Edward: *walks around the show area for various boats of the nicest boating place in Buenos Aires. it wasn't as far south as they could have gone, but it was as far south as they could go and still purchase a boat that would live up to the high standards of vehicles that he shared with his sister. he was currently contemplating the various storage capacity on the speed boats, calculating how much fuel they would hold compared to how much fuel they would need*

AliceCullen: *Thankful that Edward shared my high standards, I looked around analyzing closet space on each vessel. It would need to adequately handle our bags and any purchases I would make on our stops*

Edward: *rolls his eyes at Alice's thoughts and changes his focus, knowing that at this rate they're going to end up with something big...but he could still get a smaller faster one to be put on the larger one until it was used...*
 AliceCullen: *Ohh, liking Edward's latest idea, a big ship with a smaller speedboat, maybe he would consider one with a helicopter as well and some jet skis; I always wanted to try that*

Edward: *considers as well, seeing Alice's thoughts but decides to point out to her that he wouldn't trust any helicopter they could buy in this part of the world... since it would most likely be stole US Government property* How about... *he gestures to a model of a particularly fun looking yacht that has a landing pad on it...the yacht itself is down at the harbor, this is just a showroom*
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AliceCullen: That will work, we wont need a crew though will we? I want to lay on deck in a bikini and pretend to sunbathe. *shaking my head at Edward's concern over such trivial things as stolen government property*

Edward: *frowns at Alice* ::We may steal, but we're not going to essentially pay someone else to steal for us!:: *he turns to another model* No, boating was another hobby I've picked up in the last sixty years or so.

bellawhitlock: *paints my toenails, brushes my hair, and dresses in a pair of yoga pants and a strapless shirt*

AliceCullen: Well, let's take this one, it will ease your conscience and meet our needs. *Planning on my first sunbathing session and which bikini to wear*

Edward: *nods and goes over to the salesman to make the deal. he uses his vampiric traits to get an almost unheard of discount from the poor man and soon they're walking out with keys and ownership papers* Did you want to pick up swimsuits next or have you decided to tan in the buff? *he's reading over the sales receipt as he walks, trying to look like someone that really cared how much he spent*

AliceCullen: I would like to pick up a few suits, but I will probably tan in the buff too, you don’t mind right? *giggling at Edward trying to act concerned about the price and playing off the spoiled, snotty, rich, bitch, sister to a tee, hair flips and all*

Edward: Why would I mind? *looks up from the receipt, confused...then he gives her an aggravated look at her hair flipping* Keep that up and I'm going to have to do it.... *his tone is threatening*

AliceCullen: *Silently pleased with my ability to annoy Edward I translate the Russian dictionary to keep him out of my thoughts*

Edward: *makes an about face, stuffing the keys and papers into various pockets and goes directly to a shop he can see in someone else's mind. he's in and out very quickly, knowing exactly what he was after... and he emerges wearing a rich yuppie captain's outfit remarkable similar to a certain island castaway's attire. he strides over to Alice again, threading his arm with her's and puts on a posh, snooty voice* Well, darling... Have you decided where you wish to throw away more money at?
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AliceCullen: Yes, the boutique over there. *points across the boardwalk to the upscale shop* They look like they will have what I want. Taking your arm, letting you lead us across to the shop where I grab ten tiny little bikinis, matching sunglasses, sandals, hats, beach bags, sundresses, a couple scarves and some other miscellaneous sundries*

bellawhitlock: *flops back on the bed, glancing at my cell phone "no messages" and sighing* I hate being alone.

Edward: *selects his own miscellaneous items as Alice picks out her attire. his are decidedly lesser in number though, as he doesn't really care, and consists almost entirely of three pairs of swim trunks, two t-shirts and a pair of sun glasses... he doesn't bother with footwear* Is there a place where we can get our other items here or do we need to take port somewhere to find them? *he sends her a mental image of what he means*

AliceCullen: ::We probably need to port for those Edward::

Edward: *nods, agreeing with Alice and pulls out his phone. he frowns, turning it back on and then uses it to call the marina since he has no messages. while Alice continues to shop, he arranges for the dock workers to fill the tank on their new ship as well as load barrels of fuel into some of the cargo space. he'll have to load the jet skis and speed boat purchased himself before they leave port*

bellawhitlock: *looks at my phone and sighs* Well, if I'm going to be alone all the time, might as well rebuild some bridges. *scrolls and finds Alice's number, hitting it to text message <I still love you...just so you know.> send*

