Edward: *tosses his clothes into the hamper before stepping into the shower. turning the water on, he first lets the heat turn all the way up before stepping into the spray that's hot enough to sear his skin without damaging it. he sighs with pleasure and lets the heat pound into his skin, ducking his head under the spray and soaking down. once he feels soaked enough, he soaps himself down with his organic sandalwood body wash and then made use of his organic sandalwood shampoo. once he deems himself clean, he rinses off and turns off the water. spinning quickly enough to fling all the water off of his body and then steps, dry, out of the shower. he ruffles his hair, messing up the vertical near-spiral cone twist it had gone into during his spin dry and looks pleased at the mess it becomes. moving out of the bathroom, he heads into the closet where he pulls on a pair of boxers followed by a nice pair of dark gray slacks. after belting the slacks in place, he pulls on a blood-red button up, which he tucks in once all but the top two buttons are fastened. he pulls on black socks and, on a whim, he pulls on a brand new pair of black sneakers to finish off his attire. exiting the closet, he picks up his wallet, checking it for his cards and identification before sliding it into a back pocket before pulling on a black sport coat that he doesn't need, but that the current weather demands. he looks around, a cursory inspection to see if he had forgotten anything, though he knows there isn't any before he heads toward the elevator*

Jo: *seeing Edward head toward the elevator I step out of my study and quickly sneak into our bedroom. Stopping just inside the doorway, I eye Edward's piano and wonder if I can play well when not using my connection with him. I sit down at the piano and lightly run my fingers over the keys trying to decide what song to play*

Edward: *pauses when he hears Jo's fingers dance over the keys of the piano. he smiles at her thoughts and turns, heading back into the room where he stops behind her. he waits a moment to see if she notices his presence before gently tugging on her hair until her head is angled up toward him. then he leans down, pressing his lips against hers and giving her a tender kiss* I'll be home soon. *the whisper is soft, given with his lips brushing against hers with every word, and then he gives her another searing kiss before releasing her* Have fun, sweetheart. *then he starts back toward the elevator*

Edward: *strides through town. the cold bite in the air doesn't bother him in the slightest as he scans the minds within his range for a tasty treat. he can't believe how long it's been since he hunted and wonders if its a side effect of his mind fusing with Jo's that caused him to literally forget to eat... perhaps the large amounts that she eats somehow helps to sustain him. he ponders this while searching for criminal elements within the city. perhaps he'll bring something back for Char and lock it in the dark room for her.*

Edward: *stalks his intended prey, a lone drug dealer that only just slid into an alley. he drops down behind the man and makes quick work of snapping his neck and draining him dry before casually tossing the body into a dumpster. he lights a book of matches and tosses it into the dumpster as well, waiting just long enough for the whole mess to really start burning before exiting the area. he doesn't head back right away. instead, he walks around, focusing on a memory or another hunt as his feet take him into a specific building...*

Jo: *stays frozen for a minute or so after Edward leaves. Slowly I bring my hand up to my lips and smiles slightly before returning my fingers to the piano. I decide to start off with something that reminds me of Edward. I slowly start playing what I know of Frederic Chopin's Nocturne In E Flat Major, Op.9 No.2 by heart. Biting my lip as I get to certain hard parts and only using my right hand to make it through it. I let part of my mind wander to how long it's been since I played the piano. Being with Edward has brought out a side of me that has been buried since I got sucked into the supernatural world.*

Edward: *takes one quick look at the selection in the store he ventured into, letting his perfect memory of that one look scan over the selection in the very dim back of his mind as he lets the memory play out in the fore. just as he had seen in the advertisement, what he's after is present and he immediately makes the purchase, all while he's got a memory of murdering a killer playing in front of his 'eyes'. it isn't until he exits the store, sticking something into his front pocket, that he lets the memory reach its conclusion as he merges the memory with reality and lets his mind merely focus on the trip back to the building. he's taking his time though, walking at a leisurely human pace*

Jo: *Finishing up Chopin, I start to segue into a song that I know like the back of my hand. I don't even have to concentrate as my hands automatically play Bach's Jesu, Joy Of Man's Desiring. It's been years since I've played it, but the years of not playing it aren't outweighed by the years I played it in church as my mother song in the choir. With out realizing it I have started singing the lyrics and my voice cracks when I get near to the part that my mother would sing as a solo. I stop singing and try my best to remember her singing it. I close my eyes and it's like she's in the room with me. A few tears start to slide down my cheeks and as I start to approach the end I start to sing again but not as strong as before. Once the last note is played I take a moment to regain my composure and wipe my face*

