BWhitlock: *walks into our room, peeking in at Jasper, wondering what kind of mood he's in today*

JWhitlock: *sits up on the bed when Bella walks in* I see you've put your clothes on. 

BWhitlock: *narrows eyes* Yep. After I pranced around in front of everyone. *smiles cheekily*

JWhitlock: *glowers at her* Fucking funny. *stands from the bed, and paces around a bit, then sits down in a chair in the corner of the room, my stomach sloshing, I'm so full*

BWhitlock: I should probably also tell you that Peter and I helped Jo fuck with Edward. I groped her. Peter did the rest. *crosses my arms*

JWhitlock: Are you fucking kidding me? We have one fight, and this is what happens. *knows that they were just fucking with Edward, but is still fucking pissed over the thought of ANY one else touching her, or her touching ANY one else*

BWhitlock: *stands my ground* I would have done it anyway, had we not been fighting, just so you know. Nobody touched me. It was nothing.

JWhitlock: S'what it always is, isn't it? Nothing? I can't let this go on, Bella. It's not alright. *a brilliant idea forms in my mind, and my anger is slowly melting away to amusement, but keeps up the pretence for my purpose*

BWhitlock: Let what go on? It was one time. *gives you a glare* One time!

JWhitlock: *raises a brow, then stands* Since you've been changed, maybe. Certainly not since we've been mated. *opens the door* C'mon, come with me.

BWhitlock: Not since we agreed to be with each other, you mean. I did things before we agreed, get your timeline right! *huffs but follows you out the door*

JWhitlock: Walks swiftly through the halls, and to the stairs, taking them down, down, down* Fine. One time then, what's to stop you from doing it again?

BWhitlock: *shrugs* I dunno. Nothing, I guess. *deciding to be a pain in the ass, still mad at him*

JWhitlock: *pauses when she answers, not expecting this* That's great Bella, just great. *opens the door to one of Edward’s play rooms* In. Now.

BWhitlock: *rolls my eyes and walks in* Yes sir.

JWhitlock: *closes the door with a quiet click behind us, and flicks the lock, knowing it's useless-if she wanted to leave, she'd leave. I kept a foreboding look on my face as I turned from the door to look at her, her face scrunched up into a cute pout. Walks toward her slowly, my hands clasped behind my back* You've been bad, Isabella.

BWhitlock: *eyes you, quirking my brow* So? *stands up a little taller* Your point being?

JWhitlock: *walks closer still, standing right in front of her, stooping to speak into her ear* So, you must be punished.

BWhitlock: *snorts* Are you serious? You're going to -punish- me? *laughs*

JWhitlock: You find that hard to believe? My dear, you have, so far, worn the pants in this relationship. It's time for me to put my foot down. *struggles not to melt back into my usual, worshiping self as I look at her, and keeps my firm demeanor*

BWhitlock: *crosses my arms* Is that so? *snorts again* go for it, by all means. *rolls eyes*

JWhitlock: *moves in a flash and tears her clothing off* Yes, that is so.

BWhitlock: *frowns* Jasper, what the hell? *covers my chest, purely for principle*

JWhitlock: *points to a leather covered bench in the middle of the room* Over there. Now.

BWhitlock: Oh hell no you didn't just tell me to go somewhere. *stubborn, trying ever so desperately to quell the feelings of desire to prove my point*

JWhitlock: *narrows my eyes* Oh hell yes, I did. *looms over her* Go. Now.

BWhitlock: *cowers a little, but shows my distaste with my eyes as I slink over to stand by the bench. Glares* 

JWhitlock: *flits after her, removing my shirt, tossing it to the side, just because I felt like it* On your knees, Isabella. Face the bench.

BWhitlock: *growls as I move down to my knees, snarling at Jasper*

JWhitlock: *picks up the leather bindings off a table in the corner, and walks over to Bella, leaning over her, speaking into her ear again* Don't snarl at me. You know you love it. *reaches down and grasps her wrists, tying the bindings tight around them, then loops the leather under the bench, and ties the other end of the bindings around her knees* Do. Not. Break. These. Straps.

BWhitlock: *practically shrieks* love it?! And if I do break them? *unable to submit, even though I want to*

JWhitlock: It would be bad. Very bad. Now, are you going to continue screaming at me, or shall I gag you? *walks over to the table, and picks up a ball gag, holding it to where she can see it*

BWhitlock: *balks* You wouldn't. *eyes the ball gag*

JWhitlock: *arches a brow* Wouldn't I? *walks toward her slowly*

BWhitlock: *trembles* Fine. don't do that. *clamps mouth shut*

JWhitlock: *leans down to whisper to her* I'm not really mad baby, but I have to do -something-. If you want me to stop at anytime, just tell me. *straightens, and walks across the room and picks up a leather riding crop off the little table of toys, and walks back to Bella, tapping it against my palm lightly* Now, what I think you need is a good spanking.

BWhitlock: *swoons a little* Okay. *puts my head down* I'm sorry for doing wrong.

JWhitlock: *runs the smooth leather end of the crop over her exposed ass, and up and down her back, along her spine* You should be. I won't tolerate others putting their hands all over my mate, Isabella.

BWhitlock: *swallows* nobody touched me...*risks a glance at Jasper* But I'm sorry.

JWhitlock: That's neither here, nor there, Isabella. You still touched others, did you not? Like I said, intolerable. *taps the crop against my hand once again, before bringing my arm back, and letting the crop swing through the air and land against her ass, hard enough for her to feel it, but not hard enough to cause her any real pain*

BWhitlock: *hisses, more from pleasure than anything* Never again. I swear. *looks up at him with heated eyes*

JWhitlock: You better mean it, Isabella. *brings the crop down again, it whistles through the air on it's path down, and connects with her flesh again. Repeats this two, three, four times, before there's a crack, and the crop breaks in half, pulls it back with a bewildered expression* Whoops.

