BellaWhitlock: *paces around the house, going randomly from room to room, feeling frustrated, hungry and angry as I wait for Jasper*

JWhitlock: *walks into the house, pocketing my keys, calling out* Bella?

BellaWhitlock: *tilts my head to the side and rushes to the door* There you are!

JWhitlock: Hey Darlin'. *grabs her hands and begins hauling her across the house, to one of the playrooms*

JWhitlock: *opens the door, kicks it the rest of the way open, points* Inside.

BellaWhitlock: *turns and snarls* Excuse me?

JWhitlock: You wanted to play. In.

BellaWhitlock: *rolls my eyes, not in the mood to be submissive, but walking in anyway*

JWhitlock: *closes the door behind us* I saw that eye roll. If you want to do this, I expect you to drop the attitude.

BellaWhitlock: *crosses my arms* Fine. *trying to level my emotions, knowing it's not his fault I feel like this*

JWhitlock: Undress. *walks over to a cabinet that i stocked earlier in the day in preperation for this, pulling out a pair of handcuffs*

BellaWhitlock: *lazily pulls my clothes off, taking the time to fold them and sit them in the chair*

JWhitlock: *flashes over to her, grabbing her wrists, snapping the cuffs around them, leading her by the chain over to the far wall, bringing her arms above her head, hooking the cuffs on a metal bar protruding from the wall* Now. *turns from her, and begins to undress slowly, first with my shirt* There are a few rules.

BellaWhitlock: Oh? What kind of -rules- Jasper?

JWhitlock: First. You won't speak without permission. If you do, there will be consequenses.

BellaWhitlock: When does that start?

JWhitlock: I'll let you know. Second. When you are allowed to speak, you will address me as 'Sir' or 'Major'. Got it?

BellaWhitlock: Yup. *pops the p*

JWhitlock: Alright. *feels a little awkward but doesn't let it show. Removes the rest of my clothes. Picks up a riding crop from the cabinet and walks back toward her, running the tip down her neck, to the top of her breasts*

BellaWhitlock: *watches the crop, then turns my eyes up to his, watching him expectantly*

JWhitlock: *runs it down over her nipples, circling them with the tip of the crop, then down her abdomen, to her thighs, then back up. Flicks the crop against her left nipple, hard enough for her to feel it*

BellaWhitlock: *swallows and whines a little, feeling the frustration from earlier building*

JWhitlock: *does the same to her other nipple. Leans close to her, inhaling deeply* Are you wet, Bella? I can smell and feel your arousal. You may answer.

BellaWhitlock: Yes...*cringes a little* sir. I am.

JWhitlock: Mmmm... *runs the crop down her abdomen between her thighs, running the tip of the crop over her lower lips, following the path of the crop with my fingers*

BellaWhitlock: *pushes my hips up, trying to meet his fingers, a frown on my face as I try to convey the fact I want more without speaking*

JWhitlock: Be still *pushes two fingers into her, pumping them slowly, using my thumb to tap her clit. Kneels on the ground in front of her, running my tongue over her hips, nibbling on her hipbones*

BellaWhitlock: *tries to be still, panting out movements instead, letting out a quiet groan*

JWhitlock: *leans forward, replacing my fingers with my tongue, laving at her, grabbing her hips*

BellaWhitlock: *hisses and cries out* Shit!

JWhitlock: *pulls back* I must be mistaken. Did I just hear you speak, cause I sure as fuck didn't give you permission too. *stands, and brings the riding crop down on her ass, hard*

BellaWhitlock: *cries out again* Ugh, sorry!

JWhitlock: For that, you don't get to come. *unhooks her from the wall, and leads her out to the middle of the room* Yet. Now, get down on your knees.

BellaWhitlock: *looks at him, listening to what he just said, frowning, looking at you like 'seriously?'*

JWhitlock: *arches both brows* Do you need another punishment? I could not let you come at all.

BellaWhitlock: *sighs and sits down in front of him, letting my tongue dart out slowly*

JWhitlock: *slides my fingers through her hair, fisting lightly, feeling kind of bad for making her do this, but tries to guide her anyway*

BellaWhitlock: *tries to take him to the back of my throat and reveling in the fact that I don't have a gag reflex anymore*

JWhitlock: *groans, letting my head fall back as she swallows around me* Fuck, Bella....

BellaWhitlock: *applies a great deal of suction, hollowing out my cheeks and moving my head back and forth*

JWhitlock: *pulls on her hair slightly* Stop. Stand up.

BellaWhitlock: *pulls my mouth off and scrambles to my feet, tilting my head to look at him*

JWhitlock: *points* Over there, bend over the table. Now. *my voice is raspy with desire*

BellaWhitlock: *licks my lips and walks over to the table, bending and placing my stomach down, spreading my legs*

JWhitlock: *walks over to her, and without warning, thrusts in to the hilt, grabbing her hips tightly*

BellaWhitlock: *lets my eyes roll back into my head, growling low in my chest*

JWhitlock: *drives into her relentlessly* Does it feel good Bella? *slaps her ass, hard* Answer me.

BellaWhitlock: *groans* Fuck yes, Sir! You feel so fucking good! *pushes back against him*

JWhitlock: *moans, and bends my knees a little, hitting her at an entirely different angle* Jesus fucking christ Bella!

BellaWhitlock: *clings to the table, snapping it under my fingers, sending you waves of desperation*

JWhitlock: *hammers her at a frenzied pace* Bella. I want you to come now. Right fucking now.

BellaWhitlock: *chokes at his command, feeling myself clamping around him, coming hard and loud*

JWhitlock: *follows shortly after her, slumping against her back*

BellaWhitlock: *pants, waiting for the signal that the game is over*

JWhitlock: *stands and chuckles* Game over, sugar.

BellaWhitlock: *laughs* You don't have any freaking idea how much I needed that.

JWhitlock: Feel better? *hands her her clothes*

BellaWhitlock: *sighs happily* Yes. A little thirsty. But I was like...I was mad and frustrated when you came home. I don't know why. But I feel better now.

JWhitlock: *dresses, then walks over to caress her back* We'll go into the city and hunt tomorrow, alright?

BellaWhitlock: *slips on my shirt and purrs* Yes please.

JWhitlock: Right now, I'm going to go visit with Peter. I haven't seen him at all since he changed.

BellaWhitlock: *pouts a little, but nods* you want boy time? I could go take a bath.

JWhitlock: Boy time would be nice. *kisses her* You go enjoy a nice hot bath. 

BellaWhitlock: *nods* Tell Pete I said hey. *walks off into the bathroom* 

-----Meanwhile-----

Edward: *sits on the tiled floor in one of the rooms of the main house area of the building and patiently sews pieces of cloth together. he's being very domestic about it, from holding straight pins in his mouth to the unneeded measuring tape and spare cloth draped around his neck and shoulders to the little unnecessary thimble on his finger.*

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

Leah: *Paces nervously, biting my lip, not sure what to do or what to say. I look at the little pink smiley face, feeling like doing the opposite. I knew something was wrong when I felt sick, I'm a wolf so I don't get sick. I hadn't noticed that I missed my period since I've only had it twice in the last couple years. Looking at Carter with a frown, I wish I knew what he would do. I know he said he wouldn't hate it but that was then, now we have no choice. He's stuck unless I leave...but I can't bring myself to leave him. I'm selfish enough to want him to stay with me just because of the baby. Just yesterday I would have packed up and ran but today...something's different, maybe it is just that I know I'm not just taking care of me now. I shake my head, to clear it and sit, taking a deep breath.* H-hey, Carter..? 

Carter: *standing in the kitchen, holding a sandwich when Leah calls out to me* Yes baby?