Jo: *After letting out a deep sigh I bring my hands back to the piano and start yet another song. This time a song that has ties to the present as well as the past. It's Clair de Lune by Debussy. It was one of the first songs I performed in a concert both on piano and dancing. Smiling at remembering the few dance classes Bella took with me. This song has been on my mind lately after having seen a record for it in Edward's stuff. I chuckle lightly at how I snooped through his stuff hoping not to get caught, though I'm sure he had known all along what I had done. As my fingers glide across the keys my faux wedding ring catches me eye and I wonder if it's technically my engagement ring too. Not that I didn't love how Edward proposed, but a part of me wonders if it was a knee jerk reaction that he just didn't want to take back or if he would of ever considered proposing had we not mind-melded as we did. I shake my head lightly to get the thoughts out of my head and finish up the song. I start playing the scales as I think of another song to play*

Edward: *takes Jo's memories of her mother to heart as he finalizes his plans. he'll have to start enacting those the next time Jo is deeply asleep... if he can stay awake when she is, anyway. he smiles as he hears her playing Clair de Lune and reaches the building. he rides the elevator up as she finishes the song and considers her ring. if only she knew... he doesn't dwell on that though and moves into the living area of the building, making his way to their room where she is still sitting at the piano, playing scales. he doesn't say anything, or make any noise to distract her. instead he goes to sit on the bed and reclines, watching her as she plays. he's content to listen, and she'll probably be unaware of his presence unless she happens to tune into his mind and see him watching and listening to her... or turn around and actually see him*

Jo: *Going from a scale into Moonlight Sonata I feel like I'm hearing the music from far away. After a few measures I get to a part I know by heart and turn my head slightly to see Edward out of the corner of my eye. I smile at his presence but keep playing. I get half way through the song and I reach a part that I've never been able to master. Slightly frustrated I stop suddenly and drop my hands from the keys muttering* I hate that part. *sighing I turn around on the bench and a goofy smile creeps onto my face* Back from hunting already? I didn't even notice anything through our connection. I guess I can just distract myself every time you go hunting and I won't have to worry about tasting blood.

Edward: *returns Jo's smile when she gives it to him and, when she stops and lets her hands drop, he stands and moves over to sit next to her on the bench* You'll have time to master that part. *he reassures her, indicating a very long future ahead of them* I'm glad you could distract yourself. I'll have to find a good distraction for myself when you eat, I guess. *he gives her a wink before reaching out and running his fingers, very slowly, in the pattern on the keys of the part she hated of the song. it sounds horrid running so slow, but speed comes with time as he shows her slowly which fingers and where*

Jo: *leans slightly onto Edward as my hands mirror his as I try to figure out exactly how to do it. Groaning I hide my face into his side* I give up. I think I'm done playing for the day. *pulls my face out slightly but still leans against him with my head on his shoulder* But you can play me something if you want. It's been so long since I've listened to some live classical music, and I know you're a great pianist. *I let one of my hands glide gently down his thigh to lovingly rub it* Show me what you got, buddy.

Edward: *smiles at Jo again when she 'gives up' and pulls her hand up to kiss her knuckles.* Never do more than you want, otherwise you make it a chore, and those aren't fun. *he starts playing a tune then, one that isn't complete yet and doesn't have a name yet, but its lively and interesting, and hints at so many possibilities...though admittedly the start was rather confusing and offbeat*

Jo: *realizing that the tune sort of sounds like our relationship, I hide my face again as I blush like crazy* You are an extremely talented composer. You totally deserve that CD contract. *reaches up and kisses his jaw before resting my head back on his shoulder* So how do you come up with these songs? Are they based on your emotions and real life events? *I bite my lip and hope that I haven't assumed wrong that this song is about us, I quickly think of something else in case I am wrong and not wanting to be even more embarrassed* Or do you the notes just randomly come to you?

