Leah: *Is still outside my apartment window, where I have been since about two days ago, only leaving to walk along the street to calm myself. I pull out my phone, wondering if I should text Jo or something. I see her in my bed but it's not making sense to me why she's there. I take a deep breath, my eyes sting but I had run out of tears hours ago.* <Why are you in my bed?> *Sending the text to her after writing and rewriting it.*

Jo: *I hear my phone beep me out of my sleep, I reach around aimlessly till I feel it. Reading Leah's text I sit up quickly and realize that I am in her bed. I bite my lip remembering how I got there.* <Um, Edward doesn't know where I live... so he brought me to your place. Where are you?> *I look sleepily around her room to see if I can find her.*

Leah: *Shakes my head at her message. Why would her leech husband drop her off in my bed?* <That's stupid. You should be at his place. Where I am doesn't matter.>

BellaMSwan: *walks from Jasper's apartment back to mine as he goes out for a hunt. makes my way up the stairs and into the building, heading straight for my room. flopping down on my bed with a blissful sigh*

Jo: *I finally spot her outside her window as I receive another message. I look confused and stumble over to the window.* What are you talking about? Why would I be at his place? Where you are is home and always matters to me. *I rub my eyes* Where have you been the past few days anyway?

Leah: *Climbs in the window, pushing past her. I scoff* Yeah, right, home. *Starting to pull my sheets off the bed so when I finally can sleep again, I won't be taunted by her scent* You can leave now. *A little curious as to why she's still here, needing her out so I can start the whole...moping or wallowing process....again. This is why I don't like people. You tell them shit that's personal and then they do things like marry a fucking leech. And to think I was going to try and be civil to him for her. Shakes my head in disgust. I guess I know why she was so pro leech.*

Jo: *I turn around and watch her strip her bed with my mouth hanging open* What the hell is going on? Why are you mad at me? Is it cause I hung out with Edward. I'm sorry I just ran into him when I went running Saturday night and we just keep meeting up. He's like a really good guy friend.

BellaMSwan: *does nothing, hearing Leah and Jo in the other room, allowing to have their space as I rest on my bed, thinking about Jasper*

Leah: *Pulling new sheets out of my closet, the ones I usually leave on while my others are being washed, I decide to use those until I can buy more and I'll just burn these for fun or some shit. I toss them in a black trash bag, turning to her, hurt and furious* Oh, I'm not mad, I’m fucking PISSED. *Moving my hands around wildly, angrily, like all those women on TV* Was that whole, 'I'm gay' thing of yours just an act? That's the only thing I don't get! The rest makes sense to me, but why the fuck are you still here? Are you -trying- to get me to cry or something because I'm sorry, I don't even like you enough to care that you're with the leech. Go. Be happy and shit. At least I don't have to be around you're nerdy ass any longer! *Hoping my red eyes from two straight days of crying doesn't give me away. I know I'm talking shit to her and everything I've said has been a lie but it's not like she wasn't the same way. I can smell the leech all over her, can smell his, -saliva- on her and that's just fucking nasty, and if I'm being honest, it hurts like hell. I let her in and got hurt, only this time it feels so much worse than it did with Sam. I -heard- the group of them in the main room. I'm not just losing my love, but Bella too. I can't stay here, not after her support of their relationship, and I can't be an even bigger bitch to Bella, she's just supporting her better friend. I need to go somewhere where no one knows about my two past -mistakes-. Somewhere far away, like Rhode Island or some shit. Or Florida.* 

Jo: *Look at her confused and start to angry at her words.* I don't know what I did, but you have got something backwards. I hung out with Edward that's all. We're friends. I don't know why you think I don't like you or that I'm putting on some type of act. You're the one that's been gone for days. Where have you been Leah? Was my -nerdy ass- too much to deal with? *I take a deep breath and try not to let the tears build* I'm sorry I tried to get you to make up with Edward and Char. I didn't realize you would think I cared about them more than you.

