bellawhitlock: *piddles around the house, looking for something to do, and almost deciding to go roll in the mud so I can con Edward into another shower*

bellawhitlock: Hello??? Anybody here???

Edward: I'm in my... Closet. *has both doors between him and the hallway closed and locked and the sound of a pencil flying over paper can be heard coming from his room*

bellawhitlock: Do you want some company in your...closet?

Edward: *pauses, considering* ... No... *he goes back to drawing*

bellawhitlock: I'm going to sit outside your bedroom door then, because I am desperate for affection and you are the only one here. *plops down outside of Edwards bedroom door, leaning my head against it* 

Edward: *the sound of a closing book can be heard a moment before it's hidden away and then the closet door opens... footsteps announce the trip to the bedroom door and should give Bella more than enough warning before the bedroom door is unlocked and swung open*

bellawhitlock: *scrambles back a bit, still on my bottom, looking up at the door as I hear Edward approach*

Edward: *opens the door and peers down at Bella... he's wearing ragged jeans and a plain white t-shirt... and his hair is completely flat with no hint of any styling product producing the strange effect... The flatness makes his hair shaggy and lets it hang almost into his eyes. he's looking at her expectantly*

bellawhitlock: *my eyes wander up Edwards jeans to his t-shirt, resting on his hair as I stifle a giggle* Oh...dear. You weren't kidding, were you?

Edward: *shakes his head slowly, eyes hinting at amusement* No, I wasn't kidding at all.

bellawhitlock: *stands up, moving to stand on my tip toes as I run my hands through your hair* Well, it's not so bad. *smiling widely* You'll just, ah, have to show me how to do it right next time. *smirking*

Edward: *sighs dramatically, shaking his head though the locks just flopped back into boring flatness when Bella finished running her hands through it* I'm afraid it's a trade secret that took me decades to master...

bellawhitlock: *considers, eyeing the flatness* Show me then. And are you telling me you had flat hair for decades before mastering the bouffant you have now?

Edward: I'm afraid I can't answer that question Bella... Because back then it was considered fashionable to grease the hair to hold it in place... Perhaps the washing style developed from working the grease out of my hair? *hmms thoughtfully*

bellawhitlock: *eyes you speculatively* That's a possibility. I have issues with understanding how hair-washing can be an acquired art though...

Edward: Bella, Bella... *shakes head sadly* -Anything- can become an acquired art... From playing video games... *he inserts a mental image of a 'frozen in time' memory of Emmett leaning forward, X-Box controller in hand, a look of excitement on his face with his entire body animated despite the memory still* To gardening... *a still memory of Esme's delicate, bright smile as she plants something new in a garden* To doctoring... *there's no mistaking the artistry of Carlisle during a surgery* Mechanics... *Rosalie covered in grease and wearing coveralls as she worked on the now dead Volvo* Shopping... *Alice dancing through a mall, breaking hearts in her wake* Researching... *the last word is softer and he doesn't accompany it with an image, but she can probably guess who it would have been of* Anything can be art.

bellawhitlock: *closing my eyes for a moment, bringing myself back into the moment* And yours is hair washing? I feel like I'm missing out. I have no skills. And I'm bound and determined for you to teach me this hair-washing thing. *nods seriously*

Edward: Bella, don't be silly... *he reaches out to tuck a lock of hair behind her ear, drawing his fingers down the line of her jaw and smiling crookedly* I turn -everything- into an art form. *he winks and then strolls down the hall and then the stairs before sitting on an armchair in the living room*

bellawhitlock: *raises an eyebrow at your retreating form, following you down the hall and plopping down on the floor in front of you, facing you and looking up* I'm like a puppy, Edward. I'm going to follow you around.

Edward: *blinks at Bella and raises a brow* Should I invent Vamp-Nip treats to keep you happy?

bellawhitlock: *giggles* What would that entail? Will you teach me tricks and everything? *standing up and moving to sit on your knee, poking you in the chest* I like treats.