BWhitlock: *cries out, incredibly turned on* Did you...*gasp* break it?

JWhitlock: *nods* Yeah. I can't believe it broke.... Oh well, guess that's the end of that. *drops the broken crop to the floor, and reaches down, releasing Bella*

BWhitlock: *looks up at him, shaking out my arms* do you...feel better? *still breathing heavy*

JWhitlock: *nods* I do. *holds out a hand to help her up*

BWhitlock: *pulls myself to my feet* Good. I won't lie. That was....fucking hot.

JWhitlock: *pulls her in for a kiss* Well have to do it again sometime. *gives her boob a grope* Why don't you go on and get dressed, baby?

JWhitlock: Why don't we go hunting again tomorrow. You can choose what we hunt.

BWhitlock: *nods* Okay, I guess. *moves to the door* It's not even a question of what I want to hunt.

JWhitlock: Just, think about it, alright. Make sure this is what you really want to do. *watches as she heads toward the door*

BWhitlock: Okay baby. I will. *makes my way back up to our room to put clothes on*

-----Meanwhile-----

Leah: *Looks at Carter's door, making sure he's still sleeping before digging through the hall table drawers. I'm snoopy and I feel like there's something he's hiding. No one is as perfect as him with such little faults. I close the first one and open the next, digging to the back and finding a mini baggy with a white powder-y thing inside. I sniff the bag in confusion, not sure what to make of it. Maybe it's weed? Or crack! I poke the bag curiously. I've never seen drugs before. I stuff the thing in my pocket, closing the drawer and sitting down on the floor. Carter does drugs? Maybe he just sells them, wait Carter sells drugs? Why didn't he tell me about this? I tell him just about everything, no wonder he likes me. He's either high or has serious brain damage!*

Carter: *groans and rolls over, noticing Leah isn't here* baby girl?

Leah: *Hears Carter calling out for me, I cringe and answer timidly, tiptoeing back to the guest room* Yeah?

Carter: Where'd you go?? *frowns* What's wrong?

Leah: Nothing babe! *Winces, laying on the bed, trying to think this through. I'm in love with a drug dealer. Oh god, can I be arrested for this shit?*

Carter: *stares* You're lying. What's up? You can tell me anything.

Leah: It's nothing! *Dips my finger in the baggy, pulling it out to sniff*

Carter: Dude, Leah, what the hell do you have?!

Leah: *Pulls the baggy out* I don't know, why don't you tell me?

Carter: *falters* Oh hell. Listen, I don't do it anymore! Not since I met you. I swear.

Leah: *Glares* So you're a druggie?

Carter: What?! No! Not really. I only did it every now and then, when I needed a pick me up. I was alone, and lonely...I mean, I only sold for a while, but that's because I had to pay my way through school!

Leah: Oh great. Most people get a job. You sell drugs. Just great.

Carter: *puts my face in my hands* I totally forgot about them. And I haven't sold in years, for real. I just had some left over.

Leah: Is there anything else you forgot to tell me? Like maybe you're wanted by the police?!

Carter: No, Leah, I swear! I would have told you, but I was so...involved with you, and I didn't even think about using them, that I just didn't think.

Leah: Maybe you didn't think because the drugs gave you brain damage! *Stands up pacing* Why the fuck would you do drugs? What drugs to you use?!

Carter: *sighs* It's ecstasy. I'll flush it right now, I swear.

Leah: E? You're taking E? Is that why you were....is that why you...were you on it when we...? *Not sure how to ask, feeling heart broken.*

Carter: Leah, I didn't take it for days before meeting you. I didn't do it a lot. I swear. And I haven't touched it since.

Leah: *Puts the finger on my mouth, trying to see what it tastes like, if it's worth it*

Carter: *shakes my head and snatches the bag* NO. Don't touch this stuff. Can we just get rid of it?

Leah: What? You can use it but I can't even touch the damn bag?

Carter: *growls* I don't want you to use it! I don't want to use it anymore. I only want you.

Leah: How can you even be sure you were a virgin? God! I had sex with you! *Knowing that sex with me couldn't even feel half as good as having someone so much as bump into you while on E. I'm so stupid.*

Carter: I only did it alone! Leah, please, I swear! *pleads with you*

Leah: *shakes my head, feeling tears coming to my eyes* Drugs? Shit.

Carter: I'm sorry. Really I am. But I didn't have anyone...or anything...and it was there. I'm not proud of it.

Leah: So the druggie and the cutter in a relationship. Wow.

Carter: *frowns* Cutter? what do you mean?

Leah: *Holds my arm out for him* Did you forget you decided to imprint on the girl who cuts herself on purpose?

Carter: Shit baby girl. Sorry-I didn't make the connection. Well how about this. i never touch this stuff again, if you never do that again.

Leah: It's not that easy, Carter. I can't just...stop.

Carter: What can I do to help you stop? I don't want you to hurt yourself ever. I'll do anything.

Leah: *Laughs humorlessly* Well you could keep me here where you have to razors I can take apart.

Carter: *huffs out a sigh* I'll never shave again if that's what it takes. Do you understand me?

Leah: *Shakes my head* So no more E and no more cutting? If I let you keep your drugs can I keep your razors or does it not work that way?

Carter: Doesn't work that way. I don't have the desire to touch that stuff anymore. Go flush it. But the razors...I don’t want you to be tempted.

Leah: *Runs to flush the E happily, glad he wont be taking it any more. Maybe not having razors will be good for me. I run back to him and jump on the bed, sitting in his lap* I'm sorry I freaked.