Edward: Thank you. *murmurs that softly in response to the contract thing. he's already finished the piece he was playing, as it isn't anywhere near finished. instead he moves on to something else.* They're usually inspired by people I know, or events. I'll just be sitting there and something about a situation will start notes playing in my head and I'll have to get them out. *he's playing another one now and explains it* This is Esme's favorite. It doesn't really have another name, but it's what her motherly love and energy brought to the dynamic when she joined Carlisle and I.

Jo: *smiles softly at how beautiful the melody is. I close my eyes and let the music take over my senses. I'm so caught up in the music that I'm sort of startled by cell phone beeping on the nightstand. whispering I look up at Edward nervously* Sorry, that's probably just my boss sending me the details on when I work later this week. I'll be pretty much stuck at work for 4 or 5 nights, which means when I am off I'll be sleeping. *smiles sheepishly* I guess you'll have tons of free time for the next few days, while I'm stuck in a room with a bunch of guys.

Edward: *knows he'll have things that he can take care of while she's at work... things she will greatly appreciate. he's careful to not think of those things though. but when she mentions being stuck in a room with a bunch of guys, his possessiveness rears its head* I'll be sure to stop by and bring you food while you're working... I don't want you to forget and end up losing weight because of your super metabolism. *then, to cover for himself, he adds to that* After all, it's common knowledge that one of the first places women lose weight is in their breasts and I'm quite fond of yours the way they are...

Jo: *sits up and punches him hard then grabs my arm having hit him so hard I can feel it through our bond* First of all, those guys eat all the damn time so it's not like I won't be fed. Two, don't think I didn't notice your jealousy flair up. You seriously have nothing to be worried about. Most of them are married with kids, or I've already tried to date them and it didn't work out. *starts to remember my failed attempt with one guy and my one night with Shawn that was slightly awkward at first. Quickly I push the thoughts away and focus back on Edward* You can come bring me food but you have to promise not to hurt any of the guys there. I mean it Edward, if they like my work I might be working with them a lot and I can't have you wanting to murder every guy I work with. *kissing his cheek softly I stand up and walk over to the night stand to retrieve my phone*

Edward: I can't help it if I'm possessive. Its a trait of my species. *turns to watch Jo as she moves to get her phone* Don't be surprised if I insist on marking you with my scent before you leave for work and then again when you return... *his mind has graphic images of rubbing all over her nude body to demonstrate just what he means by marking her with his scent.* Logically I know humans wouldn't even recognize the scent if they caught it, but it would appease the monster in me...

Jo: *not able to decide being shocked or amused I pick up my phone and check the message from Shawn* <Hey Joss, thanks again for filling in. It'll be for at least 5 days starting Thursday. I'll be there as well as Dennis, Chuck, and Stewart. We might have to call you in on Wednesday if Stewart is still sick. I'll let you know more later.> *chuckling at how "sick" Stewart really is, though I doubt Shawn knows Stewart traveled to America for a science convention. I set my phone back down and turn to deal with my monster of a fiancé.* Thank you for those lovely images. *I tap my temple* But I think you just equated me to a fire hydrant. So I'm not really sure how I feel about that. *I walk over to him and close the lid to the piano before sitting in his lap* I don't think your scent should be necessary when I've got this sucker on display. *I wiggle my ring for him and smile* If this doesn't work then you can rub up against me all you want. Though if we're doing it nude I won't be held responsible if I jump you.

Edward: *scoffs* A fire hydrant? Really? You equate me wanting to press all of me against all of you in intimate ways with a dog pissing on a fire hydrant? Thank you so much. *he doesn't know if he should be amused or hurt by the idea, settling for rolling his eyes and brushing it off... fire hydrant... he'd show her fire hydrant. he reaches out, capturing her left hand when she wiggles her ring finger at him and pulls her onto his lap before nipping the side of her neck* Trust me, -if- I were to -hose you down- in the best way I could imitate that canine action... I wouldn't waste it splashing -outside- of your body... *he growls the words against her neck*

Jo: *closing my eyes and biting my lip at his lips on my neck, I tilt my neck slightly to allow him better access as I intertwine my left hand's fingers with his* I'm sorry if I offended you. You can do any canine action you want me with me. *a graphic image of us pops into my head and I have to think of something else quickly before I start to work myself up* If it makes you feel any better I really do want you to come see me cause I don't think I've gone 5 whole days away from you. *bringing our hands up to my lips I kiss his hand and then press it to my cheek* Is it selfish that I don't really want to be away from you that long? It almost seems borderline creepy in my head.