Edward: I shall collect fresh blood for snack experimentation then. *nods sagely before wrapping his arms around her waist and pulling her into a hug*

bellawhitlock: *snuggles into Edward’s chest, laughing* I'm not sure how this snack thing will work. I can't take anything solid...how will you make the blood a snack? I'm down the tricks thing though.

Edward: I'm me, Bella. I'll find a way to make you some snacks. *nods, a rather empty-headed look on his face as his hair flops with each nod, all pleased with his deduction that his identity is all he needs to be qualified* We'll see about the tricks though. You're not really a puppy, Bella... *of course he turns around and pets her hair as he's saying that*

bellawhitlock: *snickers, nuzzling your neck* I know I'm not -really-a puppy, but I feel like one. If I'm naughty, will you bop my nose with a newspaper?

Edward: *taps her nose with his fingertip* I suppose, if you really want to force me to go buy a newspaper. *sighs dramatically*

bellawhitlock: *rolls my eyes* As if that would be the one thing to finally put you out. A newspaper? I think...just maybe...you could afford it.

Edward: I'm not sure... *removes his hands to check his pockets* I seem to have nothing left after all. *his tone is light, teasing*

bellawhitlock: *hits your forehead lightly* you lie. I'm pretty sure we could lift the couch cushions and find like 100 dollars. We're solid.

Edward: *pauses* Only a hundred? *headtilts* Someone's been hitting the stash under there then...

bellawhitlock: *looks up at you* Wait...there's a stash there?

Edward: *blinks* Bella, we have stashes all over the house. Are you telling me that, as much as you snoop, you haven't found them?

bellawhitlock: In my defense, when I snoop, I'm not looking for money. I'm looking for much more interesting things like pictures and whips.

Edward: *laughs softly* And Carlisle's play room, apparently...

bellawhitlock: *hides my head again* Who knew? Well, evidently you did, and thanks for -that- heads up, by the way...

Peterpalooza: *Comes in from his day out with Char, after slipping her the Black American Express, smacking her on the ass and telling her to have a field day in Seattle, I find Bella and Edward in the living room* What goes on my friends?

bellawhitlock: *looks up at Peter* Edward is going to make me snacks with blood, and I am evidently a snoopy little puppy.

Edward: *snickers at Bella before turning a bright smile to Peter... his eyes are actually sparkling... Even if his hair is flat! today*

Peterpalooza: *Raises one brow in interest* Edward is going to....tell you what to do...and punish you if you don't?

bellawhitlock: evidently with a newspaper.

Edward: *laughs, shaking his head* No. Bella wants to join the wolf pack apparently, so she wants to be puppy trained.

bellawhitlock: Actually, it has come to my attention that I am rather needy, and that I will follow ya'll around like a puppy. hence, me-puppy.

Peterpalooza: *shrugs* Meh, we're always around each other. Perhaps you should hang out with Dracula, see how he rocks the dog things. *Turns my gaze to Edward with a half-smirk, saying nothing, just staring rather intently*

bellawhitlock: I don't want to.

Peterpalooza: *snorts* Because you want to eat him, you mean?

bellawhitlock: yep.

bellawhitlock: I don't want to eat the family pet.

Peterpalooza: * I take my eyes off Edward for a moment before turning to Bella with a mock stern look* Dracula is friend, not food, *Returning my gaze to Edward, I raise one brow in silent challenge* :::::Edward.:::::

Edward: *shakes himself out of where ever it was that his brain was located and peers at Peter with confused, questioning eyes*

Peterpalooza: ::::You've been bad.:::::

Peterpalooza: *Leans back in chair letting his eyes drift off Edward* So Belly, whats on the agenda today?

bellawhitlock: I don't have anything to do.

Peterpalooza: Story of our very, very, very long lives, eh?

bellawhitlock: You got it.

Peterpalooza: *tosses feet up onto the coffee table* Movie?