Carter: You had a right to. I'm sorry I didn't tell you. But honestly, I truly just forgot. *wraps my arms around your waist*

Leah: I forgive you. I mean, there's still some stuff I haven't told you. *Lays my head back on his shoulder* So E? Does it really make you feel..more?

Carter: *sighs* It made me feel like I could do anything. Everything felt good. I pretty much just touched myself a lot. But I didn't care I was alone. *kisses your forehead*

Leah: *Laughs* I'm really trying to imagine that. *Snorts*

Carter: *groans* I'm not proud of it. And it doesn't compare to sex with you. I'd take you over it any day.

Leah: *Laughs* You've only had sex with me once and that was you're first.

Carter: Exactly. It was amazing. I want to do it a lot more, actually. *snickering*

Leah: *Shakes my head, grinning.* No one's stopping you...well, other than yesterday.

Carter: *looks at you* Like...now? *starts to let my hands wander*

Leah: *Wiggles in his lap, giggling lightly* Right now works. *Bites my lip, turning in his lap to face him*

Carter: *groans* well then...by all means. *flips us over to where I'm on top of her, placing kisses down her chest and neck, letting my hands rest on her hips*

Carter: *bites a trail down your neck, running my hands under your shirt* You smell so good....I just want to eat you up! *breathing in your scent as I nibble*

Leah: *Laughs breathily* What are you, the big bad wolf?

Carter: *licks your cheek* I am the big bad wolf. And I'd very much like to taste you right now...*dips my head under the covers, waiting for you to say yes or no*

Leah: *Moans, nodding and moving my fingers to his hair excitedly* Please! *My voice coming out in a breathy whisper*

Carter: Your voice is so sexy when you're turned on...*placing kisses all down your stomach, across your hipbone and lower as I slip off your underwear, breathing you in before darting my tongue out to place a long, rough lick up your slit*

Leah: *My back arches as he licks, my body remembering how good it feels* O-oh. *My voice cracks, surprised at how good he makes this feel*

Carter: *whispers against her folds* You taste amazing. *dips my tongue inside her briefly, spreading her legs wider apart with the palms of my hands as I work her over*

Leah: *Feels the vibration of his words and moans* Please Carter! *Not knowing what I'm begging for, just wanting more.*

Carter: *latches my mouth onto her clit, moving a hand to push two fingers inside her, curling and thrusting as I suck*

Leah: Shit shit shit! *Clenching around his fingers, bucking against them*

Carter: That's right baby girl. *sucks harder, nibbling a little on her clit as I add a third finger, pushing harder and as deep as I can go*

Leah: *Screams, feeling my orgasm washing over me* I fucking love you!!

Carter: *groans against you, lapping up everything you give me* I love you too, baby. *keeps my fingers moving, letting you ride out your orgasm*

Leah: *Feels my legs go limp as I finish, yanking on his hair to pull him on top of me. I kiss him hungrily, tasting myself on his lips* Thank you thank you thank you! *Can't remember a time I came so fast from just being eaten out*

Carter: *chuckles against your lips* No need to thank me, I think I enjoyed it almost as much as you!!

Leah: *Shakes my head, flipping us so I'm on top* That's not possible. *Pulls of Carter's shirt, running my hands down his chest to his pants, unbuttoning them and sliding them off along with his boxers.* Your turn! *Grinning at him* Have you ever? Has anyone ever done this for you before? *Bites my lip, watching him, occasionally glancing at his hard length.*

Carter: *groans and lets my eyes roll back* No baby girl.

Leah: *Lets my grin widen, sliding down his body, letting my mouth kiss down to his hip bone, tracing the V with my tongue. I lick up his shaft, tortuously slow*

Carter: *chokes out a breath* Oh my God. Your tongue...

Leah: *Hopes I'm pleasing him, circling the tip of his cock with my tongue, then moving to suck on it, taking in an inch of him before pulling back. I let my hand wander down to grip what's not in my mouth. I look up at him through my eyelashes, only stopping long enough to ask him if I'm doing ok*

Carter: *hisses* please don't stop. My God. This is so...so fucking good! *grips the sheet* 

Leah: *Smiles happily, going back to paying attention to his cock. I let myself take him in all the way, opening my throat. I moan around him, bobbing up and down*

Carter: *can't help but move my hips with your mouth, trying to be gentle* Oh shit babe. You have no idea how that feels! You're so fucking good at this!

Leah: *Looks up at him innocently, or what would be innocently if I wasn't sucking on his dick, of course.*

Carter: *taking gasping breaths, moving my hands to grasp her hair* Shit I'm so fucking close Leah! I'm gonna fucking come!

Leah: *Gets excited, getting a little carried away and taking him so deep, my nose touches his pelvic bone, remembering the excitement of when Edward and I were in this position. There are a lot of differences between Edward and Carter, one being that I love Carter and two being that Edward was way more experienced and rough. I wouldn't trade Carter for anyone though, or anything.*

Carter: *groans loudly as I come in your mouth, bucking my hips and tugging your hair* Shitfuck babygirl! YES!

Leah: *Moans around him, swallowing quickly*

Carter: *flops back on the bed and tries to catch my breath* My...god. That was....wow. I'm just...*grins happily*

Leah: *Licks my lips, crawling back up his body* You're very pretty when you cum. *Lays beside him, resting my head under his chin*

Carter: *snorts* Seriously? Well thank you, so are you. Thanks for that...Damn baby. Let's never leave the bed.

Leah: *Laughs* You're not superman, babe. I think you'd have trouble getting it up after a while.

Carter: *chuckles* It'd be so worth it. So worth it. So...what now?

Leah: *Shakes my head at him* Well, we could have unprotected sex…once again and I could have another meltdown or we could go out to the store and get some necessary supplies.

