Leah: *Walking out of the apartment with my wallet, I put on my shoes as I hop around, trying to get outside. I look at my arms self consciously as I walk, knowing I wont see Bella so it doesn't matter if anyone sees the scars and it's worth it to finally get to wear my short sleeved shirts again. I figure I'll just go and get some eggs since I used all of Bella's.*

Carter: *heads for the bookstore, hoping to get some new material. My eyes on the street as I walk quickly, hurrying along, not noticing the girl in front of me until I run into her, knocking her things out of her hand* I'm so sorry...*bends down to pick them up*

Leah: *Turns my arm out of view, bending down along with him to collect the papers that scattered. They were application forms that I had thought I would give back while I was out.* It's my fault, I wasn't looking where I was going.

Carter: *stands up to hand her the papers she dropped, looking into her eyes to apologize, when everything changes. I know the feeling, I've seen it in others minds, but never felt it like this...this girl belongs to me*

Leah: *Feels my eyes widen, realizing the way he's staring at me. My cover slips and I let a bit of myself out instead of being quiet like I have been with Bella* No fucking way. It's not possible! You did not just do that? Please! *Looks at him in confusion, taking in his complete hotness but there's also the whole he's a wolf too thing. I cannot date another wolf! Or anyone for that matter!*

Carter: *looking at this woman with a dazed expression* I'm pretty sure I did. Which also means you know what I am. And I know what you are. What's your name, beautiful? If I'm going to love you, lets start there.

Leah: *looks at him disbelieving* You're joking right? *Sighs, walking to the store, wondering if he'll follow* And let's get one thing straight, you wont be loving me.

Carter: *follows automatically* I think it's a bit late for that assumption. I don't want to look away from you. Now be a doll and tell me your name, or you're going to get mighty sick of looking at me.

Leah: *Rolls my eyes, knowing I couldn't get sick of looking at him. He's by far the prettiest man I've ever seen.* If I tell you will you leave me alone? *This imprinting business is messing me up, I can feel the pull to him, making me want to ask him to never leave but I have to be stronger than that. I have to remind myself what happens when I let people in.*

Carter: *grins* No. But at least I'll know what to call you. I'm Carter. You want to maybe grab something to eat?

Leah: Leah. And I'm on a diet. *Not wanting to be tempted by delicious food, knowing I can't afford it right now, I’m using up the last of my money to buy Bella some cheap eggs. Plus, I haven't really eaten in weeks and to have food pushed in front of me like that would make me eat like a pig and for some reason I don't want to come off like that to Carter. I tuck my hair behind my ear, making sure to not use the arm where cuts are visible, keeping it hidden from this new guy*

Carter: What for, Leah? You're perfect the way you are. Let me buy you something to eat. I'm starved. Imprinting makes me hungry. *grins cockily, holding my arm out to you* It'll be fun, I promise.

Leah: *Rolls my eyes, taking his arm, not sure what exactly I’m doing* Oh yes because looking into a girl's eyes takes a lot of work. You seem to be burning tons of calories. *Using my old sarcasm, having missed it. I smile to myself, glad to have someone I can at least be part of the old me with.*

Carter: It really does. Trust me. What are you in the mood for? I could eat just about anything, all the time. So ladies choice, little Leah. *starts to walk towards the street, her on my arm*

Leah: If you ever call me little Leah again, I'll kick your ass. And whatever's cheap is fine with me. *Watches him out of the corner of my eye, biting my lip*

Carter: Sure thing, Little Leah. *grins as I pull you into a little cafe* This place makes awesome food. Everything is good. They have these things called binets, which are like donut holes, and they're amazing. We'll get some. I may let you taste one.

Leah: *Huffs, glaring at him* You're not the only wolf here, I could take you. *Wondering where the best place for a supernatural fight would be* Little Leah. *Muttering* I am not little! 

Carter: *laughs loudly, pointing you to a table* Somehow I doubt that, but I don't want to fight you. I want to know you. Let's grab a bite, and you can tell me about yourself. You know you want food. 

Leah: *Growls* Fine, fine. Food, then talk. 

Carter: good girl. *sits down at the table, grabbing the menu and opening it up* Get whatever you want. We'll share some binets, it'll be a great time. So where you from?

Leah: *Sneakily peering over my menu to watch him* La Push, Washington. You?

Carter: Here, actually. My tribe was originally from just south of here, and I moved up not too long ago. *orders a huge list of things* What'll you have?

