Bad Ass Bella: *wonders what Edward has learned from Peter, deciding to drop in and see Jasper for a bit, see if anything new has come up. Deciding that, since he's smarter than he looks, it's time to kick it up a notch and try to intimidate him. quietly entering the office, ghosting to where I'm standing right behind him, watching*

JasperWhitlockP.I.: *watches porn on my laptop, tipped back in my chair. Catches a reflection in the monitor screen, and jumps out of my seat, whirling around, coming face to face with Bella* What the fuck?!

Bad Ass Bella: *smiles, showing my teeth and tilting my head* Interesting show you're watching...girl on girl? How cliché.

JasperWhitlockP.I.: *shrugs, edging back to sit on the edge of the desk, my heart hammering in my chest* What can I say? It's a fantasy. How did you get in here? What do you want?

Bad Ass Bella: *smirks as I hear his heart race* There's something about you...*taps my chin* I can't put my finger on it. There was a murder the other night. You know anything about that?

SecretaryLeah: *Strolls casually into the office, dragging in a pot of daisies and replacing the horrid ficus with them.* Ta da! *Hears voices in the other room, figuring Peter or Jasper are just watching porn again, I ignore it and search for the kitty, hoping I didn't scare it off for good*

JasperWhitlockP.I.: *nervously stuffs my hands in my pockets* No. Why would I know anything about that? ::What the actual fuck is going on with this chick? Why does she want to know about the fucking body::

Bad Ass Bella: *tilts my head again, hearing someone else, grabbing Jasper's arm and pulling him outside* You're lying. *pushes myself close to him* what did you find?

JasperWhitlockP.I.: Hey. *flexes my arm, it's sore from where she grabbed it* Watch it with the fucking man handling. I didn't find shit. ::Oh fuck, oh fuck, oh fuck. There is something so fucking wrong here::

Bad Ass Bella: Jasper, Jasper....Don't lie to me, it'll only make it worse. It's just a simple question. Answer it. And watch your fucking language, I'm a woman.

JasperWhitlockP.I.: Who the fuck are you, Bella? What the fuck are you? *presses further into the brick wall behind me, trying to edge away, real fear coming over me* What the fuck is going on here?

Bad Ass Bella: *stands on my toes, whispering in his ear* shhh...don't be afraid. I'm just trying to get to the bottom of things, same as you. *blinks, feeling my contacts dissolve as I step away, hoping it's dark enough for him not to notice, even though he knows something isn't right. At the very least, if he becomes a problem, I'll just kill him*

JasperWhitlockP.I.: *There's something different about her as she backs away, and it takes me a moment to realize* Oh, Jesus. Your eyes. You have red eyes. *panic is overwhelming me, and I can't really form a coherent thought. Her teeth glint dangerously in the glare of the halogen street light, that, combined with the red eyes is enough to have me piss-my-pants-scared*

Bad Ass Bella: It's a genetic thing. *chuckles and reaches for his face, stroking his cheek* Just calm down, and tell me what you know and you can go right back to your porn.

JasperWhitlockP.I.: *calms slightly, but still won't give up any information* I. Don't. Know. Anything. *the lack of weed in my system has me edgy, and I'm not really lying, not really. We don't know shit about that body*

Bad Ass Bella: *sighs, accepting his answer for now. Leaning up and placing a cold kiss on his frightened lips before stepping away* I'll be checking back with you. Please...Tell Peter I said hello.

JasperWhitlockP.I.: *collapses back against the wall, touching my lips where I felt her icy cold ones mere moments ago* I... I will.

Bad Ass Bella: *smiles* Good. I'll just go through the front, say hello to that delightful little secretary in there. See you soon, Jasper. *barely manages that veiled threat before ghosting inside and walking up behind Leah* They live better if you water them.

SecretaryLeah: *Almost jumps out of my skin* What the fuck?! *Takes a minute to comprehend what the mystery woman just said* I do water them! *Gets a little defensive*

JasperWhitlockP.I.: *breathes heavily, bracing my hands on my knees, hyperventilating*

Bad Ass Bella: *throws my head back and laughs at the girl and Jasper hyperventilating in the alley* More than once a month, sweetheart.