AliceCullen: *Hearing my phone vibrate with a new text message I wonder whether to check it. Edward is the only person that would be texting now and OH! It was Bella. Deciding to check it, I read her message. Feeling a little relieved I text back <I have always loved you both and always will, I wish I could explain, but will just have to ask you to trust me this one thing, I never wanted to hurt you> :snd:

bellawhitlock: *reaches for my buzzing phone, knowing who it's from* <I still won't bet against you. come home soon. -both- of you> snd

Edward: *smiles faintly at Alice before heading over and purchasing their items. He then takes the bags like a good boy and goes to escort Alice from the store. once she sends her message, he speaks* Did you want to purchase anything else here or just head down to the ship?

AliceCullen: No, let's go *sharing Bella's text with Edward, smiling, so relieved that maybe someday I can go home again without my family hating me* I am anxious to cast off, let's hurry.*

AliceCullen: *texting Bella back <Thank you Bella> ::snd::

bellawhitlock: *digs through the phones internet graphics, finding one of a lion taking a nap as a sheep sneaks by, sending it to Edward to be funny*

Edward: *nods and leads Alice down to the marina where their absolutely disgustingly oversized and under priced yacht is waiting... he kisses Alice's hand after helping her from the dock to the ship and then inspects the barrels to make sure the right amount is there and that they're all full...then he goes to pay the dockworkers in cash, giving them all generous tips. he then loads up the jet skis and the speed boat before locking all exterior hatches and casts off the lines* We're pulling out now... *he doesn't use the intercom to warn Alice, knowing she'd be able to hear him even from the complete other side of the super yacht, but giving her the courtesy of a warning she probably didn't need anyway before starting up the boat and pulling away from the dock* 

AliceCullen: *Already changed into a scanty little bikini, keeping one of the luxurious robes I found in the Master suite I commandeered until we are out of the marina and into open water* Thank you Edward.

bellawhitlock: *grumbles loudly, getting up to dust the room for something to do*

Edward: You don't need to thank me, Alice. *he waits until they're completely clear of the marina before turning on full throttle* Even when you hated me, your whole heart wasn't in it. I'd do anything for you. *he keeps track of the area ahead of them while at the same time keeping track of behind them before finally, he calls the visual clear of humans* We're out to sea now... *he locks the wheel in place, letting the ship run on it's own before heading out to sit on the deck at the bow of the ship. he finally checks his messages, rolling his eyes at Bella's text and sends her a picture of a rather plain looking, though pretty Mermaid laying on an iceberg... that's all, no words to give anything away*

Petersaurusrex: *Coming in from yet another hunt, I stop to scratch Dracula on the head where he's tucked under a chair in the kitchen, gnawing on some dog treat Char -had- to buy him. The house is empty, save for Bella, and I know we need to talk. I knock on her door lightly, pushing it open just so....*Bella?

bellawhitlock: *glancing towards the door* sup?

Edward: *laughs at Bella's tomato, sending back a picture of a traditional vampire's mouth sinking fangs into a big juicy strawberry and dripping the juice everywhere*

Petersaurusrex: *Flops down on the bed, knocking little Bella in the air* Moping in here, bitch? *teases lightly, poking Bella in the side*

bellawhitlock: *frowning* moping? why would I be moping?

bellawhitlock: *glancing at my phone and giggling, sending a picture of a Hershey’s bar*

Petersaurusrex: *Looks over at phone* what -are- you doing?

bellawhitlock: Sending text messages. it's a rather neat feature of modern times. Are you familiar?

Charlotte: *drains yet another mountain lion, remembering my first hunt with Edward*

Petersaurusrex: *Glares* Yes I know what text messaging is. Who you talking to, if I might ask? My wife maybe? She's out and about today *sighs* Left me at home with Dracula.

Edward: *turns his phone around, taking a picture of himself dressed up as a silly rich yuppie captain and giving the camera a sad kind of smile. he's seated atop the bow deck of a massive yacht and Alice is in a bikini 'sunbathing' in the background. once the picture is taken to his satisfaction, he sends it to Charlotte! with a brief message* <We'll be gone a while. Be happy.>

bellawhitlock: *glances at my phone* Oh, ah, I sent a message to Alice...and Edward. *shrugs* figured I could play nice and all that.

Petersaurusrex: *Looks at lap* He...They tell you where they’re at?

