BWhitlock: *stands on the front of the bed, facing Jasper* I think you owe me an apology. I want to go somewhere. 

JWhitlock: *stands in front of her* You're right about that. Where do you want to go?

BWhitlock: I'm hungry. I want to go somewhere...different. Can we go to Boston?

JWhitlock: *cocks a brow at her* Um... sure. Why Boston?

BWhitlock: I don't know. Can I ask you something?

JWhitlock: *nods, wrapping my arms around her waist* Of course.

BWhitlock: Is it bad if I want to eat someone who annoys me?

JWhitlock: *snorts* No, of course not. I've done it plenty of times. Why? Who did you have in mind?

BWhitlock: You ever watch that show on Food network? Ace of Cakes? That guy pisses me off on a daily basis.

JWhitlock: *nods seriously* Yes. I can see that. The Hogwarts cake they made was pretty fuckin' awesome, though. *grins* Wait, you don't mean you want to....

BWhitlock: *looks away* What if I did?

JWhitlock: Then I'd say let's get on the fuckin' road. That dude has been begging to be drained dry. *flashes into the closet to change my clothes*

BWhitlock: *claps and changes too* I shouldn't be this excited to eat someone. Can we take a cake too?

JWhitlock: *laughs, hollering from the closet* Sure! What would we do with a cake, though?

BWhitlock: *goes to stand by the door* I dunno. Give it to Jo. Come on!!

JWhitlock: *shakes my head, laughing, and grabs my keys, following her out to the car, hopping into the drivers seat* C'mon baby.

BWhitlock: ~~~~~~~~~~~~time warp Boston yay ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

BWhitlock: *bounces in my seat* What now?

JWhitlock: Welllll.... do you know where this guys, thing is? His, bakery or whatever? *taps my fingers against the steering wheel*

BWhitlock: Charm City Cakes, I think. *looks at map* That way. *points*

JWhitlock: *drives in the direction she's pointing, pulling up in front of the building, leaning forward, looking through the windshield at the door* Alright baby, this is your show. What do you want to do?

BWhitlock: *tilts my head* I dunno. we can ask him to make Dracula's Castle and then eat him.

JWhitlock: *laughs and shakes my head again* Alright, lets do this, then. *gets out of the car, walks up to the door, knocks*

BWhitlock: *watches as the guy opens the door, smiling and waving as he lets us in* we want a cake.

BWhitlock: A big one. Like Dracula’s castle. With...candy vampires.

JWhitlock: *shuts the door behind us, locking it, leaning up against it, crossing my arms over my chest, watching her do her thing* Money's no object. What the lady wants, the lady gets.

BWhitlock: *just rambles off a bunch of things, not really caring as he writes it down, amused that I'm having fun* With a blood mote.

JWhitlock: *pipes up* Make a little village around it. Full of... unsuspecting humans.

BWhitlock: *grows bored super fast* Fuck it Jasper, I’m bored with this.

JWhitlock: Do your thing, darlin'. I'm here for damage control, and moral support. *notices the cake fuckers emotions begin to turn* I'd do it now, though.

BWhitlock: *shrugs* Okay then. *turns to Duff* I dislike you. Nice job with the Hogwarts cake though! *pounces on him, snapping his neck and sinking my teeth in*

JWhitlock: *watches her with interest* Does he taste like confectioners sugar? I bet he does.

BWhitlock: *pulls back for a moment* He's very sweet. *sinks back in, sucking deeply until he's dry, dropping him down*

JWhitlock: Which cake do you want? Pick one out while I take care of the body. *picks Duff up, slinging him over my shoulder, leaving through the back of the bakery, into the alley*

BWhitlock: *strolls through the cakes, picking out a pretty pink one, nothing super fancy* This one, for Jo. She'll like it.

JWhitlock: *tosses him in the dumpster, picks up some newspaper and other debris, setting it ablaze with my lighter. Throws the burning trash into the dumpster, waiting until it's fully blazing. Walks back inside.* Good choice. Let's get on the road, shall we?

BWhitlock: *nods and puts the cake in the box* Should I be upset that I got enjoyment out of that?

JWhitlock: Nah. *helps her load the cake in the trunk* That guy was an annoying fuck. And Duff? Seriously? I bet he dressed up like Duff Man in his spare time....

BWhitlock: *laughs* Good, I don't feel bad then. In fact, I feel quite good. He was like chocolate. Very sweet. Want a taste?

JWhitlock: Mmmm... sure do. *leans over the console, giving her a deep kiss, tasting the remnants of her meal* You're right. Very sweet.