SecretaryLeah: *Clears my throat in frustration* I give them something to drink daily! And where did you even come from? Did Peter send you? Are you some sort of plant therapist because I don't need help!

Bad Ass Bella: I just stopped by to say hello to Jasper. I'll leave you to...whatever it is that you do.

SecretaryLeah: I manage the computer and phones! *Forgets I was upset, saying this cheerfully*

Bad Ass Bella: Is that so? Do you keep track of all the files? The pictures? Things of that sort? *said with polite interest, avoiding her eyes so she doesn't notice the color*

SecretaryLeah: *Nods eagerly* Yeah, that's all me! I keep them hidden and stuff, you know so people don't just walk in a look at everything...

Bad Ass Bella: Oh, now neat! Is that like, encryption? I mean, I know nothing of computers...*chuckles*

SecretaryLeah: Yeah, I encrypt them, save them, disguise them in other files, I'm always afraid Peter'll just leave crime scene pictures laying around the office!

Bad Ass Bella: Is that hard to do? Is Peter...who is he to you? He seems very scatter-brained.

SecretaryLeah: Not for me but for someone else, yeah. And Peter's my big brother. Taught me most of what I know about computers.

Bad Ass Bella: That's nice that you two work together. Anyway...I should let you get to it. Maybe I'll pop in later. *smiles*

SecretaryLeah: *Nods* And you can bring flowers! See you then! *Gets distracted, going to my computer to see that someone's tried to hack into my computer from another location. I back-track the hit and send hundreds of viruses to the computer, making sure to shut it off for at least a day until I can put up another encrypted firewall and trace the exact computer, all of this happens in under a minute* Sorry, what did you say your name was? *asks distractedly*

Bad Ass Bella: Bella. My name is Bella. *doesn't give her a last name before walking out the door and to the alley, whispering quietly on my way out, too low for human ears* Edward, come home soon.

SecretaryLeah: *Frowns at the cryptic nature and feels relieved that I didn't tell her how to log into my computer after over-sharing so much* Peter's gonna kill me.

Edward: *runs in from who the hell knows where, since he's sneaky like that... wearing his Peen disguise... and hops up onto Leah's desk where he deposits a dead mouse before mrowling loudly for her approval*

SecretaryLeah: *Screams, jumping away from my desk and using my stern voice* NO. Move that right now peen or no touching for a week!

Bad Ass Bella: *is sitting on the top of the building, cackling at my brother*

Edward: *hisses, flattening his ears back at the scream and scampers away from the desk as if frightened by her loud noise...of course he's laughing his head off internally*

SecretaryLeah: Get back here and move that dead thing. NOW.

Edward: *hides behind the daisy pot and licks his front paw, ignoring Leah like any good kitty would*

Bad Ass Bella: Edward...I swear. you have too much fun with this. *snickers under my breath*

SecretaryLeah: *Growls, moving over to pick him up by the neck, leaving him dangling in the air* So help me god if you don't move that I will lock you in the bathroom for a week. No food. Nothing.

Edward: *thinks toward his sister, whom he can clearly hear* ::Does she really think cats can understand her? ... Should I go ahead and move it, or show them that a 'locked' bathroom can't hold me?:: *while waiting to hear Bella's idea, he mews softly cause the whole dangling by the skin on the back of his neck isn't exactly comfortable... don't people realize that adult cats are too heavy for that kind of treatment?*

SecretaryLeah: *Glares at the cat, putting it in front of the mouse and pointing at it and the floor by the door.* Move it!

Bad Ass Bella: Move the fucking mouse, Edward. They're suspicious enough of me as it is, they don't need to think something is up with the cat if it keeps escaping.

Edward: *picks the mouse up and, grumbling, jumps down off the desk... of course then he just moves to the middle of the room and starts to eat the mouse instead of moving it away*

SecretaryLeah: *Feels my eyes widen as I run over and save the cat from the mouse, scooping him up into my arms* No.

Edward: *makes a squeep sound as he's suddenly removed from the vicinity of his snack!* ::That's just... What am I supposed to eat now?... She owes me donuts for this.:: *he paws at Leah's left boob, mewling with kitty and hell, human, confusion*

SecretaryLeah: That's disgusting and germ-y. *Fills his bowl with some cold left over chicken*

Bad Ass Bella: *rolls my eyes* Chill out and be a good cat. Sneak out later and I'll leave a cheeseburger up here for you.