BellaMSwan: *sits on my bed and paints my toenails, wondering if I should intercede in Jo and Leah's argument*

Leah: *Shakes my head, my lack of sleep and constant tears giving me a headache* So do you -always- go off and fuck your friends and then marry them? *Just wanting her to leave so I can be miserable by myself. I can't believe she fucked the leech. Not that I can smell his leechy sperm in her but he probably just let it land somewhere else. I look at her disgusted. I trusted her, I fucking love her and she goes off and has sex with a leech. I'm sorry, is that 'the norm' thing to do when you're telling someone else you love them?!* I don't -do- the whole, fight for your love thing, Joss. If you want to be with a leech that's...your choice. I'm just saying *My voice getting quieter, letting some of the hurt I'm feeling show* in the future it'd be nice if you could at least give me a heads up when we -first- started 'dating' or whatever we were doing, that you were planning on marrying someone else the second I wasn't there. *Feeling a tear slide down my cheek, surprised because I had thought there was nothing left, my voice is a hoarse whisper when I talk again* I was outside my window thinking about -us- when you guys came in. *Lip quivers* A-after that, I-I just c-couldn't go anywhere. *My words broken by mini sobs I'm trying to hold in. I turn away from her so she can't see my face as I cry once again*

BellaMSwan: *calls out* Whoa! I think there's been a misunderstanding.

Jo: *I gasp* Marry him? Leah I don't know what you're talking about. Yes we got drunk Sat. night in the park, but we never got married and I - NEVER- had sex with him. *I angrily walk over to her and turn her to face me. I see the tears coming down her face. I grab her chin softly and brush the tears off her face.* When I said I loved you I meant it. I wouldn't say that to you and then go off to marry someone else. I hoped that you would of known me better, and realized that you're the only person I've let into my life and my home since Arizona. *I realize she's giving up on us. I take a step back* But for you to think I fucked him, when I'm dating you. And on top of that not fight for us. *I bite my lip and look down feeling the tears flow* I fought for us at the beginning, how can you not fight for me in return?

Leah: *Shakes my head, just wanting to be wrapped in her arms, ignoring Bella for the moment* I can't fight a losing battle, Jo. I can smell him....all over you. He fucking licked you! And I could here -everything- you guys said when you were here. It's not like you were upset about it. I get it. He's hot, but I thought you -loved- me. You didn't seem to care that I'm all broken, and no one wants me, and I'm a bitch, and over sensitive when I actually care, and all cry-y. I didn't know it was just because you really -didn't- care. *Sliding to the floor, my hands moving to cover my face as I cry, trying my hardest to keep some dignity. It wouldn't end like it did with Sam, where I was begging for him not to leave me. I was such an idiot, and look where it got me. I can't relive that, not with Jo. It was supposed to be different with Jo, better, but I only feel worse.*

Jo: *Angry I ball up my fist and yell* THIS ISN'T A LOSING BATTLE. God I love you. Why won't you listen to me? Edward and I didn't do anything... *I start to sputter remembering the shower* I mean yeah we flirted but it was more like friends messing around with each other. You have to believe me that whatever you thought you heard was wrong. It was a joke he played on me cause I was drunk the night before. *I lean over to where she slid and move her hands away from her face.* I love you Jo. I don't know how else to say it. I just need you trust me when I say that you're it for me, and Edward is just a friend.

JWhitlock: *takes a running leap at Bella's balcony, soaring straight over the railing, and knocks in the doors that lead to her bedroom, not comfortable with just walking in yet*

BellaMSwan: *motions for Jasper to come in, and then calls out to the girls* They're really just friends, Le. I've seen 'em together. I'll be back.

JWhitlock: *opens the door, and sits down on Bella's bed, motioning toward the area the two women are fighting in* Troubles?

BellaMSwan: Misunderstanding. Naturally involving Edward. How're you? *walking to stand in front of him*

Leah: *Looks up at her, searching her face* I don't know what to think anymore. When you...thought?...you were married, were you...happy?

JWhitlock: I'm good. I had to go out and do manly things today after our goo fest last night. Not that I didn't enjoy that, cause I did. I loved it. *rests my hands on her hips, looking up at her* How are you today?

