BellaMWhitlock: *is bored while Jasper is busy, so decides to pop over to Jo's place, happily knocking on the door with a bag of goodies*

Jo: *packing a duffel bag of clothes not exactly sure what's happening with Edward and his place. I stop hearing a knock on my door, I drop the clothes in my hand and go to open the door seeing Bella with a bag of food* Hello stranger. I see you brought snacks, which is good cause I'm hungry like a wolf! *I chuckle at my stupid pun*

BellaMWhitlock: *pops in and laughs* You're weird. I'm lonely and hungry. I brought ice cream, burritos and chips and dip.

Jo: *shuts the door and heads back to the bedroom* You can put the ice cream in the fridge for now if you want. We can eat in here. I like how you're thinking I've been in the mood for Mexican all day.

BellaMWhitlock: *grins and put the ice cream in the freezer* Yeah, burritos sounded pretty darn tasty to me too. And I figure I've only got so much time I'm gonna eat what I want!

Jo: *chuckling at her logic, I grab my duffel bag and set it on the floor* Sorry for the partial mess *gesturing to the boxes in my reading chair, clothes lying around, and duffel bag* You can sit on the bed if you like. *I plop down on my usual side of the bed and sits Indian style* Burritos are amazing, as well as tacos. They are really underrated in my opinion.

BellaMWhitlock: Are you moving? And these burritos are impossible to beat. I swear, If I'm not careful I'm going to be the only fat vampire out there. 

Jo: I'm sure there are other fat vampires out there. And I'm not moving... sort of... possibly. *sighing I lean my head back against the head board* Edward got me a bed for his room. I have no idea what it means, and I haven't had a chance to talk to him about it. So after work I came here and just decided to pack up some stuff. Just in case... god I feel like an idiot.

BellaMWhitlock: So what...wait. Do you -like- Edward?

Jo: *shrugs and shakes my head confused* I don't know. I mean I just broke up with Leah about a week ago, and then all the stuff with Peter. Edward's somehow become like my best friend, in a way. And you can't deny the man is hot. It's like my heart hurts when I think about Leah, but when he's around it doesn't hurt. Does that make sense?

BellaMWhitlock: *nods cautiously* Be careful with him, please. I don't want you to get hurt. And Edward....I mean, he's great. He's been great to me. I adore him. But I don't know if he's relationship material.

Jo: I don't think I even want a relationship right now, I just want this ache to go away. Edward does that. *smiles* He's my faux husband, who takes care of my boozy ass. *sighs* Besides he has is own problems with Char at the moment.

BellaMWhitlock: *nods* Okay then. He's a good guy, don't get me wrong. Like I said, I love him to death. And you know you can come hang with me anytime you want, right? Jasper and his feel-good vibes and all.

Jo: *looks at Bella suspiciously* The last time I got around Jasper and his vibes, he put me to sleep. I don't know if I like that...

BellaMWhitlock: *snorts* He only put you to sleep because you needed it. Trust me, he can make you feel anything. It's pretty freaking amazing.

Jo: *sighs* Ok. I'll give it a try. But he makes me feel like I'm trapped in a cage or something and I'll hit him. What is he up to lately anyway?

BellaMWhitlock: if you don't like his mojo, he can quit. I promise. and I have no idea. he's being super secretive.

Jo: What is it about vampires and being secretive? Is it like a pre-requisite? *playfully gasps* Does that mean you'll start keeping secrets from me too?

BellaMWhitlock: *falls over laughing* It must be. I -think- It's got something to do with my change, which is why he can't tell me.

Jo: Are you changing so quickly? *bites my lip* How is Leah handling it? *pauses* or should I not ask about her? *closes my eyes* What is the protocol for break ups with a friend's friend?

BellaMWhitlock: I don't know when. but he told me I'd probably be a vampire by the time Peter was done with his newborn year. I think he's scared because I'm so breakable and danger finds me easily. Leah's not...herself. She's acting like everything is okay when it's not. But I can't push her.

Jo: I wish I could do something for her, but I think I would probably only make things worse. *puts out hands* I need a burrito to eat my pain away before I go find some vodka.

BellaMWhitlock: *unwraps a burrito and hands it to Jo* Here. Let's eat. I want to eat forever while I still can. I mean, I can't imagine not eating ice cream.

Jo: *sighs* Yes I don't know what I would do without ice cream. How will you survive? *pauses* I mean besides off blood and loving Jasper?