Charlotte: *feels phone vibrating in my pocket, quickly pulling it out and reading the text I got, gasping as I read the name first* Edward? *noticing the sad smile, I type in a message* <<Thank you Edward. Cheer up >>

bellawhitlock: *shakes my head* he hasn't said anything, just sent me random pictures.

Petersaurusrex: *looks up* Can I see? I know shit, remember?

bellawhitlock: *tosses the phone at Peter* have at.

Charlotte: *heads for the house after burying the carcass, glancing at my phone and wondering if he'll text me again and why the hell he would text me in the first place*

Petersaurusrex: *flips through pictures, laughing at fruit and chocolate, and then a picture of a mermaid on ice. I pause for a moment, wrinkling up my forehead* They are on the water. Some where cold. I'm betting Antarctica.

bellawhitlock: Cryptic bastard, isn't he?

Edward: *glances back to Alice to see if she's paying attention, but her mind let's him know that she isn't. he turns on the video record and focuses on his face, sparkling in the bright sun* I'm more worried about you cheering up than myself. Please know I'm so sorry for what happened Charlotte... I still care about you. *he sends it quickly to Charlotte before he can change his mind and then sends another picture to Bella's phone, this one of a tropical waterfall. again he gives no explanation*

Petersaurusrex: *Sighs* It's why we keep him aro....uh. Never mind. Look. I wanted to talk. About Edward. And the bond. And Char. Because I know...you’re concerned. But I want to explain.

bellawhitlock: *raises my eyebrows* Go on then.

Petersaurusrex: *Sighs* Okay, I don't know how to make you understand that my love for Char will never, and should never, be called into question. I love her. More then life itself. I can't put it into words. But Edward....well. Edward is sort of like a kidney.

Charlotte: *stops running as I feel my phone vibrating again, opening up I see it's a video. Moves back to where no one can hear whatever Edward has to tell me and watches Edward sad face, my heart breaking a little for him.* God, what do I say now? *decides just to type a message, not being a big fan of video texting* <<I know and I do appreciate it, Edward, but I'm still too upset to forgive you. I will one day though, I'm sure of it. After all it takes two to tango. >>

bellawhitlock: We don't have kidneys.

bellawhitlock: *motions for you to continue*

Charlotte: *hears Bella talking about kidneys, wondering what they could possibly be talking about that led her to say that and staying out in the yard with a sleeping Dracula as I listen in on their conversation*

Petersaurusrex: *sighs* Yes we do. They just don't work. But anyways, he's like a human kidney then. Look, it's like this. I have Char and I sort of had Edward. I only need Char. I need her to live. Just like you only need one kidney. When you lose that other kidney, you'll survive. But it will hurt, and you'll always feel that it's missing, and life won't be what it could be, without it. It will be enough. One kidney, my Char, is enough, more then enough. But that other Kidney...Edward? It's better with him. So much better.

Edward: *frowns at the text, furrowing his brow and spends a while just staring out at the horizon, nothing but blue sea and blue sky as far as his eyes can see ahead. finally he sends a text back* <I don't ask you to forgive me. It's him I don't want you to stay upset with.>

Petersaurusrex: But I'll live without that kidney, because all I'll ever need is Char.

Petersaurusrex: *rubs head* What I am saying is that I'll always want him, I will. But I'll suffer without that part of me, because It's char that I need.

bellawhitlock: And you don't think he's like a kidney to me too?

Charlotte: *melts a little at Peter's words, cursing as my phone vibrates loud enough for others to hear and running off towards the woods again to avoid being caught eavesdropping*

Charlotte: *reads text, typing a quick reply while scanning the forest for Peter, not wanting him to know about my texting with Edward* <<He saved me from drinking human blood, gave me a puppy along with his puppy dog eyes. Believe me, he's forgiven. >>

Charlotte: *wonders if I should relay to Edward what I had just heard, thinking it to cruel and stuffing my phone back in my pocket*

Edward: *smiles at Charlotte's text, a genuine smile. he responds quickly* <Good. Live happily. I'll message again to let you know where we are next.> *then he puts his phone away, going back to watching the ocean as the ship glides southward through the water*

Charlotte: *nods, reading the text and putting away my cell, before running back to the house*

bellawhitlock: *runs my hands through my hair* you know what the sad thing is, though? why it bothers me so much?