BellaMSwan: *grins* Yeah, we were pretty Romance Novel last night, weren't we? I'm not bad. *shrugs* I'm feeling a little antsy but I don't know why.

JWhitlock: Yeah, I can tell. Do you want to get out? Go do something? *rests my chin on her belly, still looking up at her*

Jo: No... I was freaking out. I mean yeah Edward is a great guy and if we have never met, I could see myself marrying him. But I have met you, and feel in love with you. The whole time I was freaking out how I was gonna explain to you what happened, and how I could have married him when I'm in love with you. Then I found out he was messing with me so I played along to get him back... not that it actually worked.

BellaMSwan: What did you have in mind, Cowboy?

Leah: *Smirks a little* That's because he can read your mind babe.

JWhitlock: *smirks at the nickname* Whatever you want to do. *shrugs* I have no ideas.

Jo: *Shocked I back up a little* WHAT?! *I pause remembering last night* I knew it!

Leah: *Yawns, my two sleepless nights getting to me* I love you. Never do that to me again.

BellaMSwan: Okay, let's try this. If you could do anything with me right now, what would it be? *just doesn't feel like making a decision*

JWhitlock: Sex *nods seriously* I'd have to say sex. My second choice? We could go to a movie, or something.

BellaMSwan: *giggles* Will you ever get tired of sex with me? Not that I'm complaining. Second question-if you take me to a movie, are you going to try and make out with me in the back row?

JWhitlock: Of course. *states the obvious* But you have to promise me something-there is a movie playing in town, that's one of my favorites. If I take you to it, you can't make fun of me, or tease me about it in anyway. *gives her a serious look*

BellaMSwan: *giggles* Oh my. Um...okay then. i promise. Now we have to go.

JWhitlock: Alright, come on. *stands and holds out my hand, walking out of the house and to my car*

BellaMSwan: *hopping into the car* Hey, can we stop by the bar real quick? I'm kinda hungry. I can just grab something there.

CharM: *straightens out my dress as I stand in front of the door, thinking this might be a bad idea after all. What if I say too much? Sighs heavily, pulling open the door and walks in, closing the door gently behind me. Feels the nerves kicking in and just stands there awkwardly shuffling my feet.*

JWhitlock: We can do that. *shifts into gear, driving to the bar. Stops out front, and gets out, walking around to open Bella's door for her*

BellaMSwan: *hops out and grins* So what movie? Are you gonna tell me? *pushes open the door of the bar and walks over to a booth*

CharM: *slowly makes my way over to the bar, placing one hand on the wooden surface and looking around in an attempt not to look at Peter. If I do, I'll lose my train of thought again and make a huge fool of myself.* :::Why did I agree to this?::: *sighs softly, biting my lip*

JWhitlock: *shakes my head* I've changed my mind. I don't want to go-to embarrassing, I'd have to sign my man card over to you if I took you to that movie. *slides into the booth next to her, putting my arm around her shoulder* What're you hungry for?

BellaMSwan: *giggles* Oh, you have to tell me. *bats lashes and puts my hand on his thigh* Please?

JWhitlock: *drops my eyes to the table top, grumbling* The Princess Bride. Now tell me what you're hungry for.

BellaMSwan: *bites my lips and hides my amusement, mumbling out* Nachos. they have good nachos here. *runs my hand up and down Jaspers leg*

CharM: *watches Bella and Jasper for a while, before working up the courage to actually approach Peter. Moves more to the center of the bar, fidgeting nervously with the hem of my dress. Opens mouth to talk, but then nothing comes out* :::What the fuck! Now he's making me mute?:::

JWhitlock: *thanking Christ that she's not making a big deal about it, moves my leg closer to her out of instinct from her touch* As you wish. *smirks slightly*

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *Perks up as a familiar sweet, citrusy scent hits him. He smiles, tossing his damp dish towel over his shoulder and turning to face the bar* Charlotte?