Carter: *groans* store it is. *stands up and grabs a pair of pants*

Leah: *Laughs, watching him get dressed before pulling on a shirt and bra, slipping on some underwear* Do you think pants are needed? *Grimaces, yanking at the bottom of his shirt that I'm currently wearing*

Carter: *gives you a look* If you plan on going in the store, yes. I won't have anyone looking at your ass. Do you want to run by your place and get some clothes?

Leah: *Pouts childishly, crossing my arms* I want a dress so there's no reason to wear pants. Or some leggings to wear instead of pants. This is so unfair. * Leans into Carter, still pouting, feeling lazy*

Carter: come on baby. we'll get you a dress. But you have to wear pants in the store. My ass. *grabs it*

Leah: *Squeals, laughing* Can I just wear some of yours? Those jeans look really stiff and icky. *glaring disdainfully at my jeans* I'm shocked you haven't commented on the fact that I only have one outfit here that I've been wearing for days.

Carter: We've been naked a lot. Sure, help yourself to anything in my drawer, for real. Then we'll go.

Leah: OH! *Runs to the dresser, pulling out a pair of boxers with smiley faces* I call wearing THESE!

Carter: *quirks my eyebrow* If you want to wear those in the store, I won't stop you. *chuckles*

Leah: *Cheers, slipping them on and turning from side to side, to check out my own ass* I look ridiculous, now let's get out of here before we both decide I'd be better off pants-less.

Carter: *laughs loudly and grabs my keys, motioning you to go through the door first* You're nuts, but I love you.

Leah: *Shakes my head at him, grabbing the keys from his hands and throwing them on the couch.* We will walk because we are eating tons and doing nothing. And walking is fun.

Carter: Oh I don't call what we're doing nothing....You want, I can give you a proper workout later. *goes with you anyway*

Leah: *Looks back at him, winking* You know I'm always up for that. Oh shit. Do you have a pen?

Carter: *frowns* Pen? Why do you need a pen? Not on me.

Leah: *Glares playfully* You're useless. And I need a pen so I can make a list of what we need at the store! We're going to forget something.

Carter: Sorry honey. We'll wing it, if we forget, we'll go back. *drags you down the hall*

Leah: *Drags my feet, pouting.* Do any of your neighbors have a pen?

Carter: *glares* we'll be fine!!! Come on babygirl, let's get this over with.

Leah: *Gasps* We can buy a pen at the store and then do our shopping!

Carter: *chuckles* Whatever you want. If that works for you, I'm down.

Leah: *Pulls him down to my height to kiss him, tongue and all before pulling away and continuing to the store* Yay!

Carter: *keeps hold of her hand* You're something, you know that right?

Leah: A good something? *Blinks innocently at him*

Carter: Of course a good something! The best something! When does your lease run out?

Leah: I don't know. *Shrugs, not understanding the question* I'm not paying, I'm just mooching off of Bella. I'm broke.

Carter: Okay. Well, then, let's just pack your stuff. Do you...want to call her and tell her you're moving in with me?

Leah: I'm moving in with you? We didn't bring a car. Oh! I have a car! No, I'll leave a note or something. Do they make hallmark cards for this?

Carter: I thought we established you were moving in with me the other day! And are you sure you don't want to call her? I'm sure we can find some kind of card....*pulls you into the store*

Leah: Well first thing's first, we need a pen. *Goes to find the school supplies, seeing one that has purple ink, I grab it and roll up my sleeve.* Ok. A card. *Writing it down on my arm as we go* what else?

Carter: *watches you write on yourself, laughing* condoms, for one. And didn't you want a dress? 

Leah: *Sighs* Have you ever used condoms? They're so not fun. *writes it on my arm regardless, along with a dress and bubbles*

Carter: I've only had sex with you, of course I haven't used condoms. But unless you want to get knocked up, we need them. What else? 

Leah: *Pouts* I'd rather have a baby *Grumbles* We need.....silly putty. *Writes it down*

Carter: *eyes you* You seriously want a kid? and why do we need silly putty?

Leah: The silly putty is for the kid. *Tries to be serious, really wanting the putty for myself.* And yes I want a kid but it's just because you imprinted on me and it makes me want babies. Your babies. It also makes me slightly bi-polar.

Carter: Well hell babygirl. we'll have babies. But you want them now?

Leah: *eyes the floor* I'm pretty sure they'd kick us out of here if we started making babies.

Carter: *snickers* I didn't mean right here! I meant now. like...now.

Leah: *Shrugs, not wanting to talk about it with him and get laughed at* Do we need any food or anything?

Carter: *takes her hand* You can tell me anything. You know that. And we should probably grab some more food, I'm getting kinda low.

Leah: *Shies away from the subject* Who doesn't want kids with you. Ok. Lets get a basket then.

Carter: We can have babies whenever you want babies. *grabs a basket* What kind of food do you want?

Leah: I'm not going to force you to impregnate me. Besides, we're not married, we've only been dating for like a week and a half maybe. And I want the yummy kind. *Sees as we pass the condoms.* So condoms? What kind?

Carter: Don't they have kinds that tingle and stuff? Can we get those? And you wouldn't have to force me. Let's get some pizza for tonight, I'm craving.

Leah: *Looks at him, trying not to laugh* You want to tingle? Do -you- want babies?

Carter: I want you to tingle! Don't they do that? Unless tingly is supposed to be good. And yeah, I want babies.

Leah: So do we want to tingle or get pregnant?

Carter: *looks at her* Babe, it's up to you. *kisses her forehead* I'm with you.

Leah: What if we get some just in case? We already had sex without them though.