Peterpotomus: Why is that?

bellawhitlock: The way he looks at you. He's -never- looked at me like that. You... touched something in him that I never could. I know, it's stupid because I'm married and all that, but that's what it is. *looks into my lap*

Charlotte: *sits down next to a still sleeping Dracula, toying with the hem of my shirt*

Peterpotomus: *Falls back on the bed* It's just sexual Bella. I mean, Edward and I care for each other on a level of bonded vampires. But what he has for you is love. If given the chance, I could probably come to love him, not like I love Char, there isn't anything like that. And not like he loves you, nor you love him. More like companion ship. But what you two have...it's a real connection. It isn't the byproduct of venom, or force. It's something you built.

Peterpotomus: *Looks up* Like what I have with Char. The bond I have with Edward is real in the sense that it was made mutually, and willingly. But the bond I have with Char, or even with Jasper, or you, or any one I love, I made myself.

bellawhitlock: *nods* does this sound strange to you, arguing over Edward? Because it should be wrong on several levels. *leans over to poke you in the side*

Peterpotomus: It's real because you wanted it so much you willed it into creation. Does that make sense?

bellawhitlock: Yes, it does. And I want it. with Jasper. But...he bit me and I dont' feel it. is that wrong?

Peterpotomus: *snorts* I'd like to think that we aren't arguing, but trying to understand. I think your the only one who could come close to understanding.

Peterpotomus: Your not submissive like Edward, and Jasper didn't -take- it from you.

bellawhitlock: How do I get it though?

Peterpotomus: *shrugs* You have to want it.

Edward: *can't resist any longer and sends one more text... this one of a simple black leather sofa... to Peter's phone*

bellawhitlock: I thought I did. *looks confused*

Peterpotomus: Look, Char isn't submissive, but she can submit, when she wants to. I didn't -have- to bite her for that. You don't have to give up yourself to play Bella.

Peterpotomus: Not really. You want equality and trust.

Peterpotomus: Char and I have that, equality and trust. Which is why she's always been able to submit to me, and know I would never abuse that.

bellawhitlock: So...what? I have to let him...manhandle me? I mean, I'm not opposed...some of that sub stuff looks pretty wicked.

Peterpotomus: He can bite you a thousand times, and it probably won't change. What I am saying is that you have every thing you could ever want with Jasper. You can have any kind of connection you want. You two -are- connected.

bellawhitlock: *nods* I hear your words, but I don't feel it. I mean, don't get me wrong, I love him. I really do. I want to feel...-more-.

Peterpotomus: *Shrugs* Then yeah, let him man handle you. Give up that control. Let him tie you up, and tie you down, and fuck you seven ways to Sunday. If you can relinquish that part of you without him biting the submission it to you, you can't doubt your connection. Because it takes -a lot- to give up that control.

Charlotte: *shivers at the thought of being tied up*

bellawhitlock: *really digs that idea* yum. if he ever comes home again, I will do just that. We need to work on our trust anyway, that's a good way for me.

Peterpotomus: *makes a thoughtful face* Jasper...might have problems with it. I don't know. I mean...he would be able to feel your fear. And you would be afraid. It makes it hot. Just ask Char.

Peterpotomus: You'd have to convince him, or maybe I could show him.

Peterpotomus: *Snorts* Not show him...talk to him.

Peterpotomus: *Feels phone buzz in pocket, flipping it open* It's a text. See, I know what texting is. * Shows Bella the photo without really looking at it*

bellawhitlock: Good job on your part. I'd ask why he sent you a picture of a couch, but he sent me one of a strawberry so...yeah.

bellawhitlock: Show him, eh? double yum. *shakes head* sorry...ah, yeah, I'll convince him.

Charlotte: *giggles, before clamping a hand in front of my mouth*

Peterpotomus: *Looks mortified for a moment, before looking at his phone and snapping it shut* Uh...yeah. You never know with him.

Peterpotomus: *Smiles* We cool? I want to meet Char when she gets back. I'll talk to Jazz if you need me too.

bellawhitlock: We're always cool. You just don't mention my word vomit to Jasper, and we'll be even more cool. but as far as the tying up goes, yeah. spread that word.

Charlotte: *counts to twenty in my head to avoid suspicion, before jumping in through the kitchen window*
Charlotte: *singing* I'm getting new boots, new golden boots...because my dog went pee pee on my boots.

Peterpotomus: *Comes down stairs* You ordered the boots then?

Charlotte: *pouts* I thought you did?