BWhitlock: *nods* Mmm. I wonder if all bakers are that good? Or if it was just him.

JWhitlock: I'm not sure. We should make an experiment out of it, in the future. *points the car toward home*

-----Meanwhile-----

Edward: *sits at the kitchen table, surrounded by various containers and tubes, wires and electrical implements. he's casually smoking a fat Cuban cigar as he works to solder together a small circuit board before firmly attaching it to device about half the size of his palm. once he finishes that, he starts on another piece that's the same and yet wired differently so as to not look like it was designed by the same person. he's very patient as he makes a couple dozen of these small devices before he pulls out measuring implements and starts making careful measurements of various substances, mixing them together. as he reaches this portion of the task, his eyes light up with an unholy sense if gleeful anticipation...yet he continues to puff on the cigar and work with patient and steady hands*

Edward: *packs away his freshly made explosives into a convenient and obvious duffel bag before cleaning up his work area. he then takes the duffel bag and puts it in the least obvious place... and potentially the most dangerous place. the prop supplies room down in the playground! once that's completely he opens up his mind and searches the building. surprisingly he doesn't hear anyone except a faint echo of Jo that he gets when someone is intently concentrating on something and hasn't made definite plans. curious, he seeks her out*

Jo: *sitting in my study I have the taste of something like a cigarette in my mouth, trying to ignore the taste I go back to my search. I've been researching wedding related stuff for the past few hours and had oddly been sucked in by the whole thing. Not having been extremely girly growing up I never realized how many things I would want in my wedding. Flowers, dresses, colors, location, etc. After looking through what seemed to be 100 dresses I push away from my chair the need for nicotine becoming to great. Pulling out a cigarette and lighter I walk out onto my study's balcony and light up before taking in a drag.*

Edward: *wanders into Jo's study and up behind her. without even thinking about it, he just wraps his arms around her from behind, leaning to place a kiss on her neck while thinking an apology to her...since he obviously smells of cigar smoke and he figures that's what caused her to feel the need to smoke*

Jo: *chuckles at his mental apology as I lean against him and take in another drag* It's not totally your fault. I've been meaning to quit. I'm just glad I'm not smoking like a chimney like I used to. Sure you smoking kind of pushed me over the edge, but I was already there from my own bad habits. *taking another drag I let one of my hands drift over his and lovingly squeeze it.*

Edward: Its not like it can hurt you anyway, so it isn't like you have to quit. *he nuzzles into her neck, tightening his arms around her waist* And if there finally comes a time when smoking is completely outlawed, and no place on earth makes or sells them anymore... If you want to smoke, I'll make sure you have what you want. *he's always good with declarations like that, and he has enough lack of morals and resources to pull through on all the ones even remotely possible*

Jo: *shakes my head at his statement* I think if they outlaw smoking I'll just quit. *takes one last drag and then puts the cigarette out in an ashtray on a table on the balcony before turning to face Edward* But I appreciate that you would do that for me. *quickly looking behind him I check to see what I have up on my computer screen, happy to see I minimized all my web searches. Looking back at Edward I give him a quick kiss before laying my head on his chest* So what have you been up to day that made you want to smoke a cigar? *thinking about the last time I saw someone smoke a cigar was went a college friend had his first kid, but knows that isn't why Edward was smoking*

Edward: *glances over at the computer when Jo turns her interest that way, curious and nosey enough to wonder what she's checking... he reads the first few words of each pages’ minimized title bar, curious when they don't make any familiar sense, but he'll sort it out later he decides. when she asks her question, he answers right away, honestly. for better or for worse...* I was putting together explosives. Dynamite, C4... Fun stuff. *while answering he's turned his eyes to her cleavage, letting one finger trail over the neckline of the shirt she's wearing*

Jo: *sighs softly at his touch when his words finally make sense in my head. Shocked I smack his hand away* Explosives? Are you crazy? That isn't fun stuff you could have killed us all. *shaking my head at how random Edward can be I walk past him into my study muttering* It's like I'm marrying the Unabomber or something.

