SecretaryLeah: *Drags in my new ficus, first checking for Peter and Jasper, and only continuing when I see they're not around. I cannot let them find out that their beloved Jimmy is dead so I'm secretly replacing him and they'll never know! Placing the plant in the place of the old one, I drag old Jimmy out to the dumpster, trying to hide his brown, crunchy leaves. Remembers the look on the cashiers face when I told her I was replacing the one I just got yesterday. She probably thinks I'm a plant abuser! I glare at Jimmy for being broken and walk inside and smile at Jimmy 2.* This is between you and I New Jimmy!

Edward: *sniffs around outside the PI office, looking for a way to sneak in. he's crouched down and, for the moment, distracted by chewing on a weed he found sticking out of the ground not too far from the door. at the moment, his disguise is that of a sphinx cat... more commonly known as a hairless, wrinkle cat! and he's shivering just a bit because fuck if his balls aren't getting chilled in this form... but the shivering was all part of his disguise: a poor kitty shivering out in the cold!*

Edward: *stands once the weed has been truly nommed and tiptoes on delicate paws to stand in front of the office's door. he immediately starts that caterwauling meow/howl cats are known for when they're displeased about some circumstance or another*

SecretaryLeah: *Hears what sounds like a dying cat at the office door and I run to it, pulling the door open eagerly to find an ugly cat sitting there pathetically. Furrowing my brow at the thing, I reach down and pick it up, cuddling it to my chest as I talk to it in the voice saved only for babies and cute animals, but I figure it's not the things fault that her parents decided to reproduce* You are so ugly, yes you are! *Coos, rubbing under her...or his chin with my finger as I cradle it.* Do you have owners? Oh! I could keep you! Peter can't just throw you on the street, looking like you do! No one will save you. If only you were a dog. *I sigh and walk back to my chair with the thing.*

Edward: *talks to the woman as she carries him into the office.* Wow, you're not very bright, are you? I bet you're related to someone that works here... They didn't seem that bright either though, so maybe its just this town. And ugly? I'll have you know that I'm so hot I could melt your face off if I weren't pretending to be a pussy... *of course, all of this is said in cat so it sounds like he's just meowing and mrrowling at her petting... and of course he's hamming it up and leaning into the rubs on his chin, eyes mostly closed and a purring sound starting up*

SecretaryLeah: *Grins at the purring, happy that I haven't killed it yet. I get a bowl and fill it with Dr. Pepper for the cat and set it down in front of the bowl* Now drink! *Watches it closely and sits next to it grossly, only glancing at my computer once, knowing I need to go through those horrible pictures soon* Hurry up and then you can help your new mommy on the computer!

Edward: *stares at the Dr. Pepper, then looks up at the woman again, giving her a questioning meow...but she speaks of computer work and he's soon got his nose buried in the bowl, lapping it up. good thing he isn't a real cat cause that carbonated beverage would do a number on him for sure! once the bowl is empty, he burps and licks his muzzle before rubbing against the woman's leg*

SecretaryLeah: *Squeals with delight at him drinking the soda* I -told- Peter animals love this shit! He didn't believe me! *Shakes my head as I pick up the cat, sitting it on my lap at the computer desk as I look for the file, petting its head with one hand* You're so cute! Are you a boy or a girl kitty?

Edward: Wow... I even went with the naked kitty form to save time on someone having to actually -check- and you still can't tell? *of course this amazed comment is merely more meowing... almost right in Leah's face too. he peeks around, seemingly curious and sticks his nose right into the monitor of the computer, sniffing...and lifting his tail up to adequately moon Leah while at the same time answering her silly question*

SecretaryLeah: *Eyes widen as I look at the cat's man parts* Definitely a big boy, aren't you little Peanut? *Names the cat* Now move so Mommy can see. *Pulls up the file, looking around as I type in the code to un-encrypt it, making sure no one sees, not even the cat and the pictures come up just as I cover the poor guy's eyes from the horrific pictures*

Edward: *lets out a loud yowl* Peanut?! *and then her hand is in his face to cover his eyes so he feels no qualms at all about biting on her hand and wrapping around it, wrestling kitty style with Leah's arm and hand for both the name and the covering of his eyes*

PrivatePeter: *Parks his battered old motorcycle on the side walk in front of the office. It's not really suitable for trench-coat wearing, so he'd left his coat here for the night. Leah's already in, no surprise there. However, she is not alone. Through the window, he sees to his total horror, a cat. A living animal, apparently in the care of his should-be-blonde sister. He pushes open the door, rushing forward to snatch the absolutely hideous animal from her arms. It's hairless and wrinkly and he really hopes his sister didn't steal some one's cat and shave it.* Oh my god Leah! Who on earth would trust you with an animal!? *He clutches the cat to his chest, whispering against it's ear* It's okay little....thing. I won't let the mean lady hurt you.

