: She said she loves you, but she's still a stubborn ass and isn't ready to admit that she'll come back to you. I told her I was glad she was doing something for you. *he smiles at Jo*

Jo: *looks at him suspiciously* Somehow I feel that isn't exactly what either of you said. Do I need to hit you again? It's seems to be a habit of mine around you lately...

Leah: *Reads his text, feeling the tears come quicker. She's with Edward. She already moved on. I feel like such a retard! She's with her new boyfriend and I'm texting her like a stalker, I can't even get over her but she's having her boyfriend answer her texts to make sure I leave her alone. I’m such an idiot. She's probably happy now. At least I did something right in leaving.*

Edward: *smirks, hiding the phone away again...in a different place this time* I'm waiting for you to get really angry when you do it... Cause anger makes sex better. *he waggles his brows at her*

Jo: *shoves him backwards* Seriously you are thinking about sex at a time like this... *looks over my shoulder and then back at Edward* Peter is just outside.

Edward: *looks over at Peter who is happily playing with the meat on the grill* So you want to invite him in to join? *slides the phone out again, flipping it open and scrolling through Jo's contacts, because he's nosy that way*

Jo: *snorts* No, what makes you think I even want to have sex with anyone right now. *Thinking about the last time I got some I finish off the rest of the bottle* I think I need something stronger...

Edward: *quickly lifts the phone, taking a picture of Jo. she looks positively miserable and he caught it just as her right hand was moving the empty wine bottle away from her lips. he frowned and quickly attached that to a text, sending the miserable Jo picture to Leah with a caption* <Picking up the pieces is fucking exhausting, bitch. When will you learn that what you were brainwashed with as a child isn't right? -E>

Edward: I'm not sure what Peter has up here. Want to slip downstairs to the bar for a bit and get some drinks?

Jo: Yes please.... You can buy me some more Stoli!

Edward: Peter, we're gonna go downstairs for a bit. Joss needs something harder than wine or beer and I wouldn't want to snoop around for something stronger. *grinning while he's saying it, since he's already snooped a lot... he re-hides the phone and escorts Jo out of the apartment, down the stairs and into the bar*

Leah: *Sniffles, lifting my head to look at the picture message. My eyes widen as I see my Jo with a whole bottle of wine, empty. I save the picture to my phone regardless, wanting to have a piece of her, making me want to get better, I start my exercises I got from the yoga place, they had little pamphlets about loving yourself and all that shit that I picked up. I look in the mirror like an idiot as I list 10 things I like about myself. After that pointlessness, I text Edward back* <I'm getting better for her, leech. Now give her back her phone, I'd rather talk to her.>

Jo: I'm thinking a whole bottle for me and maybe we can find some asshat for you!

Edward: Is that your way of saying you want to see someone's ass riding my cock? *walks her over to the bar's bar and orders her a triple shot...since they don't sell anything except champagne or wine by the bottle here*

Edward: *checks Jo's phone again while waiting, frowning at the message. he sends one back to Leah* <You've broken her heart bitch... I'll let her see -one- more message from you tonight and let her give -one- response... So you'd better make it fucking good. -E> *he waits, to monitor the message*

Jo: Um, no! That's not what I meant at all... and I wanted a whole bottle... *pouts*

Edward: This place only sells wine or champagne by the bottle. So you'll just have to take shots or we can walk to a liquor store.

Jo: Fine, I'll take shots... *wiggles my eyebrows feeling slightly tipsy* Maybe off of you *I chuckle slightly at my comment*

Edward: While this is a nice body to take shots off of... *he smirks cockily* I'd rather let you pour it onto me and lick it off me instead of doing a shot off of me. *he leers at her*

Leah: <Fine. Okay, look, Jo. I'm so fucking sorry I left like that but I have to fix myself or we'll spend forever fighting and I can't keep doing that to you. I can come back soon if you want me to. Just say the word and I'm there. I love you so much. Please stop drinking, babe.> *Trying to be strong for her, probably failing*

Jo: *I lean into him, half to be seductive but also on accident.* Then we would have to find a private place to do that... and as a plus you would make sure the vodka was cold.

