PrivatePeter: *Snaps his phone shut with a rather fruity flourish before shoving it into the pocket of his Jeans. He crams the last of his bagel into his mouth, wiping cream cheese off on the back of his hand. Jasper always has bagels, and Peter always eats them. Peter has always suspected that Jasper buys them for Peter to eat, but Jasper would never admit that, so Peter doesn't ask.* Dude, Jazz. Stop preening in front of the mirror. We have things to be and places to do. Uh…yeah. Whatever, you know what I mean. The coats are in, and Leah is gonna meet us at the new office. I bet she brings a plant. And I bet she kills it. I bought her a cactus once....I'll always feel guilty for giving it that death sentence. Anyways, you’re out of bagels, and we need to bolt. 

JasperWhitlockP.I.: *swings my legs down from where they had been propped on my desk, stubbing out my doobie as I do so, trying to shove my hand held mirror back into the drawer without Peter noticing* I can't believe you ate my last bagel again. *licks my lips as I get up from my chair, noticing how pleasantly numb they are* What time is Leah 'sposed to be here? *tries to herd his ADHD ass toward the door*

PrivatePeter: *Sprays Jasper down with some lemon pledge* You can't smell like a Rastafarian, dude. We could be meeting with clients. *snatches his keys up off the breakfast nook. The 1998 Blue Ford Probe is parked on the front lawn for some reason, half a gnome hanging from the grill* What the hell were you doing last night?*He asks Jasper, shoving the key in the lock and then punching precisely three inches beneath the lock, towards the left. The locks click, and he pulls open the door, sinking into the seat. He starts the car and slaps the dashboard twice, turning on the radio*

JasperWhitlockP.I.: *shrugs and hops through the window of the passenger seat Dukes of Hazard style* Little of this, little of that. *drums my hands on the dash to the music, completely off beat, grinning as we pull away from the curb, singing 'You Outta Know' loudly*

PrivatePeter: *Snorts at Jasper and turns the radio down* I'd applaud your stunning rendition of Alanis if we weren't listening to Fiona Apple. What the fuck did you smoke?

JasperWhitlockP.I.: Just some of that shit that that freaky old dude gave me that one time, you know? The one dude? Aro? Good shit, my friend. Good shit. *turns the radio back up, still drumming off beat* When're we gonna be there? I want my trench. *sings the trench coat song* I'm picking out a trench-coat for you! No ordinary trench coat will do!

PrivatePeter: *picks up on Jasper’s song* Oh I'm picking up a trench coat, for you. A tan trench coat, not blue!

JasperWhitlockP.I.: *starts head-banging to the trench coat song, grinning as we pull up in front of the tailor's shop* We're here! We're here! *hops out of the car*

PrivatePeter: *Rolls his window down and opens his door from the outside* Is this really a business expense? I'm not sure LeeLee's going to buy that. *Follows Jasper into the shop, smiling widely at the tiny Asian woman behind the counter* We're here for our coats. Mr. Mijimaru said they'd be done today?

JasperWhitlockP.I.: C'mon Pete. Every Private Dick needs a trench coat. LeeLee'll understand! *gasps, and looks at him with wide eyes* Pipes! We need pipes. Sherlock Holmes style. *notices the slightly wary look of the lady behind the counter, and smiles charmingly at her*

PrivatePeter: *Waits as the Asian Midget brings out two coats, carrying them over her arms. He's pretty sure the coats are taller then her.* Oh my god. *Yanks his coat from the lady's arms, pulling it on with a flourish* I don't even care if our balls sweat so much it looks like we pissed ourselves. There's a price to pay to look this cool. Dude...I could keep like three bagels in these pockets. 