Leah: *Looks at the menu quickly, ordering the first thing I see.* And you're just made of money? How can you even afford to eat out?

Carter: *laughs again* I'm not made of money, no. But I do have a job, and I do have a little to spend. I'm not a Rockefeller or anything by any means. *taking a sip of my drink, looking at Leah with an amused look*

Leah: *Licks my lips, thinking of something to ask him* So...any past relationships?

Carter: *shrugs* A few. Nothing serious. That's why I left, actually-my whole pack imprinted, and I got sick at looking at it. I mean, I love them and all, but damn. Being the odd one out sucked. What about you? *nibbles on the binets, since they're the first to arrive*

Leah: *Watches him eat, smirking bitterly* You don't even want to know.

Carter: You'll tell me when you want. What were you out doing today? Before You ran into me and changed your life, that is?

Leah: *Scoffs at his cockiness* I was going to buy my roommate some more eggs since I ate hers and apply for a job anywhere they're hiring so I'm not crashing with her and the vamp.

Carter: Your roommate is with a vamp?! *crinkles my nose* Why are you still there?

Leah: *Laughs humorlessly* Yeah, I know right? She's the only friend I've got and I've got no money. My ex-girlfriend is sleeping with two of 'em and she's a wolf. *Wonders just how fucked up one person's life could be.*

Carter: Well then. I'm sorry. Are these vamps bad? If your ex is a wolf, and she hangs with them, what's the deal with that? *waggles my eyebrows over my eggs* You can always stay with me. It's kind of rushy. But I've got a spare room.

Leah: I mean they only kill 'bad' people but I don't like that they give themselves a god complex in that way and think they have the right to choose who lives and dies. *Not wanting to tell him how amazing living with him sounds right now* I wouldn't go inviting me to live with you just yet. I've got a fuck ton of baggage, and snoring runs in my family so one day I'm going to get it. *Nods to myself, taking a bite of the sandwich I apparently ordered.*

Carter: *looks at her appreciatively* Well, I guess that's not as bad as it could be. I snore too, for the record. And I can carry baggage. *puts down my fork* But I most certainly want to see you again. Go out with me tomorrow?

Leah: *Chuckles shyly* Shouldn't we finish our first unofficial date before you ask me out again?

Carter: Why wait? I have to secure a date before you're finished eating and try to run away. I'd hate to have to track you down. *smiles widely*

Leah: *Laughs* I'm sure it wouldn't be a problem for you, with your wolf nose and all.

Carter: I don't hear you saying yes yet....*tilts my head to the side* Come on. We'll do something fun. Go for a run, if you want. Or do something normal, like see a movie.

Leah: I have a bad habit of talking through movies. *Trying to discourage him from pursuing me, trying to protect myself*

Carter: *leans in closer* Come on. Go out with me. *staring straight into your eyes, pleading*

Leah: *Bites my lip* Fine. I'll go out with you.

Carter: *grins* Excellent! You'll have a blast, I promise. Give me your address; I'll pick you up at 7.

Leah: *Shakes my head at him, giving him the address to Bella and I's apartment. After that, I get up to go, waving goodbye as I push the door open. Once I'm on the street, I let out a puff of air, wondering what I just agreed to. A date? So soon? Shaking my head, I go back to the apartment, completely skipping the store*

----Meanwhile----

Bella: *calls for Jasper, shaken up from yesterday* baby??

JWhitlock: *hears Bella from where I'm standing on the roof, and goes through the trap door, pulling it shut behind me. Drops down to the floor, and makes my way to our bedroom, shutting the door behind me* Bella, what's the matter?

Bella: Jasper! Oh man. I went hunting with everyone last night and another vampire showed up!

JWhitlock: Wait, wait. *sits down on the new bed that I went to get yesterday* What the fuck are you talking about?

Bella: A strange vampire attacked Edward and Pete and myself had to tear him apart with Jo's help!

JWhitlock: *my eyes widen* You fought another fucking vampire?! *automatically begins checking her over for wounds*

Bella: We had to help!! I was scared but I couldn't let anyone get hurt. I'm...sorry. He didn't even touch me

JWhitlock: *stops with my head under her shirt, checking over her abdomen, and withdraws, looking up her* Jesus, don't scare me like that. *breaths deep* Why don't you tell me what happened?

Bella: We were hunting. Pete and I were playing. Then we heard noises and ran to help. He ripped Edward’s leg off but Jo got his head. We tore him apart and set him on fire.