Edward: *remembers, as he's nomming cold chicken* ::They're gonna upgrade the security system... I wasn't fast enough getting into the window and Peter's apparently every fucking where. He says it was closed when I know I left it open about an inch when I left through it before.::

Bad Ass Bella: *groans* Okay, okay. I'll be in tomorrow to drop some stuff off, you can sneak out then.

SecretaryLeah: *Pets the cat* There. Now we don't need to eat the mousey!

Edward: *finishes eating the chicken and starts licking the hand that's petting him* ::I'm gonna sneak into her apartment one night and leave a dead mouse there just for her prejudice against cats eating mice...::

SecretaryLeah: *Gives him a bowl of water, but pulls him up to cuddle before he can drink it. Places kisses all over his face as I crush him to me* So cute! Yes you are! *Flips him so he's being cradled and tickles his kitty tummy*

Bad Ass Bella: *snorts* You do that. have fun with your new friend, I'm going out. 

Edward: *gives his sister a mental raspberry as he hears her run away from the building and purrs, batting his paws lightly and playfully at Leah's tickling fingers*

Leah: *laughs at the cat, laying down with it and dozing off with him sleeping on my chest*

Edward: *opens his eyes and peers at the dozing Leah... carefully, he moves off of her, trying not to wake her. assured that she's still napping, he moves over to his water bowl and...shifts back into his human form. his very naked human form. he picks up the bowl of water and moves over to the poor doomed daisy plant and pours the water into the pot.*

Edward: *moves the bowl back over to where he got it from*

Edward: *shifts back into his Peen form and strolls over to finish eating his mouse... as soon as she was more deeply asleep he was totally ordering delivery though. a dozen meatlovers pizzas sounded awesome right about now* 

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

Bad Ass Bella: *after successfully breaking into "my father’s" house, I put the necessary information in my purse and head to Peter and Jasper's office, pushing the door open and trying to at least act human*

PrivatePeter: *Shakes his head at the pathetic potted Daisy sitting where Jimmy the third was. Poor daisy. He should probably try and find it a good home. He leaves the Daisy in the front office, making his way to his desk. His mind is still reeling from the previous day’s onslaught of information when she walks in, all smiles and innocent.* Oh, Hello Miss Swan, I can assume you have everything? Why don't you come back to my office and we'll run through everything. ::::No fingerprints. Nothing. It's time to see if she really is who she says she is:::: Have a seat, doll.

Bad Ass Bella: *keeping my face smooth as I read his thoughts, not at all pleased that he noticed my lack of fingerprints* Thank you, and yes, I do. *sits down at the desk, smiling*

PrivatePeter: *waits for her to bust the shit out. He sits back in his chair and accesses her.* The best place to start in our search for your father is the public. You’re a pretty young lady who is searching for her dad. The public will eat that up, and be quick to aid you. We need pictures, preferably of the two of you together. It shows a bond, makes it relatable. Can you get me some? I can do the rest.* ::::Are you really his daughter? Who the hell are you in this?::::

Bad Ass Bella: *thinking I should have listened to Edward and let this go, digging the stuff out of my purse and sliding it across the table. The man’s wallet falls out in my progress, and I quickly snatch it and shove it back in my purse* I'll find you some pictures. I don't have many, ah, recent ones, considering I've been gone for so long, but I'll see what I can do.

PrivatePeter: *sees through the lie, but his eyes are elsewhere, he saw the wallet. The man’s wallet* ::::holy shit this is bad. Be cool. Don't startle her.::::: Well, what ever you do have will be fine. Communities like this are close knit, they'll like the family feel of it. Even if it's older, we'll make it work. How soon can you bring those in? Public relations really is the first step. *He pauses, taking the stack of papers, and various other things including a tooth brush in a plastic bag, and tucks them into his desk* The second step is a DNA and fingerprinting, both of which I can get off the tooth brush ::::and I don't even have to worry about you contaminating the fingerprints, now do I?:::: I know it's hard to contemplate, but there is a very real possibility that the victim is dead. ::::We both know he is, don't we. Why do you have his wallet? Blue eyes. The man had blue eyes.:::: If it isn't too personal, could you tell me about your mother? Is there a chance I could get in touch with her?