Edward: Oh, I'll find something to do with you... Something that will leave canine action in the dust and leave you whining and begging for more... *his lips are still moving against her neck and when he's not speaking, he's pressing kisses against her skin* And it does make me feel better... And I will come visit you. *he pauses when she mentions being uncertain about leaving* Just say the word and I'll buy the paper in your name and you can tell them to take their schedule and stuff it.

Jo: *chuckles at this joke about buying the paper and then pauses realizing that with Edward it's probably not a joke* You'd really buy the paper for me? *pauses and takes a deep breath* :::I really must get used to how loaded he is::: *turns my head and kisses him passionately* I appreciate the offer, but I can easily just quit and tell them to stuff it and not have to worry about owning a paper afterwards. *smirks* And then you'd have me all to yourself all the time. *yawning, I quickly cover my mouth and smile sheepishly* Since our time is limited this week would you care to join me in bed? I promise to try my best to not swap bodies with you. *I chuckle lightly remembering our few days in each other's shoes*

Edward: Yes, I'd really buy the paper for you. *nuzzles against her neck, smirking slightly when she thinks of their wealth* ::You're loaded too, you know...:: *he returns her kiss, just as passionately* If you enjoy it, then why quit? Unless you want to take freelance work... But not everything a freelancer writes gets picked up. If you owned a paper, your work would never get turned down. And if you hired a business manager, you could essentially just confiscate any office you wanted and sit around making airplanes out of the newspaper you own. *he snickers at the mental image of a business suited Jo sitting in an office and tossing intricate paper planes around the room* I think joining you in bed sounds lovely... *and just like that, he's discarded all of his clothing except his boxers and is carrying Jo over to the big bed*

-----Meanwhile-----

BWhitlock: *is feeling particularly mischievous tonight, sneaking up behind Jasper and wrapping my arms around him*

JWhitlock: *smiles when Bella sneaks up behind me and wraps her arms around me, covering her hands with my large one, leans my head back toward her* Hey baby.

BWhitlock: Hey. So I've been thinking...

JWhitlock: *strokes my thumb over the back of her hand* About what?

BWhitlock: About how much fun we had in Boston the other day. I have...another idea.

JWhitlock: *laughs, remembering* Oh yeah? And what's that? *my head snaps up* We're not killing Guy Fiery.

BWhitlock: *bursts with laughter* No. Kathy Griffin?

JWhitlock: Kathy Griffin? *thinks for a few minutes* That annoying bitch from Suddenly Susan?

BWhitlock: *nods fast* Yes! Her.

JWhitlock: Fuck *turns around in her arms, grinning down at her* Let's hit the road, darlin'. Do you know where she lives?

BWhitlock: *smiles widely, excited* She's staying in Ontario. I saw a preview. The Hilton.

JWhitlock: *twines my fingers with her, pulling her outside to the car, punching the Hilton into the GPS* Come on darlin' *talks to the GPS* Take me to my dinner. *reaches over and takes Bella's hand as I speed toward our destination*

BWhitlock: *grins wickedly* I shouldn't enjoy this so much.

JWhitlock: *pulls up in front of the Hilton* You ready, sugar?

BWhitlock: *nods* This time, you lead?

JWhitlock: *nods to Bella, gets out of the car, and waits for her before walking up to the hotel and into the lobby. Dazzles the room number out of the receptionist, then gets in the elevator*

BWhitlock: *follows, my eyes trailing over the people in the hotel as we climb into the elevator*

JWhitlock: *wraps an arm around Bella so that she won't lunge at any humans, stops outside the door to Kathy Griffin's room* Okay, here's how we're going to play this off. We're 'entertainment' that the owner of the club she's in town for sent over. Think you can pull that off? *raises a brow at her*

BWhitlock: Entertainment? What kind? I can just follow your lead.

JWhitlock: *looks her straight in the eye* C'mon Bella. -Entertainment-. *raises my hand and knocks*

BWhitlock: *nods* Okay. *smiles when she opens the door, following Jasper inside and waiting for him to start*

JWhitlock: *charms our way into the room, convincing the loudmouthed redhead that Bella was one of my 'girls' and that we had been sent over as a gift, and after some maneuvering, I have her backed into a corner, leaning into her* Bella? Do you want first go, sugar?

