Edward: *sways lazily in his hammock, a towel covering his nether area while his hands are finger-laced behind his head and he stares up at the bits of blue sky between the gently fluttering leaves in the hot tropical noon*

bellawhitlock: *is on the beach, digging my toes into the sand*

KingPeter: *Peeks over the upper landing down at Edwards nearly naked form* We should go swimming.

Charlotte: *wipes mouth with my hand, spotting the blood now on my hand, I lift my hand and lick it clean* Mmm *walks out of the tree line, looking at the finished tree house* Nice

KingPeter: *notices a slip of paper on the table, reading it with a frown, mumbling* She doesn't get it...but if this is what she wants....

bellawhitlock: *picks up handfuls of sand, mixing them with water and beginning to build a sandcastle*

Charlotte: *walks over to Bella, eyeing the so far sculpted sand* Need some help sugar?

Edward: *sits up, sliding his legs over the side of the hammock and stretching with an obviously fake yawn* I guess a swim is okay. *he stands up, stretching again as the towel falls to his feet to reveal he's got a pair of cut off jeans slung low on his hips and showing the edge of his belt as he walks over and steps off the side of the tree house near his hammock and falls to the ground before meandering slowly in the direction of the ocean*

bellawhitlock: *looks up at Char* If you want! I felt like getting crafty.

KingPeter: *Meets the coven on the beach, wasting no time stripping into the buff, sun shining off my skin as I dive into the ocean waters*

Charlotte: *smiles* Alright *pours water over some sand, mixing it, feeling slightly dazed as I stare at my sparkly Peter in all his naked glory*

bellawhitlock: *grins* Well, thanks! If you want to swim, you can, though. I don't want to get my new suit wet.

Charlotte: Huh? *reluctantly tears my eyes away from Peter's glorious body and looks at Bella* Oh wow, you're not naked.

bellawhitlock: *laughs* Nope. I figure I should leave -something- to the imagination.

KingPeter: *Swims to the darker waters, searching out the familiar translucent pink and white blobs dancing through the waters*

Charlotte: *looks at own nearly undressed state* But our King ordered us to be at least topless. Does that rule no longer apply? *wonders what top to wear if this rule had indeed been banned, bouncing when I remember packing the red top Peter loves so much*

bellawhitlock: *snorts* Our King? Peter may have you and Edward, but he ain't got shit on me. I do what I want! *laughs*

Charlotte: *bites lip, cursing inwardly at the rule still being enforced and sighing, before mixing up some more sand* You are quite the rebel, Bella *smirks*

KingPeter: * Catches a Jelly fish, feeling the tickling rush of a tiny zap of electricity zip through me as I rush to catch another one*

bellawhitlock: *laughs outright at Char* That I am, Char. I'm wearing clothes. Maybe I'll get voted off the island.

KingPeter: *captures another jelly fish, carefully tying there tentacles together before releasing them. They swim away all wonky like*

bellawhitlock: Wonder what Peter's doing down there.

Charlotte: I doubt that, sugar. Peter is not that cruel, not even when power tripping. *looks towards the ocean* I don't know, sugar.

bellawhitlock: Yeah, I know he won't make me leave for keeping my clothes on. Probably. *smirks* Hope he doesn't get tangled in kelp.

Charlotte: *giggles* Only you could come up with these things, Bella.

bellawhitlock: *laughs* Well, I do have a lot of time on my hands, so I think about weird shit. A lot of weird shit.

KingPeter: *Swims deeper, walking across the squishy sediment coating the ocean floor*

Charlotte: *sits down next to the peculiar looking sand castle, my hands covered in mud and rubbing them on my chest* Tell me more about these weird thoughts. *smirks*

bellawhitlock: *grins* alright. So I saw this show on fish that swim up guys dicks and what not, and i was wondering if they swim up a vampires dick, would it hurt?

Charlotte: *wonders if covering yourself in mud or body painting yourself is still accepted as being topless according to Peter's rules*

Charlotte: *roars with laughter* You think about a fish...Oh my God...swimming up...this shit is good...a vampire's *gasps for unneeded air* dick?!

bellawhitlock: *looks at Char, genuine* Yes, I do. Because really, would that hurt? would it get stuck? How would you get it out?