JWhitlock: And no one knew who he was? He just showed up out of nowhere?

Bella: Nope. No idea. *moves closer* I was scared.

JWhitlock: *wraps my arms around her, pulling her into my lap* I don't like it, darlin'. Not one fucking bit.

Bella: He's gone now. It's over. I'm glad I went though. If I wasn't there maybe it would have been worse.

JWhitlock: Maybe. I should have been there, I'm sorry.

Bella: *lays my head on his chest* it's over now. Don't be sorry. You were getting my things!

JWhitlock: *shrugs* I still should have been around to protect you. Speaking of your things, you want me to help you put them away?

Bella: Not right now. I can't think straight and I didn't get to eat.

JWhitlock: Let's go on a quick hunt then. I'll need to go feed myself soon, too.

Bella: *mumbles* can I go with you?

JWhitlock: *looks at her strangely* If you want too...

Bella: Do you not want me to? *frowning* 

JWhitlock: I just don't want you to do anything you'll regret later. If I'm feeding, I won't be able to help you maintain your control.

Bella: I think I want to try. I didn't like the animal. And I want to be like you...

JWhitlock: Don't do anything you don't wanna do just cause you want to be like me. And I'll warn you-I'm not picky like Edward is, I don't always just hunt low-lifes. 

Bella: Take me with you. If I don't like it I won't do it again. Teach me. 

JWhitlock: Alright, I will. I want to at least scope shit out first, so I know what we're walking into. I'll find you someone who won't weigh to heavily on your conscience. 

----Meanwhile----

Edward: *feels his body fighting off the strange paralysis that had affected him most of the night and shrugs it off, blinking his eyes open. he finds Jo snuggled up to him and sleeping. this site makes him think of the images he remembers drifting through his head that were rather like scenes out of Oz with the flying monkeys that Jo was trying to catch and feed munchkins to. he blinks, shaking his head and getting the image out of it before moving away from Jo on the bed, careful to not wake her. he feels as if some part of him is still in the bed though and frowns before pulling on a pair of shorts and walking into the kitchen to make Jo's breakfast*

Jo: *rolling over I frown feeling alone. My odd wizard of Oz dream turns into a dream of me walking into the kitchen to fix something to eat. I feel myself drool at the idea of something to eat. Walking to the fridge I open the door and spot some leftover fruit that might be good in some pancakes. My hands starts going toward the fruit, when I pull it back suddenly. I don't want pancake and never even thought about grabbing the fruit. I start reaching for the eggs instead cause I want an omelet. My hand moves forward but stops right before the eggs and I feel it move around like I'm looking at it for an injury or something* :::This is an odd dream:::

Edward: *finds his hand pausing in the act of moving toward the fruit even though he didn't decide to move it. curiously, he watches his hand move toward the eggs only to stop and move around. his frown from earlier deepens and once Jasper's mind stops checking Bella for injuries his hand stops moving around. thinking that's the reason and that his mind-reading is erratic from yesterday's yell, he turns it off. pausing to make sure he's in control, he reaches for the eggs, positive that it was an omelet he wanted to make...but didn't he come in to make something else? confused, he puts together an omelet that he doesn't remember deciding which ingredients to use, reaching for them almost on instinct*

Jo: *finishing the last of the omelet I place it on a plate and go to grab utensils. I feel myself start to salivate at the idea of eating it. Cutting up a piece and starts bringing to my mouth. It's not in there for a second before I'm spitting it out. Startled I jolt awake* :::What was that disgusting taste in my mouth?:::

Edward: *watches his hands make the omelet, curious now, and more than a bit wary of a ghost having moved in and possessed him. hell, if werewolves, shape shifters and vampires can exist, why not ghosts? his hands get out utensils and next thing he knows, he's putting a bite of omelet into his venom filled mouth before spitting it into the sink. he doesn't make the mistake of trying to wash the taste out, instead building up a mouth full of venom or two and swishing it around like mouthwash before spitting it into the sink to. once the last of the nasty egg taste is out of his mouth he shakes his head, wondering how he could have been stupid enough to do that... before picking the plate of omelet up and taking it to Jo* Sorry about breakfast... *sounds disturbed* For some reason I felt the need to sample it... *he sets the plate on the table beside the bed and backs up to sit at the piano* 

Jo: *starts to crawl out of been when I realize I'm naked* :::How did I even get to bed last night?::: *running to grab a shirt from the closet I call out teasingly* So did you like it? I bet it was yummy! *chuckling I start heading to the table to grab the plate when I stop and stare at the plate realizing it's from my dream. Quickly glare at Edward* Not a funny joke Edward. That was a seriously weird dream.