SecretaryLeah: *Huffs* It's a he and his name is Peanut and he likes me! I found him at the door sounding dead and brought him back to life with my Dr. Pepper, which he loved. Now give it back. *Reaches for the cat after quickly encrypting the file and closing it so it's not just left out*

Edward: *gets jostled by the sudden move against Peter's chest and gives another burp that smells distinctly of Dr. Pepper, proof of horrors Leah has already perpetuated on the poor, helpless kitty... he changes tactics for the man, giving a small mew sound and shivering as Leah reaches for him*

PrivatePeter: *Slaps Leah’s hand away sharply* Oh no. No, no, no. You do not touch this animal. You can barely take care of yourself.*Looks down at the cat* And he doesn't look like a Peanut. He looks like a Peen. A wrinkly old Peen that’s been frightened and dunked in cold wa....*His eyes drift back to the corner of the office, where a very inane ficus sits.* Tell me you didn't. Leah. Tell me you didn't.

SecretaryLeah: *Follows his eyes to Jimmy the second, whipping my head back to him* Didn't what? *Tries to act confused and innocent all the while glaring at the traitor of a cat.*

Edward: Cold water... I'll show you cold water... *but he doesn't show anything, merely muttering to himself with small feline noises that could be contentment... he yawns when Leah glares at him and leans against Peter's chest*

PrivatePeter: *Walks over to the Imposter Plant, skating his fingers up the trunk of the skinny tree, catching the lowest right branch before following it down to it's very last leaf and flipping over. It's a leaf, just like any other, and Peter scowls, and walks over to the coat rack, tucking Peen safely into his left coat pocket. He's pretty sure there is some bagel in there and everything.* Ha! I knew it! I knew it! I marked this leaf woman! Where is the mark! Where is Jimmy! This is an Imposter plant, and you sir, are a liar! *points to Leah accusingly, his eyes narrowed* You killed him with your poisonous Dr. Pepper and lies! *knows that he is being dramatic, but seriously, Leah is a plant murderer. There should be Wanted posters and rewards offered for her persecution among the Plant Community. There must be some sort of Anti-Vegan who campaigns against girls like her, Peter's sure of it.*

SecretaryLeah: *Looks at him like he's crazy even if I should be used to this* I did not kill him! He killed himself! It was suicide! I had nothing to do with it! *Feels my lip tremble, trying to bring up the water works that always worked so well in the past and sniffles a little dramatically* You know I hate when you yell at me. *Looks at him with sad, pathetic eyes*

Edward: *starts to wonder how he gets himself into these kind of messes...and how long Bella will laugh at him once he tells her about his efforts to spy out the PI office...as he's dunked into the pocket. of course these ponderings don't last long because hells yeah! There's bagel in here! like the glutton he tends to be, he starts gnawing on the bagel, purring contentedly with each bite*

PrivatePeter: *closes his eyes against the onslaught of LeahTears. It will not work. It will not work. It will not work if he can't see it.* Be that as that may, Jimmy is now dead, and under your care. I'm sorry LeeLee, I can't possibly let you attempt to care for a living, breathing animal. The fucking ficus killed itself! After one day with you. You terrified him so much he took his life into his own hands and oh my god, we're talking about a plant. When Imposter Jimmy dies, please, please, please just buy a nice plastic one. *Plans on buying her a nice plastic one when it happens. She probably won't even notice. This is a good idea.*

SecretaryLeah: I will not buy a fake plant! That's pathetic! You know what it says about me? That I'm not even smart enough to keep a plant alive! And I am! I can hide and lock a file with pictures of dead people in seconds! I can answer your phones! I could raise a baby if I felt like it! Plants just hate me! It's not my fault! *Makes loud sniffle-y noises to get his attention* And Jimmy two is not an imposer *Whispers the last line, playing up the pathetic*

JasperWhitlockP.I.: *walks into the Office, catching the just of the conversation* Aww.... Leah, did you kill Jimmy? *has a brown, unmarked box tucked under my arm, and sets it down on top of Leah's desk*

PrivatePeter: *grimaces at the thought of Leah with a baby* You're...you are on birth control right?