Bad Ass Bella: *inwardly swallows, growing nervous with this man's surprising intelligence. Knowing I could end his life quickly, but not wanting the mess to clean up if I can possibly avoid it* I can go back to the house later today and bring them by. *knowing I could Photoshop them easily* My mother ran off years ago, I've got no idea where she went. It's why I left town, actually. I couldn't stand to stay in the same house that she did-too many memories. I'm amazed my father made it as long as he did. I understand he could be...*sighs* dead. I just want to know.

PrivatePeter: *nods, his expression solemn* I understand. It's difficult, but I'm here to help you. Now, this thing with your mom concerns me. Often, even when we don't suspect them, it's the family, or some one close. Can you get pictures of your mother? ::::are these really your parents?::::: Is there any one you can think of that would want to hurt your father. Any enemies? Has he made any new friends recently? Internet relationships, joined any clubs, anything like that?

Bad Ass Bella: *furrows my brow* not that I know of. I can look for pictures of mom, but I'm not sure I can produce them. He usually kept to himself, sometimes frequented the bar...

PrivatePeter: *grabs his black berry, opening up Word* What bar, specifically. Did he go to Deadwood Bars, because there are all of two, and that wouldn't be hard to case out. Or did he go to Carthrage Bars? Did he like pubs, dives, clubs? The money's in the details.

Bad Ass Bella: *pretends to think* It was on the corner of sixth and main, that's all I know. I don't remember the name.

PrivatePeter: *Smiles, nodding amicably and adding the information into his blackberry* Alright then, we'll give you a call if we have anything, and you should do the same. I know you haven't had a chance to meet my partner, he's been....busy :::withdrawing::: for the last few days, but he'll be back soon and on the team.

Bad Ass Bella: Your partner is Jasper, correct?

Edward: *suddenly springs out from behind the potted daisy and bounds over to Bella. he purrs, sniffing at her before rubbing against her leg... see, animals don't rub so easily against evil or inhuman things do they? he then meows loudly, looking up at Peter before leaping up onto the man's shoulder and sticking his nose against the collar of the man's trench coat before pawing at it with just the tips of his claws to pull it up and slide his head under... soon the rest of him wiggles down into the coat as well as he sniffs around at the interior pockets, meowing again as his tail slides into the coat and he's hidden from view*

PrivatePeter: *sighs* Sorry about the cat. He's kind of a little bastard, but he fits in here. *pushes Peen over into one of the inside pockets of his coat* Yes, that’s correct. You've met Jasper then? 

Bad Ass Bella: *smirks* I bet he does. He's kind of cute in a furless way. And yes, I have. He assisted me the other night, before this whole mess started. I remember him saying he was a PI, and judging by the trench coat...I just put two and two together.

Peenward: *slithers into the appropriate pocket, making some grunting, protesting kind of sound at being pushed. he sniffs, finding half a bagel and promptly helps himself to it. he wonders how often Peter remembers when he puts food in his pockets, because this one has been in there a half a day at least*

PrivatePeter: *smoothes his hand down the trench coat* That bagel wasn't for you *snorts, realizing he must look crazy* Sorry, I was talking to Peen. I'm glad you've met Jasper, but I'm kind if alarmed. He isn't always on his best behavior outside of work. *Glances at his watch ::::shit, I'm going to miss Char. She always forgets to take her last break. I should bring her some coffee. And a cookie. She's probably hungry:::: Is there anything else I can do for you?

Bad Ass Bella: I assure you, Jasper was a proper gentleman. *smirks* And no, I'll make sure to get what you need. *remembers to take note of this Char he speaks of, knowing if I need leverage he seems to care a great deal for her*

PrivatePeter: *smiles amicably as he walks her to the door. He locks up behind him, heading for his busted ass car, when he suddenly frowns* Are you the chick he gave a ride too? He totally made you climb through the window. *Shakes his head as he punches the lock* Good day, Miss Swan.