Edward: *makes a face* No... Close as I can compare it is that it was like if you stuck swamp sludge into your mouth. *admires her when she comes back out, not yet having registered that he's still hearing her thoughts even though he turned off his mind-reading. he frowns* I didn't make it on purpose. My hands were moving themselves. *frowns even deeper*

Jo: *quirks an eyebrow* Your hands just happened to make it of their own free will Edward? *chuckles in disbelief* You are smooth Edward but not that smooth. *Turning around I go to grab the plate* :::At least he made the omelet just the way I like it. No one ever gets it right::: *I take a bit and for a second I swear I can taste something else in my mouth, almost like acid. I gulp down the bite and quickly try to get rid of the taste with another one before turning back to Edward* Next are you gonna tell me there's a boogeyman in a maze downstairs? :::He could just fess up to messing with me and mocking my dream:::

Edward: I'm not joking. I was reaching for fruit to make pancakes when my hands just decided they didn't want to and moved for the eggs instead. *looks at his hands, frowning. he wrinkles his nose from the smell of the human food and swallows down venom at the memory of the taste of that omelet* There's only a boogeyman in the maze downstairs if we're hunting one. *shrugs*

CharM: *hears both Jo and Edward in the kitchen, dropping my paint brush and hurrying down to the kitchen* Edward! *rushes towards him, putting my hands on his face and looking him over, before feeling with the back of my hand on his forehead to make sure he doesn't have a fever* Are you alright? I mean, you're obviously not dead, but you were sleeping! *gasps* Sleeping! *shakes head* How are you feeling? Anything out of the ordinary? Edward?? *bites lip, looking up at him with venom stinged eyes*

Edward: *turns his attention to Char when she makes her appearance and smiles at her...but then she's grabbing his face and checking him for a temperature that he's not sure he could have even possibly had* I don't know what happened. It was weird. I mean, first it was like it was raining on me, but there was no rain anywhere in the city last night, then I was suddenly yelling "This is seriously fucked up" after I fed... And then the world was getting foggy... *makes a gesture like he just can't put it into words* And I -swear- at one point yesterday I felt like I had tits! And then today my hands go and make an omelet on their own and Jo says I was making fun of her dream or something...

CharM: :::Is this the physical reaction to a mental condition? Can vampires go insane? If so, then why would he sleep? And have tits?::: *steps back, looking him over sceptically* Well, you still look the same. I don't see any tits and you weren't wet when you were lying naked in Jo's bed. *rubs the back of my neck* Did anything strange happen before you started experiencing these symptoms? Have you ever hallucinated prior to last night? Are you...Oh God, I don't even know what I'm asking! *furrows brow, looking him over once more and lingering near his crotch, only it isn't his crotch I'm interested in* And where did you get that big ass scar??? On your thigh?? What the fuck happened?

Jo: *looks at Char slightly crazy* Edward was sleeping? *hits Edward* You seriously need to stop this joke. I don't know how you knew I yelled that out, but it's not funny Edward. My dreams and thoughts, will free to be viewed by you, are not a source of entertainment. *I pull back feeling like Edward has hit me back and then remembering the other day I look down at Edward's leg* How is that working out by the way? *I point down to his leg and tries not to stare at his crotch*

CharM: A joke? This was all a joke?! *seethes, clenching my fists* Bad form, Edward.

Edward: *looks bewildered, rubbing his shoulder because he got hit* I'm not joking! *huffs, feeling frustrated and pinching the bridge of his nose to focus again* Yesterday we all went for a run... I don't know how he got so close, but I was chasing Jo and next thing I know there's a vampire I've never seen before about to plow into her. I didn't hear him at all! And I jumped at him and it was like trying to catch water, my hands slid right over him... And then my leg was going one way and the rest of me was going the other and it fucking hurt and then I was screaming and somehow I thought I was biting his head off, but I was laying there and my bones felt like they were moving, but they weren't and then I thought I had tits! *reaches up to rub his flat chest, reassuring himself that he doesn't have tits...he can't resist pinching his own nipple and then bites his lip before looking abashed at having done that* Its fine now, by the way... *he pulls down the left side of his boxers to show the scar* See?