BellaMSwan: *grins* You don't mind the smell, I hope? I'm kind of starved. I think I'm gonna lose my roommate soon. *snaking my hand higher, purely instinctual*

CharM: *closes mouth, my teeth snapping together and winces. Swallows thickly* Um...hi Peter. *wrings hands together, looking down and frowning as I struggle to come up with something interesting to say* So... *blurts out the first thing that comes to mind, a phrase I often heard on TV* How's it hanging?

JWhitlock: Not at all. I can hold my breath. *trails my fingers along her neck* Why do you think you'll loose your room mate?

BellaMSwan: *rolls eyes* I think she's gonna want to move in with her girlfriend soon. I can just feel it. I'm glad for them, but sucks for me. *draws circles on his thigh with my fingertip*

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *Grins wider* Hard and heavy, and slightly to the left? *He chuckles* But seriously, we have some uniforms in back. It's basically just a t-shirt, at least I think. I let Jenna pick them out, so if they’re slutty, it's not my fault. Follow me? *Heads toward the back, making his way to the office*

JWhitlock: Why does that suck for you? Don't like living alone? *leans my head back, looking at her*

BellaMSwan: *frowns* No, I don't. I mean, I like my solitary time sometimes, but I like living with someone. I get...I don't want to say scared, but that's what it boils down to. And lonely.

CharM: No pants? *follows after Peter, looking down at myself and wondering how I'm going to pull that off* Can I wear it over a dress? *bites lip, looking at Peter's firm ass*

JWhitlock: You know I'm only a phone call away. *chuckles* Unless you wanna move in with me, or something. *trails my fingers down the back of her neck, drumming the fingers of my other hand on the table top, looking around for the waitress, not really expecting Bella to answer*

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *Snorts* No, uh, You wear your own pants. You're fucking with me right? Yeah, no. I mean, you can wear them with jeans, or shorts, but no ass cheeks hanging out. If you wear a skirt, you have to be able to bend over with out showing whether the carpets match the drapes. Other then that, dress code is lenient. *Stops in front of the desk, turning slightly to the large metal locker pressed against the wall.* Grab five, and please don't think I'm sexist because the only sizes are small and extra small. Jenna ordered them. If you uh...need a more accommodating shirt, we can order something. Edward mentioned your uh...cup size. Also, please don't sue me for sexual harassment. Wow. I suck as a boss.

BellaMSwan: *grins* I know. And no offense? Your apartment is kinda small. I like mine. it's bigger. I need more room though, what with the eating and stuff...

JWhitlock: *shrugs* I like my loft-no upkeep really.

BellaMSwan: There you go. *moves my hand up probably closer than it should be to the promised land* Now if -you- want to move in with -me-, that could be arranged.

CharM: *knows that I won't be showing anything when I bend over and sighs in relief, quickly grabbing five black shirts, size small because an extra small would have my tits popping out of them. That or rip the shirt in half.* That's fine and I'd never sue you. *frown because that sounded all wrong, almost like an invitation* I mean, you didn't do anything wrong, so I wouldn't just sue you for nothing *starts rambling, not even pausing to take a breath* It's not like you touched me or anything and I think sexual harassment calls for touching. Well that or verbally assaulting someone, but you sound respectable and *realizes that a human needs air and sucks in a dramatic deep breath* Stop me at anytime, please. *shuffles closer, my grasp on the shirts tightening* And you do not suck as a boss, from what I can tell your employees seem to like it here.

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *Snorts* Yeah, the girls have it pretty good here, I'm sure you'll fit right in. You'd think having your boss around you constantly would drive you crazy, but I doubt they even notice me anymore. Go ahead and get dressed, you can leave your stuff under the bar. I'll...uh step outside. You know, for the illusion of privacy or whatever. meet me at the bar?