JasperWhitlockP.I.: *holds up hands* Whoa, whoa. This is so out of my league. *picks up my box, and slowly backs into the dark room, closing the door behind me*

SecretaryLeah: *Pouts and stomps my foot* PETER! And no I'm not. Daniel and I are trying for a baby. *Grins wickedly, trying to mess with him. Daniel's just a guy I met at a coffee shop the other day*

PrivatePeter: *Looks even more horrified, grabbing his phone to text Jasper even if he's in the room* <can your dude get a hold of some deprovera? I need to stab my sister> He hits send and waits for Jasper to get the message. He knows Leah will know that they are talking about her, but he's really going to stab her.* I don't want to have to confiscate your baby. Babies poop, Leah. In diapers. You have to wipe their ass and they can't have Dr. Pepper. *He tries not to sound patronizing but it's more or less impossible*

Edward: *peeks his head out of Peter's pocket, a bit of bagel hanging from his muzzle. he quickly chomps and swallows it before meowing loudly at the retreating Jasper... if they had been able to understand cat-speak, they'd have heard him yell something along the lines of... * Just you wait! My sister's gonna sink her teeth into you! Bwahahaha!

SecretaryLeah: *Glares* Babies can have Dr. Pepper if they want! *Falls into my chair in a huff.* Don't worry, I only slept with Daniel once, I can give you a play by play if you'd like?

PrivatePeter: *Squashes any unbidden images of Sistersex* EWWWWWWW. God, now we have to go see Char just so I can get that out of my head. Did you make an appointment?

JasperWhitlockP.I.: *sets down the box on one of the long counters that surround the sink that's meant for developing photos, and pulls a box cutter out of one of the drawers. Opens the box excitedly, pulling out one of the carved, ornate pipes, running my fingers over it reverently. Reaches into the inside pocket of my trench, and pulls out a dime-bag, stuffing the pipe full. Reaches into the pocket of my faded jeans, and pulls out my lighter, and sets the flame to green in the bowl of the pipe, inhaling the smoke deeply, holding it, before releasing my breath in a loud woooosh* Yeah. *takes another hit, speaking on the exhale* That's good shit.

SecretaryLeah: *Smirks at him* I sent her an email, your swab-y thingy is locked in my desk, keys hidden in my bra and your pictures are locked on my computer. Don't make me look at them again or I'll tell char you've got herpes.

JasperWhitlockP.I.: *cashes the pipe, and shakes out the ash, laying it on the counter as I reach into one of the outside pockets of my trench, retrieving my cell phone. Turning it on, I see that I have a text from Peter, and click on it, reading it quickly, suppressing a laugh, I poke my head out the door, and look right at Peter* Yes, yes he can. *closes the door again*

PrivatePeter: *Nods in accented* Sister-burn, one for you. Ten billion for me. If you tell Char I have herpes, I'll tell her you re-wear your underwear.

PrivatePeter: *sighs at Jaspers answer* Oh thank god!

SecretaryLeah: *Huffs* I do NOT re-wear my underwear! Char knows that! What she doesn't know is how many STD infested women you do or do not sleep with. *Raises a brow at Jasper and my brother, not sure what to think*

PrivatePeter: *Throws on a hurt look* Oh, that hurts baby sister. You know the only hole I put it to is Jaspers. Isn't that right, snookems'!*he calls to the black room* You're the toppiest bottom I've ever loved!

SecretaryLeah: *Rolls my eyes* Fine, I'll tell her you're only interested in men, so unless she's hiding a penis, you'll never do her.

JasperWhitlockP.I.: *lets my head fall back with a bang against one of the cabinets that they had been previously resting on from where I sat perched on the counter top, yells back* Don't kid yourself, you know you're after my man meat!

PrivatePeter: *Snickers* Oh Jasper, you know I may be Public Dick, but in Private, baby, I'm your dick. *Turns to Leah* Char has boobs the size of cantaloupes and she's punched me in the dick twice. One day, I'm going to marry that woman. It may involve clubs and caves, she just doesn't know it yet.

SecretaryLeah: *Shakes my head* I love you but I really don't want to hear about Char's 'boobs' from you. No matter how large or hot they may be.