Leah: *chickens out, getting up and walking over to sit on the counter* I was just...I wanted a sandwich too? *Avoiding looking at him, my stomach tightened with nerves. I want to tell him but I just...can't. How do you tell the guy you love that he's going to be a daddy whether he wants it or not?*

Carter: *narrows my eyes and holds out half my sandwich* Um...you're not usually like this when it involves food. What else is going on?

Leah: *takes the sandwich, just staring at it.* Huh? Oh, nothing...I'm just...it's hot in here, don't you think? *Gets up to fiddle with the AC, leaving the food on the table, forgetting I'm supposed to be hungry*

Carter: *watches her put the food down, knowing something was wrong* You never put food down. What's wrong? Are you sick? What is it? *starting to grow slightly panicky*

Leah: *Sighs, running a hand through my long hair* Something happened.... and I want you to know, I don't expect you to stick around *.::Although I wish you wanted to.:: I add that mentally, not wanting him to feel trapped* and I swear that as soon as you get over the shock, I'll grab my stuff and go, or if you want me to leave right now, I can and just send me my stuff later, or you can just throw my stuff out, I'll get new stuff. *feeling myself tearing up, freaking myself out and forgetting to actually tell him the news*

Carter: *puts my hands on her hips, growing frightened* Whoa, baby, whoa! Where do you think you're going? what's happened?

Leah: *bites my lip, still refusing to look at his face, keeping my eyes trained on his chest. I take a deep breath and pull out the little pregnancy test with the annoying happy face, that just glares right at you as if to say, congrats fucker, you're trapped, or at least, that's what it'll be saying to him.* I'm...I'm pregnant, Carter. *Tries to keep myself emotionless, not sure what to do.*

Carter: *stares at the test for a few minutes, trying to absorb what she's telling me* A...a baby? We're having a baby?

Leah: *Feels my face drop, realizing I had secretly been hoping he'd jump for joy.* I'm sorry, it's all my fault. I'll just have the thing and you won't even have see the kid. *My chin quivers and I pull away from him to leave, not sure where I can go this time. Maybe it's time to go face La Push once and for all.*

Carter: *groping for her, still in shock* What? No...I'm just surprised! I didn't expect it. Don't go. Please.

Leah: You-you're not....mad? *Searches his face hopefully, wondering if I'm imagining this*

Carter: God no! I'm just surprised, that's all. How do you feel?

Leah: I'm pregnant. Pregnant. And you're...happy? *Feels my eyebrows raise.* You do know if you don't kick me out you actually have to be his father, right?

Carter: You think I'd let you leave, carrying my baby? Our baby? You're nuts.

Leah: Our baby. -We're- having a baby? *Looks in his eyes for the first time, planning on ranting about how I'm technically the one having the actual thing, all guys have to do is get off. We have to give birth and get fat and then there's the vagina stretching, but the second I look into his blue eyes, it's like a sappy movie and if happened to anyone else I would tease them, but it's not happening to someone else. All I can see are those pretty eyes and his face and him. Everything is all about him and this baby.* I just...did I? *Stuttering, all of this a lot to take in.*

Carter: *swallows, almost recognizing her look as I pull her close to me and press my lips against hers* Our baby.

Leah: *Grins slowly, mulling it over* We have a baby. *Kisses him again, realizing I just imprinted on him. Is that possible? Why now? Why not when he imprinted on me?*

Carter: *smiles and holds her close* Yep. We'll have the coolest baby ever.

Leah: *Laughs a bit* He'll look just like you but he's not allowed to date. Ever.

Carter: He? *lifts my brows* Why are you so sure it's a boy, hmm? *nuzzles the side of her neck*

Leah: Because I'm the mom and I say so. What will we name him? Where will we live? I have to get a job! He'll have no stuff!

Carter: *licks my lips and smiles* We'll live here...there's a spare room. And we have plenty of time to work out names, sweetheart...He’ll have stuff. Don't you worry. I have a job, you're not gonna work while you're pregnant!

Leah: What if there's five of them inside me?! There's not enough room for five! Oh god. I'm going to get HUGE! I'll be a whale! I could move out while I'm pregnant and then you can see me again when I look normal again...Or you could keep your eyes closed all the time. Or get an eye patch! And I have to get a job otherwise the baby wont be spoiled. And...and he'll starve! and we'll starve. Oh my god. what if he's a mutated baby? We're both wolves! What if he comes out with puppy dog ears? *Breathing for the first time during my rant*

Carter: *throws my head back and laughs, wrapping my arms around you* Whoa, honey, whoa. It's not going to be a mutant baby, he'll be perfect. Just breathe, okay? You're not going anywhere, you'll be beautiful, and we're doing this together, understand?

Leah: *Looks up at him with wide eyes* I don't know what to do. I've never had a baby before.

Carter: We'll get through it together. Um...what do we do about a doctor?

Leah: A doctor? Oh god. I'll have to give birth on the table! We can't go to a doctor! We're never having sex again!

Carter: *touches her face* we'll figure it out. don't worry. Right now let's just focus on the two of us together.

Leah: *Leans into him, sighing* What if people look at us funny? We're so young and we're not even married, we've been dating for like a month.

Carter: Doesn't matter what other people think. It's just us. I'll take care of you. And the baby. *places my hand on her stomach*

Leah: *Smiles* I'm having your baby. *Whispers the words happily, closing my eyes*

Carter: *whispers in her ear* Feel like ice cream to celebrate?

Leah: *Turns and wraps my arms around his neck, still shocked he wants to celebrate* I'd never say no to ice cream. loving the burn as it flowed down my throat, then lower to curl in my belly*

-----Meanwhile-----

JWhitlock: *leaves mine and Bella's room, and heads toward Peter's for some much needed Man time. I didn't know him all that well, but I figured, fuck it. I need to talk to a person that had balls. Knocks on his door quietly*

Special Agent Peterpire: *head snaps up, his eyes narrowing blindly at the door. He smiles as he realizes who it is. * Come in, Jasper.

JWhitlock: *walks into the room, closing the door behind me* Hey Pete. *looks around the room* I can't believe I've never been in here before....

Special Agent Peterpire: *Raises a brow, smirking slightly* have you ever had a reason to be in Char's room before?

JWhitlock: *looks to him* I mean since you've been here, changed and all that. Mind if I sit down? *shoves my hands in my pockets*

Special Agent Peterpire: *Grins, nodding towards the end of his bed* This ain't how I'd pictured getting you into my bed cowboy, but sure, go for it.

JWhitlock: *chuckles, thinking back to our almost fling when he was human. Sits down on the bed* I needed some Man time, if you know what I mean. *scoots back and leans against the wall, my feet stretched out in front of me on the bed*

Special Agent Peterpire: *snorts* Well Cowboy, I could take -that- quite a few different ways, but if you mean some good' ole Texas boy time, I hear ya.

JWhitlock: *laughs again* Yeah, that's what I meant. *looks around the room again* Have you been outta here since your change? Other than hunting trips, I mean.

Special Agent Peterpire: *Shakes his head, before thunking it back against the head board* I ain't gone nowhere. The one time I stepped out hunting on my own, I got the Edward Tone Of Authority subtle chastisement from Dadward.

JWhitlock: *snorts* Yeah. I haven't spent a lot of with him, but I can see that. I would go fucking nuts, trapped in here, nothing to fucking do. *shakes my head*

Special Agent Peterpire: *Shrugs* At this point, I'm not seeing how being a vampire is so fucking awesome. I mean, I'd give my left nut got a fuckin' beer.