Peterpotomus: *Shakes head* Oops. But I did order these. I thought you could wear them with the boots. Just them and the boots. *Tosses Char something very small, stringy and shiny gold* Or we can say fuck the boots, and you can just wear them.

bellawhitlock: *hears Peter and Char downstairs, longing for Jasper as I lounge on the bed*

Charlotte: *smirks, inspecting the fabric or lack off* Mmm, pretty. *kisses Peter passionately and whispers against his lips* You're still getting me the boots though *sucks on Peter's bottom lip*

bellawhitlock: *glances at my phone out of habit, noting I have another message. opening it up, shrugging at the waterfall picture and letting it fall to the side. grinning, I walk into Peter and Chars room, find one of their whips, take a picture and send it to Edward* put that in your pipe and smoke it.

Charlotte: *lets tongue slip into his cold mouth, caressing his tongue gently with mine, softly purring*

Peterpotomus: *Groans half in lust and half because of the goddamn boots* Here, take the Black Card, and get your self some fucking boots. *grins and growls* and a nice golden collar to match if your feeling particularly inclined to play Kitty any time soon.

Peterpotomus: *Grabs Chars ass, lifting her up*

Charlotte: *wraps legs around Peter's waist, groaning at the feel of him big and hard brushing against me*

Edward: *opens up his newest text message and chokes on his own venom. he gives the sunbathing Alice a panicked look before darting all the way to the other end of the ship and hiding below deck. he looks around, spotting something and smirking. he snaps a picture of the coiled rope, his fingers curling around the rope and sending it to Bella*

Peterpotomus: *Drops you roughly on the counter* Oh fuck, baby, we haven’t played rough in forever.

Charlotte: *pants* Too fucking long! *looks up at him from underneath my eyelashes* Take me! NOW!

bellawhitlock: *whips out my phone, sees the text message from Edward and swallows thickly, heading into the closet, putting on one of the thigh high boots and taking a pic. sending it back before taking the boot off and listening around the house*

Edward: *growls at Bella's most recent picture and...races to his room on the ship. he digs into the duffel bag he's always carrying about these days and pulls out a sealed plastic bag... he opens the bag and pulls out a pair of leather pants... ones that are still shiny with Bella-juice on the exterior seam of the zipper... he takes a picture of this shiny spot and sends that to Bella*

bellawhitlock: *drops my jaw at the most recent picture, thinking he's grown quite bold when he's not in front of me. Decides to fight fire with fire-heads to the bathroom, drops my shorts and takes a picture of the bite mark on my thigh, rather carefully. hits send, then goes to locate Peter and Char*

Peterpotomus: *Pulls you off the counter, turning you around, and bending you harshly, pressing your cheek against the marble top* I miss you like this.....I miss you....*Lets my hand smooth gently down your hair, then neck, before tearing your tiny little top from your body, my nails scraping lightly across your back. I kick your feet apart, spreading your legs, making your skirt ride up.* No panties?

bellawhitlock: *stops at the top of the stairs, hearing what's going on in the kitchen and turning to go. I stop, close my eyes and listen thinking that I'm such a perv*

Charlotte: I didn't do the laundry this week *wiggles ass, getting more aroused with each word out of his mouth and pushing back impatiently*

bellawhitlock: *swallows at the thought of what was going on, already turned on from Jasper being gone so long and the thought of being tied up*

Edward: *almost continually growling thanks to seeing the bite mark, but this time it's mixed with anger as he can tell someone else has bitten over the mark. he strides up to the bridge of the yacht and texts a picture to the ship's fax machine. once the picture is printed, he sucks venom onto his fingers and positions his glistening wet fingers in the proper spot on the printed out picture before texting it to Bella...the image is of the carving he did in the stone above the hot spring of naked Bella and his wet fingers are in prime fingering location!*

Peterpotomus: *Grabs your hips, pressing you against the counter with one hand, letting the other slide up your inner thigh, brushing across your pussy* Fuck panties. The only time you get to wear panties is if that's all your wearing. *slides one finger up, slipping into your pussy easily, teasing you with slow, gentle strokes*

Charlotte: *throwing head back, moaning loudly, not liking being teased after wanting to be taken roughly for too long and moving my hips, fucking his fingers*

bellawhitlock: *peers around the corner again, choking back a groan at the image of Peter bent over Char. before I know what I'm doing, I let my hand trail down under the waistband of my shorts and begin to touch myself slowly*

Peterpotomus: *Smacks her ass, -hard-, turning on the Sergeant Whitlock voice* Sit. Still.