CharM: *wonders how someone could not notice his presence, not understanding it. Peter seems to be the strong, quiet type and he is nothing if not present, he's alert and has one of those powerful aura's you just can't overlook. Shakes my head to clear my head and quickly pulls on a shirt, stepping out into the bar area and walking over to Peter* Okay, I'll service you now! *groans as soon as the words are out of my mouth*

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *Chuckles* Maybe I should be suing you for sexual harassment. *He grins* I'll meet you up front. *Turns and leaves*

CharM: *facepalms, shaking my head at my own treacherous brain. Not to mention that mouth running away with me! Nods, even though Peter can't see it and takes a couple of deep breaths to steady myself, while he's gone, giving myself a mental pep talk* That's right! I can do this! 

JWhitlock: Mmm.. I don't know about that.... *still drumming my fingers on the table, a little nervous over the topic*

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *Runs his hands across the bottles, lifting each one to see if any need replacing as he waits for Charlotte to return*

BellaMSwan: No worries. I'll just stay at my place. Enough supernatural people know about it that I should be relatively safe from any pending disasters.

JWhitlock: It's not that I don't want to live with you, it's just... don't know....

BellaMSwan: *squeezes his thigh* Hey, don't fret about it. It's no big deal! *smiles up at him*

CharM: *moves to stand next to Peter, careful to keep enough space in between us* Ready, boss man. *squeaks*

JWhitlock: *leans down to kiss her* Where is the waitress? What's it take to get some nachos around here?

BellaMSwan: *waves to try and attract some attention our way* I dunno. Are you that impatient? *grins*

JWhitlock: *blurts out* do you really want me to move in with you?

BellaMSwan: *hides a snicker* I want you to do whatever makes you comfortable. *peeks up at him through my lashes, still toying with his leg*

JWhitlock: Alright *nods* I'll do it.

BellaMSwan: Are you sure? Really sure? because I don't want you to wuss out or regret this or some shit.

JWhitlock: *scoffs* Me? Wuss out? And why would I regret moving in with you? I love you. It only makes sense.

BellaMSwan: I'm just sayin, you were acting kind of nervous. I just want you to be one hundred percent here. *shifts closer, nuzzling his neck*

JWhitlock: *tilts my head back, allowing her access* I am. *wraps my arms around her, pulling her closer to me*

BellaMSwan: *places tiny kisses up and down Jasper's neck, keeping my hand on his thigh* Mmm...I'll talk about it with Leah first. See what she's wanting to do...

JWhitlock: She wont be happy about me living with you, I bet. *brings my hands up to run my fingers through her hair*

BellaMSwan: *shakes my head, darting my tongue out to lick now* Probably not. But she knows about us, and I'll explain things.

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *smirks at Char's little squeak* Okay, so everything here has a system. It goes by type of alcohol, then by price. So you have your whiskeys, your tequilas, your vodkas, your schnapps, that fruity shit, you have rum, it goes on and on, as you can see. First bottle is the cheapest, then it goes up from there. The places are labeled, so you shouldn't have a problem, it's easy enough to remember eventually. Above the rack are the glasses. The dishwasher stocks them, so you don't have to worry about that. The mini fridges have all the imported beer, and that’s that. Jenna will have to teach you the register, cause I don't mess with that, to many people would be to tempted to hand me ones instead of fives, you know? On the newer bills, I can totally tell, but the older worn-down money, it's impossible. Table-top tips are your own, you'll be assigned a section. Bar-tips get split up at the end of the night, ad we try to give the dish washer and cook a cut, since there's only one of each of them and they get ran ragged. Any questions?

JWhitlock: Let me know how that goes.. *disentangles myself from her, and stands up* I'm gonna go get your nachos. You want a drink?

BellaMSwan: *pouts but lets you move* Ahh, soda. doesn't matter what kind.

CharM: *listens intently, putting every little detail to memory which is fairly easy to do for my kind and then turns to Peter. Means to say something affirmative, but fumbles with my words* N-not...No questions, Sir.