BWhitlock: *tilts my head, pacing in front of the woman* No...I think I want to watch. *slow smile* 

JWhitlock: *smirks, and bends down to kiss at he annoying bitches neck. She's moaning and grabbing at my hair, and I have to suppress a chuckle as I feel her arousal. Licks her neck along her vein, before slowly sinking my teeth into her neck, covering her mouth with my hand as her extremely loud voice begins to echo around the room*

BWhitlock: *shows my teeth and growls lowly as this woman touches my jasper, watching him sink in his teeth, finding myself moving closer. Hovering behind him, wanting the blood but enjoying watching him as I stroke his back*

JWhitlock: *drains her slowly, finally pulling away with a gasp, pulling air into my lungs* Fuck, she tasted like watermelons. *drops the body to the floor, and leans toward Bella* Wanna try?

BWhitlock: *panting, my eyes black* God yes.

JWhitlock: *grabs her by the back of her neck, and hauls her against me, covering her mouth with mine, fisting my hand in her hair*

BWhitlock: *growls again, tasting the blood in your mouth with does indeed taste like watermelon, licking your lips clean*

JWhitlock: *lifts her up, wrapping her legs around my waist, gripping her thighs. Drops my lips to her neck, nipping and kissing her flesh. Walks over to the bed, lowering her down, hovering over her*

BWhitlock: You're so...fucking hot...when you eat. *licks my lips, still feeling slightly hungry*

JWhitlock: *pushes her shirt and bra up with one hand, and her jeans and panties down with the other, latching on to a nipple. Responds to her comment with a long, low moan. Reaches down and undoes my jeans, pushing them down*

BWhitlock: *kicks my jeans off, hissing* Fuck! I want to do this with you forever. *claws at you, drawing you closer*

JWhitlock: *thrusts into you with a groan* Fuck Bella... we will do this forever, we will. *grabs onto her hips, drilling into her forcefully*

BWhitlock: *rips the comforter, arching into him* We fucking better! *yanks his head down, attacking his mouth*

JWhitlock: *kisses her back, reaching between us to stroke her clit. Pulls away from the kiss, leaning back slightly* I want to watch your face when you come.

BWhitlock: *panting, wrapping my legs around him and pulling him close, moving my hips to meet his* Then you better -make- me come.

JWhitlock: *pinches her clit, thrusting harder* Come now Bella. I want to feel you come all over me.

BWhitlock: *my eyes roll back as my back arches, not even ashamed for following his command as I come harder than I have in a while* FUCK! Fuck Jasper! Just like that!

JWhitlock: *reaches my own release as I watch her, burying my face in the juncture of her neck and shoulder* God, Bella. *shudders against her*

BWhitlock: *sucks in a breath* Fuck me. I didn't think I'd be like this as a vampire.

JWhitlock: *kisses her neck, pulling out of her, settling myself against her* What to you mean? *still kissing her neck lightly*

BWhitlock: I thought I'd want to eat animals and be good, but I don't. *strokes his hair*

JWhitlock: *shrugs* There's something to be said for fulfilling your desires. Why live a half life? *kisses her quickly before standing from the bed, hitching my jeans up over my ass* We should get this mess cleaned up. *nods my head toward Kathy Griffins dead body* What do you think we should do with her?

BWhitlock: *smirks and stands up, tugging my pants up off the floor and yanking them on, pulling my shirt and bra down* I don't care. Whatever. She really did taste good, though, for being so annoying.

JWhitlock: Yeah, she was pretty delicious. *looks at the body for a while, thinking on what to do* I've got it. *grins, as I move toward the redheads luggage, rooting through it, finding what I was looking for. Picks her body up and moves it over to the bed, then goes to the little mini fridge, grabbing several small bottles of liquor. Pours the whiskey all around her, putting one of the bottles in her hand, then the bottle of pills in the other, opening the cap, letting a few spill out, stands back, looking at Bella* What do you think we should do about the neck wound?

BWhitlock: *groans* I don't know. Give her a knife. Maybe she tried that first.

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

BWhitlock: *saunters into the bedroom, planting myself on Jasper's lap* baby...

JWhitlock: *wraps my arms around her waist, resting my head on her shoulder* Yeah, darlin'? 

BWhitlock: *places little kisses all over his neck* Want to go out?

JWhitlock: *squeezes her tight* Sure, if you want to. Anything in mind?