CharM: *has already seen the scar, so I nod thoughtfully, wondering if this vamp has something to do with his sudden mental condition*

Jo: *frustrate at this whole situation I try not to punch him again, but oddly feel the need to pinch my nose. As he describes the event to Char I can see it all happening again in my head* :::God that was a messed up run.::: *watching Edward talk about having tits again and then going to feel his man boob makes me bite my lip feeling a mix of embarrassed for him but turned on, especially after he starts to pull down his boxers. Then recalls how he described the events* Wait, how did you know I ripped his head off? You were out of it at that point. :::And I'm not even gonna start on how his bones moving sounds like phasing, cause that shit would be crazy.:::

Edward: ::That was a messed up run...:: *agrees with Jo's thought, then narrows his eyes at her before turning off his mind-reading -again- since he must have turned it back on subconsciously... he gets a disorienting sense of looking at himself again and his dick stirs in his shorts...visibly...from a minor wave of arousal. he shifts, not realizing where it came from and looks uncomfortable* I told you! I thought I was biting his head off... I could feel my teeth sinking into it, but then I remembered how my hands almost slid right through him... *he rubs his head when he hears Jo's thoughts again* Ugh! And now my mind reading doesn't want to turn off... *presses his fingertips into the sides of his head*

CharM: *watches the two in confusion and an equal amount of fascination, feeling as if I'm missing a point here*

Jo: *trying to ignore his evident hard on I shake my head and re-focus* Look I'm sorry you're hurt. :::cause of me::: *I add mentally, trying to not let my guilt show* But that doesn't give you the right to mess with me by basically recreating my dream, down to the god damn plate choice. *Waving the plate at him* :::He even got it down to how much omelet was there, but taking a bite out of my original Jo omelet. He probably just spat it out anyway::: *frustrated I oddly pinch my nose and turn to Char* Can vampires go crazy? Maybe Edward lost his marbles in the woods yesterday.

CharM: I've been wondering the same thing. *whispers to Jo, staring at Edward as if he's a science project*

Edward: Then on the way home... *stares hard at them both, though he's surprised Char isn't thinking anything at this point...she's oddly quiet* I was filled on blood and I could have swore Charlotte was touching me and it made me happy and aroused... And I started purring during the run... Then I was staggering into the building as if drunk, shed my clothes... *gestures to the clothes that still litter the walk between the stairs and the elevator* And just fell on the bed. It was like my body shut down though part of it was still awake... I heard you trying to get me up, Char... But I couldn't make myself move until my body just moved on its own.

CharM: The only one I touched last night was Jo. *looks even more confused, although him fantasizing about me also sends a rush of excitement and a spark of hope through my body*

Jo: Yeah, cause I swear it was like I was high on something during my shower last night. :::God when I purred and Char saw me naked::: *I feel myself blush at the memory of her checking me over.* Are you sure you were sleeping Edward? Maybe vampires' bodies shut down to heal all the way after an attack like that? :::Yeah cause that makes sense more than my faux husband going crazy.:::

Edward: You were purring? *looks at Jo, confused* I didn't know you physically -could- purr... *shakes his head as he feels his cheeks warm and moves a hand to touch one of them, a confused look on his face when it doesn't feel warm on his hand like his face is telling him it should* Healing comas are only if they've lost all the venom and haven't had a chance to hunt...and they only last until all the body parts have worked their way back together.

Jo: Yeah it was really fucking weird. I mean, even as a wolf I don't purr. *goes to sit down on the bed trying to figure out what the hell is wrong with him. Seeing him touch his face I wonder if his cheeks are warm. I shake my head slightly* :::Vampires can't have warm cheeks. Great now I'm losing my mind as well.::: *scratching my head confused I start to lay back on the bed* God this is confusing me to the point of exhaustion. *rubbing my eyes I scoot back to where I was when I woke up from my egg dream*

CharM: It was actually pretty cute. *smiles over at Jo*

Edward: *frowns again, because Char's comment and smile clearly indicate that she should be remembering the scene and yet he hears nothing... of course he hears Jo too much, maybe she's drowning Char out? some mental voices are louder than others... but familiarity with Char's mind has it so he can, when he tries, hear her from fifty miles away unlike his normal two miles in every direction range... AKA a four miles across sphere with his body at the center... he pictures it even as he thinks it, admiring just how far around himself that he can hear thoughts when his mind reading is turned on* I just... I need to think. *he turns away and storms off to his and Jo's room, seating himself at his piano where it doesn't take more than half a moment before he starts pounding out angry music on the piano... his own compositions from when he's in not-so-good of moods*