JWhitlock: *smirks* I got an idea. Hang on, I'll be right back. *gets up off the bed, out the door, and up to mine and Bella's room*

JWhitlock: *closes the door behind me, then darts to the closet, feeling around on the highest shelf. Pulls down a shoebox, and carries it to the bed. Opens it up, pulling a large, clear glass jar filled with amber liquid out, then looks down at the other contents. Shrugs before grabbing the rolled up baggie and the little sheet, also in a baggie, out and putting them in my pocket. Puts the box back, and leaves the room, going back to Peters. Sets the jar down onto the bed in front of him* Hey, it ain't beer, but I figure it'll do.

Special Agent Peterpire: *stares at the boxes sensing the contents, but unsure as to what it is exactly* huh?

Special Agent Peterpire: *Frowns at box* What is it? It isn't anything I'm familiar with, I can't get a read on it.

JWhitlock: *chuckles at the look on his face* I met this guy, back in the sixties who had somehow discovered vampires, and managed to stay alive. He was a bit of a .... chemist, if you know what I mean. He figured out how to make booze, among other things, that are potent to vampires. What we have here, in that jar, is Vampire Whiskey.

Special Agent Peterpire: *Stares at where the jar is, eyes wide* Holy shit. You are my god.

Special Agent Peterpire: *sighs happily sinking back into the headboard* I wasn't sure how living forever was going to work without booze, to be honest.

JWhitlock: *smirks, pulling the baggies out of my back pocket* Well, I mentioned that he made some other things. *sets them down next to the jar* I've got some of that stuff too, if you're interested.

Special Agent Peterpire: *Cackles, clapping his hands together* Well quit stalling bitch, and initiate me properly into the world of the Undead.

JWhitlock: *takes the lid off the jar, and holds it out to Peter* Start with this, while I.... aww shit! Papers. I'll run up to my room and get some. *waits for him to take the jar, then darts up to my room, grabs the papers, and back down to Pete’s room*

Special Agent Peterpire: *Takes a deep drink, sputtering little as the liquid coats his throat. It burns in his stomach, just like liquor should. He knocks back another drink, steading the car on his knee while he awaits Jaspers return*

JWhitlock: *perches back on Pete's bed, picking up the baggie with the VP, vampire pot. Pulls a Zig-Zag out of the pack, pinches out a little VP, and sets about rolling a blunt* Pass that over here.

Special Agent Peterpire: *Holds the jar for Jasper, sloshing a little liquid on his fingers. He licks it away and cocks his head* What else do you have there? I'm thinking that if I don't know exactly what whatever it is I'm looking at is, I can only get a vague feeling for it. Like I know you have something, and that it's...some sort of mind-altering substance, but I have no idea what. Huh. I didn't know that.

JWhitlock: That's some talent you have there. What I have here *holds up the blunt* Is some quality VP-Vampire Pot. I've also got a sheet of LSD here. *takes a swig of the whiskey, loving the burn as it flowed down my throat, then lower to curl in my belly*

Special Agent Peterpire: *Takes the blunt, inhaling deeply, the harsh smoke warming his middle. It's an awkward sensation, but not unpleasant. He releases the smoke slowly, before passing it back towards Jasper* Why the hell ain't this shit been mentioned before?

JWhitlock: Well, no one here, except Edward, maybe, knows about it. It's all hush *takes a drag* hush and shit. *Exhales, smiling at the fuzzy sensation that's already spreading through me* 

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

Carter: *is in the spare bedroom, moving stuff around, groaning loudly at all the crap I have* Leah!!!

Leah: *Runs to him worried, pizza slice in hand* What?! Oh, pizza's here by the way.

Carter: I have too much stuff. *points to the room* We're gonna need a storage shed to put this in. *stands up* Eat pizza first?

Leah: *Nods eagerly* we've got like nine months to sell your junk, Pizza will only last for so long.

Carter: *nods appreciatively and goes to the kitchen, grabbing a slice* You're right. And sell? I was thinking more like store.

Leah: But storage costs money that we don't have....unless you'll let me work so I'm not such a lazy ass. Besides, how much of that stuff do you actually -need-?

Carter: *eyes my stuff* All of it. But I'll sell it for the baby. Okay, most of it.

Leah: *snorts, taking a bite of my pizza* You're such a girl.

Carter: *huffs and grabs another piece* Hush you. I like my stuff. But I like our baby more!!

Leah: You haven't even met the kid, Carter. What if he has three heads? Will you still like him more than your stuff. *Raises a brow* I bet you didn't think about that, huh?

Carter: *burst into laughter* I'll love our kid if he has four heads. You worry about the strangest things.

Leah: *pouts* It's not my fault! It's your kid doing this to me!

Carter: *motions you over as I grab a third slice* Come here.

Leah: *Keeps the pout on my face as I reluctantly walk closer* How many of these things are we going to have? Because I'm going to get ugly.

Carter: *reaches out and pulls you to me* How many do you want? And you can never be ugly.

Leah: What if I want thirty? Are you up to it? *Raising a brow as I snuggle into him, knowing I don't want anywhere near thirty kids. It would take years!*

Carter: Thirty?! Uh...I was thinking more like 2 or 3...where would we put that many kids?!

Leah: The dresser drawers, duh, where else? *Trying to hide my smile.*

Carter: *snorts* Funny, aren't you. Why don't we focus on just this one kid right now?

Leah: *Sighs dramatically* I'll just have to find someone else willing to give me thirty. *Sets my pizza down and wiggles out of Carter's grip, walking back to the room.* Can we paint it orange?

Carter: Orange? If that's what you want, sure. We'll have to do some shopping for stuff too.

Leah: Orange, like a sunset, it'd be cute! Mini Carter will love it.

Carter: I like orange! It'll be nice. we can even paint like different shades of it from top to bottom, so it looks like the sunset.

Leah: Can we paint now?! I want to do something productive.

Carter: *makes a facial expression of distaste* Sure, if you want. we'll need to go and buy paint though.

Leah: *Notices his face, placing a hand on my hip* Well what would you rather do?

Carter: *snorts* I wouldn't ask /me/ that. If you want to paint, let's paint. *leans down to kiss her head*

Leah: Just tell me Carter or I'll keep this baby inside of me for -forever-.

Carter: *laughs again* somehow I think you don't have a choice in that matter. I'm serious. If you want to paint we can. I just want to stay in with you forever. 

Leah: *Sighs, trying to decide what I want to do* I guess we can paint another day.

Carter: *gives you a stern look* What do you want to do baby?

Leah: *shrugs* I have no idea. This baby thing is befuddling me.

Carter: If you could do anything right now, what would it be? *tries to rephrase the question*

Leah: *Grins cheekily.* Anything....?

Carter: *quirks a brow* Um...yes?

Leah: *Shakes my head again, sitting on the couch* We can't do that. I don't want to get twice as pregnant.

Carter: What? Hon, you know once you're pregnant, you can't get like...re-pregnant.

-----Meanwhile-----

Special Agent Peterpire: *stubs out the roach against his jeans, grabbing the jar of mysterious liquor and taking a deep chug* Companies commin' *He says to Jasper, tucking the jar between his legs* In the form of a lady.

BWhitlock: *bored while Jasper has boy time, wandering around the house and calling* Char???

CharM: *hears my name, following the sound of Bella's voice and finding her in the hallway* I'm here, toots.

BWhitlock: *smiles widely* Hey! Jasper is hanging out with Peter and I wanna see what they're doing. Wanna go?

CharM: *smiles back at Bella, because with a smile like that, it's impossible not to* Sure, sweetie. *laughs at Bella's curiosity and girly behavior, following after her and expecting to hear her go on about secrets in a matter of seconds*

Special Agent Peterpire: *cocks his head to the side, staring at the door.* In the form of two ladies.