BellaMWhitlock: Without ice cream there is no life.

JWhitlock: *picks up my cell from the coffee table to dial Bella, wondering where she is. Scrolls down to her name and hits 'talk'. Props my foot on the table, and leans back against the couch, waiting for her to answer*

BellaMWhitlock: *answers my phone, holding up a finger to Jo* Hey, Jasper!!

JWhitlock: Hey baby, where ya at? *slumps down into the couch*

BellaMWhitlock: at Jo’s. Wanna come and get me?

JWhitlock: Sure *stands and walks toward the door, grabbing my keys on the way out. Hops in the car, and takes off toward Jo's* I'll be there in a few. Love you. Bye. *hangs up the phone, tossing it into the passenger seat, my face curling into a wicked smile at the thought coercing her into give up the bet tonight*

BellaMWhitlock: *turns towards the door* Come over later, Jo dear, and let me know what's going on. *goes out on the porch to wait for Jasper* 

JWhitlock: *pulls up in front of the house, and sees Bella waiting for me on the front porch, parks at the curb and hops out of the car, leaving it idle, and walks up to Bella* Hey sugar, nice visit with Jo?

BellaMWhitlock: *throws myself into Jaspers arms* Hey!! Yeah, I did. she's great. What's up? 

JWhitlock: *shakes my head, turning and walking back to the car, Bella still in my arms* Nothin'. Missed you is all.

BellaMWhitlock: *smiles* Well lets go home then. I need some snuggles. bad. 

JWhitlock: *grins and sets her down, opening her door for her, then jogging back around to get into my seat*

BellaMWhitlock: *hops in and waits to be home, hoping I can get him to cave*

JWhitlock: *drives home quickly, and ushers Bella into the door, as soon as it's closed behind her, I turn and push her back into the door, pressing her body against mine, trapping her in a searing kiss* 

BellaMWhitlock: *my eyes roll back in my head and I automatically hike my leg up to his hip, grasping his shoulders for support* Fuck Jasper...

JWhitlock: *slides my hands down her sides, and down further to brush my fingers over her jean-clad sex, whispers in her ear* Do you want me, Bella?

BellaMWhitlock: *whimpers, knowing what he's trying to do and fighting desperately not to give in* N-no....

JWhitlock: *smirks* You don't? Well then... *begins to pull away from her, disentangling myself*

BellaMWhitlock: *debates for a short minute before launching myself back* No...fuck, I do....but fuck....the bet... 

JWhitlock: *moves closer to her, sliding my hands under her shirt, brushing my fingers over her nipples* Are you sure you don't want this... forfeit on the bet Bella *stoops down, my lips brushing her ear* I know you need to come Bella, I can feel your frustration... just imagine me hovering over you, driving into you again, and again, and again 

BellaMWhitlock: *swallows thickly, shaking my head from side to side as my body responds to Jasper* I want....win....damn you! *presses my lips to yours, knowing I'm only seconds from giving in*

JWhitlock: *mumbles against her lips, moving my fingers again, pinching lightly* What was that? Did you say that I win?

BellaMWhitlock: *groans, hating you and wanting you at the same time, mumbling incoherantly* yesfuckingyesihateyou

JWhitlock: *frowns, pulling back* What did you say?

BellaMWhitlock: *groans again* I said yes and that I hate you. But I don't hate you. I hate that I want you so fucking bad.

JWhitlock: *pulls her back toward me, gathering her in my arms* Don't ever fucking say that again. *carts her off to the bedroom, dropping her down onto the bed* Now, since I won the bet, you have to spend an entire weekend with me. In a secluded cabin. In the middle of the woods. Agreed? *leans against the wall, starting at her* 

BellaMWhitlock: *frowns* sorry, I didn't mean it. You know that. I don't like losing. *huffs* And yes. Entire weekend, you just tell me when.

JWhitlock: We'll leave tomorrow, first thing in the morning. But for now.... *crosses my arms over my chest* Undress.

BellaMWhitlock: *sits up on the bed, yanking my shirt off and shimmying my pants down, eyeing you curiously*

JWhitlock: *watches her intently, growing more and more excited* Now, lay back down and fold your arms behind your head.

BellaMWhitlock: *lays back and brings my arms up to my head, folding them behind me, not saying a word*

JWhitlock: *moves to the end of the bed, kneeling on the very edge* Spread your legs.