Peterpotomus: *Slips another finger inside Char's pussy, fucking her harder, moving my free hand to pin her down by her neck* Hands behind your head.

bellawhitlock: *hearing Peter order Char around, I know that this is what I want with Jasper. I let my hand move faster, circling my clit and letting my other hand pinch my nipple through my shirt*

Charlotte: *stops moving instantly, whimpering* *moves hands behind my head, a thought suddenly jumping to mind* Baby, are you getting hard right now? Do you like having me bent over like this? Wouldn't you like to see your boy toy eating me out as you fuck his tight ass? Will you be thinking of me or him, when you plunge that hard, thick cock into me?

Peterpotomus: *Stills to ice, pulling my hand free, a flash of something, pain, anger, lust at the thought rushing through me* Don't talk about Edward or I will leave you so close to coming you'll cry blood, you dirty little slut. *Grabs you, spinning roughly, kissing your mouth gently to belie the harsh orders before pushing you hard to the floor, grasping your hair tight, but not pulling, lifting your face so you look at me* Your the only one I'm thinking, if you want to keep it that way, keep your fucking mouth shut or keep it busy and suck my cock.

bellawhitlock: *pants quietly at Peters words, reaching my hand further into my shorts and pushing hard and fast*

Charlotte: *eyes Peter for a second, before lowering my eyes* Yes, sir *licks lip gazing at that beautiful, perfect dick and quickly taking it into my mouth, moaning around his shaft, bobbing my head at that pace I know Peter likes and humming right before I deep throat him* 

Peterpotomus: *Rips Char back* Maybe that’s a bad idea. Get on all fours, I want your ass so far up in the air, your face is on the floor. Now. 

Charlotte: *smirks, flipping over and sticking that ass up as high as I possibly can, lowering my upper body and gasping as the cold floor makes my nipple pebble even harder*

Peterpotomus: *Spreads your ass just like I know you hate, because I want to watch you squirm* You've been pretty naughty, Charlotte baby, been putting me through the ringer.....were you looking to get punished?

bellawhitlock: *pants faster, trying to be very quiet as I push the pace faster*

Edward: *checks his phone, but when no new message has arrived, he shrugs. he turns his focus back to the steering wheel of the yacht and checks to make sure the ship is still on course. after all, it would be irritating to go the wrong way*

Charlotte: *tries to move away from his grip* Anything you want, baby...Just please, not the ass *pleads, looking over my shoulder into those beautiful eyes*

Peterpotomus: *Smacks ass, pulling your head up by the back of your hair* Were you pushing me on purpose?

Peterpotomus: *Snickers* Not today.

Peterpotomus: *Smacks ass harder, pulling your neck so your face is off the floor, but your chest is pushed against the cool tiles,* Hands behind your head, and answer me.

Charlotte: *adverts eyes, putting my hands behind my head* A little bit *whispers*

Peterpotomus: *Lines my cock up between your ass cheeks, giving you -no-pleasure, and thrusting against you, purring, leaning forward to whisper against your ear,* You like it when I'm angry, baby? Like it when I get mad? Like it when I bend you? Fuck you so hard I could break you?

Charlotte: *moans, my need for Peter growing with each word* Fuck yeah!

Peterpotomus: *moves my hand from your hair, letting my fingers wrap around your neck, one hand still gripping your hips* Want met to fuck you? Sink into you hard? Pin you to the floor and fuck you till your screaming raw?

Peterpotomus: *Thrusts against you, pulling my dick back, pressing it against your pussy, sliding against you, teasing*

bellawhitlock: *bites my lip, pinching my nipple harder and imagining being tied up and fucked*

Charlotte: *arching my back, following Peter's lead as he grips my throat* Please baby! Take me! Hard! I need you so much *gasping as he keeps teasing me, whimpering pathetically* Please...

Peterpotomus: *Slams into you without warning, fingers tightening around your neck, cutting off your ability to breath, and your sense of smell, feeling your body tense with the natural panic of having your senses cut off*

Peterpotomus: *Growls* Keep your hands behind your head!