JasperWhitlockP.I.: *slides into my coat with a sigh* Yeah. Oh yeah. This is good. Look Peter, look. *hold open the coat, showing him an inside pocket, whispering* A place for my stash! *turns and swoops out of the store, my coat flapping behind me, hopping back into the car. My coat gets momentarily caught on the window, but with a simple yank it comes free*

PrivatePeter: *Climbs back into the car, pulling onto the street. It's a short drive to there small office, and he sees Leah's car isn't there yet. He parks on the curb, walking carefully so his trench coat catches epic wind as he makes his way to the door. The bell rings over head as he enters, and he can see Leah's already set up her desk in the front room. The Office isn't much. The main lobby, with a row of three plastic chairs, and Leah's desk. In the back there are two rooms and a bathroom. One room is the wider office, cramped with two matching desks, the walls lined with both white boards and bulletin boards. The smaller room is a dark room, for developing film. Not that they use film. Everything is digital. Normally they just smoke pot in there. He's pretty sure Jasper's growing something, but he never opens that cabinet anyway.*

SecretaryLeah: *Pulls into my spot in the new office. I get out of my shinny blue Prius and grab the box from the passenger seat. Opening the door to the office with my key that I had made at Home Depot with rhinestones on it, I step in and put the box of pens and post-it notes on the desk in the front. I run back out to my little car, opening the back and pulling out my already wilting ficus.* What the hell? You were fine when we left! *Shaking my head and pouting, I bring the plant in and set it next to my desk, out of the sun, so it doesn't get too hot. I frown at the dying plant, trying to decide what to do.* Oh! You need water! *Runs to the car, searching for water but only coming up with a Dr. Pepper, I take it and pour it in the dirt of the plant, smiling triumphantly.* You will not die.

SecretaryLeah: *Finishes setting up my post-its and pens in a neat order, I pull my laptop out and plug it in, checking my email and such. Eventually I get bored of that and get up to run to the store for some food and drinks...and a watering can for the ficus!*

SecretaryLeah: *Puts my groceries in the back, along with a mini-fridge that I bought with some spare money I had. Drives the short distance to the office, seeing that Jasper and Peter arrived. I walk in, calling out to them* Come help me get this mini fridge in here! *Grins and goes back to the car, grabbing the soda's, watering can and snacks along with a few frozen dinners*

JasperWhitlockP.I.: *follows Peter into the Office, slipping off my aviator shades as we walk in, reminds myself that I need to check on Betty in the darkroom. Peels off my trench coat with a flourish, carrying it into our small private office, looking around for the coat rack. Then I remember that we don't have coat rack* Hey Pete! We need to get a coat rack in here! *walks back out at Leah's yell, quickly throwing my coat on, passing her on the way out of the office to get the fridge* Hey LeeLee.

PrivatePeter: *Grabs the bags from the car* Hey put that mini fridge in the Dark Room. That’s where we do our eating anyways. LeeLee. What can you do about getting a coat rack? An awesome coat rack. A coat rack worthy of these awesome coats. Dude, is that a Ficus?

SecretaryLeah: *Nods at Jasper, then does a double, then triple take at what he's wearing* You guys bought trench coats? Really? Who's money was used? And yes. It's a ficus and it will live. *Sounds defensive.*

PrivatePeter: *Gives the ficus a sad look, and reminds himself to buy it a nice apology pot before it dies.* Uh.... business expense? *Business Expense really means that Jaspers Daddy bought it. But hey, what else do you do with trust fund money?* Does that Ficus have a list of Next Of Kin we can contact...or what?

JasperWhitlockP.I.: *carry's the mini fridge still in the box into the dark room, takes it out and plugs it in. Swoops down, and with a quick look around, checks on Betty real quick* Yesss... you're a nice looking one, aren't you? Look at your leaves, so green. *gives another look around, before shutting the cabinet again, and walking back into the other room in time to hear Leah* Well, yeah we bough trench coats. We're P.I.'s. Whaddya think? *turns around, swinging my coat around.

SecretaryLeah: I already gave the plant water...well...actually it was Dr. Pepper but I figure the sugar in it will help Mr. Ficus grow better, and he wont have to make his own sugar, I was doing him a favor.

SecretaryLeah: Hey, by the way, I'm doing so good with this plant that I think I should get a dog!

JasperWhitlockP.I.: *snorts at Leah* Poor little thing. Remind me to never let you near Betty. *twirls around in my coat*

PrivatePeter: *Looks horrified* No dog! LeeLee. Do I need to remind you of Kevin? That cactus lasted a month! AND IT WAS A CACTUS! *Pets the ficus lovingly* It's okay Jimmy, I won't let her hurt you. Jasper, dude you look like a pervy ballerina right now. Speaking of Betty.....