Carter: *nods in agreement* I say that sounds nice. Grab a box and let's go get some food. *smiles brightly*

-----Meanwhile-----

Edward: *has the hunt on his mind, stalking toward his pray like a shark through water. he's sleek, powerful, merciless... turning on his tail, he alters direction as he approaches his intended victim and then sudden disappears from sight, sinking beneath the surface as he slides under a blanket and moves up the bed upon which Jo is sleeping... it doesn't take too much creative positioning until he's exactly where he wants to be and in one slow lick, he moves his icy cold tongue the entire length of her slit, plunging it between her folds and lapping it over her clit before repeating the action*

Jo: *dreaming that I'm a shark, I'm hunting prey. Right as I'm about to attack I'm startled awake by something cold licking me down below. I gasp as I feel it again and look down to see something underneath the covers. Not sure who the hell is down there I'm conflicted to let them continue or rip the covers off and yell at the intruder. I wait to see what my attacker does next.*

Edward: *analyzes the delightful way in which this strange bond with Jo transmits the sensations of a cold tongue licking her clit to his parts and... oh who is he kidding? he's just enjoying it as he licks more, repeating it before delving his tongue into her depths and virtually devouring Jo's pussy. he moves his hands up, now that she's more or less awake and pulls her close so that she'd have to really show signs of a struggle or rejection for her to get away from his mouth*

Jo: *feeling the need to lick my lip as my slit continues to get licked. I want to call out to the intruder, but they beat me to the punch by sticking their hard cold tongue into my pussy. Gripping the cover I start to suck in a breath at how great it feel and I want to wiggle my hips but cold hands are pulling me closer. Getting tired of not knowing who is devouring me I rip the sheets off me to reveal Edward with his mouth over my pussy. I groan at the sight and bite my lip* :::Dear God Edward, that's a hell of a way to wake me up.:::

Edward: *several hours and several orgasms later... he finally unlatches his mouth from Jo's genitals and lets her catch her breath...* So... How about you go take a refreshing shower and I'll put the sheets in the wash? *he grins at Jo*

Jo: *blushes and pulls him closer to kiss him passionately* Thanks for that. *A goofy smile spreads on my face as I start to get up, putting one foot down, my legs feel slightly like jello. Looking back at Edward, biting my lip into that goofy smile, cause I know he's felt how much he's affected me.* I'm gonna go take that shower now. *I drag my jello legs to the bathroom and take off Edward's shirt, throwing it into the dirty laundry pile.* :::It's a shame you're taking care of the bed, cause I would love to take care of you like I took care of Char that time in the shower::: *I turn on the water and remember that night as I start to wash my hair*

Edward: ::Trust me, I appreciated the hell out of what we were doin':: *peering at the large puddle he left on the sheets and stripping them off the mattress... thankfully there was a thick padded liner under the sheet to protect the mattress and he strips that off to wash it too. he bundles up the cloth and trudges to the laundry room, starting up the jumbo sized machine*

Jo: ::: Well I'm glad, cause otherwise I would feel like a horrible fiancée::: *Finishing up with my hair, I get a wash rag all soapy and starting with my feet I start cleaning from bottom up. When I reach the apex between my leg I slide it across my slit and gasp slightly at how sensitive I still am from Edward's actions. I close my eyes and take a deep breath and moving on. As I keep rubbing I have stray thoughts about how great our first time will be. An image of me in a puddle of goo comes unbidden to me, or at least I think that's me in a puddle. But then I hear Edward being thankful about the mattress liner and I push realizing that kind of puddle that is. Cleaning off all the soap I start to turn the water off and reach out for a towel to wrap around my body*

Edward: *heads back upstairs once the wash is started, wondering at times why they put the laundry room in the sub-basement level near the incinerator pit... then he remembers it was because it was the only place that was really set up like a basement of sorts and the laundry room is yet another play area... he coughs, shaking a memory out of his head of using the vibrations of an older machine to aid in the act... once upstairs he goes into their closet and picks up some shopping bags. he takes out new shirts, pulling off tags and hanging them up neatly*

Jo: *walking out of the bathroom in only my towel I head to the closet and stop at the door way seeing Edward putting new shirts up* Sorry about that by the way. I seem to be single handedly destroying all your shirts. *smirks* You can borrow my clothes if you want. *walking past him I slap his ass playfully and continue to my section of the closet and dropping the towel I try to pick out what I want to wear, starting with panties*

Edward: *finishes hanging up the shirts and turns to watch Jo* So which do you think I should borrow first? Your yoga pants or your little black dress? *he smirks, moving over to her section of the closet and peering at the selection. eventually he pulls down a pair of her jeans and holds them up to his waist... its obvious that even he could squeeze into the waist, he'd be too tall... and probably lose his bits trying to zip it closed...* Do you think these would make my butt look big?

Jo: *Edward thinking about his bits getting lost and his question have me giggling as I pull on a pair of green lace panties and then go to put on the matching bra* Yes, but they make my ass look big too. It's kind of why I bought them. It was from my big booty days. *I snatch them away from him and wiggle them at him while trying to look at seductive* Should I wear them around the house today? Or just stay in this? *I smirk playfully and pull the pants away to pose slightly awkwardly* :::Not to self don't think you are a model, cause you only look retarded doing so:::

Edward: *rewards Jo's thought with a quick, very light smack upside her head... but he moves on so fast from the smack to tugging at the edge of her bra to peer in at her nipples that it could almost be overlooked* If you must wear clothes.... Though I don't see why they're necessary... Then by all means, wear ones that show off your assets! *he waggles his brows*

Jo: *snorts at his comment and his looking down my bra* You don't see why they're necessary, yet you bought new shirts when you could of effectively kept me naked by not getting them. *I smack his head lightly as I walk to put my booty jeans back up and grab my favorite pair* Don't think I didn't know about the smack, I might not be as good at this whole mind reading connection thing as you, but I do notice some things. *Tugging on the pair of jeans I hop around to get them on all the way*

Edward: *darts over to stand behind her, wrapping his arms around her waist mid-hop and holding her above the floor* I bought the shirts because you like them, duh. *he kisses the top of her head before setting her down and tugging her jeans up for her... though somehow his hands got trapped between the jeans and her skin*

Jo: *I bite my lips at his hands on my skin, leaning back into him I sigh* Thank you for them. I'll try not to destroy them as quickly as the last bunch. So I was thinking, I never really see you play on the piano in our room. And I was wondering how much it would cost for a performance. *I lick my lips thinking about where his long pianos finger had been for the past few hours* And also maybe if you want I can play a piece or two for you. Though I'm sure you'll be the better pianist between the two of us. *pause* Unless you have something else to do in mind?