Peterpotomus: *Fucks you roughly through your panic, feeling you clench around my cock*

Peterpotomus: *Fucks your roughly through your panic, feeling you clench around my cock*

bellawhitlock: *feels the coil begin to tighten as I start to bring myself closer*

Charlotte: *panics, trying to breathe in vain, my body locking up as I rigidly place my hands back behind my head. Knows that Peter would never intentionally hurt me and forcing myself to calm down. Feels orgasm approaching, moving against Peter, increasing both our pleasures*

Peterpotomus: That’s it, baby, you love it.*Slams back into Char's pussy, feeling my own orgasm build with every growl and whisper, and I release my hand, letting you breath, hoping this will send you over because I'm gonna come, but I'm taking you with me*

Peterpotomus: *growls* Touch yourself, let one hand down....

bellawhitlock: *swallows hard, my hand moving in rapid circles as I listen and watch, dangerously close to the edge*

Charlotte: *moves more urgently against him, meeting him thrust for fucking thrust and rubs pussy in perfect timing with his thrusts...the band snaps, screaming loudly making the windows rattle* Peteeeeeeeeeeerrrrrrrrrr​rrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrr​rrrr

bellawhitlock: *Chars loud orgasm pushes me over my own edge as I cum as quietly as I can, only letting out a breathy moan*

Peterpotomus: *Feels Char clench around me, hearing a moan that can't be hers when she's screaming my name. I look up to catch Bella's eyes even as she pulls her hand from her panties, and I panic, coming even as I pull out of Char splattering venom-jizz all over her back, and face when she looks back at me*

Peterpotomus: Fuck! Char...Bella!

Peterpotomus: *points wildly at the stairs*

bellawhitlock: *squeals and makes a mad dash for my room, slamming the door and tossing myself on the bed, pulling the covers up over my head* ohmygod

Charlotte: *licks up the jizz, even gathering the rest I can't reach with my finger and bringing it to my mouth. Turns over to look at Bella, smiling smugly as I look at that post orgasm face* Did you like the show, baby?

bellawhitlock: *squeaks*

Peterpotomus: *Pulls Char against me* She's a randy little thing, isn't she? Damn Char, it's been a while since we had an audience. I woulda put on a better show had I known.....

Charlotte: Bella *hollers, picking up the black card I dropped up earlier* Online shopping! Peter's paying!

Peterpotomus: *Sighs, yanking up my jeans* Go get your damned boots.

Peterpotomus: *Smacks Char on the ass*

bellawhitlock: *pushes myself further under the covers, calling* I'm good.

Charlotte: *cups Peter's cheek* There's always next time, baby *kissing you softly, before running upstairs*

bellawhitlock: *stutters* I mean that I don't want to go shopping! Have fun!

Charlotte: Don't hide, sugar and I said online shopping *giggles* Maybe we can find something juicy you can wear when Jazz gets home *licks upper lip*

bellawhitlock: *sputters louder* good right here. really.

bellawhitlock: *moans in embarrassment*

Charlotte: *pulls the sheet off of Bella* Don't be like that, sugar. It's really okay *kisses your cheek* Please help me find something cute to wear with this underwear *holds up the set I got from Peter, looking at Bella with puppy dog eyes*

Peterpotomus: *Snickers at Bella’s moan, and sings* This place smells like a whoooore house.

bellawhitlock: *moans louder*

Charlotte: *shakes head, sighing heavily* Ignore him

bellawhitlock: Fine char...just don't look me in the eye. Hang on a sec...*bounds into my closet, whipping out my phone. I place three fingers into my mouth, bringing the phone up for a close-up and snapping a picture then sending it to Edward*

bellawhitlock: *yells at Peter* It's been a REALLY long time, dammit! give a girl a break.

Charlotte: Sure, I'll just look at your boobs then *snickers, pulling Bella into the chair next to mine and typing away on the laptop*

bellawhitlock: *moans even louder*

bellawhitlock: *sighs as Char begins her shopping*

Charlotte: Stop the moaning, sugar. You're giving me flashbacks of the other night *chuckles*

bellawhitlock: I can't help it. I feel like a pervy voyeur. A pervy, pervy pervy voyeur.

Peterpotomus: *Snorts, hearing Bella* You are a pervy, pervy, pervy voyeur!