Bad Ass Bella: *laughs* that was me. I'll see you soon, Peter. *walks around the corner, turning into the alley and then scaling the wall to the roof, looking down on him as he climbs into the car. Intent on following him, getting a look at this woman-Char* 

-----Meanwhile-----

LabcoatChar: *scrapes the black material from John Doe's knee bones, whistling 'Time is on my side' and wishing I had brought the radio down with me earlier*

LabcoatChar: *puts the lid on the sample and sticks a label on top of it, writing down 'John Doe 632 - 432' and putting it aside, before inspecting the break now that the bone is perfectly visible*

LabcoatChar: Very clean break...too clean. *grabs camera and takes a couple of shots, before putting it aside again. Scrapes some of the surrounding blood, humming to myself* Post-mortem. How odd. *grabs notes, jotting it down quickly. Moves back to the corpse, moving my eyes up to just above his junk and a little more to the side, where the fatal stab wound is located* Let's see what we can find out. 

LabcoatChar: *writes down certain facts about the size, angle, etc, before covering John Doe. The pathologist will be by soon to do an autopsy, meaning that I don't have to stuff his unknown ass back into the freezer, sighing with the relief that I don't need to lift the body, because he looks heavy.* On to the good stuff. *desperately needs music for this, walks out of the lab, down the hall until I reach the door to Germ-guy's office. Knocks twice and furrowing my brow, when he opens his door breathing heavily and flushed, 'I was just...' he says and I don't want to hear more* Yeah, I so do not want to hear what you were doing. Could I just borrow your radio for a sec? *doesn't wait for him to answer, grabbing it from the desk and heading back to the lab*

LabcoatChar: *holds the sample underneath the microscope, examining for only a couple of seconds, because there is no doubt about it* Pitch. *writes it down, specifying it further to road tar. Emphasizes that the break happened after John Doe died, and he had been moved, because he had been found at the station. And there were no new roads there. Pokes a little at the tar, deciding from the current hardness that two days had gone by. Hears the intro of Styx's 'Renegade', singing loudly and dancing a little, as I grab another sample. This one contains the dirt on the soles of John Doe's shoes* And had a high price on my head. Lawman said get him dead or alive. *sings happily, sliding the sample underneath the microscope*

PrivatePeter: *slides into the driver seat, rummaging for his phone in one of the pockets. He knows Char won't answer if he calls, so he hits her with a text <I have some things for you, and also, something seriously fucked up is going on with my case and I want your valuable and most prized opinion. You free?> He sends it, before starting the car and pulls onto the road towards Char*

Bad Ass Bella: *bounds over the rooftops, following*

LabcoatChar: *doesn't get anything useful, moving it out the way and grabbing the one with what was at the bottom of his shoe*

LabcoatChar: *feels my cell buzz in my pocket, pulling it out and reading. Quickly typing a reply* <<Sure, come find me in the lab. I'm almost done here.>>

Peenward: *wiggles around in Peter's pocket before curling up and going still. from the faint purr coming from him, he's content and quite possibly falling asleep. instead he's just going over video game strategies to kill time*

PrivatePeter: *Picks up his phone, smiling. He pulls into the little coffee place that Char likes and makes a quick trip of grabbing her a latte and a chocolate chip cookie. He buys himself a double espresso americano, and hops back in the car. He sprays himself down with some Lemon Pledge for good measure and does a mirror check. ::::Eh. Can't fuck with perfection:::: The Station isn't much farther, and soon he finds himself out side of Char's lab, knocking slightly before walking in.* Hey doll. I brought you a latte, and a cookie. :::::Legs. Legs. Legs:::: Nice skirt.

Bad Ass Bella: *smirks at his thoughts, perched on the roof above and listening*

LabcoatChar: *lets phone slide back into my pocket and looking into the microscope. Not at all surprised when there is more road tar to be found in this mixture, although there is more. Pokes at the sample a little to spread the particles* Sand, tar and cement. *writes it down quickly and perking up at the sound of another great song* You hear that, John? Lynyrd Skynyrd. *smiles, humming to 'Simple Man' and turning around at the sound of Peter's voice* Hey, Peter. *moaning at the mere thought of coffee and gazing hungrily at the big cookie* Thank you. *walks over in a very rushed pace and taking both from Peter* You shouldn't have though. *grins, before biting into the cookie* Mmm, heaven.