Edward: I had to make it challenging and interesting somehow... *whines slightly, following after Jo when she heads back into the study and shakes his hand as if her smack had stung, though its mostly for show* You know I'm not exactly legal in everything I do... If that bothers you... *he leaves it unfinished, because he's really not sure he -can- clean up his act after nearly a century and he's not giving her the option to back out of the marriage*

Jo: *turns to him quickly getting the gist of his thoughts* So you can't change for me, and I can't change my mind? *brings the palms of my hands over my eyes, like I'm trying to pretend Edward isn't here and we aren't having this conversation. Sighing cause I knew that trick wouldn't work I bring my hands down to look at him* I know you don't live like most people Edward, and that usually doesn't bother me. But you can't tell me you were making a bomb with in an unsafe distance of me expect me to find it as funny as, oh I don't know, Char would. I'm a wolf but that doesn't make me invincible. You blow me up and I'm dead Edward. End of story. *sighing I sit down in my chair and turn towards the computer, wondering if I'm just over reacting from the PMS*

Edward: *considers, having not even taken mortality into consideration... because lets face it, if a bomb blew up in his face he'd be dead too, the whole fire thing and all... and he's free with his thoughts on the matter* I guess I hadn't even thought of that. *his words are slow as he considers* I wasn't thinking of it as being something funny though, that wasn't what I meant by fun... I suppose I do rather get Unabomber when there's something I can do that's ridiculously easy for me that would have humans sweating bullets. I'll be more careful in the future, you have my word. *then leans forward, turning her around so that she's facing him and not the computer as he puts a hand on either side of the desk, caging her in. he moves his face so that he's staring into her eyes* And don't for a second think that I'm taking away your choice to change your mind about us. I never said I couldn't change. I just don't know if I can. It's part of being a vampire. Change is difficult for us. And... I don't -want- you to leave me. *his eyes are vulnerable for a moment* So I don't want that option there... But it is.

Jo: *bringing my hands up to his face I lean my forehead against his* I don't want to leave you Edward, I'm 99% sure I'm in love with you. Even when you do crazy things like build bombs. *kisses him softly and pulls back into his eyes* I'm yours, and you never have to worry about me leaving. And I don't want you to change, I just want you to realize that I'm not completely like you and Char and heck everybody else that lives here. I might be more durable than the average person, but that doesn't mean I don't worry about things like dying. *closes my eyes feeling my eyes start to water slightly* :::I was also upset because I don't want anything to happen to you either. If I lost you Edward I'm pretty sure it would kill me::: *bites my lip and then opens my eyes again, blushing at what I'm about to admit* You have to know how happy you've made me lately. I mean *pauses* I was looking up wedding stuff earlier, like really girly stuff. If that doesn't say I love you I don't know what does *I chuckle lightly at my joke*

Edward: *returns her all too brief kiss, because he'd be stupid not to* I'll be more careful. Promise. I'd cross my heart and hope to die on it...But yeah. *he gives a sheepish smile before lowering to his knees in front of her, looking up at her face with an adoring expression. when her eyes start to water, he reaches up to brush his thumb lightly below her eye. he doesn't really know how to respond to the death thing, because while there's a pretty damn good chance he'd never die, there's just no way of really knowing what might happen. thankfully she moves on before he has to try to formulate a response* You were looking at wedding things? *he brightens, moving up and turning her back around to face the computer in one smooth motion* Show me what you're interested in so far!

Jo: *chuckles at how excited he is. I get up from my chair and force him to sit in it before sitting on his lap. Moving my hand to the mouse I pull up a few pages that I was looking at* Just simple stuff like dresses and flowers, nothing to fancy. Did you have an idea of where you want to have it at? It's your wedding too. So it only seems fair that we make these decisions together. *sitting on his lap sideways I lay my head on his shoulder to let him look at what I pulled up on the computer*

Edward: For our wedding? *his mind races, thinking of all the places he's been and probably unintentionally hurting Jo if she hasn't managed to block his thoughts. eventually his racing thoughts zero in on an old memory, one grainy from being seen through mortal eyes. a small pink tinted and grimy looking hand holding an old photograph, yellowed with age, of a handsome couple dressed in old fashioned clothing and standing at the altar of an old church and then looking up to see the same altar before turning to a woman with bright green eyes and the faint words of a young boy saying "This is the place, mama?" before he blacks out his mind* I'm not sure, did you want to get married just the one time or do you want to renew vows at random in different places?

Jo: How about we just worry about the first real one and then later we can talk about renewing our vows. *kisses his neck, trying to remember what the alter from his memory looked like. Pulling back slightly to look into his eyes I quietly ask not sure how he'll respond* Edward was that were your parents got married? Would you want to get married there too?

Edward: I would, but it isn't possible. That church burned down shortly after I was turned. *he pulls Jo into an embrace, because he likes having his arms around her, she's comforting* With the Spanish Influenza raging, it reached the point where they were burning bodies to dispose of them and try to kill the sickness from spreading. One of the fires got out of control and several buildings were lost including that church. *he pauses, reflecting* Maybe we should have it in Peter's bar. We did meet there after all...