BWhitlock: *sniffs the air* Char? What the hell is that smell? *stands outside Chars/Peter's room*

CharM: *inhales deeply, scrunching up my face and furrowing my brow* Um...it's smells like pot. *thinks back at the sixties and nods my head* Definitely drugs. *presses down the handle, since Bella hasn't moved yet and pushes open the door, waiting for her to enter first*

BWhitlock: *pops into the room, looking around and frowning* What the hell?

Special Agent Peterpire: *Licks his lips clean of the clear potent alcohol, giving Jasper a helpless look* Uh...hey.

CharM: *steps into the room, my eyes widening at the sight before me. Peter is sprawled out on the bed, there's Jasper, both with bottles and a big cloud of smoke hanging in the room* What the... *trails off as my eyes land upon Peter again, his posture both relaxed and incredibly sexy* Hello, Peter.

BWhitlock: *puts my hands on my hips* Guy time?! THIS is guy time?

Special Agent Peterpire: *A big goofy grin spreads across his face as his head turns sharply towards Charlotte* Char char!

CharM: *startles at Peter's uncharacteristic and exuberant behavior, wondering what they have consumed in the time they've been here, I move over to Peter and grab his face in between my hands, leaning forward and sniffing his breath* My, my Peter. That smells like one hell of a cocktail. Got some for a girl like me? *winks*

Special Agent Peterpire: *Hooks his arms around Char's tiny waist pulling her bodily into his lap. The alcohol sloshes against her leg, but he pays it no mind* I got somethin' for you, that’s for sure. *Snickers, nuzzling her shoulder* Where've you been? I totally went out huntin' by myself, well...Bella was there. But yeah.

BWhitlock: *covers my face with my hands* Oh God.

CharM: *leans back against Peter, his touch feeling oddly relaxing, even though the innuendo should have made me uncomfortable. Looks up at Bella, cocking an eyebrow, silently asking her what happened on this hunting trip* I had some things to take care off. *stays vague, shrugging*

BWhitlock: *glares at Peter* thanks for outing us, Pete.

Special Agent Peterpire: *Leans back against head board, sifting through Jaspers baggie for another joint. He holds it up, and Jasper lights it.* Figured you were blowing me* He pauses to take a deep drag from the blunt * Off.

CharM: *jaw drops at Peter thinking I’d blow him, before he adds that one word and I sigh in relief, before I really realize what he's saying* What? I didn't blow you off. *whispers* I was just preparing some things for you. *sighs, not wanting to go into a boring discussion about ID's and birth certificates. It had all been boring enough to sit through, no need to ruin the fun with such uninteresting subjects*

Special Agent Peterpire: *shrugs, jarring Char a little.* So what’s on the agenda for you little ladies while we gents' have good old Texas boy fun?

CharM: Oh, I'm going to be having a long and enlightening conversation with Bella about hunting. *chuckles*

Special Agent Peterpire: *Shrugs* She just hung out with me while I slaughtered meeses.

BWhitlock: It's true. we were totally good.

CharM: *grabs Peter's bottle, nodding at Bella and taking a swig, grimacing*

Special Agent Peterpire: *Grins widely* Gonna have some girl-fun? If you get naked, can we watch?

CharM: *slaps Peter's arms playfully, laughing softly* You'd like that, wouldn't you? *lowers voice intentionally* How about we roll around in the mud for a bit too, Peterrr? *purrs*

Special Agent Peterpire: *Smiles wider, playing along* How about instead of mud we use lube?

BWhitlock: *crosses my arms* I got my ass spanked for our little escapade with Jo, Pete. *thinks about that* On second thought...

Special Agent Peterpire: *Groans and grins* Good god, all three of you can spank me, as long as y'alls naked when you do it.

CharM: *turns halfway towards Peter, running my hand over his chest* You'd like to see us all slick, baby? *breathes heavier* Naked and slick. *looks over at Bella, waggling my eyebrows* 

BWhitlock: *chuckles* You know me, I'm always up for anything. *snickers and winks*

Special Agent Peterpire: *Shrugs and nods* I'm generally amicable to any kind of nakedness, to be honest dollface.

CharM: *smirks* Aren't all men? *turns back, laying against Peter's chest again and running my fingers absentmindedly over his thigh, holding onto his knee as soon as I see what I'm doing*

BWhitlock: *tilts my head to watch Char and Pete, smiling*

Special Agent Peterpire: *Feels his legs tingle where Char touches, wishing it was this easy all the time* what about you, Bells? What’s on your plate for the evening?

BWhitlock: Lurking in my room. That's pretty much it. I'm fucking starving, but since ya'll are trashed *laughs* I may have Edward take me out.

CharM: *shifts a little, making myself more comfortable* Grab some blood from the fridge, but microwave it first, because it's damn nasty when it's cold.

BWhitlock: *smiles appreciatively* I just may do that. Is it good warm? Like...as good?

Special Agent Peterpire: There's some of that foreign shit Edward and Jo brought back from Italy, you could nom' that Bells.

BWhitlock: Yeah, they gave me some. It was...pretty tasty. I'll look for more of that!

CharM: *nods, growling softly when the movement makes my head move from it's comfortable place* You do that, honey.

BWhitlock: I think I will. *smiles* don't get into too much trouble. I'll be in my room if you need me! Bagged blood and self love...ugh. it's not my ideal, but it'll do.

BWhitlock: *motions for Jasper to follow* Why don't you come with, have a quick bag. *gives him a knowing wink*

Special Agent Peterpire: *shifts Char over beside him on the bed, linking there arms* I have missed you, you know. I'm sorry we fight so much.

CharM: *looks up at Peter, smiling softly* We don't fight THAT much, Peter. And it's not the reason I left either. 

Special Agent Peterpire: *sighs* I know, but y'all saved me, and I acted like a bastard. We were....well I thought we were getting close before I uh...tried to shoot you.

CharM: *turns onto my side, my front pressing up against Peter's right side* We were. *looks up at him longingly, feeling slightly saddened at the way things turned out* And you weren't a bastard. I should have handled things differently. *sighs*

Special Agent Peterpire: *shrugs, throwing his arm over her shoulder* As long as were friends again, and not yelling or smashing, or holing up in the bathroom, I'm happy. *Grabs the jar again, taking a huge chug* Now drink this, we're dangerously close to a chick flick moment.

CharM: *laughs softly* We wouldn't want that. *obediently gulps it all down, grimacing as it pours down my throat* Like that? *hands empty jar back*

-----Minor Time Warp-----

Special Agent Peterpire: *Turns to Jay, passing him the joint* So, now what?

JWhitlock: *takes the blunt, toking, inhaling deeply. Pulls the baggie with the sheet of acid out, holds it up, arching a brow* You up for a little.... mind expansion?

Special Agent Peterpire: *raises a brow, smirking* what do you have in mind?

JWhitlock: Ever dropped acid? *breaks off a little square, toying with it*

Special Agent Peterpire: *Takes a square, dropping it on his tongue* When I was very young, before the Agency and all.

JWhitlock: Mmmm *drops my own square on my tongue, leaning my head back, letting the drug take it's fast acting effect. My head pops up* Dude. Dude. Wanna get outta here?

Special Agent Peterpire: *Head snaps up, a look of pure seriousness* Dude, are you serious? If your fucking with me, I'mma rip your nuts off and use them as golf balls. Don't fuck with me.

JWhitlock: No. No. Let's get out of here. Right now. *fishes my keys out of my pockets* Now. Let's go. *walks resolutely toward the door*

Special Agent Peterpire: *hops up from the bed, feeling an instant sensation of vertigo* Woah...*follows more carefully after Jasper* where are we going, anyways? 