BWhitlock: *shrugs, still kissing* Nope...a run maybe.

JWhitlock: *shrugs myself* Alright then. *eases her off my lap, and stands, going over to pull my boots on, then holds my hand out to her*

BWhitlock: *twines my fingers with his, following along* You lead baby.

JWhitlock: Let's just... go. *pulls her out of the house, breaking into a fast run as soon as we hit the tree line, the wind blowing my hair, blowing over my face*

BWhitlock: *follows, slightly slower, tilting my head up and just letting go for the first time in months*

JWhitlock: *lets go of her hand, and scrambles up into the nearest tree, climbing all the way to the top, perching on a branch, letting my feet swing*

BWhitlock: *darts up after him, staying a branch below* Whatcha doing?

JWhitlock: *shrugs, twisting around to lean back against the trunk of the tree, stretching my legs out on the branch in front of me* Just, looking at the stars, I guess.

BWhitlock: *frowns and tilts my head up* You okay?

JWhitlock: Yeah, I'm alright. It's just one of those nights where you sit and think, you know? Think about all the things you've done, seen, felt. *laces my fingers together, settling them over my stomach, still looking up at the sky*

BWhitlock: Are you happy? Right now? *climbs up a branch and leans back*

JWhitlock: Yes. Right now? With you? I've never been happier. I'd never had a reason to be happy until I met you. I sometimes find myself actually wishing that we were human. *laughs, shaking my head* God, how I've changed since meeting you, Bella.

BWhitlock: What were you like before? I don't know much. And as much as I miss being human...I prefer to have forever with you.

JWhitlock: Not a good person, not at all. I was the epitome of evil. Ruthless, careless. I killed nightly, without remorse, and didn't think twice about it. In a nutshell, I was a fucking bastard.

BWhitlock: I remember the bastard part. How many times did you try and kill me? *smiles*

JWhitlock: A lot. You made me feel things that I didn't like, or understand. Frankly, it pissed me off. *reaches down to her, motioning for her to join me on my branch*

BWhitlock: *hops up with you* Oh yeah? What were you thinking, the first time you saw me?

JWhitlock: *pulls her onto my lap, wrapping my arms around her* I thought *sighs and rests my head on her shoulder* that you had the most delectable blood I had ever encountered, and that I would do anything to taste it.

BWhitlock: *purses my lips* What stopped you? If I remember correctly, you had me there at the end of the night. By the arm.

JWhitlock: *kisses the side of her neck* At the time, I didn't know. I had no fucking clue. There... was just -something- that wouldn't let me do it. Later I realized that it was the connection between us, even back then my subconscious wouldn't let me kill my mate.

BWhitlock: Well I'm glad. The first time wasn't the worst...It was the time you cornered me outside. Remember? *leans my head back*

JWhitlock: *nods* I do. *whispers, my breath moving her hair slightly* I'm so sorry that I scared you like that. That I tried to kill you. I'll be sorry forever.

BWhitlock: *reaches my hand up to play with his hair* don't be. You didn't know. I was never mad at you for it.

JWhitlock: *chuckles* Coulda fooled me at the time.

BWhitlock: *rolls my eyes* I wasn't mad. I was terrified. I know it was your nature.

JWhitlock: *kisses her shoulder* You're amazing, you know that right? And I love you.

BWhitlock: *chuckles and turns my head, kissing his cheek* I love you too. Edward knew from day one...that we were meant to be.

JWhitlock: *groans* And yet he still.... *grunts a little* Don't get me started on the subject.

BWhitlock: *laughs* Don't be like that. I practically asked for it. God knows I needed it.

JWhitlock: *twitches* Bellaaaaa. I don't want to hear this.

BWhitlock: *snickers* I never told you the best part about it, did I?

JWhitlock: Just the thought of someone else touching you makes me want to rip something apart *buries my face in her hair*

JWhitlock: Darlin', I'd stop while you were ahead.

BWhitlock: Are you suuuuuuuuure you don't want to hear? It's really funny. And anyone touching me? You know Pete and I cuddle all the time, right?

JWhitlock: I'm sure. And cuddling is different. I've cuddled with Peter myself. He's cuddly.

BWhitlock: *shrugs* Whatever makes you happy baby. When did you cuddle with Peter?