Edward: *widens his eyes with surprise immediately looking around first as if to determine what he was doing that was bad... at first he thinks it's because Bella's sitting on him... but that can't be it because the current thoughts aren't showing any hints of it... He tries to think of what he did, running his hands through his hair which... after trying to stick up for a moment, just flops flat again* Crap... *that was muttered to himself, but of course everyone can hear it as he racks his memory*

Peterpalooza: Hair issues, Edward? Why isn't is all up and perty like normal? :::::Yes, Edward, why?:::::

Peterpalooza: *Grins at Bella* We could watch something girly, darling? Princess Bride or some shit?

bellawhitlock: Whatever you want to do, Pete. I'm down for anything.

Edward: *freezes just before he can do the hair running thing again and gets a far-away look on his face before he turns a composed look to Peter and says quite plainly* Bella doesn't know the way to wash hair so that it can stand up in a mess. Thus, my hair is flat today. *he's -almost- challenging Peter to take up the Master mantle right then and there... -almost-*

Peterpalooza: ::::Is that so? So...it was perfectly innocent, then?::::

Peterpalooza: *Pats his lap with a smile* Come on Belly-Boo, I'll rub your feet and you can pretend to be a princess we all know you wish you were.

Peterpalooza: ::::Was it innocent, Edward?::::::

bellawhitlock: *gets up from Edward’s lap and goes to sit next to Peter, smiling faintly*

Edward: I've never understood the draw of being treated like a political bargaining chip and breeding stock that "Princesses" actually were... *glances at Peter and...sends him the memory of the entire scene, without Edward's stray thoughts -during- the scene!*

Peterpalooza: ::::Sneaky little bastard. I want to know what you were thinking. Will you tell me, or were you being bad Edward? I think you wanted to let Miss Bella tell you what to do...did you kneel for her?:::::

Peterpalooza: *Grabs Bella’s foot, pressing my thumb hard against her arch* How you holding up darling?

bellawhitlock: As well as can be expected, I think. I'm not sad all the time anymore, so that's a good thing. But I still can't handle being alone, no matter for how long.

Peterpalooza: *Pats Bella’s leg gently* that’s what I'm here for, sugar. I'm here for you as long as you need me. I mean, I can be a dick, and I can be a horndog, but I'm still sort of your big brother. A big brother that doesn't mind seeing you naked and likes how you look with my wife but that’s really besides the point. I'm still here.

bellawhitlock: *snickers* Good thing we're not blood related, huh?

Edward: ::Of course I did, Peter... I'm too tall for her to reach the top of my head to properly wash my hair if I don't kneel.:: *did show Peter -all- of the visuals associated with the scene, after all. he tunes out of the conversation a bit when Peter starts talking about how Bella looks with Charlotte... he's not sure how he'll handle that image if he thinks of it*

Peterpalooza: *smirks* Very good thing. That be a little to 'Flowers in the Attic' for me.

Peterpalooza: ::::Tell the truth, Private. Do you like it when Bella tells you what to do?:::::

bellawhitlock: Well, at least I know you won't come on to me, so it doesn't bother me that you see me naked a lot.

Edward: *grimaces faintly and gives Peter the whole memory of the bathroom incident now... then he turns around and gives Peter another memory... One in which Bella was actually whipping him with a venom coated strap of leather while Charlotte watched...and admittedly giggled in the background... and he was sooooo turned on during that incident and he shares the entire memory of it with Peter by way of answering*

Peterpalooza: *makes a put out face* You don't want me to come on you?

Peterpalooza: ....on to you?

Peterpalooza: *snort* Sorry, you totally left yourself open for that Belly.

Peterpalooza: *Pulls Bella up into my lap, tucking her head beneath my chin*

Peterpalooza: ::::Should I be concerned Edward. Do I need to explain to you who it is you belong to?::::

bellawhitlock: *snickers* you're not quite my type, Petey. Sorry.

Peterpalooza: *Rolls my eyes, poking Bella in the ribs* Liar You know you want this. I'm the cockmaster.

Peterpalooza: *Tickles Bella* Lie all you want Belly.

bellawhitlock: Keep telling yourself that, Pete. Sorry. *looks you in the eye* Doesn't. do it. for me.