JWhitlock: *shrugs* Where do you wanna go. Zoo? Let's go to the zoo. *pulls the door open, and walks to my car, hopping in the drivers seat* Yeah. Zoo's good.

Special Agent Peterpire: *follows eagerly, slipping into the passenger seat* Good god, I don't even care, as long as it's not there.

JWhitlock: *buckles my seat belt* Buckle your seat belt, man. Click it or ticket, and all that shit. *sees something white from the corner of my eye. I whip my head around to look, but it's gone. Starts the car and pulls away from the house* Zoo... zoo.. where's the zoo? Do you know? You like to eat animals and shit, are you gonna get some take out?

Special Agent Peterpire: *Snickers* I want to eat a walrus. WALRUS.

JWhitlock: *nods quickly* If I didn't like to nom the humans, I'd eat a ti- a tigger? No, wait those are from Winnie the Pooh.... *focuses on the road in front of me, rainbow patterns swirling in the headlights*

Special Agent Peterpire: *Strokes the seat* What is this? Is this leather? This is nice. Touch it. Jasper, touch it. Touch it. Are you touching it? Touch it. If I ate humans, I'd eat a mermaid.

JWhitlock: Mermaids aren't real. I've looked into it. And I can't touch the seat. I'd have to let go of the wheel. Do you know what will happen if I let go of the wheel? We'd float. We'd float right away into the sky. *sees the white out of the corner of my eye, and looks again* Oh look Peter. A unicorn. Look at it's horn.

Special Agent Peterpire: *Grabs the door handle to keep from floating* Unicorns are just horses who can stab you. THEY'LL FUCKING STAB YOU JASPER!

JWhitlock: *screams loudly at Peters words, and slams on the brakes, screaming again as the FUCKING unicorn even closer, it's killer horn glinting in the moon light. Slams my foot down on the accelerator, rubber squealing against asphalt. Then, I see the flashing lights, and the sirens* CHEESE IT! IT'S THE FUCKING COPS!

Special Agent Peterpire: *Licks the window in an mad attempt to escape* We gotta get outta here. We gotta get out of here! I have no ID! I DON'T FUCKING EXIST JASPER! I'M INVISIBLE! I'M A FIGMENT OF YOUR FUCKING IMAGINATION!

-----Meanwhile-----

Edward: *is sprawled out in a completely fucking random location doing something involving intricate attention to detail... he's using things ranging from tiny brushes to the tips of needles as he works on his masterpiece... and what is it that he's doing? he's patiently painting Jo's toenails to have miniature Snoopy and Woodstock cartoons on them...*

Jo: *slowly waking up I have the oddest thought about the Peanuts, lazily I open my eyes and look down to see Edward painting my toenails and I chuckle lightly* Should I be worried that my future husband is willingly painting my toenails? And I didn't even ask him to. *pauses* First with the X-men costumes and now my toenails. *thinks* Is it me? Did I turn you gay.... ier? *chuckles at my horrible joke*

Edward: *tsks, continuing to paint Jo's toenails* You're just lashing out because I have yet to stuff my cock into your pussy and make you scream. *finishes off the last cartoon, gently blowing on her toenails to encourage them to dry faster...that or just to cool off her toes, either way* But if you have a specific mindset for how your future husband should behave, please let me know... As I am accustomed to doing what I want, when I want... *the unspoken 'except when on duty with the Volturi' just doesn't need to be spoken*

Jo: *groans at a mix of him talking dirty and freezing my toes off, I reach down and pull him up to me and kiss him gently* I was just joking. I only want you to be you Edward. *smiles goofy* If that happens to include things like sewing and painting toenails so be it. Cause I sure as hell am not gonna do it. *rubs my nose against his* Sorry to tell you but I'm quite the tomboy. The only reason my mother knew I was a girl was cause I didn't have a penis. *pauses* And even then she wasn't sure. *trails off not sure where I was going with that*

Edward: *smiles into the kiss, rubbing the tip of his nose against hers when she breaks it... then he sneers at her confession, his mind on her mother's lack of proper education* If it'll help her, I'll be happy to go visit your mother and demonstrate to her just what a penis should look like... Because if she thinks -you- have one then obviously she's not seen any worth mentioning... Better yet, we can invite her to the wedding and I'll be certain she sees exactly what her daughter's marrying. There are certain marriage ceremonies where the bride and groom are nude during the ceremony and then consummate the relationship in front of the witnesses, you know... *perks at the idea*

Jo: *frowns at how upset he got, bringing my hand up I gently touch his face and am reminded why I'm starting to love this crazy vampire* It's not like that, and please never insinuate that you're going to do anything of a sexual nature towards my mother. She loves me, but we just never understood each other. And trust me I'm sure she knows what's a penis looks like otherwise I wouldn't be here nor my three brothers. What I meant was that I acted so much like a boy most people just assumed my mother had four sons until they saw my hair. And the name Jo didn't really help any. *presses my forehead to his to show him that memories of myself as a teen with my hair long but always hidden underneath a hate, and some of my mother and her attempts to understand me. Remembering the memories starting to bring tears to my eyes knowing I would probably never see them again* :::I really did have an oddly happy childhood, and it kills me that my mother will never know how girly I've become. But please never doubt that she loves me. I was her only daughter, she just wished I acted like it.::: *smiling weakly at him as I speak to him through our bond*

Edward: *keeps his expression carefully controlled, letting his thoughts race faster than Jo can keep up with... and on multiple things while he decides how to use the information she has just gifted him with. she let on more than she realized by sharing her memories with him and he smiles at seeing younger Jo, hiding her gender easily with just the use of a hat.* You were beautiful then as well. *pictures little Jo... only on a painting hanging in the building and now lets various colors and shading techniques filter through his mind, letting random familial inclined words leak through as he continues planning his other thing at the same time* Though I know now to never move into a nudist colony with you... Seeing as you see all nudity as something of a sexual nature. *he sniffs slightly* I suppose I'll have to continue wearing clothing around the building once the babies are grown and on their own as well. *he sighs, seemingly put out at the idea*

Jo: *looks at Edward confused not entirely sure what he is thinking. Blushing at him mention myself being beautiful, and even more so about living in a nudist colony.* Is it my fault that when I think of you naked I think that women will naturally jump you. Besides the only nudist colony I want to live in is one where only we live in, with our friends of course. *pausing realizing the last thing he said. Looking into Edward's eyes wondering if his rapid thoughts of family earlier was about us having a family. Shocked I whisper softly* Babies?

Edward: I knew there was a catch... I suppose I'll just have to start going nude again, to acclimatize our friends into the atmosphere... *he slowly pulls his shirt off, reaching to unfasten his pants as well...but then he pauses when Jo totally misunderstands his 'babies' comment. he regards her carefully, just analyzing her thoughts on the matter for a moment before softly speaking* I meant Peter and Bella... The -newborn- vampires... You know, -babies-.