JasperWhitlockP.I.: *yawns hugely, and turns sideways to lie down on top of the counter for a little weed nap*

LabcoatChar: *sighs when I close the office door behind me, grateful to be away from Mr. I-didn't-get-sex-last-night-but-still-something-stayed-stuck-in-my-ass. Sets my coffee cup on the desk and sits down, staring blankly ahead of me.* Fucking imbecile. *shakes my head and turns on my screen, grabbing my mouse and navigating across the screen, clicking open my e-mails. One from the bacteria-guy, scrunching up my nose and deleting, one from Jo which is nothing but some stupid pictures with punch lines underneath them. Laughs ruefully, not really in the mood and opens the third e-mail from Leah. Reads, my jaw dropping open at the sex-comment* What the... *types a reply* <<I find it 'mildly' disturbing that you, his sister, finds it necessary to pimp the guy out. If something like that should happen, it wouldn't be at your insistence. Now, you said you had something interesting for me? Could you come down here, or send your brother? The boss-main is being a pain in my ass, and is no doubt monitoring my calls so he can charge me for them later. And please, tell me it's something better than the size of your brother's...>> *signs it and sends it to Leah's e-mail address*

PrivatePeter: *sighs dramatically* My love for her goes deeper then boobs, LeeLee. She's short enough to nearly suck my cock standing, and she can throw knives. What is not to love here?

SecretaryLeah: *Blinks* Yeah...this conversation ends now. *Turns to my computer, logging in and checking my computer, noticing one from Char and I ignore Peter to type out a response* <We'll both come, because I'm pretty sure if I send Peter alone he'll somehow confuse you into blowing him. And yes, it's bigger than my brother's tiny dick. It's got to do with a case.> *Turns to Peter* Come on, we're meeting Char. Should we print out the pictures or just bring the bag? *Talks as I pull down my shirt to reach for the key in my bra, not worrying about Peter, seeing as he's my brother*

PrivatePeter: *shrugs* I think she'll be more interested in the swab I took, but I'll bring my camera. *Swears loudly* I have to shove myself in your tiny Volkswagen don't I? *Pulls on coat, sticking his hand into the pocket to pull out Peen* We're going to have to keep him, aren't we? He's like...too ugly to let loose in the wild.

Edward: *wraps himself gently around Peter's arm when he's removed from the pocket. from there he clambers to Peter's shoulder where he perches as if he were a bird, peering about*

SecretaryLeah: I deleted them off your camera, all that's left are the ones of Jasper's ear. And don't worry, I'll be a great mommy for the demon cat! *Unlocks the drawer, pulling out the sample while the pictures print, just in case Char wants them*

LabcoatChar: *blinks twice at the mail, because Peter's coming. Looks down at myself, noticing the too tight black sweater and rolling my eyes, because that's going to get some 'compliments' out of him. Takes off the sweater, leaving me in my red tank, quickly pulling on my lab coat. I could always say I just came from the lab...Right?*

PrivatePeter: *Nudges Peen with his head. He likes this cat* You are not it's mother. You are an aunt who is to be feared and never spoken too. You are not allowed to feed and/or water him. You may touch him under supervision. Also, who the hell is Daniel? *He figures he should have asked that before, but whatever, they're all ready heading towards the car, and he's all for trapping her in a Volkswagen and asking awkward questions. It's like a sport, like golf or something.*

SecretaryLeah: *Shrugs, knowing I shouldn't have brought it up but I had hoped he forgot about it* Just a guy. *Answering evasively and starting up the car*

PrivatePeter: *Raises a brow, scratching the cat with one finger, behind the ear* And yet your considering procreating with him? Hmm? Do he and I need to have a Big Brother Talk? *Is already contemplating highjacking her phone records. It's a perk of being a PI*

SecretaryLeah: *Sighs* I had coffee with him -once- and then we hooked up. Nothing else. There will be no kids. Now new subject.

Edward: *leans against Peter's head, purring at the scratching behind the ear thing. after a while he gets kind of bored listening to the siblings personal talk and sniffs at Peter's hair.... why does this guy's hair smell like jelly? he takes an experimental lick... yup, grape jelly! he can't help licking the jelly out of Peter's hair... he can't help it, all he's eaten in hours is a bagel and a weed! his stomach is churning from hunger*

PrivatePeter: *nudges his head against the Peen cat, wondering if it can taste the Jelly jasper put in his shampoo.* Are you really considering kids, LeeLee? Because I will get a dart gun and stab you in the ass with The Shot. *rummages through another pocket, finding some beef jerky* Here cat, stop eating my hair. *Sets the beef jerky on his shoulder* So...does Char know I'm coming?