Jo: *Frowns remembering exactly how they meet at Peter's bar.* You mean you want to have our wedding where you basically had sex with Char on the dance floor the first night I went out with Leah? Do you realize how fucked up that suggestion is? I think I take back what I said about you getting to make decisions. *I smile slightly to show him I'm mainly messing with him, but the memory of him and Char on the dance floor floats around my head. Not trying to be insecure by comparing myself to Char, but unable to stop where my thoughts are headed. Biting my lip I try to hide my face from him since it's about the only thing I can hide from him*

Edward: *realizes he's an idiot and an ass...but she's always denying the ass part. he lets her hide her face, though he does make a disappointed sound when she does.* Well shit... *he lets his head drop back to stare up at the ceiling and, since he's already fucked that up, he just goes and adds to it.* So you're saying you don't want the honeymoon in the bar either?

Jo: *groans at his honeymoon suggestion and hits his chest* You promised me a trip to an island your sire got for his wife. So I expect that. No offense to what you and Char had, but I really don't want to start our married life off where you and her got it on whenever you felt like it. I have enough insecurities as it is, let's not help them multiply. *goes to look at him and see he's staring at the ceiling, bringing one hand up to his cheek I bring his face back to mine* We'll figure out somewhere else to have the wedding. It doesn't have to be perfect as long as it's you and me and our friends I'll be happy. *thinks* Do you want to go traditional and have a wedding party? Like a best man and maid of honor.

Edward: *honestly looks confused when he responds* So... You're... -Not-... Going to want me to show everyone how much I hunger for your body at any time? Cause, you know, if we weren't doing this 'not til the wedding' thing, I'd totally be fucking you right now... *and he pulls her back against him onto his lap so she can get more up close and personal to his happy hard on that had grown at the idea of recreating the bar fuck with her as his co-star. he purses his lips, still holding her against his confined boner as he considers her wedding party thing* I thought Bella was going to be your matron of honor and Char was going to be my best woman? *confused again, hadn't they already mentioned that part of it? but there is one thing he isn't confused about* And Carlisle has already agreed that we just need to give them 12 hour notice and they'll be here for the wedding and let us have the island for however long we want.

Jo: *blushes at his wanting to molest me in public* You might be into doing it in public, but the closet I've come to doing it was in a bathroom of a bar when no one else could come in. *sucking in a breath at the feel of his hard on I try not to wiggle in his lap* Tell me again why we're doing the whole 'not til the wedding' thing, cause I currently am against that idea in general. *bites my lip as I concentrate on things that aren't sex related in the hopes of not jumping Edward. Focusing on his confusion over the wedding party question I try to remember if I had brought it up before* You're probably right and it just slipped my mind. I guess we can just have Peter and Jasper as their escorts and not worry about having a huge wedding party. I'm also glad that they are coming for the wedding. *pauses nervously before asking my next question* Do you think we should invite Leah and Carter?

Edward: *murmurs into Jo's ear* So what if no one actually saw a thing while we were doing that? I have amazing control during such moments, you know... *he sucks her earlobe into his mouth, growling softly as he tugs it slightly before releasing it* And we're waiting so that we can have the satisfaction of proving someone wrong. *he grinds his erection into her thigh just a bit* Though I am sorely tempted at times to not give a shit if they're right or wrong... *he listens to her talk about the wedding party, carefully not thinking about stuff he usually only thinks about when she's deeply asleep or thoroughly distracted* If you want to invite her and her new mate, go for it... I don't give a shit either way. My only concern is if you or Charlotte would be upset by her presence... And Bella, but she's too forgiving for her own good.

Jo: *groans at his actions, I feel myself get flustered and almost agreeing to doing something in public but his concealed thoughts catch my attention* I don't mind if she comes. I want to be her friend, even though we ended badly I still care about her. *turning around to straddle his legs and feeling his hard on hit me right where I want him most. Bringing my hands up to his face and wiggling slightly to distract him as I ask my next question* What are you hiding from me? I may not be as skilled at you with this mind stuff, but I know you're keeping something from me.

Edward: *smirks at Jo's attempt to distract him and pulls her down as he grinds up into her, getting the sweet spot just right* Now sweetheart... If I can keep focused enough during sex to control the dominant thought processes of a hundred people or so at a time, do you think I'll be so easily sidetracked? *he moves to kiss and nip at the side of her neck slightly* Besides, I just want to surprise you...