Jo: *bites my lip nervous feeling stupid for even thinking of having kids with Edward* You're right. I was just having a moment of confusion. I mean it's not like we can even have babies, or that I even want babies. Cause I don't want kids with you, I mean I don't want kids at all *blushes as I start to ramble more* Not that I wouldn't have kids with you if we could. You'd be a great dad, I think. I don't know how weird it would be to have a vampire dad and shifter mom. Honestly that probably isn't the safest environment. *starts to wind down and sucks in a breath to stop myself from speaking. Taking a moment before I replied mentally* :::Ignore that rant about babies, that was some weird tangent brought on from my chat with Leah::: *slowly letting out the air in my lungs I smile softly at Edward* I understand what you mean about Bella and Peter being like babies. But let's be honest, even if they were or weren't around you would probably find a way to be naked. *lets my hands roam down his sides towards his pants* So do you need help getting this off as well? *I quirk my eyebrow playful as I smirk*

Edward: *considers Jo for a while before rising up and pulling her up into a tight embrace* It might just be a thing brought on by finding out someone you were close to mentions that type of situation. And if it isn't, we'll find a way. *he kisses her softly several times, first on her earlobe, then along her jaw until he finally captures her lips into a kiss that manages to sear despite his cold skin. he breaks it, kissing his way to her other ear* Any child would be lucky to have you as a mother, shifter or not... *he nibbles his way from her ear to her shoulder while she lets her hands roam down his sides before smirking against her skin* What do you think?

-----The Next RP Night-----

((Log courtesy of Jo. Thanks honey!))

Carter: *lays down on the bed, pullling the sheets back* Leah?

Leah: *Groans* What?

Carter: come in here honey.

Leah: *Sets down my snack, walking painfully slow to see what he wants* Yes, -sugarlips-? *trying to show him how ridiculous the nicknames are even if I do enjoy them a bit*

Carter: *laughs and pats the bed* Come here sweetheart. Sit with me.

Leah: *Rolls my eyes, sitting next to him* Yes, dear? *looks at him with fake innocent eyes*

Carter: *runs my hand up her thigh, smirking at you coyly* I miss you...

Leah: *takes in a shaky breath, not expecting that and bites my lip* Yeah?

Carter: *lets my hand trail higher* Mmhmm...do you miss me?

Leah: *Smirks, moving his hand higher* Oh god yes.

Carter: *takes my invitation, rolling on top of her, kissing her neck* How bad?

Leah: *Tilts my head to the side* I haven't thought of anything else.

Carter: *lets my hand shove her t-shirt up, bunching it under her breasts, licking on her neck*

Leah: *Moans, wrapping my legs around his waist* mmhh yes.

Carter: *rips her shirt off, letting my mouth toy with her nipple while my other hand works it's way down, teasing*

Leah: *arches towards him, begging for more as I run my hands under his shirt, feeling his abs*

Carter: *stills for a moment* Are you okay? did that hurt?

Leah: What? No. Carter! Why would it hurt?

Carter: *shakes my head* Sorry. The baby...I thought...never mind. *lets my hand move again, stroking her clit lightly and moving my mouth to hers*

Leah: *Stops his hand* The baby? *Had completely forgot about it* He can't know what's happening....right?

Carter: *picks my head up* No. No way. It can't. I'm pretty sure.

Leah: *Raises a brow* I think I would know of he could. *Brings his mouth back to mine, still worked up*

Carter: *nods and sucks on her bottom lip* You're right. *pushes her knees apart, settling between her thighs*

Leah: *Feels his length against my core, moaning again, but the whole baby thing still in the back of my mind*

Carter: *pushes two fingers in, rocking forward* You want more?

Leah: *Groans, his fingers already stretching me, god it's been too long* Please Carter!

Carter: *replaces my fingers with my length, thrusting in roughly* God yes!

Leah: *Screams out in pleasure and surprise at the sudden intrusion, my eyes roll back* I've missed this so much. FUCK.

Carter: *groans against her neck, stopping again* OhmyGod can the baby see it!?

Leah: *whines at first, the pushes him back after hearing him, making him slide out* Not if he's not upside down, right? Oh fuck. Your future son knows what your dick looks like! How do people go nine months without sex?!

Carter: *panics and looks at her stomach, then down at my cock, then up to her* Oh God! What do we do?

Leah: I don't know! Hide it or something and when he pops out we'll tell him it was a doctor tool! *Looks at his cock sadly, wishing he hadn't brought up the baby, I would have been fine.*

Carter: I'm not Hiding my cock! Can't we just...I don't know...I wanna have sex!

Leah: *Pouts* I don't think the baby is even a baby yet so it might be ok....? *Keeps staring longingly*

Carter: *lets my eyes wander over her body* Are you sure? Can we verify that? Google maybe? I don't want my kid coming out scared of my cock.

Leah: *Huffs* I'm not going to wait while you Google it. Either stick the damn thing in or hide it. *Crosses my arms over my chest, not really caring if Carter Jr. is going to be scared of his fathers cock or not.*

Carter: *growls and pounces, doing exactly what she says* I hope he forgives me.

Leah: *Moans* I'm sure....he wont...remember it. *Pulling him closer, bucking against him*

Carter: *grips her hips tight, letting my strength take over, giving it to her hard*

Leah: Fuck...yes! *Panting, moving my hips with his eagerly* Faster! *Not caring if the baby can feel it or not, I'm too worked up to stop him.*

Carter: Ugh...*pushing in faster, harder, my mouth biting on her nipple*

Leah: *Arching into him, pulling on his hair, begging for more* Shit. Fuck. Please, Carter! More!

Carter: *puts a hand behind her, holding her up and close to me, moving a hand between us to stroke her*

Leah: *clenching around him, cumming quickly, bringing his mouth to mine, still moving my hips with his*

Carter: *growls as I release into her, attacking her mouth*

Leah: *Pulls away, still panting* What if you just spermed our baby?! Why didn't you wear a condom? This is all your fault!

Carter: *falls back and groans* Fuck! Don't blame me!

Leah: Or...what if I'm double pregnant now, huh? You and your super sperm. Ugh. *Looks at him with wide eyes, smiling a little, not able to fully regret that*

Carter: I'm not...super sperm? No! *catches your smile* Not funny!

Leah: I've had a lot of sex before and one month with you, I'm knocked up. Super sperm. and it is -to- funny!

Carter: Takes two people to get knocked up. *nods seriously*

Leah: I wasn't the one who looked too hot to resist. That's your fault too. And -you- bumped into me and imprinted first! So HA!

Carter: *laughs loudly* Oh, I see how it is. Well you're stuck with me now!

Leah: *Kisses him again* That I can deal with.

Carter: *smiles against her lips* Good. Me too.

Leah: *Pulls him out of the bed and into the kitchen with me* Now cook for your pregnant girlfriend. *My mood suddenly drops a bit and I can blame it on the pregnant woman hormones but calling myself the pregnant -girlfriend- makes me feel a little cheap but I would never tell Carter, he's handled this so well and he seems genuinely happy. So I put on a fake smile as he makes food*

-----Meanwhile-----

JWhitlock: *panics over the sirens and lights flashing* Peter, do you see this too? It's not in my head, is it? *silence* PETER?! PETER?! WHY AREN'T YOU ANSWERING ME?!

JWhitlock: Oh GOD! Peter, don't leave me alone! I can't take prison! I wouldn't last! You have to save me from the po-po! *sobs, as I drive even faster, when in reality, I'm only going about 8mph*

Special Agent Peterpire: *Looks around the cab of the car* This isn't my bathroom!?

Special Agent Peterpire: *Grabs Jaspers arm* We're too pretty for Prison, Jasper. We're too pretty!

JWhitlock: I DON'T WANNA BE SOMEONES BITCH! *sobs some more, then shakes my head* Don't worry, don't worry. We'll lose 'em. I drive like the fucking Dukes of Hazard, man. *hunches over the steering wheel, still going 8mph*

Special Agent Peterpire: *Takes his left shoe off and chucks it out the window, watching it bounce against the road, and hit the cop car's tire* I gottem! I gottem!

Special Agent Peterpire: *Takes his shirt off, and chucks that out the window too*

JWhitlock: YES! Good shot. Now if only I could shake 'em. Gotta shake 'em, gotta shake 'em..... OH! I know! Evasive manuvers! *starts weaving all over the road, in a zig zag formation* This'll throw those bastards. Try to make ME someone's bitch.