Edward: You play? *pauses, looking at her and then pulls his hands out of her pants to take hold of hers and drag her toward his piano. he sits her on the right side of the piano and goes over to a shelf filled with papers and books, grabbing specific ones down and returning before setting them up on the music stand atop the piano, spreading them out for her to view before taking a seat to her left* I've been working on a duet piece... Play with me?

Jo: *I bite my lip nervously when he ask me to play* Are you sure, cause the last time I took lessons was in high school. Plus I suck at reading music, I usually just play from ear or memory. Also I really, really don't want to screw up something you've been writing. *I didn't even know he composed. But the thought of butchering his work makes my stomach tense up* I'll play with you but only if you don't mind giving me the easiest part, and dealing with me going slow at first. *I wait for his answer, but he just simply nods and nudges me. Probably for being so harsh on myself again. I lick my lips as he points out the part I'll be playing. I look over the first few notes afraid I'll screw it up as Edward starts the piece, soon it's my time to join in and I find myself playing the piece as if it's my own. Shocked I realize that the connection between Edward and I is allowing me to know the music that he knows deep down in his heart and soul. I turn slightly to smile at him before going back to concentrate on the music. I barely have to look up at the music that Edward knows by heart. As we get to the end of the piece I'm giddy at how great I've played, Edward's music also touching me by how great it is and it's hard for me to believe that one day I'm going to marry this man. As the last note falls I turn back to Edward and for the second time today I have a goofy smile on my face but this time for a different reason. I bite my lip waiting to see how Edward reacts* So... not bad for the first time, right?

Edward: *scoffs at Jo's idea of messing up the piece. even if she did, he'd have just amused himself teaching her. he smiles as the notes fade away, enjoying getting to hear it without having to race to play both parts himself. he holds his hands poised over the keys before speaking softly* I haven't told anyone yet... Char knew I sent it out but that's all... Two days ago I heard back from a music label and a whole CD of my compositions will be released next month. *he turns to grin Jo* And I am absolutely stunned at getting to play with you... *if his dark eyes are anything to go by, he's very 'stunned' indeed and with a growl he pounces her right off the piano bench! for a good, but not very thorough, ravishing!*

-----Meanwhile-----

Special Agent Peterpire: *grabs his guitar off the stand, taking it back to his shared accommodations, wondering where Char's got off too. He's been wondering that a lot lately. He even kind of misses there generally angry and frustrated banter. His mind wanders back to the moments before he realized what she was, and all that proceeded. He wonders if she still feels the same way, whatever that had been. He was sure they were going to kiss....*

Special Agent Peterpire: *Flopping down on the bed, he leans against the smooth, shiny headboard, and fumbles through the chords of 'Need Somebody' humming under his breath as he goes.* .....need some body......

Special Agent Peterpire: *strums the correct cords, using only the gentlest of pressure on the delicate strings* I've been roaming around always looking down at all I see.... 

Special Agent Peterpire: *lets his own raspy voice wash over the lyrics easily, his fingers moving more confidently over the strings* You know, I could use somebody. Some body like you. And all you know, and all you speak. You know that I could use somebody....

----The Next Day----

Edward: *is in the computer room of the building, on a computer that's not like the others... this is the one hooked up to the machine, both of which the Volturi provided him, that allows him to make completely legal documents in the Italian government database. he's currently crafting and putting together legal documents for one Joss Masen, giving her a driver's license, a passport and even an immunization card. these are things she'll need very soon. he sits back in his chair, humming to himself as the printers heat up. he taps a finger on top of the empty passport book, waiting for the things to come out*

Jo: *using our connection I know Edward is upstairs tinkering in the computer room. Looking around to make sure no one else is around I sit down at the piano with the duet music and try to recreate last night. After stumbling through the first page I get frustrated and walk out of the bedroom to go harass Edward and possibly drool over a computer or two. When entering the room I see him tapping his finger* Something interesting going on down here?

Jo: *using our connection I know Edward is downstairs tinkering in the computer room. Looking around to make sure no one else is around I sit down at the piano with the duet music and try to recreate last night. After stumbling through the first page I get frustrated and walk out of the bedroom to go harass Edward and possibly drool over a computer or two. When entering the room I see him tapping his finger* Something interesting going on down here?

Edward: *turns around, holding a piece of warm plastic out to Jo* Why don't you tell me, Mrs. Masen? *the plastic is a freshly printed Italian driver's license with the name Joss Masen and all of Jo's information printed on the plastic. the printer setup is currently working on printing out her passport papers under the same name*

Jo: *looking at my name with Edward's last name I feel my stomach flutter* This is really happening isn't it? *pauses and re-reads the idea* Wait this is for Italy? *quirks an eyebrow* Are you trying to tell me something about the honeymoon? *wiggles eyebrows* I thought we were gonna go to the island your sire has.