PrivatePeter: *Grins, not a little pleased with himself* We both know you weren't gonna go out with me, and I figured I still owed you the coffee. Besides, I know you always miss your afternoon break and the fumes in here make your stomach hurt if you don't eat. *Wishes Char knew how much he really did care when he wasn't being a weird little freak. Being a weird little freak is actually how he shows it. He sighs* Anyway, this case I got going on. I'm not sure what to make of it. The client...Char, she has no fingerprints. None. I got a DNA sample from her quote-unquote father, but I can't be sure it's actually from him. You wanna run it for me against codes, and tell me what you find?

Peenward: *moves around in Peter's pocket again, managing to make it look like one of those Alien chestbursters is trying to pop out of Peter. he decided something to distract was in order*

PrivatePeter: *Squishes his palm against Peen, frowning* If you can sit still, I'll stop bringing you.

LabcoatChar: *wonders how Peter knows all that, because for as far as I know, I never told him, or did I? Smiles softly* Of course. You did bribe me with coffee. Where's the sample? *eyes snap to Peter's pocket, widening at the bulge that is moving around, but as Peter talks to it, I realize it must be the creepy cat again.* He really shouldn't be in my lab, Peter.

Peenward: *makes a gack sound at being squished by Peter's hand and squirms slightly before going still...very still...still as can still*

PrivatePeter: *Hugs Peen close* He's not in your lab. He's in my pocket. *grabs the tooth brush out of the side pocket* Here it is. I figured you might want to run the prints to. You know, to make sure I didn't mess up. She handled that brush, I saw it. You aren't going to find a thing on it.

Peenward: ::Hmm... He wants to cuddle and be touchy feely? Okay...:: *he starts purring again, moving around some more until he's almost hugging Peter... then he snuffles around before suddenly biting down on Peter's nipple!*

LabcoatChar: *cocks an eyebrow at Peter* Did she burn them away? Did you manage to see her fingertips? *takes the toothbrush and instantly labeling it with 'PI 23', before laying it next to the microscope* Because everyone has DNA, Peter. *turns back at him, taking off my lab coat and hanging it up* Lets talk in my office. Dr. Giles will be here soon for the autopsy and I don't want to be in her way.

PrivatePeter: Smooth as a baby's ass----*Shrieks, unmanly and girlish* YOU LITTLE FUCKER! *clutches his chest, watching little wells of red bleed through his shirt* He made me bleed, Char. I'm bleeeeeeding. *groans* Oh my god, he bit Mr. Righty. He probably tore the barbell out. *blushes, feeling that he might have just over shared*

Peenward: *squirms out of the pocket, actually feeling bad cause he didn't think he had bitten that hard... but then again, he'd never had fangs when biting a human nipple before either. he wiggles under the coat until he's somewhere near the small of Peter's back and not so easily reached... his tail pokes out from the split up the back of Peter's trench coat making it look like Peter has a tail!*

LabcoatChar: Aw, don't be such a baby! *grabs a bottle of disinfectant and a Band-Aid* Cats are dirty. *leaves it at that, because Peter's cat is just one dirty fucker in every way.* Do you want to do it, or should I? *smirks*

Peenward: *digs his claws through Peter's pants, and poking his butt, trying to get him to get Char to do it... see? he's really just trying to help Peter so that Char will touch him.... he's looking out for the human!...yes, that's the story he'll go with*

PrivatePeter: *Feels his eyes widen* Oh by all means, I'm sure I'm not nearly as qualified as you. *Blinks* Uh....do you want me to...take my shirt off? *Feels self-conscious. He works out. But he also eats corn dogs by the dozen. It's a bit of a circlejerk really*

LabcoatChar: *chuckles, nodding* Don't worry. I see naked people every day.

PrivatePeter: *unbuttons his shirt reluctantly, sliding the white undershirt up his torso to reveal his bleeding nipple. The little bastard didn't tear the barbell, but fuck, it's going to be sore*

Peenward: *drops out of the back of Peter's trench coat and moves to sit on Char's desk, watching Peter and Char with a smug expression... rather like the one he'd had when depositing the dead mouse on Leah's desk for her.*

LabcoatChar: *pours some disinfectant on the compress and presses it hard against Peter's nipple* I know it stings, but the bleeding has to stop. *holds it there, releasing it shortly from time to time to check on the bleeding. When the wound finally stops bleeding, I take another compress to clean the area around his nipple and then I gently put a band aid on it* There ya go. All better. :::Maybe he wants me to kiss his booboo too.:: *chuckles softly, stepping back*

PrivatePeter: *Bites his lip and then blurts out* I totally have a boner now.