Special Agent Peterpire: *Unzips his pants, peeling them off. They get stuck around his ankles, pinned back by his boots* OH MY GOD! MY PANTS ARE EATING MY FEET!? WHAT TEH FUCK DO I DO!?

JWhitlock: JUST RIP THE FUCKERS OFF! *spits venom as I scream like a girl* RIP THEM OFF. RIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIII​IIIP them. Rip. Hehe. Hey Peter, ever notice the word rip? It's a funny word. Riiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiippp​pppppppppppppppppppppp.

Special Agent Peterpire: *Snickers, shaking his foot, before tearing his feet away. There are strips of denim wrapped around each ankle. HE tosses the tattered pants out the window* Heh. Ripple. HOLY SHIT WHERE ARE MY UNDERPANTS!?

JWhitlock: You have your naked ASS on my SEAT? *notices something from the corner of my eye, turns to look, and it's the cop, keeping pace with the car. Screams again* HOW THE FUCK ARE YOU RUNNING SO FUCKING FAST?!?! *the cop reaches right in the car, and takes the keys from the ignition, bringing us to a stop* FUCK Peter! Ruuuuuuuuuuuun man! Ruuuuuuuuuuuuuuun.

Special Agent Peterpire: *Stares at the window* I CAN'T FIND THE FUCKING DOOR! THAT UNICORN MUST HAVE GOT IT, HOLY SHIT.

JWhitlock: Fuuuuuuuuuuuck man! Where the fuck is my door handle?! FUCKING unicorn! I'll kill that bastard! *just then, the cop opens my door, and grabs my arm, hauling me out of the car, rips my arm away from him* YOU! You're in cahoots with the unicorns, aren't you? AREN'T YOU?! Well FUCK you man! I won't be anyone's bitch! PETER! Saaave meeee!!!!

BWhitlock: *is sitting alone in my room, panting my toe nails*

Special Agent Peterpire: *Sniffs the officer manhandling him out of the car* I can has cheezeburger now Jasper?

JWhitlock: NO PETER! BAD Peter. No cheezeburger! *sends him a wave of what I think is calm, but what is really side-splitting hilarity* Get a hold of yourself man! *feels the officer try and pat me down, spins back toward him with niinja like moves* Hey! Hands to yourself, buddy! We ain't behind bars yet.

Special Agent Peterpire: *Forgets about eating the nice man, breaking into a fit of giggles instead, and crumpling to a naked heap on the ground. He looks up, spotting a flash of shining white* It's back! The unicorn, Jasper! It's gonna get us! Gonna gut us like fishes!

Special Agent Peterpire: *Clutches onto the cop, looking him dead into the eye* It's gonna rape us with it's rainbow cock.

JWhitlock: Nooooooooooooooooooooo! *scrambles on top of the car, hunching over, curling into myself, muttering and whimpering* Don't let it get me, don't let it get me, don't let it get me, don't let it get me. OH GOD! *covers my head with my arms*

Special Agent Peterpire: *Continues to cackle hysterically as they haul us into the car* It's gonna spooge glittery unicorn spunk in your ass! YOUR GONNA HAVE LITTLE UNIRCORN ASS BABIES!

JWhitlock: *clings to Peter, beside myself as we're thrown in the back of the car* Don't let it get me, Peter. You won't let it get me, will yo?

JWhitlock: *you

Special Agent Peterpire: *Stops laughing for a moment* I might. *Looks at Jaspers frightened face and begins to cackle again*

JWhitlock: *curls against the side of the door, wrapping my arms around myself, rocking back and forth* We're gonna get raped in prison. With plungers. They do that, ya know. *the car starts moving, going toward the police station*

Special Agent Peterpire: *Looks out the window again* Holy shit the world is moving. Oh my god, it's gonna eat us. Jasper, fuck the plungers! The world is gonna eat us! With its...mouth or something. I bet there are dragons in there!

JWhitlock: Dragons, and golumns, and big squid monsters. BIG FUCKING SQUID MONSTERS. *begins to tap head against the glass* We're gonna die, we're gonna die. Wait, we're already dead. Hehehehe. Wait. Fuck. *remembers the cops in the front, and holds up two fingers, waving them toward the cops, focusing hard* You heard nothing.

Special Agent Peterpire: *Wheezes out another laugh, fingers wrapping around Jaspers thigh* Unicorns, plungers, squid monster tenticles. Right in the pooper, Jasper. THE POOPER.

JWhitlock: I can't do it, Peter, I can't FUCKING do it! I'm freakin' out man. Freakin' the fuck out. Bad trip man, baaaaaaaaad fucking trip. *we grind to a stop* OH FUCK! IT'S GOT US! IT'S FUCKING GOT US! *jumps on Peter, like Scooby does on Shaggy*

Special Agent Peterpire: *Squeezes Jasper as he continues to chuckle* Oh shit, Jazz man, we're at the big house now. We need prison names! Quick think of something butch and intimidating! Nothing that say's I take it in the pooper by the road side unicorn!

JWhitlock: YOU WORRY ABOUT NAMES AT A TIME LIKE THIS?! *screams as an officer reaches in the back and yanks me away from Peter* Nooooooooooooooooooooooo​!!!! Peter!!! Don't take me away from Peter!!! I neeeeeeeeeeeeeeed him.

Special Agent Peterpire: *laughs louder, pressing my head against Jaspers shoulders as they pull me out by my handcuffs*

JWhitlock: *throws myself on the ground* You'll have to take me by force! I'll never go willingly! You'll never take me alive!!!!!!!!!!! *drags my heels, as the cop starts to drag me into the station*

Special Agent Peterpire: *Drops onto the bench, laughing as they handcuff him to the flimsy rail. He hears Jasper putting up a fight, boots dragging in the dirt* Oh shit...*snickers* Jasper *snickers* Jazz....Jazz man...I didn't.....WHAT ABOUT TEH WALRUS?

JWhitlock: *jumps about a foot in the air* WHAT FUCKING WALRUS? *runs in the station, sitting next to Peter on the bench, grabbing his shoulders* WHAT FUCKING WALRUS, MANNNNN! *doesn't even pay attention as I'm cuffed to the bench too*

Special Agent Peterpire: *Chokes on a laugh, snorting out his nose* I'm the walrus!

JWhitlock: *jumps back from him, scurrying around the bench, still cuffed to it, hiding behind the arm of it* Stay away from me man! Stay away! Officer! Officer! I want my phone call. I have to call my wife, My Bella-ella-ella-ella=ella. Hehe. My wife has a funny name. *slaps my thigh* Bring me the fuckin' phone. *still eyeing the Peter aka Walrus warily*

Special Agent Peterpire: *Sputters on a giggle, bent forward over his lap, one arm twisted around Jasper, and one latched to the rail.* Bell-la-la. Like a tellatubbie! You married a tellatubbie!

JWhitlock: GET THE FUCK OFF ME YOU FUCKING WALRUS! And you're right *giggles* She is a tellatubbie. 'Cept her feel good vibes don't come out her tummy, they come out her hooha. Hehehe, she's going to kill me. Hoooohaaaaa.

Special Agent Peterpire: *licks up Jaspers face* We can't stay here, this is Walrus country. They'll skin me alive and wear me like a coat!

JWhitlock: *clings* No! I won't let them! You're MY walrus! *wraps my arms and legs around him* Stay away! Oh, fuck Peter. *whimpers* Now the bats are here. *stares at the ceiling* I fucking hate bats. *rests my head on his shoulder* Wouldn't it be cool if we could turn into bats? WHERE'S MY FUCKING PHONE CALL?