JWhitlock: Alright *kisses her briefly, before moving to the bar, and standing in front of where Peter seems to be training, oddly enough, the blonde female vampire that was making out with Bella the other night, leans up against the bar, waiting for them to finish*

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *Snorts* Call me Peter, doll. Anyways, why don't you serve Bella and Cowboy. *Turns his head in the direction where he heard that familiar drawl*

JWhitlock: Hey Peter *stretches out my accent, leaning further toward him across the bar*

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *Smirks* I thought you gone and forgot me, Cowboy. Went and got yourself shacked up. What’s a guy to do?

CharM: Yes,...Peter. *turns around with a big smile, heading over to Jasper. Eying him a little suspiciously, but composing my face quickly* What can I get for you? *grimaces, when Jasper addresses Peter, that weird confusion from last night surfacing again and when they openly flirt, I grit my teeth* Well?

JWhitlock: *shrugs* What can I say? It's like she was made for me. *turns to the blonde female* Bella wants nachos. And a Pepsi. *smirks at her expression before turning back to Peter*

JWhitlock: Although, I must admit I -was- looking forward to spending a little... time with you, Pete. *sighs dramatically*

BellaMSwan: *shreds napkin into pieces, waiting for my food*

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *shrugs* that’s okay cowboy, I've resigned myself to shameless flirting innuendo, and dick jokes. Our non-love, it shall be epic.

CharM: *passes the order for the nacho's down to the kitchen, taking a Pepsi out of the fridge and pouring it into a glass, as I keep an eye on the two men. When the 'ping' sounds, I take the nacho's and head over to Bella's table.* Hey, sweetie. Nacho's and a Pepsi. *smiles brightly* Anything else? *winks*

BellaMSwan: *grins at Char* Look at you, working girl. I'm good, thanks, honey. Real good. *grins*

CharM: *smiles even wider, genuinely happy for Bella* I can tell. Well, enjoy! *winks one more time, before turning and heading back to the bar*

JWhitlock: Got that right. Listen, I gotta get back over there. I'll see you soon. Come in some time for some... manly doings or something. Spending all this time with a chick is starting to mess with me.

BellaMSwan: *smiles and waves before digging into my chips, snarfing*

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *Grins* We can drink beer and remember the Alamo.

JWhitlock: Sounds good. *raps once on the bar* Later, man. *turns and walks back toward mine and Bella’s booth* 

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *Turns back to Char* You seem to be getting it, I'm sure you'll do fine. It isn't exactly a job with children, but you can work here as long as it takes to get the job you want. I gotta head in back and check the inventory, come get me if you need anything!

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *Sneaks back*

BellaMSwan: *smiles up at Jasper, still nibbling on chips* So if you're moving in with me, why don't you go do that? Like, get your shit or whatever. If you want to. I'll finish up here, and meet you there?

JWhitlock: *stops just as I'm ready to slide into the booth* Like now? As in… now?

BellaMSwan: Do you not want to? One last night at your place, all by yourself? I told you, you don't have to.

JWhitlock: No! I want to. I'll go and do that. Pack and shit. *stands and pulls my keys out of my pockets, setting them on the table next to her* Just take my car home, and I'll see you there in a little bit.

CharM: I'll be fine, Peter *smiles and letting the smile ring throughout my tone of voice. Spots a couple waving me over and walks over to them with a little skip in my step, taking their order and heads back over to the bar, where I quickly fix their drinks* :::This is nice.::: *brings the drinks to their table* A whiskey sour and vodka tonic. Will that be all? *smiles brightly at the woman who seemed a little sour before and almost chuckling when her face lights up instantly. When they assure me they will require nothing else, looks around and heads back to the bar until someone else needs to place an order*

BellaMSwan: *gives you a quizzical look* Okay then. I'll see you. At...home. Soon. And hey, while you're there, pick me out something to wear tonight. Living with me has it's perks, after all.

JWhitlock: *smirks* I'll do that... *swoops down and kisses her, then walks out of the bar toward my apartment. My old apartment*

BellaMSwan: *grins and rolls my eyes as he leaves, finishing up my nachos but giving him a head start. Just lounging around*

CharM: *tends to another table and then heads over to Bella* Hey sugar. Big plans? *smirks*

BellaMSwan: *sticks my tongue out at Char* I have a new roomie.