Jo: *moans and tilts my head to the side to allow him better access as my hands roam down to his chest* It was worth a shot. I'll let you surprise me, but I just find it slightly unfair that you can do that shit while I can't even keep simple things hidden from you. *bites my lip as I pull his upper body flush with mine and moves my hips to get more needed friction* Do you know how you can make it up to me though?

Edward: Even if we hadn't joined, I'd most likely still know all of your thoughts... I'm a nosy bastard like that. *he sucks on her neck, marking her skin with a nice hickey before pulling back to look at her through blackened eyes* What is it that you want?

Jo: *licks my lips and then kisses him lightly before whispering over his mouth* You can tell me another secret your keeping from me. *kisses him again harder this time and pouring all the lust and love I have for him, and as I kiss him I give him an out since I doubt he is going to tell me any other secrets since he usually keeps them for a reason* :::Or you can just distract me the best way you know how::: *I tease him through our connection as I work my hands up into his hair and fist some in both hands before breaking our kiss to get some air and move my lips down to his neck wanting to leave my own mark*

Edward: Well, I can't think of anything else I'm keeping secret at this exact moment... *but despite his words, there's a quick flutter of green in his thoughts before he's sucking on her lower lip* ::So I guess I'll just have to distract you anyway, since you're so set on getting something...:: *he lets one hand slide around her thigh, pulling her closer into his hard dick as he slides it around to unfasten her jeans* ::Which means the only real question is...:: *as he slides his fingers down, dipping his thumb between her folds to press against her magic button even as he grinds upward* ::How fond are you of these jeans?::

Jo: *completely loosing my train of thought at Edward's fingers touching me, I attack his lips while my hands continue to molest his hair.* :::What, my jeans... I'm wearing jeans? God that feels good::: *I move my hips slightly to get his fingers to start moving.* :::Honestly Edward I don't give a fuck about these jeans. Do whatever you want with them::: *Feeling him grind against me makes my tongue dart out to touch his lips as I briefly think about how I want to use my tongue on another part of his body*

Edward: ::There's something that will really thrill me...:: *and before she can come out of her lust enough to comprehend what he's about, he moves her! he quickly pops open the windows for the wedding things she had been looking at and, after tearing off her jeans and underwear and throwing them randomly around the study, he has her seated on the computer chair and facing the monitor, pushed into the desk with him nowhere in sight... but that's okay, because he soon makes his presence known as he pulls her legs, bringing her ass to the edge of the computer chair and drawing her legs up over his shoulders before sliding his tongue along the slick exterior of her folds*

Jo: *gasping at Edward's cold tongue against my hot wet core I grip my desk and see that the computer screen has one of the wedding dresses I've been looking at up on display. I feel myself get wetter just thinking about what I would look like in the dress walking towards Edward in a tux. Letting my hands wander down from the desk to find Edward's hair again I start to unconsciously push his head closer to me.* I fucking love when you distract me. *Closing my eyes I bite my lip and imagine that I'm in a wedding dress as Edward continues to lick my folds, my eyes pop back open quickly as I hear my cell phone start ringing. Looking down I see it's my editor from work* FUCK! *not sure whether to ignore it or not, I stare at the phone for a moment*

Edward: *growls against Jo's clit when she pictures the wedding, his tongue lashing out to tease the bundle of nerves with hunger... for more than just feasting on her juices... he's insanely aroused at the idea of her working on planning their wedding and then, when he hears her phone ring, his desire shoots up another notch* ::Answer it...:: *his urging comes with an intricate twirl of his tongue through her folds and over her hot, sensitive flesh*

Jo: *licking my lips I try my best to concentrate on answering the phone as I bring it to my ear* Hello? *there's a brief pause before I hear my editor Shawn give a sigh of relieve* "Joss, I am so glad I reached you this late. Look it seems that next week we're gonna be short staffed for a few days and I was wondering if you wouldn't mind coming in to help us out. You're one of the few people we have that also can do layout and graphics." *Sucking in a sharp breath at Edward's tongue running over my sensitive clit, I barely hear what Shawn is saying until I notice he's stop talking* I'm sorry Shawn I must have lost you there for a bit, you were saying something about helping out? *I tug on Edward's hair as a warning to both myself and him* :::I can't believe I'm doing this while on the phone with my boss::: "Yeah I was hoping you wouldn't mind filling in for Dennis a few days next week. I know it's not your usual job, but you have been mentioning about doing some extra work with those guys and now would be the perfect time to show them what you've got." Um... *I pause trying to focus while I feel my stomach tighten from the sensations happening* Yeah Shawn, anything you need. I'm kind of in the middle of something right now, but I'll call you later for more details ok?