Special Agent Peterpire: *Nods eagerly, laughing as if he was being tickled* We could fly! Fly away! Fly away from that unicorn and his squidmonster-plunger.

JWhitlock: *the cop finally brings the phone, and I dial Bella's number, screaming at the phone* PICK UP! PICK UP! PICK UP!

BWhitlock: *grapples for my phone, seeing it's Jasper and picking up* Hello? Where are you?

Special Agent Peterpire: *hears Bella's voice over the phone* BELL-LA-LA!

JWhitlock: *screams into the phone* BELLA! YOU HAVE TO SAVE US! *sobs* There were unicorns with killer horns, and, and, and squid monsters that wanted to rape us with plungers and super fast cops, and now we're in JAIL! WE'RE GONNA BE SOME BIKERS BITCHES! YOU HAVE TO HELP US!

BWhitlock: *groans loudly* Are you fucking kidding? You got arrested? Why didn't you just...Ugh. Unicorns? Is that Peter yelling? Fuck. FUCK. Edward isn't here. I’m gonna have to bail you out. If I eat anyone it's on you.

JWhitlock: *pulls the phone away from my ear* PETER! Bella's gonna save us! My tellatubbie fucking ROCKS! *holds up my hand for a high-five*

BWhitlock: *grumbles* Telletubbie? Seriously? God damn. I'll be there soon. *darts downstairs and into the kitchen, grabbing and downing two bags of blood before throwing myself in the car and driving to the jail*

JWhitlock: *throws the phone away from me, hugging Peter hard* My Bella's coming! My Bella's coming! I love my Belly-welly.

BWhitlock: *climbs out of the car, sucks in a breath and marches inside, telling the cop I'm here to pick up Peter and Jasper*

Special Agent Peterpire: *Joins in with Jaspers singing* Bell-la-la Bell-la-la Belly Welly Bells. Hells Bells-Bells. *pauses* ELVES! BELLS! ELVES.

JWhitlock: Bella! *runs over to her, dragging the bench behind me* My love! You're as beautiful as the unicorns dancing with the wood elves. Wait, unicorns, RUN WOODELVES, RUN! *hugs her to me awkwardly* My Bely-welly

BWhitlock: *just glares* You are in so much fucking trouble. Where do I go to bail you out?

JWhitlock: *drops head* I don't know. Just make sure you stay away from the fucking bats-and the walrus skinners.

Special Agent Peterpire: *Gasps around another bout of hysterical laughter* Oh my god, they are gonna wear me like a dress.

JWhitlock: NO! *hugs Bella too me, not letting the walrus skinners get her* I'll protect you Bella! Oh, look, blood. *darts to the wall, stil dragging the bench, and starts licking the bare wall* MMmmmmmmmmmm

BWhitlock: *huffs and gives both the boys a glare as I go over to talk to the cop. He explains to me the charges, and tells me they'll have to go to court. My eyes widen and I stare at the cop* You don't want to put them in the system! Please! *panicking because what this will mean for them. Watching the cop sway just a bit before surprisingly agreeing and following me back to the boys*

Special Agent Peterpire: *Tries to stand up, only to be yanked back by where he's still handcuffed* Hey little sister! OH My God, that means you’re a walrus too!

JWhitlock: *is still licking the wall, barely registers being uncuffed* Mmmm... O-neg. Nom nom nom nom.

BWhitlock: *lets my anger flair, grabbing at Jasper and motioning for a very naked Peter to follow* Come the fuck on.

Special Agent Peterpire: *snickers* On what?

JWhitlock: *give the wall one last forlorn look, before following Bella to the car, shuffling my feet* I'm in trouble, ain't I? As long as you don't let that fucking squid get me...

BWhitlock: *turns to glare at Peter* Or you can stay here and sleep in jail! *turns to Jasper* You bet your ass you're in trouble.

Special Agent Peterpire: *Feels the hysterical giggles fade away, leaving only the paranoia* Or the Unicorn. Or the plunger. Or the dragon. Or....or....HOLY SHIT BELLA! Are you mad woman!? Two hands on the steering wheel at all times or we'll float away!

JWhitlock: *slumps down in the seat, pouting* I don't WANNA be in trouble.

BWhitlock: *tenses as I drive them both back to the house* don't you dare pout. Do you have idea how hard this was for me?

JWhitlock: I'm sorry. *my high is wearing off, and I'm wondering how the fuck all this happened, smiles over at her* Thank you for bailing us out of jail, baby.

BWhitlock: *barks a laugh* Thank you?! Yeah. You're welcome. You're lucky Edward keeps blood in the fridge.

JWhitlock: *sighs and looks out the window, knowing that I've really fucked myself this time* Me and Peter were just having a good time. I guess things got out of hand...

Special Agent Peterpire: *Reaches in between them from the back seat, still tripping having smoked way more than Jasper, as well as having only animal blood in him. He wiggles his fingers* Haaaaaands.

BWhitlock: *pulls into the building* I know you were. *bats at Peter* Don't leave the fucking house next time you want to get fucked, okay?

Special Agent Peterpire: *Crawls between the seats, his face oddly close to the both of them* Who are you and what are you doing in my bathroom?

BWhitlock: OH dear GOD, Peter, go inside and put clothes on. You don’t' go to the bathroom!

JWhitlock: Okaaaay. *looks down at Peter* Been fun, Pete. We'll do it again, just maybe not with the acid.

BWhitlock: *pulls Jasper out of the car* come on, you. You smell.

JWhitlock: *follows Bella* I do? What do I smell like?

BWhitlock: Ass, Jasper. You smell like ass. *pushes you in* You need a shower.

JWhitlock: Alriiiiiiiiiiight. Do I smell like dirty prison? *walks up to our room, strips down and hops in the shower*

BWhitlock: *stands in the bathroom* Yes. And pot, and booze. It's not pleasant. It helped drown out the smell of that tasty cop though.

Special Agent Peterpire: *Looks around the car* Where are my pants? Who took my pants? PANTS? WHERE THE FUCK IS THE BACTINE!? SOME OF THIS BLOOD IS MINE *holds up bloodless hands.* Why am I only wearing one boot?

BWhitlock: *throws a pair of Jasper's pants out the window for Peter*

BWhitlock: *grumbles* I'm leaving his ass out there.

JWhitlock: *washes the stink of dirty prison... stuff off me quickly, getting out of the shower, wrapping a towel around my hips. Walks out of the bathroom* Bella? *puppy dog face* Are you really mad at me?

BWhitlock: *frowns* Yes, yes I am. Not because you had fun. But because you left, and got into trouble, and I could have eaten that entire place!

JWhitlock: Well.... leaving seemed like a good idea at the time. I felt for Peter, he needed to get out. And I'm sorry you had to come bail us out.

JWhitlock: I still don't know how that cop caught us.

BWhitlock: I get that. I do. *sighs and sits down* And yeah...that cop said you got stopped doing like 3 miles an hour or something.

JWhitlock: No fucking way. 3? I was flooring that bitch! *sits down next to her*

BWhitlock: *quirks a brow* fraid not, speed demon. Are you at least feeling better now?

JWhitlock: *nods* No more vampire acid. That was a bad trip, baby.

BWhitlock: Mmhmm. No more. *leans back* Now, I'm going to roll over, and pretend to sleep. *smiles, just a little*

JWhitlock: Okay. *lays down next to her* I'll do the same.

BWhitlock: *sighs* Okay. Give me just a couple hours to relax.

JWhitlock: *nods, tucking my arm under a pillow, lifting the covers over us*