BellaMWhitlock: *complies, shivering from his tone and finding myself incredibly turned on*

JWhitlock: *crawls up toward her, trailing my hands up her thighs, placing small kisses on her belly, flicking my tongue at her navel* Just so you know, we won't be having sex today... *licks a path from her belly button down to her hip bone, and even further down to her inner thigh, just below the juncture of her thighs* That'll have to wait until our weekend...

BellaMWhitlock: *groans and bucks upwards* Jasper...please....I need you.

JWhitlock: Stay still, you can't move. *flicks my tongue at her center lightly, teasingly* How badly do you need me? How badly do you need to come?

BellaMWhitlock: *curls my toes at his words, struggling with myself to stay still* Bad. I fucking need you so bad!

JWhitlock: *puts my hands on her thighs, spreading her legs as far as they will go, lightly blowing on her swollen, dripping clit, leaning in to give it a brief suck*

BellaMWhitlock: *practically hissing* Jasper! I'm...I need you please!

JWhitlock: *tsk's at her* Patience darlin', patience. *licks her from top to bottom, then focuses my attention on her clit, and making her come, knowing how much she needs it.

BellaMWhitlock: *throws my head back, clenching my hair with my fists as Jasper works me, needing it and knowing within minutes I'll be done for* yess!!

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *forces his mind to calm, allowing him to focus on the things around him. He focuses on his senses, letting himself do nothing more then hear, smell, touch, and taste. He can feel too, every little fucking thing. His mind lets him know exactly where he's at, perched on the edge of the bed. The doors to his left, he can't see it, but it feels red, warm almost, as if some one had only just been there. He can hear Char, and knows she's been checking up on him.*

CharM: *flips through the pages of an interior design magazine with the prospect of giving Jo's room a more homey feel to it, glancing up at my bedroom door every five seconds or so*

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *feels the familiar burn flair in his throat. He knows he has to hunt, but he doesn't want to admit it.*

CharM: *puts the magazine down on the table, walking over to my bedroom and hovering at the door, before shaking my head and walking back to the living room*

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *Feels Charlotte approach the door again and sighs* It's your room, you know? You can come in.

CharM: *bites lip as Peter speaks up, turning around again and slowly walking back to my room* I thought you might be more comfortable with me somewhere else. *walks into the room, stopping just inside*

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *shrugs* I don't mind the company. I'm trying to...center myself...or something. I don't know. Keep myself calm? The calmer I am, the better I can 'see' things. You can sit down you know.

CharM: *nods, even though he can't see it, and sits down next to Peter, nerves and warmth instantly battling inside of me* See things? *tilts head to the side* How do you see them? 

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *shrugs* It's like waking up from a dream, and not remembering what it was about. You remember the feeling of it...but not the details. It's like seeing in Deja Vu.

CharM: *can't really remember what it's like to dream, let alone how it feels to wake up after one of them* That's nice. *tries to hide the confusion in my voice as I look at Peter* Can you see me now?

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *Shakes his head* No, but I know you're there, that you're staring at your lap, with your arms folded around you, and you're hair falling into your face just a little. *He reaches up, brushing it away blindly*. I can’t see it, but I know. 

CharM: That's amazing, Peter. *bites lip, blurting out the first thing that comes to mind as his fingers delicately move my hair back* Would you like to see me? *fumbles* I mean, Edward...he...well, he showed me how you...um could see him. I mean, you touched him and... *shakes head, frowning and finally silencing, heaving a sigh of relief* 

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *Chuckles* If you're okay with that.

CharM: *smiles, hiding my shaking hands behind my back and nodding, out of habit* I am.

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *leans forward, cupping Char's jaw gently. He runs his thumbs down the perfect line of her nose, moving to brush across her mouth. His hands cup her cheeks, fingertips skating over the tips of her eyelashes. He repeats the motions slowly, letting his hands slide down, fingers trailing across her neck as he pulls away* You're very beautiful, but I doubt I'm the first to say as much, huh? *bites his lip, trying to form a picture in his mind* What color are your eyes? 

CharM: Thank you. *shifts uncomfortably, figuring the truth would be best* I once had beautiful, blue eyes, but... *looks away from Peter* now they're crimson. *says the last word soft and weak, but with his vampire hearing Peter will hear it anyway* 

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *Frowns* Side effect? Are mine red too? 