SecretaryLeah: *Huffs* That cactus was defective when I got it! Yogurt does not kill plants!

JasperWhitlockP.I.: *stops abruptly* I do not. We need ice cream. I want to go get ice cream. *kisses Leah on the cheek on my way out* See ya later LeeLee! *goes back out to the car, jumping through the window again*

PrivatePeter: *ruffles Leah's hair* Coat rack darling. And...give that plant some real water. And don't like...burry a Twinkie in there or something. Plants don't need sugar. See you baby sister!

SecretaryLeah: *Pouts * Get me some chocolate.

SecretaryLeah: *Feels my phone vibrate as I'm starring down my already dying plant. Pulling out my phone, I reply* <Who?!> *Tries to think through people we both know, not coming up with any that would be getting married*

JasperWhitlockP.I.: *jumps out of the car almost giddily, wrapping my coat around me, pushing my shades up on my head so I can read the menu* I've got the munchie-unchies.

-----Meanwhile-----

Edward Swan: *sinks his fangs into a human corpse, savaging it with brute animal strength and tearing out chunks. some he actually swallows to hack up later at his convenience while others he just flings about randomly. his paws leave massive canine prints in the gore of the corpse he's savaging to help cover his sister's tracks. once he's positive no one will suspect the human was a victim of a vampire attack, the large canine leaves, heading deeper into the alley and leaving bloody/gory footprints in his wake. once he's deep enough, he lets out a fearsome snarl that breaks into a howl before leaping into the air. mid-leap his body seems to explode, fur turning into feathers as a heavy black eagle that flies away from the crime scene. once clear, the bird lands on a branch above a running river and starts regurgitating the human flesh from its stomach, letting it fall into the water and disappear into the bellies of fish* 

Bad Ass Bella: *scents the air, smelling my little brother and smiling, taking off in his direction, stopping at the bank of the river* Nicely done, I must say.

Edward Swan: *makes sure the last of the flesh is out of his gut before swooping to land on the ground next to Bella. once situated, he shifts back to his normal human form* Thanks. *he beams down at his big sister* I do so love planting the demon dog mystery into a new town. *he lets his tongue hang out and gives an exaggerated pant*

Bad Ass Bella: *grins* I love that you love it. Did you leave paw prints? I didn't notice. *dipping my hands into the river, scooping up some water and washing the blood from my face*

Edward Swan: Of course. What good is a demon dog mystery if there aren't great big dog prints? *casually moves over and gives Bella a shove from behind, hoping to unbalance her and knock her into the river*

Bad Ass Bella: *smirks and spins, tapping my temple* Nice try, little brother. You sure you wanna play that game with me?

Edward Swan: *whines* I hate when you read my mind like that... *so naturally he just leaps at her, turning into a big, fat walrus at the same time!*

Bad Ass Bella: *snorts and rolls my eyes, catching him and tossing him into the river* Superhuman strength, remember?

Edward Swan: *pokes his walrus head out of the water and gives her a raspberry* ::Why do you never let me have any fun?:: *of course that won't stop him... if it hadn't in half a century, it probably never would... he heaves himself out of the water, shifting back to human and shaking the water off his body*

Bad Ass Bella: *chuckles* I let you have plenty of fun. Demon dog, remember? I could just make you get rid of the bodies instead of letting you have fun.

Edward Swan: You know the demon dog is a good idea. *nudges Bella, walking off toward their cottage* If too many bodies just up and disappear it draws as much attention. At least with the demon dog the humans have something they can usually live with... And closure if there are people that need closure with the body and all...

Bad Ass Bella: *shrugs and follows Edward* Yeah, yeah, so you have one good idea. Don't let it go to your head. *smirks*

Edward Swan: *mutters* -One- good idea... I have lots of good ideas, I'll have you know. Just cause you're turning into an old woman... *he gets distracted by a stray thought* You know, I kind of want ice cream tonight. Man can only exist on so much meat, you know.

Bad Ass Bella: Don't you talk about me being old. You're no young pup yourself. Good thing we still have our looks. *tilts my head* We can go get ice cream, if you want. I mean...I'm not opposed.