Edward: *growls at the idea of Jo being away because, face it, he's a vampire and they tend to be possessive fuckers... his thoughts as he suddenly plunges two fingers deep into her pussy are along the lines of buying out the paper and letting her do whatever she wanted, whenever she wanted on the paper... he growls again, sucking on her clit while driving his fingers fast and hard into her pussy, curling the tips to hit the extra sweet spot with each thrust*

Jo: "Great, you're awesome. I'll let the folks in the design department know tomorrow that you'll be there." *Suddenly I gasp out loud when Edward's fingers curl inside me, and apparently Shawn heard me too* "Joss are you okay? Is something wrong?" :::Oh dear god, I think I'm about to cum while on the phone with my boss, this has got to be a dream.::: *I bite my lip to keep in the moan as I feel my legs start to twitch as I feel myself about to orgasm* Yeah, Shawn. I, um, just hit my kicked my desk and knocked over some stuff in the process. I really have to go I'll talk to you later. Bye. *quickly I hang up not even waiting for a response as I start to cum over Edward's hands* FUCK EDWARD. *I scream out a few other nonsense words as my legs start to really tremble and convulse under my desk*

Edward: *grips Jo tightly to him with his free hand while the other continues to work her pussy. as he feels her orgasm subside, he eases off, purring like a satisfied cat over his serving of delicious cream... once her tremors are completely still, he slides his fingers from her, sucking them clean before using his mouth to clean her of everything except a slight trace of his venom before he pushes the chair far enough away from the desk to look up at her with smoldering black eyes* I can't wait until I can fuck you silly and have my scent locked into your body...

Jo: *looking into his eyes I nervously bite my lip at his comment paired up with his intense gaze. I let myself fall back against my chair slightly exhausted* I think I'll probably die from bliss on the first day of our honeymoon at this rate. And I can't believe I just did that, I never did stuff like that before I meet you. *chuckling at how much that's changes, I then taking a moment to collect myself before I reach for Edward's hand and start to head towards our bedroom* I think it's my turn now to enjoy your body. Don't you think?

Edward: *scoffs at her death statement* While that would be a blissful death, I'm a lot more careful with those I care about than to let them die. *pauses* Though that would be an acceptable method of death for someone I cared about. *he links his fingers with hers as she leads him toward the bedroom. he now has new secret plots to keep...for now* I'm not sure if I can let you have control. *his voice is skeptical, teasing* You don't seem to have the same level of self control as I do.

Jo: *pouts at his teasing and let's go of his hand to crawl onto our bed and lay down* Well if that's how you feel, you can take care of yourself, buddy? *I frown at the words coming out of my mouth not sure if it's the PMS or me teasing him. Trying to play it off as teasing I scoff lightly* I'll have you know I think I have great self control. It's not my fault that I haven't had a century or so to perfect it like you have.

Edward: *smirks slightly at her reaction to his teasing and he stops at the foot of the bed. he slowly peels his clothing off, tossing first his shirt and then his jeans aside... and since that's all he was wearing, he's soon crawling up onto the bed toward Jo. once he's hovering nude and aroused over her, he leans down to place a light kiss to her cheek, brushing a series of feathery kisses to her lips before placing a final one on the tip of her nose. then he rolls over to be on the bed about two feet away from her, his torso propped against the headboard* Okay, if that's what you want... *he lets his hand slide down his torso with deliberate, almost teasing, slowness before he wraps it firmly around his hard cock*

Jo: *inhaling a breath to calm myself I turn over to look at Edward as he starts to touch himself. Seeing him completely naked I unconsciously reach out with one hand to touch him. Noticing what my rogue hand was doing I pull it back in quickly and blush at how little self-control I really have. Looking up at Edward's face I smile* Fine you win, I have horrible control. *I sit up and sit next to him against the headboard* But does that mean you don't want my help with that? *I shift my gaze to his dick for a moment before looking back at him questioningly*

Edward: *has been watching Jo from the moment he took his shirt off, so he's got a nice view of watching her eyes as she takes him in. his smile is actually gentle instead of arrogant when she admits that she has horrible control.* I wasn't trying to prove a point... I just thought you might like to watch. *he leans over, pressing a kiss to her jaw while continuing to stroke his cock* But you, my dear... Are always free to help in any way you wish.

Edward: *fades the scene to black*