Edward: I'm sure I could set something like that up easily... *checks Jo's phone again and this time hands it to her* She sent you a message. You get to send her one more and then I'm confiscating it the rest of the night.

Jo: *confused slightly I take the phone and then frown reading Leah's text. I quickly go back to see that Edward has sent her a picture of me drinking. I look up at him angrily* That wasn't necessary for you to tattle on me! *I turn away from him slightly and text her back* <It's ok. I understand, you need to learn to accept things before we can be together. And I will always love you, but I'm not gonna wait around for you to come back. Get better Leah, and then come find me. Until then I'm gonna live my life, and dream of you.> *I turn back to him hand him the phone and grab my shot that has arrived I order 3 more triple shots of vodka and then down the one in my hand.* I'm getting blackout drunk no matter what either of you say. And if it's so tiring to deal with me, you can leave.

Edward: *turns her phone off this time and tucks it away again. he doesn't give the phone another thought* I'm sure they've got a drinking limit here, so when you hit the limit on what they'll sell you, we can go by the liquor store and I'll buy you more Stoli. *he plays with a lock of Jo's hair while she downs another shot*

Jo: *smiling at him as he plays with my hair* You're pretty great Edward. Char is lucky to have you.

Edward: *sighs at mention of Char* Yeah... I just wish she were my mate sometimes.

Leah: *Sighs as I read her text, having her tell me that she won't wait for me just proving my point, and I wonder again if maybe I shouldn't go back at all. She's the only thing worth going back for now that Bella's going leech. But now it looks like I've lost her. I try and do more of those self-loving things before laying down for a good cry, trying to get myself to let go of her. Why is it so hard? It's not like she's my imprint, I can do this. I get periods now. I should be getting married to a nice guy and having babies for gods sake, not moping over someone who can't even give me time to help myself without moving on to other people. Is she having sex with the leech now that I'm out of the picture? <Alright. Don't worry about waiting for me then, love. Live your life, be happy, grow old with someone you love. That's all I want for you. Forget about me and be happy.> I send her one last text, hoping to ease her mind and help give myself closure. I'll get better and fine someone who I deserve.*

Jo: *confused I take yet another shot and places my hand on Edward's shoulder to keep myself up straight* I thought she was your mate? I mean you did all that *I motion my fingers around my stomach to convey cutting, like he did with the guy in that room* stuff with the guy for just thinking about her.

Edward: *almost tempted to take a shot as well, but knows with the amount Jo's putting back he has to make a show of being sober* No... Char's my lover, my child, my best friend, my companion and my partner in crime and justice... *he trails off, reflecting for a moment* But neither of us ever felt the mate pull... She has, recently, but she hasn't recognized it for what it is yet... When she realizes, we will have to redefine our relationship.

Jo: *wrinkles my nose* Your child... I've seen you two together, I would not call her your kid... and how can you know about her having a mate and she doesn't. *Shooting back yet another shot. I order 2 more shots as well as a tall screwdriver* Ok so you have to tell me who it is!

Edward: *makes sure no humans are paying attention to them before answering* She is my child because I am her sire. It was my venom that turned her. *he considers the next bit before responding... by inserting his words, in his voice, into her head* ::I know she's found her mate because I can see her mind. I've been around vampires who have found their mates enough to know what it does to a vampire's mind. It’s one of the few times that change comes easily and swiftly to vampires. And that change causes an instant shift in their thought patterns that I can detect.::

Jo: *Listening to Edward I drink another shot, that I've stolen from the guy next to me. Suddenly I hear him talking but don't see his lips moving. I'm so shocked I almost snort the drink through my nose, but instead start coughing* WHAT THE HELL?! *taking some deep breaths to calm myself*

Edward: *laughs at her reaction. that was priceless. he's done it to Bella, who took it in stride, and Leah didn't even notice the one time he did it to her because she was used to the wolf-pack mind, and Char's always thought of him as a God and wasn't surprised at all, only adding it to his 'God' stature... but this is funny to him. finally he controls his laughter and grins* There are a lot of things I can do that I haven't told everyone.