JWhitlock: When we were tripping our balls off. I guess it was more like a frantic clinging, but he was naked. That should count for something.

BWhitlock: *laughs* oh dear. *tugs on his hair* I still can't believe you did that.

JWhitlock: *shrugs* Seemed like a good thing to do at the time.

BWhitlock: Mmhmm, I bet it did. You two...can't be left alone again.

JWhitlock: Oh, c'mon. That shit was fun. We just can't drop acid anymore.

BWhitlock: Can I come next time? *frowns* Or maybe not. I get handsy.

JWhitlock: Sure, you can come. I get handsy too.

BWhitlock: *waggles my eyebrows* Oh, we can get handsy together....Peter'd like that. *laughs*

JWhitlock: Yeah, yeah he would. And for some reason, a bit of handsy with Peter doesn't send me into a jealous rage, as long as I'm there too. I don't know why, there's just something about that fucker.

BWhitlock: *chuckles* I'm pretty sure I used to offer to let him come into our room. I wonder why that is?

BWhitlock: *nods and leans back, purring* Yeah, it's kinda weird. I like him though, and I trust him. He moved me out of the way when he thought Char was a threat.

JWhitlock: I trust him too, and I don't trust many people. *lets my fingers play along the waistband of her jeans*

BWhitlock: I always have trusted him. I hope he and Char get their shit figured out. *curls my fingers around a lock of his hair*

JWhitlock: Me too, though I don't really know much about the situation. I really need to interact with everyone else just a bit more. *unbuttons her jeans*

BWhitlock: *puts my other hand on his thigh* Well, he totally digs on her, and she digs on him. But She feels guilty for turning him, and he doesn't know what to say to her....it's a mess.

JWhitlock: That is a mess. But I understand not knowing what to say. *slowly inches her zipper down*

BWhitlock: Yeah, I do too. It just kills me because what they have is like what we do. I want them both to have it. *unconsciously spreads my legs apart just a bit*

JWhitlock: *moves my lips to her shoulder, using one hand to push the material of her shirt out of the way* They'll figure it out. *slips my hand down her pants and into her panties, cupping her*

BWhitlock: *closes my eyes* I sure hope so. They're *gasps when I feel your hand on me* cute together.

JWhitlock: *licks her shoulder* Enough about them. What'd you think about me, the first time you saw me? *moves my fingers minutely, tapping your clit lightly*

BWhitlock: Hmm...The first time I saw you, I was currently pressed against a wall with Edward demanding me to tell him my sins....and then you were growling...I was terrified. *pushes my hips down lightly*

JWhitlock: *maneuvers, slipping my fingers inside her, pumping them slowly* Okay, bad example. First time, when I wasn't trying to rip your throat out.

BWhitlock: *purrs deep in my chest* I couldn't figure you out. Your hot/cold attitude. But I thought you were cute...and I wanted to know more about you even if I didn't want to admit that.

JWhitlock: Cute? I'm... cute? *uses my thumb to stroke her clit, pumping my fingers faster*

BWhitlock: *whimpers* Okay, I thought you were hot! But you scared the daylights out of me. *swallows thickly, pushing back against him*

JWhitlock: Well, yeah, I was a bad ass then, wasn't I? *moves my free hand under her shirt, dragging one of her bra cups down, pinching her nipples. Pushes my throbbing erection against her back, searching for friction* I thought that you were the most beautiful woman I'd ever seen in my life. *whispers roughly*

BWhitlock: *groans* Beautiful or delicious? *puts my hand over his, moving with him* will this branch hold us? *panting*

JWhitlock: *shrugs* Well see. *moves faster* And both.... both.

BWhitlock: Then fucking spin me around! *clenches my eyes shut* You're the most amazing person I've ever known...

JWhitlock: *removes my fingers, lifts her up, strips her of her jeans, removes my own, and then lowers her down onto my length, groaning as her tightness surrounds me* Ooohhh yeahhhhhh.

BWhitlock: *clings to the tree branch above me, supporting most of my weight, rocking back and forth* God baby. so amazing!

JWhitlock: *grunts and groans incoherently, gripping her hips tightly, closes my mouth around her nipple through her shirt*

BWhitlock: *snaps the branch I'm holding, tossing it to the ground and throwing my arms around his neck, rocking my hips at a rapid pace* So fuck...good...