CharM: I heard. *chuckles, eying her up and down* You're positively glowing. It's a very good look for you.

BellaMSwan: *grins wider* I feel amazing. floaty. Even the thought of having to tell Leah I'm moving in my vampire boyfriend isn't hindering my mood. He loves me, Char.

CharM: *looks around and seeing that no one needs my newfound waitress skills, I remain standing at her booth* I know. Finding your mate is wonderful and even Leah couldn't come between that. Besides you shouldn't worry about her in the first place. It's your life. So just enjoy the moment, sweetie. You deserve happiness.

Edward: *is in the computer room of the building, using their advanced technology and satellite access to do something he apparently needs to do within the next couple of months... he's checking locations and piecing together history ideas for a relocation. since it was pointed out to him that he still looks eighteen, he's not sure he can pull off twenty-two so its nearing time to move on. the only difference between this and countless other moves is that this time... this time he's concocting a history and a life for just one person.*

BellaMSwan: *beams* Oh I'm gonna. And if she throws a tizzy, I'll just move in with him. I know I said his place is small but I really don't care. I just didn't want to pack all my stuff. Man, once I resigned myself to this 'mate' business and let myself feel...God.

BellaMSwan: It's like....I can't keep myself straight around him, and I get all flustered, and warm...

CharM: *frowns, not having experienced something like that in my life, well except for... shakes head, knowing I only react that way to Peter because of this mysterious gift he possessed. Hell, he can even keep out Edward, so he must be very powerful. Nods* Yes, hormones take over and the attraction makes you aroused, which then makes you flustered and warm. I understand. :::Not really. I just get aroused period.::: *wonders if Edward would like to try something in the water room later on tonight, biting my lip*

BellaMSwan: *grins* It's more than that. Like I'm safe. And I just know he's good. Even if he did bad things. *blushes* I sound like a teenager. I'm sorry.

CharM: Don't worry, I don't mind listening to the affections of a human for one of my kind. It's refreshing. Gush away. *peers around the room, sighing when everyone still has something to drink and motions for Bella to continue*

BellaMSwan: My heart goes all fluttery when I see him...and I always say whatever I'm thinking. And that's probably not so good sometimes. But he does the same thing, like last night when he told me he loved me. He just...blurted it out! Don't even get me started about the sex. *sighs*

CharM: Blurting stuff out can be so embarrassing. I hope it won't stay that way, sweetie, because that might cause some serious fights in the future. *smirks* And what's that about the sex?

BellaMSwan: He's freaking amazing! I know Edward has skill. But Jasper? He can feel what you feel, and then he can also make you feel what he wants! How freaking cool is that? And he's...fuck he's good. like...good good.

CharM: *bites lip to stop from laughing, because what the hell is 'good good'. Is there even such a thing as being good good.* Uhuh...

BellaMSwan: *chuckles* Yeah, okay that doesn't make sense. But Damn Charlotte, the guy can bring it home. I hit the fucking jackpot.

CharM: Master of the Big O then? *holds up a finger to Bella, telling her to hold on and jumps up to serve a woman that just entered and slid in the booth behind Bella, quickly takes care of the order and moves to stand in front of Bella again. All this is done at a normal human pace*

BellaMSwan: Hell yes. I'm a lucky girl. Speaking of lucky...I'd like to be lucky right now. So I should probably go home...which I share with my vampire boyfriend now....wow.

CharM: Good luck and have fun! *hugs Bella quickly as she moves to stand* Don't do anything I wouldn't do! *winks and releases Bella, turning around and moves to a newly occupied table, waving at Bella one last time*

BellaMSwan: *waves to Char before stepping out and hopping in Jaspers car, speeding back to my place and walking in the front door. Heading straight for my room to see if Jasper's made any progress*

Edward: *exits out of the computer, no plans made, nothing finalized, a million possibilities floating in his head. he turns it off and goes down to the 'main' floor, standing and staring out at the night horizon while his mind builds a new history for him*