Peterpalooza: *Scoffs, not really the least bit offended* Is it because I'm a brunette?

bellawhitlock: *snickers* nope. I am indifferent to hair color. *sighs dramatically*

Peterpalooza: *Pauses, giving a thoughtful face* Is it my ginourmous cock?

bellawhitlock: Yes. Yes it is.

Edward: *flicks his eyes over to Bella and Peter, sending Peter the memory of the first portrait Bella found... the one with her dressed as a dominatrix and whipping slave Edward... he smirks just a bit*

Peterpalooza: *snorts* I knew it. Scares all the pretty girls. Took me a month ton convince Char.....*stiffens suddenly at Edwards image, not doing anything but processing*

Edward: *then let's his gaze turn smoldering, aided when his golden eye darkens as he sends a mental image to Peter of him on his knees with the Mastercock buried in his mouth... he quirks an eyebrow at Peter and tilts his head before slowly licking the scar on his lower lip*

bellawhitlock: Sometimes, your ego astounds me. *ruffles Peters hair*

Peterpalooza: *shifts suddenly, wondering how long it's going to take Bella to notice his motherfucking erection, because damn things are gonna get weird if she shifts, because she's not not-hot, and friction is friction* It shouldn't, you know me well enough. And I'm just putting this out there, but please don't hit me.

Edward: *sends Peter another image, though this one is total fantasy because in it, Peter is standing behind a kneeling him while he laps Peter's cum off the leather sofa in his room. Fantasy Peter is pulling at Fantasy Edward's hair and telling him what a good little slut he is...*

Peterpalooza: ::::I don't know whether to be pleased or upset.::::::

bellawhitlock: *frowns for a moment before glancing down, feeling exactly -why- you don't want me to hit you, and looking up and smirking* Why, Petey...is that a can of soda in your pocket or are you just really stoked to have me in your lap?

Peterpalooza: *Grins, trying not to shift against Bella because that would be very, very bad* ::::You are a good little slut::::

Peterpalooza: *Stiffens suddenly* Well you know how much I love that little ass of yours....

Peterpalooza: *Looks up at the ceiling, awkwardly*

bellawhitlock: *grins* I knew my ass was good for something.

Peterpalooza: *Looks back at Bella, and consequently, Edward, over her shoulder* Cockwarming? What a skill to have....

bellawhitlock: *shrugs* I was just discussing with Edward how much I needed a skill.

Peterpalooza: *nods repeatedly* It's a good one. You'll be a master in no time the way things are looking.

Edward: *his shoulders are shaking as he tries to hold in the laugh at the situation he's gotten Peter into... and he stills once Peter's had a chance to notice that he was laughing too! he sends another image, this one involving something to do with a plane window and a hastily rearranged table and a dented wall that looked like it was about to break open 30,000 feet in the air. then he deadpans* Yes, Bella was thinking of taking up hair-washing as an art form.

Peterpalooza: *Swallows* Hair washing and cockwarming. Figure out how to do both at once and your good to go.

bellawhitlock: *laughs* I could probably figure that out fairly quickly, if given the chance. What would my title be?

Edward: *narrows his eyes slightly and sends Peter a mental image of Peter pressing Edward against a shower wall, facing each other, Peter's cock stuffed up his ass and his tongue in Peter's mouth while his hands washed Peter's hair* Simplicity. *is all he says*

Peterpalooza: *Blinks, making myself listen to Bella* Uh....well, cockwarming is probably more marketable then hair washing so I'd go with something around that. Then again...you could...uh mix the two and go straight for Cockwashing.

bellawhitlock: Cockwashing might confuse people, though. I don't want to wash peoples cocks. *shifts in Peter's lap slightly* And who am I going to practice on? *raises an eyebrow*

Peterpalooza: *Nearly chokes on my own voice* Cockwashing? Or er...cock warming....hair washing. Uh...what?