Edward: We are, but this is because if I use this machine and these documents... They're perfectly legal. Its part of my connection with the Volturi. I can make legal documents as long as they're Italian... *he pulls the freshly printed papers out of the machine and puts them in her new passport book before handing them over with the immunization verifications* I try to cover all bases... And... We're going to Italy this weekend! *he smiles, holding out internet tickets for First Class seats to Rome*

Jo: *looking at the tickets to Rome I feel my jaw drop* We're going to Rome? Like tomorrow this weekend? Or next Friday this weekend? *looks down at the paper work and puts all the pieces together* Wait we're going to see the Volturi? Like about getting married? They live in Rome? *starting to freak out slightly as I pace around looking through all the documentation* What if they don't like me? What if they want me dead? What if they want us both dead?

Edward: As in... Our flight leaves in five hours this weekend... *after glancing at the computer clock* And while I intend to make a side trip to visit Aro alone, I don't plan on making the entire weekend about visiting the Volturi. We're going to do sightseeing and shopping too... And if you want to stay in Italy longer, I can arrange that... After all- *he holds up another paper* This document says you're a legal citizen of Italy. We never have to leave if you don't want to.

Jo: You're going to go see them alone. *I bite my lip nervously, thinking of what could happen again. I shake my head slightly to think of the rest of what he said, and then looking back up at him shocked* Five hours from now? Edward I'm not even packed. *sighing I hand him back the document and start heading out the computer room* And we aren't staying in Italy, because as nice as that would be I still have a job remember. *I look back at him and quirk my eyebrow* Well are you coming? Or are you going to print out something that makes me royalty in Italy next?

Edward: I do plan on visiting them alone... If it goes well, I'll take you to the castle, but no... I won't take you the first time. *he then blinks, looking at her departing figure* Why do you need luggage to go to Italy? *confused, standing up and following after Jo* We can buy you new luggage there... Isn't that the point of trips? *he pauses, thinking* I can't... But if things go well, we could have Aro declare you a princess of Volterra and then it would be legal... But then you'd have to live there.

Jo: *I snort first at his luggage comment and then at me being a princess* Yeah I highly doubt they are gonna make a shape-shifter their princess, and I've already told you I can't stay there cause of my job. *getting into the elevator I wait for him to step in* As for luggage, I'm not gonna buy a whole new wardrobe for a weekend trip. *I walk up to him and gently put my hand on his chest* I know you're rich and can afford to spoil me, but I grew up in a middle class family. Spending money for no reason is gonna take me a while to get used to. So how about we easy me into the shopping sprees. *as the elevator opens back up on our floor I walk out and snort again.* Me, a princess? Hilarious!

Edward: Well... We could always just book a new age hotel and then visit the nude beaches... Naked weekend. *he waggles his brows at her* Though admittedly I'll have to stay in if its sunny, the weekend is supposed to be mostly cloudy though. *hugs Jo in the elevator, but then she's gone as soon as the elevator opens up again and he follows some more* I could see it. You should be spoiled. How about a compromise? We are just going for the weekend. How about you pack one small bag and anything else you find you need, we buy?

Jo: *Stops and turns around* I think I could do that. But define a small bag. *already I'm planning how to get as much stuff into one bag as possible and I try to stop quickly, giving Edward a playful glare* And you can't say something like a handbag or something small like that. It has to be an actual bag. *I grab Edward's hand and pull him into the closet, pushing him up against a wall kissing him* You keep talking about spoiling me and I swear I'm not going to be responsible for my actions or us being late for the airplane.

Edward: I was thinking a backpack actually... Those can carry enough for three days. *goes into the closet with Jo, getting kissed and easily kissing her back. he continues to pepper her with kisses while she talks about actions and responsibility before he breaks the kiss to say...* There's always the mile-high club if you're that worked up... We're both agile enough that the small bathrooms in a plane won't matter to us.

Jo: *Giving him one more kiss before smirking and pulling away from him* I have yet to join the mile-high club! That's something we will definitely have to try at some point. *I walk over and grab my old book sack from college and start to look at all my clothes.* What's the weather like in Italy this time of year?

Edward: We could charter a private plane to the island, then we won't have to worry about someone trying to stop us. *grins at her before holding up a skimpy bikini... that he so kindly bought for her while he was buying new shirts for himself* I think this is perfect for Italy this time of year. *he waggles his brows* 

Jo: Are you saying that our first time together is gonna be in a plane? *I walk towards him and snatch the skimpy bikini from him and shove it in the bag* If you're good I'll think about wearing it. *I then reach to grab a few of his shirts, a few pairs of pants and some nice shirts. Heading to the underwear drawer I start to figure out which pairs I want to bring with me.*

Edward: It can be if you want... It could also be in the ocean, or in a warm tropical river, or a natural hot spring, or a big bed in a get away house... Or in a tree... Pretty much anywhere. *he follows Jo, casually closing the underwear drawer as soon as she opens it* What do you need those for?

Jo: *looks at him crazy* You do realize that at some point I will be out in public in another country by myself, and I would feel much more comfortable with underwear on. Especially in case, god forbid, I shit my pants at something outrageous. *leans into him and whispers in his ear* But I promise to only wear your clothes when it's just you and me. *Kisses his cheek and goes to open my underwear drawer again* As for our first time, I'm thinking since we're going traditional we should use a really big bed. *chuckles realizing there isn't anything remotely traditional about a vampire marrying a wolf.*

Edward: *sighs* Fine, if you absolutely insist on wearing underwear... *he purrs at the promises whispered in his hear though* There's a big bed there... And I'll endeavor to not break it while breaking it in. *amuses himself as he goes to grab his own backpack, tossing in two changes of clothes and... a long black robe he had hidden away somewhere in his collection. the robe is rolled up and stuffed into the bottom of the bag* But there will be plenty of time to try out the other aspects of the Island as well. *as he pulls down a case and filters through several ID sets before pulling out his Italian IDs* And anytime you want to speak Italian.... *he purposefully thinks of his knowledge of the language* Just poke me.