Edward Swan: *turns big puppy dog eyes on Bella even though he's almost a giant next to his big sister* The kind of ice cream with gummy bears and sprinkles and whipped cream and cherries? *he's almost bouncing on his toes, anticipating, seeking her agreement even though he's definitely old enough and doesn't need big sis's permission to have a monster sundae*

Bad Ass Bella: *chuckles* I had a good dinner, I don't see why you can't have what you want. We can go whenever you're ready.

Edward Swan: Yay! *grabs Bella's hand and starts running back toward town, dragging her along with him. it isn't until they're close enough to town to start running into people that he slows his pace to a human speed...and his clothes and hair are still wet in places from a recent trip into the river so it looks as if he had actually worked up a sweat running*

Bad Ass Bella: *laughs at his enthusiasm, slowing once we're in public, dragging out my sunglasses and putting them on* Get what you want.

Edward Swan: *drags Bella into an old fashioned ice cream parlor and orders a huge sundae with some of everything on it... once the monstrosity of sugar is created, he takes it to a table just outside the parlor on the patio area to watch the people walking along the sidewalks...and spare Bella from having to smell too much ice cream inside the building* So did you want to do anything particular in this town or just linger on the edges? *he stuffs a big bite into his mouth, watching his sister through piercing green eyes*

Bad Ass Bella: *snarls my nose at the ice cream, thinking it's gross but pleased that he's enjoying it* I'm not sure yet. I thought we could go out, scope the town out, see what we're looking at...

JasperWhitlockP.I.: *jumps out of the car almost giddily, wrapping my coat around me, pushing my shades up on my head so I can read the menu* I've got the munchie-unchies.

PrivatePeter: *Stands at the counter ordering a massive waffle cone of Peanut Butter ice cream with chocolate chips* Hey bitch, you drive. *He tosses the keys at Jasper, who doesn't notice fast enough, letting them smack against his cheek and plunk onto the counter* Ooops.

Edward Swan: I'll probably get another construction job... ::You know that always gives us a good place to hide the bodies.:: *at the same time he's picturing a body buried in hardened cement to her. he turns, noticing the arrival of the two men that both have an underlying scent that makes his nose wrinkle and him duck his head back to the ice cream*

Bad Ass Bella: *nods discretely at Edward* That's a good idea. I'm not sure what I'll do yet. *eyes the two boys, my head tilting to the side as I take them in*

JasperWhitlockP.I.: Heyyyyyyyyy... *rubs my cheek, then picks the keys up. Orders a waffle cone with raspberry ice cream, and then moseys back to the car, does the trick to get into the drivers seat, and drives out a little ways, to a mostly deserted road and parks* Imma burn one real quick, man.

PrivatePeter: *Licks his ice cream* Sharing is caring, brother dear. I think I got papers....*digs in center console* Aha! here! *tosses the booklet in Jaspers lap* Looks like I got one left, so make it count.

Edward Swan: *stuffs a big bite into his mouth* ::Did you want to nom either of them?:: *for the life of him, he can never tell what attracts his sister to her prey*

JasperWhitlockP.I.: *picks up the pack of papers with one hand, balancing the ice cream with the other to pull one out. Drops the booklet down onto my lap, and holds the Zig-Zag in the same hand the ice cream's in to reach into my trench to pull out my stash* Shit! *a gust of wind blows through the car, and knocks the paper from my hand, blowing it out the window* Hurry Peter! After it! *jumps out of the car, ice cream cone still in hand, and chases after the little white paper that's blowing in the breeze*

Bad Ass Bella: *motions for him to bring his ice cream and follow* Hmm...That blonde one....he's rather pleasant to look at. And underneath the weed he smells rather pleasant. Let's go see them. *follows the two*

Edward Swan: *picks up his ice cream, making a face as he eats it, following Bella* ::I can't wait to get home and wash the goo out of my shoes...:: *he has yet to figure out how the blood and goo he walks in while shifted gets -under- his clothing when he shifts back... thankfully its never enough to show or make a mess when he's in human form. he finishes off his sundae, tossing the waste into a random bin on the sidewalk and stuffs his hands in his pockets, walking almost at Bella's side, but just a bit behind to indicate that he sees her as the leader of their small group*

PrivatePeter: *scrambles out of the car, chasing the paper. They stumble into an alley, and Peter gasps, his ice cream splattering against the ground*Shit, shit! Jasper. Shit. *He blinks down at the awkwardly positioned body* Fuck.