CharM: *gently touches the skin underneath your eyes* Yours are remarkable. Red, of course but filmy or milky...They are quite exceptional. *pulls back hand as soon as I realize what I was doing* Um...Yes, we all have red eyes. Well, except for Edward's Sire and his coven. Edward once showed me their golden eyes.

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *Perks up at this* Because they eat animals?

CharM: Yes, I believe it's their choice in diet that has such a strange effect on their eye color. *unconsciously scoots closer and trails the same patch of skin again* I imagine yours will change as well. It takes a while for the human blood you brought into this life to leave your body, but once it does...I imagine yours will be much like theirs. Not completely, because they are already different from regular vampires, but it will have a golden base then. *stares at his eyes, because they are really mesmerizing* 

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *can feel that he's being stared at and forces himself to not squirm* I don't want to kill any one. If I can feed of animals....then I will. Even if it is fuckin' gross.

CharM: Is a cow not holy in some parts of the world? Is the cat not worshipped by Egyptians? Humans are no better than animals. *scoots back a little, creating some place between us in case Peter gets angry at my words* In fact, I can distinctly remember humans being mammals, which is a class of animals. *frowns, looking down at my lap and tugging at the sleeve of my shirt* Humans are often even worse than other animals though. They find pleasure in hurting others, they kill for sport and are the most corrupted species out there. If you go in the wild, surely you will come across a lion tearing into a zebra or an owl hunting a mouse, but those acts are out of necessity, for nutrition and survival. Humans don't need to harm others of their kind to survive, yet they do. *shakes head* It disgusts me. *looks up at Peter* Of course, there are those pure of heart, innocent and free of crime, those deserve to be spared, those deserve to live a full and happy life. Therefore, I will never harm them. For I was innocent once myself... 

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *feels himself grow irritated, but forced himself still. He doesn't know why she's so upset, he wasn't judging her. And that’s the point, isn't it?* It's not my place to judge others for their sins. I won't. If you want to, I won't -judge- you for that. But thank you so much for freaking the fuck out! Jesus fuck, this isn't easy for me! *Doesn't understand why he's freaking out himself but he growls, stomping off, and slamming the bathroom door behind her. The frame splinters, but he ignores it, ripping back the curtain he climbs into the shower fully dressed, cranking the water as hot as he can.*

CharM: *my face falls, not wanting this to happen, only wanting to explain myself to Peter and make him see why I made the choice I still make daily* Peter? *whispers through the door, leaning my head against it, feeling hurt because I hurt him* I never said it was easy, Peter. I just... *searches for the right words, desperately needing his forgiveness* I just wanted to make you understand who I am, my beliefs and my choices define me. *sighs, stepping back from the door* I'm sorry. It was too soon.

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *Growls, spitting venom* Did I give you the impression that I cared!? I never did anything to you, and you act like some crazy bitch! I can't deal with this right now okay? I don't care if you slaughter fucking children! I should care....but....agh! Fuck! I don't care what you do okay? 

CharM: *feels like someone slapped me in the face and then kicked me in the gut, only to throw me on the fire and dance around my pyre. Growls in response to my childe's anger that seems to affect me physically as well as emotionally, not to mention his words stabbing me like a knife* :::Crazy bitch! Crazy bitch he called me. I never raised my voice, I only explained some things. What the hell did I do wrong?::: *runs out of the bedroom and straight to playroom level, kicking against the wall in the hallway and creating a big dent, before scowling at it*

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *Growls at the door* I told you I don't care! I should! But when it comes you I just fucking don't! *slams his fist into the wall, feeling the tiles shatter.*

CharM: *doesn't hear Peter, having entered the sound proof, dark room, flipping on the switch and watching with a hint of satisfaction as the surviving humans huddle up together, their bodies tremble as they glance around frantically for a way to escape. I look over to my right and see the drained man from last time, only this time there is hardly any flesh on his bones* Very good. I see you've taken our advice. *smiles deviously, looking over each face, before settling on the crying woman's face, my smile falling* Ah Kim. It's such a surprise to even me, that I didn't kill you before. What do you think? Will today be the day you face judgment?