SecretaryLeah: *Snorts* No, of course not. Kids are too needy. And yes Char knows your coming so she's hiding the dido and vibrator and dressing like a nun.

LabcoatChar: *sits back down, because they are taking a long time, grabbing the first thing on my desk, which happens to be an evaluation report I need to complete for our intern. Puts on my glasses, grabbing a pen from my breast pocket and writing the first things that come to mind about the bizarre punker kid with the name of Cuss Whiley, shaking my head and chuckling the entire time*

Edward: *lets out a kitty snarl before pouncing onto the jerky. he hits it with enough force that he goes toppling off of Peter's shoulder and lands somewhere in the back floorboard of the little car, nomming the jerky*

PrivatePeter: *Sighs and contemplates an awesome imaginative combination of images including Nun costumes, dildos, and Char* Woah! Cat. *picks the cat up by his wrinkly neck* Do I need to put you back in the pocket
?

SecretaryLeah: *Pulls into the parking lot, jumping out quickly, after snatching the cat from Peter's grasp and cuddling the thing as I make a run for the door.* You're mine!

Edward: *mowls at being picked up by the neck. that really doesn't feel good... kind of reminds him of the time Bella picked his lion form up by the neck though and he makes a huffing sound that's rather like a kitty-laugh before purring at Peter*

Edward: *gets kidnapped by Leah though!*

PrivatePeter: *Is terrified at Leah's manhandling of Peen* Give him back or I hack into your black book and tell them you all have the clap! You know I can!

SecretaryLeah: *Glares and actually considers* But I found him!

LabcoatChar: *checks the clock, groaning and buttoning the top button of my lab coat, because I had forgotten it before, glaring at the clock, I sigh, because if there's one thing I hate, it's waiting*

Edward: *starts to struggle in Leah's grasp, attempting to get away from her*

PrivatePeter: *Stomps his foot* No you didn't! He found you! He was preemptively dying and found you to put him out of his misery, clearly, because word has spread that YOU ARE A KILLER OF SMALL AND DEFENSELESS THINGS! HE FOUND JIMMY AND KNEW!

SecretaryLeah: THERE IS NO WAY HE COULD GET INTO THAT DUMPSTER! PLEASE PETER! JUST FOR A MINUTE WHILE YOU FEEL UP CHAR! SHE WON'T LET YOU -ANYWHERE- NEAR HER TITS IF YOU'VE GOT A PUSSY IN YOUR POCKET! *Yells at him, wanting the kitty* 

LabcoatChar: *needs some more coffee if I'm going to have to sit through another afternoon without boring myself to death. Grabs some change for the coffee machine and walks to the front lobby, hearing some commotion outside, I walk through the automated doors just in time to hear Peter yelling about killing small things and Leah responding with something even worse, rolls my eyes and walks over to Leah* Fucking fantastic, you came to talk about a pussy? That's fucking important.

LabcoatChar: *turns around, not wanting to waste my time at the childish siblings that decided to waste my valuable time*

Edward: *flattens his ears back against his skull at the yelling and struggles even more in Leah’s grasp... but he can't break out of her hold without using his claws, teeth or revealing that his tiny body is strong enough to throw a pickup truck across the parking lot... and ends up peeing all over Leah's shirt*

SecretaryLeah: *Pouts. Calling out to Char* Tell him to let me have the cat while he's here!

PrivatePeter: *Cringes, at yet another horrific display of his maturity. He's pretty sure his eventual-Wife sees him as a five year old* Wait! I found something I know you'll want to see! *rushes towards Char, zip lock and swab in hand* I'm serious, I've never seen anything like it.

PrivatePeter: *snorts* Well! he doesn't even like you! He just peed on you and you didn't notice! How can you take care of him! Give him back before he dies!

LabcoatChar: *shudders at the way Leah phrased that* Bestiality is not my expertise. *walks into the lobby, grabbing my change, but being stopped suddenly by Peter. Furrows brow, because Peter has seen a lot, and if there is something he's serious about, it's his job* Buy me some coffee and we'll talk about it...in my office. *notices the stares from other employees*

SecretaryLeah: *Cheers to myself, petting the cat, happy that Peter got distracted. I follow them, giving the cat little kisses and hugs* You're going to live! Are you hungry? *Ignores the pee, or tries to, wincing a bit* You made him do that. Now go follow Char like a good boy.