KingPeter: *Finds an ocean cave, carefully swimming inside, octopus tentacles curling in and out at the edge*

bellawhitlock: *looks over at Char* I'm gonna hop in the water and see. My curiosity is killing me. *dives in the water, searching for Peter, sensing him near a cave. waiting and watching*

KingPeter: *Sits on top of the octopus, leaning down to braid the curling tentacles, watching it buck in frustration as I over power it, suction cups sticking to my skin*

bellawhitlock: *quirks my eyes at Peter, wondering what the hell he's doing*

Charlotte: *watches Bella leave, the images she planted in my head still swirling around in there, groaning*

Edward: *finally emerges from the woods, having taken his sweet ass time getting to the beach from the tree house. he yawns, walking straight into the water with a wave in Charlotte's direction and swimming straight away from the island... he picks up pace almost absentmindedly and next thing you know there's massive thrashing in the water and he's latched onto the side of a shark with his teeth sunk into the dorsal fin and his lips sealed tightly around the injury as the thrashing grows weaker*

Charlotte: *waves back at Edward, trying to come up with something to do on this island*

KingPeter: *Leans forward, sinking my teeth into the squishy octopus. It taste funny, but I drink it down anyways, snorting when it ink's itself*

bellawhitlock: *snarls my nose as Peter eats the octopus, thinking it's very gross*

Charlotte: *rolls in the mud, because I can remember someone saying it was good for the skin*

KingPeter: *Pushes the dead octopus away, swimming deeper into the cave*

bellawhitlock: *decides to head back up to the surface, lest Peter decides to eat more gross things* Char? Why...why are you in the mud?

KingPeter: *Finds as series of disconnected cave openings, taking my time explore them individually, wondering what other kind of nom noms are down here*

Charlotte: *looks embarrassed* A...um...a mud bath?

bellawhitlock: *grins* Oh yeah? How's that working out for you?

Charlotte: Um, it's kinda gross *grimaces*

bellawhitlock: *laughs* Yeah, I imagine so. Well, at least you tried, honey. Good thing is, we live near the ocean now, so it's a quick fix.

KingPeter: *Finds an air pocket, climbing up onto the rocky black ridge, flopping out over the cool stone* we should live in here....

Charlotte: *nods, grimacing when the partly dried up mud cracks with the small movement and gets up, running towards the water, trying to suppress the shudders when more cracks appear* Ugh *runs into the water, going under as soon as possible and lets the mud wash off me*

bellawhitlock: *laughs as Char runs to clean herself off, lying back on the sand and just enjoying the breeze*

Charlotte: *gets out of the water, sighing in relief at being clean and not so crispy and walks over to Bella*

bellawhitlock: Feel better baby?

Charlotte: Lots *smiles fondly, pressing a quick kiss to Bella's cheek*

bellawhitlock: *kisses Chars cheek in return* Glad to hear it. Muddy isn't fun. At least now you know.

KingPeter: *Rolls off the little ledge and back into the murky dark waters*

Charlotte: *nods* Maybe we could use some body paint? Or would that be the same?

bellawhitlock: Well, if it was body paint, it's made for that, so it'd probably be okay. You probably wouldn't even feel it.

Edward: *starts swimming back toward the island once he made certain the shark carcass was sinking and being pulled away by the undertow. he moves at a slow pace, letting his body slither through the water like a human shaped shark. after a moment he paused and started to swim downward when he spots something on the ocean floor*

KingPeter: *Pokes at a couple of starfish, laughing as I peel them off there rocks, sticking them to my nipples, quickly swimming to the surface with a dramatic hair flip* Ladies! Look! I’m a mermaid!

bellawhitlock: *bites my lip, suppressing laughter* I told you that you were homo!

Charlotte: *giggles*

KingPeter: *Shrugs, walking nudely across the sand to the women folk, starfish suctioned to my nipples* Tell that to my wife!

bellawhitlock: *turns, looking at Char very seriously* Char...Peter is a homo.

KingPeter: *Narrows eyes at Bella’s pretendo shirt* If I give you the starfish, will you lose the fronds?

bellawhitlock: *laughs* I like my fronds. And I don't want to wear something alive on my boobs. I'll think they're looking at me the whole time.

KingPeter: *snorts at Char* Fine, be that way. No dick for you then. *Peels off Starfish, handing them to Bella* I'll just go back to the ocean. I can tell when I'm not wanted. *Haughty sniff*

bellawhitlock: Stay with us, peter.

Charlotte: No it's called bi sexual *smiles at Peter* Aw, baby don't be that way

KingPeter: *Huffs* No. You're on a cock-ban for calling me gay.

bellawhitlock: Char didn't call you gay, I did.

bellawhitlock: Pwease don't leave, Petey?

KingPeter: She didn't defend my honor!

KingPeter: *Scratches balls absently* I don't know.....