Edward: *gets a peaceful look of serenity on his face... and blasts a fantasy complete with audio into Peter's mind... This one has him bound helpless and open, face up on a table and -Charlotte- is straddling his chest and using the edges of his bound hands to get herself off while sucking on Peter's tongue as Peter shoves his cock up his ass... and Peter's fingers are digging so hard into Fantasy Edward's thighs that the skin is tearing and venom is leaking and there's wet, sloppy sex sounds from all around while Fantasy Edward is left sobbing from a mix of pain and pleasure...then real Edward purrs softly*

Peterpalooza: *Growls suddenly, my hands flying up to grip the arms of the chair as I force myself not to fucking move because I'm going to----*

bellawhitlock: *laughs outright, stretching my arms over my head and arching my back while -accidentally- grinding backwards rough and hard, several times before dropping my arms back down* alright there, peter?

Peterpalooza: *Hisses, jerking up against Bella, my hands flying to her hips, pinning her in place and Jesus fuck I just -came- on Bella. I laugh weakly, a huffed little breath* I am...now.

Peterpalooza: *Looks up at Edward over Bella's shoulder* :::::Your going to pay for that you little slut::::: * the promise in my mind-voice can't be ignored as I smirk darkly, one eye brow raised*

bellawhitlock: *jumps a little, realizing what just happened, and doesn't know whether to laugh or die* So I'm good at this cockwarming, then?

Peterpalooza: *Falls back against the chair, letting my arms flop to my sides, clearly sated* Very, very good. You can sit on my ass any time. *snorts* God, I love this family. Sure you don't want to consider cockwashing too? *Points to obvious wet spot* My pants now have a higher liquor content then beer.

Edward: *had his eyes glued to Peter and didn't miss a single second of watching him cum in his pants against Bella's ass! he carefully filed that memory away and... looks pleased at with Peter's warning* ::As my Master desires...:: *he gives Peter a coy look and shifts in his seat, glad he's so tightly confined*

bellawhitlock: Wow. Just...I don't even know what to say to that. And the worst part is I should feel grossly offended, and yet, I do not. What kind of level of fucked up are we?

bellawhitlock: Except that I am slightly offended that you got off, and I did not. *pouts playfully*

Peterpalooza: *Grins lecherously* We could call my wife. Or Kate. God. Kate is hot. I'd love to watch you fuck Kate. *Looks over at Edward with a devilish smile.* Wouldn't you just -love- to watch Bella with her face between Kate’s legs?

bellawhitlock: A much appreciated sentiment, Peter. However, after that *pointing to your pants and waving my hands about* I'm feeling the need for something a bit more...solid.

Peterpalooza: *Cups junk* I knew you wanted it. *Winks and blows a kiss* Unfortunately putting my dick anywhere without explicit permission from Dollface ends with a very unhappy peter. And me.

bellawhitlock: I didn't say I wanted you, Pete. didn't we just cover this? *raises brow expectantly*

Peterpalooza: *Snickers, before smirking* Keep lying to yourself baby. I got a dick you could get drunk on for hours and your telling me if I asked you to suck me, you wouldn't -consider- it?

Edward: *has the thoughtful look he usually has when seriously considering a question*

Edward: Go ahead Bella... I would.

Peterpalooza: *Inwardly groans at the thought of Edward sucking his cock, because fuck...the boy knows what works*

bellawhitlock: *answers immediately* nope. Although I could think of several other scenarios to, say, ah, satisfy all of the cravings.

Peterpalooza: *shrugs* Whatever you want, sugar. Not like I could let you anyways. Only so many people who are aloud to tap the Peterjuice keg.

bellawhitlock: *grins mischievously* -Whatever- I want, Peter?

Peterpalooza: *Gives Edward a pointed look behind Bella’s back*

Peterpalooza: *Meets Bella’s look with a dark smile* Lets not be hasty, Bella.

bellawhitlock: *whispers in Peters ear* You don't even know what I want...

Edward: *frowns suddenly, a very dark and brooding look on his face before he blurts out* Peter, how tipsy would I get if you came in my mouth and then Bella sucked it out of mine so that she could get the full concentrated dose?

Peterpalooza: *hooks my finger in Bella’s belt loop, my other hand around her waist speaking against her ear* I have a pretty good idea, but I'm the only one who has that key, babydoll.