Jo: Something about that seems unfair. *I point to my temple* I can steal all the information your big brain can hold, but I really don't have anything for you to borrow, except video game cheats. *playfully glares* Like the perfect place to hide in Call of Duty. That was my spot and you just had to steal it each time. *sighing I zip up my bag and walk back into the bedroom tossing my bag onto our bed before plopping myself down on it* I would feel weird destroying somebody else’s bed, but after how long we've both waited I can see it happening. *bites lips and looks at the night stand where the last book I read is sitting* You know you can feel free to buy me lots of books. That way I don't have to bring any with me, but we'll probably need a suitcase for the way back just for the books I'll buy.

Edward: That's not true, you know.. You have other things I can borrow... I noticed it yesterday. I'm not sure if you noticed or not though... It seems like the bond didn't give you the ability to deal with all my brain can process... We'll have to work on that because I'll have to have my telepathy on while we're in Italy... *frowns before looking at her tits thoughtfully* Close your eyes and concentrate on my eyes.

Jo: *looking at his red eyes for a moment before I close my own. I focus on the beautiful orbs I was just staring at and suddenly I'm seeing the world in a much clearer vision, and the world is focused mainly on my breasts. I shake my head and chuckle as I take in how detailed Edward's eyesight is. I can see much more in the colors of my shirt and in the curve of my breast. I actually look good, and this is slightly startling to believe, but I try since Edward has been trying to drill it into my brain. Keeping my eyes shut continuing to focus on Edward's eyes I mutter* You could look around so I can get more from this then just a detailed image of my rack.

Edward: It's such a good image though... *has a slight pout to his voice, but does let his gaze slide over Jo's body before settling on her face. he's moving slowly for him, hoping he won't make her motion sick or something. he smiles at the sight of her sitting there with her eyes closed and then looks around the room before moving his gaze to the window to look out at Ontario*

Jo: *I snort at his pouty voice and soon he's gaze is moving up my body to my face and I'm blown away at how well he sees my face. It's almost like I can see every strand of my wavy hair and every eyelash. Before I have time to take it all in with his eyes he's moving on to look out the window and I see the beautiful view of Ontario. I sigh at how beautiful the world is through his eyes but all the detail is becoming too much and my own eye flutter open and I'm back to my own sight* Wow! That was... amazing. I had no idea. How are we gonna handle the connection in Italy? Wouldn't it, maybe, decrease with distance?

Edward: I doubt it. After all, you were quite a ways from me when you ran into Leah and her new mate and I could hear and feel you perfectly even though Bella was well out of my range... I suppose you could stay here while I go to Italy, but to be honest... I want you to go with me. *he glances around* Speaking of going, we should. The cab is here. *he picks up their bags and takes her hand, pulling her back to the elevator and down to the ground floor* After all, we have a lot of books for you to buy. *he winks at her, assisting her into the backseat of the cab*

Jo: *At his mention of Leah and Carter I almost feel a frown trying to form, but I hold it back. She's moved on and so have I. I'm engaged to a sweet loving vampire, whether he wants to admit it or not. His mentioning me staying her makes my heartache, but not a few seconds later I have the biggest smile on my face from he saying he wanted me to go with him. I barely even notice he's maneuvering me around the building until we're outside next to a cab talking about books. When he joins me in the cab I smile I kiss him gently* :::Don't freak out, but I think I love you in an odd crazy sort of way.::: *I pull back slightly to assess his reaction.*

Edward: *briefly reconsiders the idea to kill Leah when he feels his lips trying to frown and knows it isn't him doing it... he then returns Jo's smile easily as he directs the cabbie to take them to the airport and pulls Jo in for the kiss she offers so willingly... he doesn't even mind the cabbie’s thoughts that they're obviously newlyweds as he is too busy considering Jo's confession. he's not sure what response to give but decides on honesty* ::I didn't freak out:: *reassuring her first is always good* ::I'm not sure exactly what I feel for you yet. I do know that I don't want to be away from you, I very much appreciate having you in my arms, I'm pretty sure you're my best friend.:: *he goes off on a tangent for a moment, noting that while he's had close friends before, he's pretty sure he's never had someone he could think of as a best friend without being conflicted* ::I also know that I rather like being connected to you, even though I'm not used to all of my thoughts and feelings being shared... I also know that I'd kill for you if I have to, without even giving it a second thought. And I really, really can't wait to bury myself in you.:: *he leers at her on that last thought*

Jo: *I bite my lip listening to his explanation of his own feelings for me. I chuckle at the end and bring my hand to touch his cheek* :::You're my best friend too. I feel the exact same way about our connection, and I would die to protect you. You don't have to be in love with me back. Just knowing that you care is more than enough::: *I put my forehead on his and stare into his eyes intensely* :::And you better be ready to jump me buddy, cause it's hard for me to wait.::: *I kiss him hard against his mouth not caring if the cabbie sees us or thinks about us. Just wanting to show Edward how crazy he makes me*

Edward: ::It will happen. I'm already protective and possessive. The other just takes time for me.:: *he returns her kiss, hard...and of course his hands wander, wanting to caress her and make her feel nice before the flight if nothing else.*

Jo: *I chuckle against his mouth as his hands wander. I grab one of them and pulling back from our kiss to kiss the inside of his palm* I can wait. You're worth it, no matter what anybody says. *I lean my body into rest against him and look outside the window* How long is the flight to Italy?

Edward: If I'm worth it... Then you are insanely beautiful, no matter what you want to think. *he kisses her again just as the cab stops outside the airport and pays the driver before helping Jo out of the cab. he carries both backpacks as he leads Jo toward the check in station* Oh, only about ten hours...