JWhitlock: *releases her nipple, moving up to kiss at her neck* Damn baby... *kiss* I'm gonna... *lick* I'm not gonna last.... *nips* much longer.... *thrusts up into her, moving with her*

BWhitlock: *pants out* Will it hurt if you bite me? *claws at his back*

JWhitlock: Mmphh *fists a hand in her hair, turning her head to the side, sinking my teeth into the juncture of her neck and her shoulder as my orgasm washes over me*

BWhitlock: *cries out at the feel of his teeth, the emotion sending me over the edge as I come with him* Ahh, shit!

JWhitlock: Fuck that was good. *kisses her deeply, then fixes our clothes, dropping down from the tree with her* Back to the house.

BWhitlock: *snorts and follows* Not one for pillow talk, are you? *grins and takes his hand*

JWhitlock: *grins* Not really. *runs hand in hand with her back to the house*

BWhitlock: One day, we'll make love. And it will be soft and sweet and not frantic. *laughing as I run*

JWhitlock: *stops short* Hey! We've made love. *pouts, crossing my arms over my chest*

BWhitlock: When? Not that I dislike what we do! We're just always so...handsy and demanding...it's really hot! Don't think I'm saying I don't like it. *holds my hands up*

JWhitlock: Our wedding night. We made love on our wedding night. *takes off running toward the house again* 

-----The Next Night-----

Jo: *shuts off my laptop at my desk in the study to pack it into my workbag. I'm dressed in what I call my comfy sweats since the design department is in the basement and general works when no one else is there but overnight workers. I check my phone and see that I have to be to work in about an hour. Once my computer is off and closed I pack it into my bag and then look around for my iPod and headphones in case I need to ignore the design guys or I get bored*

Edward: *darts into the room as Jo looks around and pounces onto her. even though he tackles her to the ground, he's careful to encase her in such a way that she won't hurt herself. growling softly, he presses his lips against hers, using the fact that his are hard as a wedge to pry Jo's lips open so that he can slide his tongue into her mouth and explore every nook, cranny and crevice with a demanding, possessive force.*

Jo: *being completely caught of guard since I was concentrating on getting ready for work it takes me a moment to respond to his kisses. Once he pries my lips open I let him have his way with me. It almost makes me sad that I have to go to work cause I just want to stay and make out with him. But I've already finished packing up all my stuff and I know I need to start heading out. Not pulling back from our make out session I coax him into releasing me* :::As much as I want to say but I really have to go to work. I love you and want to make out with you for hours but I also like working::: *I nibble on his lip at the end of my thought and then pulling back to not only take in a breath but gasp slightly at finally telling him I love him and not just alluding to it.*

Edward: *pulls back to smile brightly at Jo* ::You are absolutely perfect...:: *then he kisses her again before finally standing up and wrapping himself around her before walking with her to the elevator. on the ride down he doesn't speak, merely presses his face into her hair, breathing deeply...and this just happens to saturate her hair with his scent, so its win/win for him*

Jo: *chuckling at his thoughts of giving me his scent I readjust my messenger bag on my shoulder as the elevator opens to the garage level and I walk out of the elevator and look up at Edward* So which car do I get to take to work this week? Cause as possessive as you are, I don't think you want me walking to work each night. *which amuses me cause even though he probably would be that way, it doesn't change the fact that I am a shifter who has killed vampires before so I can defend myself*

Edward: *gestures to the wide variety of cars in the garage* Take your pick. You have access to all of them except Jasper's there. *he points to Jasper's car* If you want to take the Porsche, or the Bug, or the exact, working original K.I.T.T. replica... Whichever one you want, sweetheart.

Jo: *smiles up at him and looks around until I spot an older car in the back of the garage, probably something that Edward didn't even realized he had. It's an old green Honda CRV and a smile comes to my face cause as much as I like new flashy cars I grew up with Honda and Toyota cars. I turn back to Edward and motion towards the car with my head before walking towards it* I want to drive this one. It's perfect. *I hear my cell phone beep and I know it's my reminder that I have 30 minutes to get to work and if I don't leave soon I'll be really late*

Edward: *kisses Jo again, depositing the keys to the car she picked in her hand* Drive safely dear. *he sees her to the car, opening the door for her and closing it once she's seated* Remember, I'm just a thought away...

Jo: *smiles and waves to Edward as I back the car out and head to work*