Peterpalooza: *Looks up abruptly* Uh...I don't think you should be drinking. There would be....enough.

Peterpalooza: *Looks thoughtful* Then again she could lick it off your face...or your back.

bellawhitlock: *grins* Oh, I know that. *moves closer* we're family after all...wouldn't want to leave -anyone- out.

Peterpalooza: *Forcibly, but gently, moves Bella from his person* No we wouldn't.

Kate: -Was currently still in England, deciding to take a break. It wasn't like anyone was blowing up her cell with text messages or shit, so she chilled, and partied solo. Like at that moment. She was dancing around in the living room of the house in England, dressed only in a tight tank top and a pair of boy cut panties, Nightwish's "The Escapist" blaring from the speakers.-

Edward: *smoothly rises and ghosts out of the room, disappearing into another part of the house while Peter is distracted with Bella*

bellawhitlock: Peter...

Peterpalooza: *Keeps my hand on Bella’s waist* I don't share well, Bella....but I do play well with others.

Peterpalooza: *Smirks, licking Bella’s cheek before backing off with a hard, challenging look, brow cock, grin firmly in place* But then again...you don't want me, so what are we even talking about this for?

bellawhitlock: So do I. And...I could be persuaded...I could be good...

Emmett: *is lead to the phone by the not so nice man*

Emmett: Hmm. Who to call...*dials Kate's number*

Edward: *has the clinking of chains announce his return and ghosts into the room behind Bella so that she can't see the long chain attached to a stiff handle with a rounded end that he's holding up while giving Peter a look that's definitely in the 'proposition' category*

Kate: -Blinked a few times when she heard the familiar chime of her cell phone, and she ghosted to the stereo, turned it down, then grabbed her phone. A stupid look was given to the phone for a minute before she answered it. "Hello??"

Peterpalooza: *Taps Bella on the nose like a naughty puppy* Oh baby doll, your never good, but that’s why we like you. Now, I have pants to change and a whole new erection to take care of it, and the way your looking, and *smirks* smelling, you could do with a little panty change yourself. *Ghosts upstairs, skipping his own room in favor of Edwards*

Emmett: *cheerfully sings* Heeeey Katie

Kate: "Emmett? Em em emmyy? Stickybuns? Where the fuck you been at?" She stared down at the phone in surprise, having switched him over to speaker phone.-

Edward: *hides the chain well enough and slithers out of the room like a sneaky little slave before slipping upstairs to his own room as well. once he's in there, he looks at Peter and closes the door, turning the lock on the handle as well*

Peterpalooza: *Grins darkly* You though I would let you get away with that, did you?

Edward: *moves the chain around in front of him and kneels as he holds it out, his gesture almost that of giving a God an offering* No, Master... I hoped I would not get away with it...

Emmett: Haha. Funny story. So. Yeah. I went for a walk...erm... a couple of weeks ago...ended up on a boat. Some...interesting things happened and i got thrown overboard. Ended up in Scotland! How weird is that. Started making my way to Grasmere to find you guys.. and, well. I lost some of my clothes. And then got arrested. And I don't have ID. And I'm in jail. I kinda need you to come bail me out. Sweetheart. Sugar. Snookums...pretty please?

Peterpalooza: *Takes the chain, letting it wrap around my hands* I think you should strip, Edward.

Kate: -Quietly listened to Emmett's tale, however, when he got to the losing of the clothes.. she kind of drifted out into space for a moment. However, when the words 'Bail" hit her, she jerked back to the present. "JAIL!? My lord, Emmett! Fine, I'll be there as soon as I can. Where are you? And how much is your bond?" She totally did an Edward move, and reached up to pinch the bridge of her nose, scrunching her eyebrows together in displeasure. Damn it, Emmett.. -

Emmett: It's like £500. And I'm in Manchester. Can you, uh, bring some clothes. Pretty please?