PrivatePeter: *grins at her acceptance* Let me buy you dinner, I even promise to keep my pants off. And let you pick the place.

Edward: *doesn't want to be near the pee either and squirms around in Leah's grasp until he's up near her shoulder and far away from the wet spot. his eyes are locked on Peter... more specifically, they're locked on the bag with a, to him, very familiar liquid inside.*

SecretaryLeah: *Smirks happily* The cat likes me!

LabcoatChar: *sighs, shaking my head* Just coffee, Peter and I am not having dinner with you, whether you wear pants or not. *turns away to let him grab the coffee and walks down the hall to my office, they know where it is and will find it, but I'm not in the mood to hear about his plans for 'dessert'*

PrivatePeter: *Grabs the cat as he lunges, clutching him tightly to his chest* You can't even keep a hold of him*He snickers at Leah.* And your covered in pee. *He shoves Peen in his inside pocket and follows Char.* Coffee flavored ice cream and I'll stop hacking into your e-mail and changing your name to Char Fischer? *this seems like a perfectly reasonable compromise to him.*

SecretaryLeah: *Glares* Char, do you have a shirt that hasn't been peed on that I can borrow?

LabcoatChar: Well, you're in the right place to get arrested. I might just give my buddies a call right now, if you don't promise to stop that. You're not getting a better deal out of it, Peter. *looks over at Leah* Sure. *tosses her my black sweater from before* It's a bit tight.

Edward: *growls from inside the pocket, shifting around to try to find an escape... a growl that cuts off in a surprised sound as he finds more jerky and starts to eat it... surely the human wouldn't have put him in this pocket if he wasn't letting him have the food*

SecretaryLeah: *Catches it, ripping off the gross one as I glare at the evil cat and replaces it with Char's tight black one* Oh, you're right. Who are you trying to impress around the office? *teases*

LabcoatChar: Ronny. *winks at Leah, because she knows well enough how disgusted I am by bacteria-guy* I got a very interesting e-mail from him earlier. *smirks* But that's irrelevant. Tell me about this case, Peter.

PrivatePeter: *Sulks* You're going to make me a very mean wife one day, Charlotte. *Sighs* Fine. Coffee, but not today. Later-date coffee. And maybe a donut if you wear that sweater. *Points to the sweater Leah’s pulled on* I'm only saying this because I know you like the coffee from that place on Fifth street, and they aren't open enough to make it there tonight.

PrivatePeter: *Snaps into dick mode* Jasper and I ran into a crime scene out near Deadwood. Gruesome stuff, Char. The body was -smeared- across the pavement. The footprints were iffy, lots of human, but they just lead to nowhere. Like literally, no where. They just stopped. I swabbed this up near the focal point of the blood, and what I think might have been a torso or neck. It's...nothing like I have ever seen. It was literally right in the middle of the blood. Like it was burning through it or something.

SecretaryLeah: *Curls my lip at the blood and guts talk* What are you wearing Char? And is Jo around?

LabcoatChar: *looks intrigued, leaning forward and taking the bag with the sample from Peter, gazing at it* Probably some kind of acid. I'll see what I can find. *looks up into Peter's blue eyes* You said the footprints just stopped. How so? And in what direction? How far apart were the feet? More clearly at the heel or toes? *rambles off questions* Or better yet, do you have pictures?

LabcoatChar: *turns to Leah with a grimace* I'm wearing my lab coat and I have no idea where Jo is. I'm sure she'll be in later or maybe you can find her in the lab.

PrivatePeter: *Gives Leah a nod, silently requesting her to fork up the pictures* Yeah, we got them. And by stop I mean, the end facing a wall, about six inches. like...like they climbed up it or some crazy ninja shit. It's fucked up. Some of the foot prints look like the turn into paw prints. I'm thinking who ever it was, they had an animal. A big animal. K-9 from the looks of it.

SecretaryLeah: *Pulls the pictures in a folder out of my shoulder bag, handing it to Char* Don't look at them if you just ate. *Fake gags and turns to the door* I'm bored with this. I'm going to look for Jo....have fun...

LabcoatChar: *furrows brows, waiting for the pictures and thinking this over* Canines can't climb. That's just not possible, unless someone hauled them up the wall with a rope around their belly, which seems highly unlikely...much too suspicious, not to mention comical. *pushes glasses back that had slid down my nose a bit, taking the pictures from Leah* That doesn't bother me. *emphasizes point by taking some chocolate out of my 'not-so-secret' stash and looking them over, mumbling a goodbye to Leah*

Jo: *sighs tired and pushes the lab door open and heads toward Char and my office frustrated. Stops suddenly at seeing Leah and smiles I continue to walk to her* I know I said we'd meet up later, but you didn't have to come see me at work. I know how you are around blood and stuff. Where you giving Char trouble today Char?