JasperWhitlockP.I.: *stops and scrambles back, clutching my ice cream for dear life as I look at the corpse* Fuck Peter. It's a fucking dead body! *surpresses the urge to scream like a prepubescent girl*

PrivatePeter: *Grimaces as he takes in the horror scene. There are pieces of body everywhere, blood splattering the brick walls of the alley. They don't look cut, he notices, they look torn. As if the body was ripped apart, bit by bit* Dude. Call the police. I'm going to poke around.

Bad Ass Bella: *hears the two men talking, holding an arm out to tell Edward to stop as I slink behind the ally we just vacated, tuning into hear what they're thinking*

Edward Swan: *stops at Bella's prompt, turning his emerald gaze about. he's got a wide-eyed "I just moved to town and I'm checkin' the place out." look going on at the moment*

JasperWhitlockP.I.: *takes deep breaths* Wear gloves man! Don't get your prints on shit! *pulls my cell out of yet another pocket from my trench, and puts in the call to 911, turns to Peter with a gasp of horror* My stash! Fuck man! *gets it out of my pocket, and kisses the baggie sadly, before dumping the contents out onto the ground and crushing it into the dirt under my shoe. Licks my ice cream as I walk closer to join Peter*

PrivatePeter: Don't walk in the scene, I don't want to be framed for this. *pulls a zip lock bag from his jeans pocket, snagging a cotton ball out of it* what the.....what’s this? *He crouches carefully, leaning over and dabbing at the silver black droplets on the dirty concrete. It's not blood, that’s for sure. It looks more like mercury, and he empties the zip lock bag of hand sanitizing wipes into his pocket, dropping the cotton ball into the bag. He tucks it into his inside pocket, and jogs to the car, snatching his camera out of the glove box. The body is practically a paste, ground to a fleshy pulp and smeared across the concrete. He snaps some pictures, documenting the blood splatter, the silver stuff, and the foot prints* What the fuck? Jasper look at this, where do the foot prints go? They just stop dude!

Bad Ass Bella: *frowns as I hear their words, worrying we may have to take them out, not looking forward to adding to the scene. Motioning for Edward to listen carefully just in case*

JasperWhitlockP.I.: *is careful not to get to close to the body, and looks down at the tracks Peter's talking about, then looks up and all around* Maybe... maybe it was monkeys man. They just, climbed away....

Edward Swan: *turns to look at Bella, furrowing his brow with seeming confusion as he focuses his ears in on the speech within the alley. he knows taking out the humans would be a cakewalk... but while he has no trouble mutilating a corpse, the idea of being the one creating the corpse makes his stomach churn*

Bad Ass Bella: *reaches behind me to touch Edwards arm, turning to give him a soft look, mouthing* I'd never make you do that.

PrivatePeter: *snorts, turning on his feet* They...dude. Does it look like they .....morph. Look. It's shoe print, shoe print....dog print.

PrivatePeter: *Frowns* Did I get high and forget again? This shit's trippy.

JasperWhitlockP.I.: Nah, man, you're right. *crouches down to get a closer look, but not to close* You need to get pics of this shit.

PrivatePeter: *crouches, snapping off a few shots, as they hear the sirens pick up* We gotta get this back in the car. I ain't losing a third camera to the fuckin' cops.

JasperWhitlockP.I.: Do we wanna stick around? *walks back to the car with Peter, leaning against thse side*

PrivatePeter: *Drops the camera in the back seat* Lets stick around and give em' our names. That way we might be able to scope out some more shit' if they call us in for questioning.

Edward Swan: *gives Bella a grateful smile, cocking his head to listen more.* ::They'll never guess its us if they go by those shoe prints.:: *he knows that any shoe prints at the scene would have been Bella's while the paw prints were his.* ::Remind me to chew up those shoes really good later.:: *he stares almost lustfully at Bella's current footwear*

-----Meanwhile-----

JossHugh: *grabs two cups of coffee and then walks back to my desk that is set up against my co-worker Char's desk. I set one cup down on her side before going to my own side and sitting down. Turning on my computer to check my email, I take a sip of my coffee* Hey Char, I got you some coffee if you want.