PrivatePeter: *Stares at his lap as he buttons his shirt up* Yeah, there’s no way I could pretend that wasn't there. Fuck. Sorry. *Looks slightly chagrined, but also kind of horny. What can he say? His nipples are really sensitive*

LabcoatChar: *looks appalled, before laughing loudly* You should really learn when to shut up, Peter. You're going to scare a lot of women away like that. *shakes my head, tossing the bloody compresses in the trash and noticing the cat on my desk* Will you get him off my desk, please? *worries about my files getting messed up, because you never know when a cat decides to crap all over your stuff*

PrivatePeter: *Picks Peen up by his wrinkly neck and drops him back into the inside pocket. He fishes around until he finds it. Catnip. He shoves that in the pocket with Peen* Go to town, cat. *He turns back to Char, boner still in full effect.* The only woman I want to harass is you, doll. You know that. You're it for me. *This, in his mind, is a very romantic gesture*

LabcoatChar: *rolls eyes, opening a drawer and grabbing some chocolate. Offering some to Peter by holding it out* I'm sure you say that to all the girls. And I'm sure you get bitchslapped often too. *grins, biting off some chocolate and moaning* I fucking love chocolate.

Peenward: *moves around in the pocket... on the one paw, the smell of the cat nip is making his nose twitch and his paws itch. on the other paw, he's far too strong to be getting jacked up on that shit right now... he'd literally burst through Peter's trench like a chestbuster then. he stares at the stuff, starting to twitch more like an addict trying to resist. he gives out a pitiful mew of despair from within the coat*

PrivatePeter: *Grabs Chars out stretched hand in his, pulling it to him.* There are no other girls Charlotte Jane. *He takes the chocolate and lets her hand fall back to her.* Now, I wanted to tell you about the case. While the girl was at the office, a wallet fell out of her purse. Her 'fathers' wallet. Suspicious, yeah?

LabcoatChar: *stiffens as Peter takes a hold of me, not breathing. Composes self quickly as soon as he releases me, although his words keep going through my head, he had sounded so sincere. Shakes head visibly, because this is Peter for crying out loud. My cooch can't need it that bad.* Why did she have it?

Peenward: *solves his problem with the aroma of catnip by suddenly changing into a Chihuahua while hidden away in Peter's pocket. the tiny dog is about the same size as Peen, so hopefully Peter won't notice... and he'll also hopefully notice in time to change back of Peter reaches into his pocket. but at least now the smell of the catnip isn't making his skin crawl and his bones ache with need*

PrivatePeter: *Shrugs, nibbling on his chocolate and nudging Peen who won't sit still* I don't know, but she was fucking fast to get it out of sight. But you know me, I see that shit. She was pretty loose about having pictures of them together, no mother in the whole thing. I'm startin' to doubt her story, but we'll see what lies she brings me next. If you get a name on that, you'll let me know ASAP, right?

PrivatePeter: *Shrugs, nibbling on his chocolate and nudging Peen who won't sit still* I don't know, but she was fucking fast to get it out of sight. But you know me, I see that shit. She was pretty loose about having pictures of them together, no mother in the whole thing. I'm startin' to doubt her story, but we'll see what lies she brings me next. If you get a name on that, you'll let me know ASAP, right?

LabcoatChar: Yeah, you know I will. *finds this whole thing a little fishy, wanting to start as quick as possible, but I'll have to wait until after my shift, because I can't interrupt the autopsy for a job that isn't even authorized by my boss*

PrivatePeter: *Steals a kiss on her cheek like always, really, why doesn't she see it coming* Thank you, darlin'.

PrivatePeter: *escapes to wonderland*

Peenward: *waits until they've left Char's office and changes back to his cat form before climbing out of Peter's coat and sitting on Peter's shoulder... this will do nicely until they've reached Peter's place or the PI office... at least as far as he's concerned*