SecretaryLeah: *Grins at my best friend, pulling her with me away from my brother* I had a legit reason for being here! We have a case! And you know Char loves me! She's even letting me wear her shirt. *Brags*

PrivatePeter: *nods* That’s what I thought. And if you look at the imprint nearest to the wall, the heals are dug in deeper. Looks like they jumped, but it was....fifteen, twenty feet up to the fire escape. It's ridiculous. Like you said, there would have to be a pulley system, but in an alley? And then just leave the body? And that doesn't explain the animal. This shit is weird.

Jo: *walks with Leah toward the break room laughing* Do I even want to know how that came about? *I find the nearest couch and plop myself down* So you aren't just here to see little old me? *I fake pout and sniffle a little to try and sell it*

Edward: *is silently gloating in Peter's pocket as he finishes off the jerky... after all, the mystery of the hunt scene is baffling them with all the tidbits and the whole demon dog thing -was- his idea to begin with... though his little muzzle wrinkles in distaste as he remembers the flavor of the human flesh in his mouth... definitely not as good as licking a living human*

LabcoatChar: *stares at Peter, because his assessment is right. Such a thing is indeed impossible, but I'll have to run it through the system anyhow to determine the right size of the animal and with it, its reachable height. Blinks, still not looking away from Peter* Yes, very suspicious. *drifts off in thought, because there is still the burning acid to be determined. Another thing which is impossible to administer by a canine. There had to be a person involved, maybe more*

SecretaryLeah: *Laughs, plopping next to her after I get some coffee that I shouldn't be drinking* Oh I found this cat dying and saved him and now Peter wont let me have him just because I killed a plant...or 20. *Tilts my head to the side thoughtfully, trying to count the plants* Anyways, seeing you is just an added bonus. Along with the coffee.

PrivatePeter: *Taps the pictures again, fingers tracing the paw print* This animal...is not a dog. It's k-9, but we're not talking golden retrievers. I know a guy, I'll have him look into it.

LabcoatChar: *laughs shortly, because his sudden chivalry is refreshing* Thank you, Peter. But we have our own people on the team for that and even I can tell it's not a regular dog. i do appreciate the offer though, but I trust my team, and my team alone.

Jo: *chuckles* So I see Leah, the Plant Killer has struck again. *shakes my head and steals her coffee for a sip before handing it back* There was a reason I never let you near my animals. *thinks* Wait is the cat here in the lab? Does Char know this? *wonders if I can find a way to see Char and Peter in some type of telenovela moment*

SecretaryLeah: The cat's in Peter's pocket. Char knows, I tried to get her to do him so I could have the cat but that didn't work. And I am NOT a plant killer. They were all just BROKEN!

PrivatePeter: *shrugs, feeling a little offended as he collects the pictures, tucking them into his coat* Yeah, but this isn't your case is it? Look, if you don't want to help me, because I'm a pig and sometimes I cop feels, I get that. But don't railroad me on this. Jasper and I are fuck ups, I know. But when it comes to work you and I both know we're real good at what we do. Your guys ain't hauling this shit out from under our feet. So, are you gonna help me with that swab, and let me do my job, or not?

Jo: *laughs extremely loud before covering my mouth with my head* You tried to hook Char up with Peter? *snickers lightly* I must know how this played out. *stands up to grab some of my own coffee* And I would believe you if I hadn't seen you kill that daisy 4 years ago. *turns around slightly as I pour the coffee perfectly without looking* A poor sweet defenseless daisy.

LabcoatChar: *tingles, because even though Peter usually offends me in almost every possible way and he has a bad case of foot-in-mouth syndrome, the passion with which he does his job, as well as the precision is admirable and when he stands up to me like that..., shivers, rubbing my arms to play it off* Of course, I will. You know I will.

Edward: *pokes his head out of Peter's coat and peers at Char... this angle provides him an excellent view of Char's large breasts and he lets out a mew at the sight, giving his muzzle a lick in appreciation*

SecretaryLeah: I didn't kill it! It was defective! And you know Char secretly has the hots for my brother.