CharM: *pulls Kim up by the hair, grimacing at her tears and pleas* You're really pathetic, do you know that? You'd kidnap, molest and sell weak little children, but when someone comes for you, you're nothing but a sniveling, *throws her up against the wall, listening as the sound of several bones breaking reverberates through the room* disgusting, *grabs her by the throat and lifts her up against the wall* spineless, *lowers my head to her neck, running my nose up and down the length of it* worthless *bites down, sucking eagerly and draining her from her blood fast* human. *drops the body with a thud to the floor*

CharM: *turns around, taking in the other four and smiling as they stare at me* What? Do I have something on my face? *laughs and grabs the first man up by his throat* I remember you. *growls, narrowing my eyes at him* You're the one that tried to drug me. *licks the corner of my mouth, catching a drop of blood there* How many before you stumbled upon the wrong person? *squeezes a little tighter* HOW MANY??

CharM: *the human whimpers seven and I growl even more viciously*

CharM: You do know it's a divine number, don't you? *releases his neck, making him foolishly think I'm letting him go for now* God mustn't like that very much. You killing off his children and decided to intervene before number eight. *chuckles, because I can't really imagine myself as part of God's master plan, but just making up this stuff as I go* Well, judgment will be delivered, weakling. And it will not be in your favor. *hauls him up to his feet and grabs his hand, biting off a finger* That's one. *then I move forward quickly and bite off an ear* Two. *his nose next* Three. *another finger* Four. *his other ear* Five. *motions with my fingers that he has two more to go, looks him over thoughtfully, tears off a toe* Six. *grabs his dick, squashing it in my hand and ripping it clean off* Seven and that'll bleed. It's a fatal wound. *shrugs and throws him over to where the eaten man is lying*

CharM: *looks over at the last three* He'll be dead soon enough. So you'll get to eat then. Patience, weaklings. *heads out of the playroom, locking and bolting it behind me, feeling a lot better now that I got to release all that anger and heads upstairs for a shower* 

Edward: *lays on the roof, dead...or at least that's what anyone would think since he hasn't moved or communicated in over twenty-four hours*

Jo: *after Bella leaves I try and figure out if I should keep packing up stuff or not. Falling backwards on my bed I pull out my phone and text Edward* <I am very confused. What exactly does you buying me a bed mean?>

Edward: *shifts on the roof for the first time in over a day and peeks at his phone before responding to the text* <It means I like looking at your ass and you tend to not wear panties half the time when you're sprawled across the bed wearing just my shirt.>

Jo: *I gasp and sit up after reading Edward's text* <If you were in the room while I was asleep, why didn't you wake me up! Is my ass that mesmerizing?>

Edward: *snickers at Jo's text before responding* <You giggle randomly in your sleep. The resulting jiggle if fascinating.>

Jo: *jumping up and starting to pace around as I ring Edward's phone* I'll show him jiggling... *I mutter*

Edward: *laughs to himself and answers his phone* Well hello my darling wife...

Jo: Oh don't you darling me buddy. What do you mean by resulting jiggle, and I'll have you know that I have never giggled in my life! I demand proof.

Edward: Its nothing to be ashamed of, dear. You just titter over gaming conversations... And you've got a nice ass with some flesh on it. Certain motions cause that flesh to move in enticing ways when relaxed. Very appealing. *he growls softly into the phone*

Jo: *I blush at his growl even though he can't see me* Ok so I mumble about video games so sue me, but I don't think you should be staring at my ass unless you plan on doing more than just stare at it in the end. *biting my lip wondering if I should ask about a) what Bella said about him earlier and b) what we're doing about our faux relationship* Edward about the bed *I trail off still not sure what to say next*

Edward: *rolls his eyes* Well its not like I'd wake you up to stare. Why should you lose sleep you need just because I like to watch? *seriously, why can't any of the women he knows just understand that sometimes he just -wants- to watch? Was it that hard to comprehend?* What about the bed? Do you not like it?

Jo: Well thank you I guess for letting me sleep. And after sleeping on the bed I can confirm that it is perfect. Though I guess I'll have to jump on the bed to test out the frame.

Edward: *snickers at her method of testing* Well if that's all you want to do with it, go right ahead.

Jo: *sighs* How else would I? Take a sledgehammer to it?

Edward: Why in the world would you want to do that? *laughs* The best way to test a bed is to fuck in it, dear. Hard and hot... So many things get broken during a good fuck. Beds, lamps, shelves, desks, walls, entire houses...

Jo: *I suck in a breath and try to think of something to say back* Oh...

Edward: *sounds amused* If you ever get a chance to take a peek... All of the furniture in the building is at least steel reinforced and, in a lot of cases, titanium reinforced... Just in case.