LabcoatChar: *looks up from my screen to see a cup of steaming hot coffee, grabbing it softly and raising it* Thanks, Jo. *goes back to my screen* I think I found out where the fiber we found on Mrs. Walter’s clothes, came from.

JossHugh: *opens my email and sees one from an old high school friend that's getting married wondering what my address was, chuckling I pull out my phone as I answer Char* No idea, please tell me from where. *I don't pay much attention since I already know, but I try not to let my psychic status known. Pulling up my good friend Leah's number I sent her a text* <You'll never guess who emailed me about getting married.>

LabcoatChar: *grins smugly, not bothering to lift my face to look Jo in the eye* It's Sisal, a natural fiber that originates from Yucatan. These days you can find it in Brazil, some African countries, the Caribbean Islands, and... *moistens lips* Florida. I wasn't sure, but I heard the boutique on First street imports this stuff like crazy, so I got my hands on some samples. And what do you know, a perfect match. *grins, slightly gloating even* Are you making the call, or am I?

JossHugh: *looks up at Char* Do you mind if you make it? I'm kind of busy. *I wave my phone to show her.* I'll take the next one. *I go back to my phone and text Leah back* <Our good friend Emily is getting married... to Sam.... are you ok with that?>

LabcoatChar: Yeah. *picks up the phone, dialing and waiting for someone to answer, while clicking open the overview of this case* Yes, Sir, it's

LabcoatChar: Singer. *listens at the grunt and yawn on the other side, rolling my eyes because it's past two p.m. for crying out loud, gets irritated when he starts raving about sleep deprivation and popping pills* Well, if you'd just listen you could go back to sleep or pop another pill for all I care.

LabcoatChar: *bites my lip to stop from saying any more, nodding to no one in particular and leaning back, rubbing my face in aggravation* Alright, Sir, but...*gets cut off again* Sir, I didn't mean any disrespect *lies* but...

LabcoatChar: *slams hand on the table* I'll send you an e-mail. *rushes out and hangs up the phone, groaning loudly* What an asshole.

SecretaryLeah: *Tries to fit the large coat rack I just purchased from the nice man who also tried to convince me to buy a king sized bed frame and dresser that both match the coat rack. Feels my phone vibrate and gives up on the coat rack for now and looks at the text, and remembers when Sam and I dated, how bad that turned out. I had crushed on him for months before he asked me out, then a week later, he sent me a text saying 'things' weren't working out and he wanted to date other people. I was -of course- crushed and skipped school, calling Peter to pick me up and he came running into the building, and next thing I knew, he was in trouble for beating up a high school guy. Looking back on it now, I can laugh about it but at the time I thought the world was ending. I chuckle* <Wow, but didn't she hate him? Can we meet for coffee to talk?>

LabcoatChar: *types mail with all our findings, the fact that the killer is left-handed, between 5 foot 4 and 5 foot 7, is a customer at Boutique 'Le Grand Prix' and judging from the amount of weight pressed down upon the murder weapon, overweight. Hits the send button noisily* There, now you figure it out, asswipe.

JossHugh: *smiles softly at Char* Sorry I made you deal with the asshat. I promise next time I'll do it. *checks my phone and text Leah back quickly* <I would love to but I'm stuck at work today, maybe tomorrow we can go for lunch or something. Just text me when you're free.> *I pocket my phone and stand up.* Hey Char I'm gonna go finish up some work in the lab, just come get me if you need anything.

LabcoatChar: Sure thing, Jo. *clicks open a mail, full of...porn* Well fuck. *closes* I think I'm going to go grab some more coffee...in the Starbucks...across town.

SecretaryLeah: *Unloads the coat rack, grunting under the weight of it* Who the fuck needs a coat rack? *Considers just leaving it on the ground by my car but decides to drag it in.* Stupid trench coats. *Leaves the damn thing laying on its side next to the ficus and pulls out to text Jo* <Can do. Talk to you then>

-----Post Cop Scene-----

PrivatePeter: *Burst into the office, camera in hand, coat flailing* Leah! You'll never guess what happened. We found a body!