PrivatePeter: *Grins his big old country-boy smile* Well thank you darlin'. And on another note, I think my cat is admiring your lab coat. Might I comment that the fit is exquisite? *leers, just a little. He's trying to be good*

LabcoatChar: *looks down, noticing for the first time how my boobs really fill out the coat* Fucking... *censors self, a little too late and looks at the cat, staring at it as it stares back* I just have to say...that cat is creepy.

PrivatePeter: *Cuddles Peen* I think I like him. He even kind of looks like a dick. He should be our mascot or something. Our own little Private Dick.

Jo: *shakes my head realizing she's never gonna admit her murderous ways, even after 10 years. Chuckles wearily at her comment about Char* Trust me I know. I work across from her everyday. It just oozes off her like... *stops and looks up catching myself before I go any further, playing it off I chuckle again* Just trust me, I know. *downs my coffee and stand up* So now that you've had some coffee and not killed any plants or animals, do you want to brave another trip into my office. I have to put this file up. *I wave the file I just completed in the air as proof* Maybe we can spot Char and Peter going at it? *wiggles eyebrows jokingly*

Edward: *purrs at the cuddling and leans against Peter again... though he had originally just planned on spying, he can't help but like the guy... probably because his hair still smells like jelly... he starts to lick it again*

SecretaryLeah: There's oozing? And I've tried really hard my whole life, not to see Peter's dick. Don't ruin that for me!

LabcoatChar: *shakes my head, so I don't have to look at 'Peter's Private Dick'* Sure, maybe he can wear a cute little outfit to keep him war in the winter too. *smiles, despite the fact that I'm trying to be a major bitch here, so Peter won't mention the coffee date again*

Jo: *laughs again at Leah* I promise that they aren't really going at it. So you either have to suck it up and trust me, or stay here and enjoy the coffee on your lonesome for a bit. What's it gonna be? *I back up slightly to the door* What's it gonna be Lee?

PrivatePeter: *Looks so excited it hurts* Oh my god, he needs a trench coat. I'll have Leah get a hold of you later, to see when your free for coffee. And don't lie and say you have to work, because I'll just hack your supervisor computer and get your schedule. It's just coffee, and I am awesome. *Kisses Char on the cheek and bolts* Call me if you got something!

SecretaryLeah: *Sighs, following Jo, only because I can see the plant in the break room starting to wilt* I hate you.

LabcoatChar: *stands in shock at Peter's hasty departure* Alright, go on a date with the psycho stalker with a gun, or call in sick from work? *muses*

Jo: *smiles and pulls her arm into mine* Oh you know you love me. Remember that one time you asked to trade Peter in for me. *chuckles and starts heading back towards the office* Your parents we're so happy about that.

Edward: *still has his head poking out of Peter's trench when he bolts out of Char's office. he's actually considering how he'd look wearing a little trench coat and, the inner 10 year old in him finds the idea enjoyable while the inner 60 year old is concocting ways to sneak into Char's office tonight and ruin, steal or destroy her samples of the venom*

SecretaryLeah: *Laughs* Peter loved it even more when he found out. *Walks with her, keeping my eyes on my feet just in case* So have you been on any good dates lately?

PrivatePeter: *leers* Baby that ain't my gun.....But seriously. I will buy you expensive French roast frou frou coffee from the little bistro place we both know you love, and I will not make you ride in my shitty car, and I will wear shoes that match. *Give her his best heart breaking puppy dog look* Please....

PrivatePeter: *Shouts as Edward escapes, grabbing his cell phone and texting Leah* <I think peen ran off to pee on you again, keep an eye out for him?>

LabcoatChar: *frowns* What are you still doing here? I thought you had to go. Or was that just your way of sneaking a kiss in?

SecretaryLeah: *Ignores my phone, tugging on Jo's arm, eager to look for any cute coworkers*

PrivatePeter: *Grins* Well... I said I wouldn't grope you on the date. *He chuckles, before actually leaving the office*

Jo: You're hilarious Le, if you think I've been on any dates. I'm up to my eyeballs in work. *spots Peter about to exit the office* What did you do to her? Please tell me you left my co-worker alive at least? *I push past Peter and head to my desk* Hey Char, I see you've had an interesting day so far.

Edward: *spots Leah in his escape attempt and darts back to Peter, leaping up onto him and taking up residence on his shoulder... just cause the man offers protection from Jimmy's murderess*

SecretaryLeah: *Glares at the devil cat*