Jo: *glares* Give me a little warning next time ok pal. *I go to smack him but almost miss him from being so tipsy* What else have you been holding out on me? You can tell me *I lean in to him and whisper* I promise not to tell anyone *and then bring my finger up to my mouth making the shh sign*

Edward: *leans toward her so that his nose tip is just barely brushing her nose tip* Do you know that vampires have a government? *he's whispering, but her wolfy hearing should let her hear over the bar noises* Ruled by 3 kings with a veritable army of gifted vampires under their control... They only have two laws. Keep the Secret. And do not turn children. *he stares into her eyes* Both of these laws are punishable by death if broken... I have an arrangement with them that gives me eight years of freedom for every two years of service I give to the guard... I'm a member of the vampire law enforcement.

Jo: *biting my lip at how close he is to me, I stare into his red eyes* I didn't know that... that's kind of hot. You're like the secret police or something. I'm guessing you don't use handcuffs like regular human police? *I finish whispering and back up slightly to toss down yet another shot, this time really starting to feel myself loose control* :::I kind of wish I hadn't left bed today, but spending time with Edward is worth it.... You heard that didn't you?:::

Edward: *shakes his head when she comments on the handcuffs* I have handcuffs, but they're purely for play. Most of my time in service is spent in the vampire capital... Which is located in Italy. My gift makes me useful in the castle more often than out in the field, though I do my share of fieldwork... *he watches her throat constrict as she swallows the shot and, when she thinks to him, he nods* I can turn it off, I just usually don't in public. I never know when I may need it.

Jo: *Twirling the straw in my screwdriver I try not to think about Edward playing with Char and the handcuffs* You've very talented it seems. *sighing sadly I add* I wish I was that good. Maybe Leah would of stayed. *I take a sip of screwdriver and then before it even is back on the bar I decided to just down it*

Edward: I've had a lot of time to practice. It helps when you don't sleep. *he takes her empty glass away from her and pays off her tab before assisting her to her feet* I think we should tell Peter we're going to call it a night and then buy you a bottle on the way home.

Jo: *I perk up at the thought of some more vodka and heading home* This is why you're like my new best friend Edward. Wouldn't have been funny if we really did get married last week? *I chuckle slightly* This is the second Sunday night you've got to deal with drunk me... In fact it would be our anniversary tomorrow.... or today... you know what I mean. *I lean into him and just like last week sniff him* :::You know you actually smell pretty good for a vampire. Like oranges or something:::

Edward: Happy Anniversary darling... *kisses Jo's forehead before giving her a concerned look* Are you sure you aren't just smelling the orange juice from your screwdriver? *he leads her up to Peter's where Peter has put away leftovers and has been reading. he apologizes for being rude, explaining that Jo's still upset and he's gonna take her lush ass self home. then he guides her away... stopping at a nearby liquor store, he buys her a big bottle of Stoli and then takes it, and her, up to the rooftops, running home along the high way. once they're at his building, he takes Jo in through the roof stair access, darts her down two levels to the living area and deposits her on Bella's bed in the country farm house bedroom*

Jo: *pouting at him I reach over and grab the bottle of Stoli off the night stand and open it. I see Edward start to leave the room.* You're gonna leave me too? *I try not to cry, but now that I'm in private I no longer care anymore. I turn away from him and start to chug from the bottle before settling back into the bed. After a few moments I feel the bed dip and feel Edward's cold body next to me. Feeling warmer than usual because of my drinking I sloppily try to get my long sleeve shirt off and only succeed after some help from Edward. I straighten my wife beater tank top and mumble thanks before drinking some more. I feel him start to play with my hair again which has become a trend with us.* I love when you play with my hair. *He chuckles at me and keeps playing with a lock. I keep drinking and crying softly, until I finish the bottle and just before I pass out I swear I feel Edward's cold fingers playing with my boobs.*