JasperWhitlockP.I.: A real one, too! *looks down to the floor* You got our coat rack! Cool! *picks it up, and drags it to mine and Peters private office, hanging John up reverently*

SecretaryLeah: *Turns to my brother with an incredulous look* You sound like you want to celebrate! *Looks disgusted* You better not have brought that shit home. I love you enough to get caught with your weed but a dead guy is a whole other story. *My eyes follow Jasper, jealous of how easy he carried it*

PrivatePeter: *Snorts* No we called it in. Dude it was everywhere. Can you call Char and tell her I got something she might like? We can all go feild trippin' to see her tomorrow. Also, tell her she's hot and I want her ass. *Clicks through the pictures, holding the screen up for leah* I don't even know where his face went. I think it was on the wall.

JasperWhitlockP.I.: *sits on the edge of Leah's desk* I think it was the monkeys. *taps the side of my head* Wait. That doesn't even make sense to me. Man, my high is wearing off. If you'll excuse me. *rushes into the dark room*

PrivatePeter: *follows Jasper* We got a date with Betty, apparently. You comin'?

SecretaryLeah: *Makes a noise, feeling sick* Hey, I handle the money and I tary the Secre. Nothing else. I don't want to see guts! *Starts an email to char, telling her to call me when she gets a chance, we've got something she might like and adds in that anytime she wants my brother in her bed to just give him a call* I'll pass this time. I want to stay with Jimmy the ficus.

PrivatePeter: *Shakes his head* Please don't kill Jimmy. I like him. He didn't do anything to deserve this torture. *Slips into the Dark Room, shutting it behind him.*

SecretaryLeah: *Glares at the door, petting the ficus sadly* If only you were a dog. Dogs like sugar.

SecretaryLeah: *Takes the memory card from Peter's camera and loads it onto an encrypted file on the computer, deleting them off the memory when I'm done. Being a computer genius helps with work like this. It would take someone hours to break this code. I've always been careful when it comes to the stuff Peter and Jasper get themselves into. If anyone were to go through my computer or his camera and saw those pictures, we could be in deep shit. I slide the memory card back into the camera, only slightly concerned about the picture of the inside of Jasper's ear. They shouldn't be given camera's when they're high. I check the pockets of their coats, pulling out a little bag Peter uses for evidence, I put it in the locked drawer in my desk, just to be careful. Sighing, I give Jimmy some more sour punch kids because he looks like he wants them and go back to my chair, relaxing.* 

-----Meanwhile-----

Bad Ass Bella: *nods as they leave, heading nonchalantly back to the cottage* Observant. We'll be keeping an eye on them.

Edward Swan: Do you want me to nose around and find their office tomorrow? *of course he literally means that, using his nose to find them*

Bad Ass Bella: Yes, I think you should. I'll trail them as well, now that i Have their scent. I just don't want it to get out of hand.

Edward Swan: This could turn out to be fun, you know. *kicks a random rock while following Bella to their cottage* We've never come so close to being caught so quickly.

Bad Ass Bella: Fun? How so? *opening the door to the college* Getting caught means I have to kill more people. and while that's entertaining, I like to keep it to a minimum.

Edward Swan: Because it means we get to be more creative with disposal... And with the scenes left behind. *he gets mental image of setting some up to look like more demon dog images and some like swashbuckling accidents that happen over convenient drainage ditches to cover the missing blood thing*

Bad Ass Bella: *rolls my eyes* Always the optimist. Tomorrow, you check out the office and I'll trail them. I don't think they'll be much of a threat-by the smell of them they smoke themselves out and probably already forgot what they found. But to be on the safe side...we'll keep an eye on them. Thank heavens they're not hard to look at. *laughing*

Edward Swan: *snorts slightly, shaking his head* They smell all right... *he pauses, considering* Do you want me to get rid of any evidence they picked up or wrote down that could lead them along our superior trail?

Bad Ass Bella: If you find it necessary. perhaps dispose of that camera of theirs...

Edward Swan: Yeah, they seemed to dislike the idea of losing it... Maybe they'll forget they even had one. *he considers* Man... Why do I get the feeling I'm going to have to swallow it and barf it back up later? *he huffs, heading into the cottage and going to shower... after tossing his goo'd shoes into a bin to be burned and rinsing off his feet, that is*