Jo: If I get a chance? Do you plan on keeping me around long? *wonders if now's a good time to bring up if I'm moving into his place, but in the end chickening out and just waiting for his answer*

Edward: *makes a frustrated sound at her question... thankfully he's dealt with women of questionable emotional stability enough to know not to leave a sound like that as an answer and spoke* Didn't I already tell you that you were family now? The only way to get rid of us is to leave us and cut off contact... And they'll we'd still probably track you down.

Jo: *I frown at his frustration, but then quickly chuckle at him saying he would track me down* Well I have been told that I smell on more than one occasion. I'm glad we're family Edward, it means a lot. *pauses slightly awkwardly* So, what have you been up to today? Helping Peter get settled in or are you letting Charlotte handle that? *quickly bringing my hand to my face at bringing up that drama*

Edward: I have been lying on the roof for over a day now, playing dead until you sent me a text. Surprisingly, you're the only one that has attempted to contact me since I came up here instead of just wondering where I was. *sounds amused* As for those two... They had a little quarrel today; both are having their temper fits in different areas of the building.

Jo: Oh... sounds like you've had a busy day. I just *looking around my messy bedroom* laid around my place until Bella showed up with Mexican food. She's decided to eat everything she can before she's changed. Soon there won't be any humans left in our gang. *pauses and picks up my duffel bag and sets it on the bed again* Unless you count your hostages, which I don't.

Edward: *scoffs* Good thing you don't, cause they certainly aren't considered human by me... *then his voice becomes almost whiny and petulant* Are you planning on coming home anytime this week?

Jo: Coming home? Um Edward you do realize I'm already back at my apartment. *I stop and look down at my duffel bag and take in a deep breath* Unless by home you mean your place... maybe.

Edward: *furrows his brow, sounding confused when he responds* Well, yeah... I thought that was why you wanted a bed here... So you could move in. But I guess if you don't want to, you don't have to...

Jo: I just didn't want to invite myself to your place. I mean it's not like we're anything more than friends. *starts to ramble and pace as I do so* I mean we have this faux marriage thing, and then the whole odd Peter and Char side drama that affects you, and then I'm finally getting over Leah, and today Bella is warning me that you aren't relationship material. But I don't even know if I want to be in a relationship, but I can't deny that there is something between us that has just kind of formed. But I just assumed you only saw me as a friend to pass the time along... *I start to realize everything I've just said and slowly make myself stop, muttering* and I've just made an ass of myself.

Edward: Well that's okay... We've already established that I like your ass. *sounds amused before turning more serious* I'll admit, I'm a bit of a manslut. And to be honest I haven't had sex in two weeks and I'm about ready to go fuck a hole into a wall at this rate. *pause* Yes, I phrased that correctly. I'll fuck a whole new hole into a wall! *laughs again before bringing back the serious* As for relationship, I don't think I could honestly get into a relationship, not knowing that I or the other person might find our real mates one day. Its just wrong to commit when something like that is a possibility.

Jo: *sighs* I'm loving the heavy tone our conversation has taken. I don't expect you to be my boyfriend and marry me for real one day Edward. I just love hanging out with you. And you are extremely good looking. *pause* I'm guess what I'm saying is that we could be like best friends with benefits... best fuck buddies. *I chuckle* That sound ok to you, Manslut?

Edward: Well if that's what you really want...*starts out coy sounding before ending with a demanding growl* Why aren't you here and sitting on my dick?

Jo: *feels my stomach drop at his growl* Um, I can be there in 15 minutes. I just need to pack up some stuff. *sighs* Oh who am I kidding I've been packing up stuff all fucking day. But tomorrow you have to help me finish packing up, buddy!

Edward: Are you fucking kidding me? *incredulous* I've been deprived for two weeks, I'll probably still be fucking tomorrow if I get some tonight....

Jo: *chuckling* No I'm not kidding, tomorrow after you are thoroughly satisfied and I'm probably too worn out to walk you will help me pack my shit up. *grabbing my duffel bag I head toward the door* Now I'll be there in 5 minutes, try not to hump a wall before I get there, husband dear. *hanging up I exit my apartment and rush towards my new home*

Edward: *hangs up his phone, racing down the building, pausing for a quick shower and to spiff his... no, their room up before going down to the entrance level to wait for his fake wife to come home*

Edward: -----End Scene----