Peterpotomus: *Snickers, speaking quieter, but knowing I will be heard* But we like audiences sometimes, don't we Char.

bellawhitlock: *covers my face with my hands*

Charlotte: Yes, we do baby *pulls Bella closer* Or even certain participants *leaning forward, breathing heavily into Bella's ear*

Edward: *almost breaks the wheel of the yacht when he sees the picture Bella just sent... but he doesn't have anything to top that... Unless... He goes back down to the observation deck. he walks across the glass bottom before reaching the grand piano and takes a quick video click of one of his hands playing part of her lullaby. then he adds words in text before sending it to Bella* <This song plays so beautifully on your softest spot...>

bellawhitlock: *shivers at Chars breath* it's just...Jasper's been gone, and Peter was talking about tying me up...well not him tying me up! But Jasper...and you guys....and...fuck.

Peterpotomus: *Slips up stairs silently, ghosting down the farther Hallway, pushing open Edwards door. It doesn't smell like me anymore, but Edwards chocolate scent lingers. There something sitting on the defiled couch, paper, re-smoothed, and finished. It's the sketch, but it's done now. A perfect rendition of that night. I smooth my fingers down the sketched length of Edwards back, the pad of my thumb brushing across the neatly drawn mark. With a sigh, I set it back, wondering if it's even mine to take.*

bellawhitlock: *feels my phone vibrate, taking it out and choking when I see the message, but putting it away for a minute while I think*

Peterpotomus: *Leaving the room, hearing Bella say something about me tying her up, I peek my head in her room* I said no such thing!

Peterpotomus: *Looks stern, but smiles* Unless you asked.

Charlotte: *cups Bella's cheek* Am I making you this incoherent *bites lip* or are you just embarrassed?

bellawhitlock: *snorts* both.

Peterpotomus: *Smirks from the doorway* Stupid speechless looks good on you, Bells.

bellawhitlock: *flips Peter the bird* shut it.

Charlotte: *winks at Peter, leaning forward and hesitating an inch from Bella's lips* Good *breathes heavily, letting my scent wash over Bella*

bellawhitlock: *whispers* Why, Charlotte, what are you implying?

Charlotte: *giggles internally, pulling back abruptly* Implying? Nothing *blinks innocently*

bellawhitlock: *laughing* you want me. just admit it.

Peterpotomus: *Smirks* She might, but you still ain't got shit to offer me. Though I do like the look of blonde between your legs.

bellawhitlock: What Peter, you don't think I'm pretty? *bats my eyelashes*

Peterpotomus: *Snorts* Sure I think your face looks amazing when Chars attached to it. *Grins* Of course you’re pretty, darling, but Doll face is blonde, and I love me some blondies. Carpet matches the drapes and everything.

bellawhitlock: *laughs loudly* I love blondes, too. *snickers*

Peterpotomus: *shrugs* well we have something in common then. Plus Char has the fuckawesome ginormous titties.

Charlotte: *finds boots, ordering the 900 dollar boots along with the suggested outfit to go with it, golden leather pants and jacket and keeping wisely quiet about the 1600 dollar price tag*

Peterpotomus: *Looks at Chars tits* Ginormous.

Peterpotomus: Bigger then her head almost.

bellawhitlock: No offense, sugar, but I hear that anything more than a handful is too much. *grinning wickedly*

Peterpotomus: *Sighs, hearing Char click away* Just because it says no limit Charlotte Jane, does not mean you should try your hardest to see if they mean it.

Peterpotomus: *Raises a brow* They haven’t fucked Char's titties then, have they.

bellawhitlock: *nods* this is probably very true.

bellawhitlock: *peeks down my shirt* I like mine. They're nice.

Charlotte: *hangs head in shame* Sorry baby *looking down at boobs, since feet are impossible to see with these big babies blocking the view* You can fuck my titties anytime *looks up, hoping the stern look has left his face*

Peterpotomus: *Grins* Did you....buy what I asked?

Peterpotomus: All the good pussies say meow.

bellawhitlock: *rolls my eyes* I think me and my little boobies are going to go in the other room for a minute. When you're done shopping, maybe we can watch a movie.

Peterpotomus: *sighs* I already told you your tits were great. Quit bitching because they don't compare to Lady Ta Ta over here.

Charlotte: *quickly orders the collar, kicking self internally for forgetting the one thing my mate asked me to get*

bellawhitlock: I'm not bitching. I told you-I like my itty-bitty titties. I just want to, ah, change clothes.

Peterpotomus: *snorts* If you didn't wear panties, they wouldn't be soaked.

Peterpotomus: Isn't that right, Char?

bellawhitlock: *covers my face* hush.

Charlotte: *chuckles* He is right though, besides it feels nice...no panties I mean