Kate: -Sucked her teeth, "You are killing me here. And I'll be there as soon as possible. You'll wear whatever the hell I bring." Without another response, she hung up the phone, and ghosted upstairs. She kept the tank top on, and just threw on a pair of Emmett's basketball shorts, that were way big on her, but she tightened the drawstring inside, and wore a pair of his boxers on beneath. Then she packed a bag of clothes for him; basketball shorts, and a wifebeater. He can freeball it for all she cared. Once that was packed, she grabbed her wallet, checked to make she had the money, and her phone of course, and left the house, climbing into the beauty that was a Bugatti Veyron, that she recently bought during her vacation in England. -

bellawhitlock: *hears upstairs, grows quickly jealous and flees the house in favor or the river, well out or range. stripping down and climbing in just resting my head on the bank*

Edward: *keeps his head bowed as he removes his clothing. eventually he's shed everything except the padlocked on chastity belt and he's managed to not raise the level of his head, even though he had to do some fun bending to remove his jeans*

Peterpalooza: *Grins, watching Edward cleverly strip, as I step forward, peeling off my shirt and dropping it to the floor. I tug at the chain around my neck, snapping the metal easily, breaking it free. Trailing the tip of the key down Edwards chest pausing at Edwards navel, I grin, stepping as close to Edward as I can without touching* Do you know what happens when little sluts like you don't behave?

Edward: *can feel himself twitching beneath the belt as Peter uses the key to toy with him* They're punished, Master? *he's actually wondering, because he's trying to both keep an eye on Peter's thoughts while not keeping an eye on them so that he can be surprised!*

Emmett: *sits in the cell, twiddling his thumbs* Well. This is a new one. Never been arrested in England before. Wales, Scotland, Ireland. I've now got the entire UK down. Sweeet.

Peterpalooza: *Nods slowly, letting the key slide across Edwards stomach, brushing across the leather belt before it touches the metal of the lock* Hhm. Yes. Do you know how?

Kate: -Two hours. Two, motherfucking, annoying ass hours caught behind some old geezers who didn't know how to fuckin' drive properly, and she was finally at the jail. However, she had to deal with a stupid fuck who didn't understand her words, despite the fact that it was ENGLISH, and god did she just want to EAT him, but she couldn't, and her fuckin' sunglasses were annoying her, which is surprising, she loved them shades. Eventually, after another hour of fuckery that just pushed her almost to the end of the line, she finally stalked into the back with the bag of clothes. "I will kill you, Emmett."

Edward: No Master... *he's completely focused on the sensation along the path the key is taking* How does little slut get punished? *he has to swallow a mouthful of venom after asking that question and he's quivering with the effort of holding down a purr*

Peterpalooza: *I slide the key into the first lock, pulling it free and dropping it the floor, before moving to the second. I tear the belt away with a flourish, careful not to ruin it...you can never tell how things well end up...I cup Edwards hardening cock in my hand before pushing him down on the leather cock and kissing him hard, my legs straddling his thighs*

Emmett: *Is sitting in a too tight Man UTD shirt and a tiny pair of shorts* Your my fucking lifesaver! *snatches clothes out of her hands before turning round and pulling them on* Do you know how many people tried to stab me? I mean, it wouldn't have fucking worked anyway, but it's annoying having to explain why the knife shattered instead of my fucking skin

Kate: -Before Emmett could stop her, she snapped a picture of him in those clothes, quickly sending it to her entire contact list that held Edward, Bella, Char and Alice. "You owe me, now let's get out of her." She shook her head, pivoting to head back to the entrance. How will they keep Emmett out of trouble? Doesn't it get annoying? But she couldn’t help but find it shockingly amusing. And adorable.-

Emmett: *follows Kate*

Kate: -Lead the way back to the car, sliding into the driver seat. She waited patiently for Emmett to get in, crinkling her nose.-

Emmett: Wanna go eat a member of Oasis? Although i think that they might be more smack than blood.

Edward: *hisses into the kiss, melting as Peter dominates him... he absolutely loves that. and he's quick to put his hands to use, caressing what parts of Peter that he can get away with without triggering Peter's dominance to assert itself. he's so tempted to thrust his ever hardening cock into Peter's hand though!*

Kate: -Glanced over to Emmett with a disgusted face, already heading down the highway toward the Grasmere house. "Seriously? You want me to eat another human?" She shook her head, glancing in the rearview mirror before gunning the engine to the maximum speed. They reached the house an hour later.-

Emmett: Well, there's always sheep. Lots and lots of sheep. And cows. Basically, the nasty shit

Peterpalooza: *Once Edward is good and hard and desperate, I back off, kissing him once more for good measure, before leaning back and climbing off his lap. I slap his face playfully, careful to let it sting just a but before cupping his jaw* Bad little sluts like you get punished. *I smirk, grabbing up my shirt before walking out the door.*

Kate: "Disgusting, Em. Disgusting." Was her final response before she had pulled up to the house. She killed the engine, and climbed out, heading for the house. The baggy fabric of Emmett's basketball shorts swayed with her movements around her much smaller legs. -"Does the family know where you are?

Emmett: ...Erm. No. I got distracted.

Kate: "Figured."

Emmett: *shrugs shoulders, before following Kate into the house*

Edward: *actually moans when Peter slaps him! and is so turned on that he's wiggling his hips slightly... and then Peter reveals his plot and he hisses... and is within an centimeter of chasing Peter down and pouncing on him! but instead... he chokes down a strangled sob-like sound of frustration and bows his head* As my Master desires... *he closes the door and locks it before calling on all the tricks he learned surviving Bella to calm down!*

Emmett: So what's been going on since I’ve been....otherwise engaged *grins*

bellawhitlock: *is still in the river*

Kate: Not sure. I was left here two weeks ago, been on my own since. A little lonely. - Shrug.- no one has called, though, so I figured I wasn't missed.

Emmett: I would have called, but I left my phone and ID, and money in the house. You been having an okay time though? *looks concerned*

Kate: Yea. - Tilted her head to the side, glancing up to Emmett. -

bellawhitlock: *looks down and realizes there is mud in my hair, feels gross. I gather my clothes and sprint back to the house, not bothering to put them on since they're gross as well-tossing them in the hamper before fleeing to the new bathroom and turning on the hot water*

Edward: *eventually regains control and crawls over to where the male chastity belt was left... he slips it back into place, buckling it on and snapping the padlocks into place with no small measure of relief. the leather and metal garment is a large psychological help and he's wondering why he waited so long to get one! he redresses and makes his way out of his room, venturing to put the chain back in it's perfect hiding spot and then heading to the living room where he drops face down on the couch*

Edward: *uses the bike to race into town and, after a quick purchase, and a bit of creative sneaking to avoid Jessica Stanley, he races back to the mansion. after returning the bike to the shed, he goes into the house and...drops a carefully rolled and positioned newspaper onto the coffee table in the living room* Bella, there's a present for you on the coffee table! *he's reminded and peeks behind the one sofa that's against a wall to see if the package from Jasper is still there*

bellawhitlock: *hears Edward calling and pops downstairs, looking at the coffee table first to see the rolled up newspaper. smirking* And what are you going to do with that, Edward?

Edward: I just wanted to make sure that we have the proper reprimanding devices on hand for the resident puppy. *he reaches out to ruffle her hair, smiling*

bellawhitlock: *is feeling particularly snarky and left out, so I take the paper and pop Edward on the head* What-like that?

Edward: *lowers his head to gaze at Bella through his lashes* No Bella... *he swipes it from her and bops her gently on the tip of her cute nose* Like that.

bellawhitlock: *nods* I see. Is that what I'm going to be around here? The resident puppy? *pouts a little*

Edward: *nods slowly* Well, you did tell us that's what you were going to become...

bellawhitlock: *shrugs* might as well. At least if I'm a puppy, people will take care of me and I'll never be alone. So if I'm a puppy, that means I can do...*takes a flying leap at Edward, intent on catching him around the neck*

Edward: *didn't quite have himself braced right for Bella's sudden move and, though he catches her, he falls forward and ends up pinning Bella between himself and the couch*