Charlotte: Aw baby, but I did *wraps arms around Peter, kissing him softly* I corrected Bella.

bellawhitlock: *turns my head away from Peter's balls* Oh come on. Please don't leave.

Edward: *emerges from the ocean, water trailing down as he steps out of the water. he walks in a direct line to the trio and stops, hands held out. he opens them and about thirty pearls the size of nickels fall out of his hands to the sand between Bella and Charlotte* Ladies. *he tips his head and starts walking into the forest without another word*

KingPeter: *snorts, calling out* Do I get mine in necklace form, Private?

bellawhitlock: *swallows as Edward walks near, watching him retreat*

Edward: Maybe. *calls back over his shoulder, not really answering as he reaches the tree line*

KingPeter: Promises, promises!

bellawhitlock: *sighs like a schoolgirl, turning to pick up the pearls and feel them in my hands before putting them back on the ground*

bellawhitlock: *calls* Edward...don't go. Join us. Please...

KingPeter: *lays out in the sand, ignoring his erection at the thought of coming all over -Edwards- face. Or Chars. Or fuck, maybe even Bella's, especially if Char was in the mix. Or Edward...or circle thoughts....*

Edward: *pauses, looking back at the trio* You know... There's an pretty nice cliff about four hundred feet above ocean level on the other side of the island... With a nice deep pool at the base...

KingPeter: *Perks up at the thought of coc...cliff diving* Naked? Can we jump of the cliff naked? Naked!

bellawhitlock: Oh?

bellawhitlock: *sighs at Peter* Why naked?

KingPeter: *rolls eyes* Why not?

KingPeter: *sits up, nudging my shoulder against Bella* You use to love being naked. *Sigh*

Edward: I hadn't realized you were planning on dressing, Peter... Haven't you been naked almost since the first hour we arrived? *he looks heavenward as if asking for patience*

bellawhitlock: *looks up at you, meeting your eyes* Used to.

KingPeter: *Snorts* Nah, I've been wearing jeans!

Charlotte: *smirks at Edward*

KingPeter: *winks at Char* You know the one's babe, the levi's?

Edward: *wanders back over and sits down on the sand near them* So are we going to do something else instead? Truth or Dare perhaps? Or how about a rousing round of "I Never?"

Charlotte: *licks lips* Oh I know *waggles eyebrows at Peter*

bellawhitlock: *shrugs* I'll do whatever you guys want to do. Mostly.

KingPeter: Is some one suggesting we drink from the fountain of Peter? If that’s the case, Private, you better tell me what your willing to do now so I don't feel bad tomorrow for letting you fuck the shit out of Bella or something.

KingPeter: Because we all know how you get. *Smirks*

bellawhitlock: *looks away, actually kind of shy*

KingPeter: *Looks smug* But...you know. I'm all for sharing the peterjuice. *leers at Char*

Edward: *turns, starting to give Peter an icy look, but the look changes into one of submissive acceptance before he even lands his gaze on Peter...but he doesn't answer aloud, putting his answer into Peter's mind* ::That would depend on what Master tells me to do.::

Charlotte: *grabs Peter's shoulders, kissing him hard*

Charlotte: *grabs Peter's collar, kissing him hard*

bellawhitlock: *trails my hands through the sand*

Edward: *turns to watch Bella's hands, giving Char and Peter their moment*

KingPeter: :::Mmmhm. I'm torn. Making you fuck Bella might be hot, but I don't think it would end well, and it's sort of an abuse of power....:::::

bellawhitlock: *buries my hands and then uncovers them, looking down*

KingPeter: *Falls on top of Char* Slow your roll, Doll face, we don't need you too fucked up to function.

Charlotte: Just making sure I got first taste, is all *winks, licking my lips and moaning* You taste so fucking delicious

KingPeter: *Grins* You should see how butterscotch taste with a little chocolate.

KingPeter: *turns my leer to Edward* Or Cherry. *Smirks at Bella*

bellawhitlock: *buries my hands deeper*

KingPeter: *Wraps an arm around Bella, slamming her almost roughly into Char, before pulling them both onto my lap, grinning devilishly* Hello ladies.

KingPeter: ::::Join us Edward?::::

bellawhitlock: *huffs as Peter yanks me into his naked lap, frowning* The hell?

Edward: *looks amused at Peter* It looks like your lap is a bit full.

Charlotte: You could take Bella's place, she doesn't seem so happy about it

KingPeter: *Spreading my legs, I scoot Bella to one side, shoving Char to the center, right on my cock, and pat my free leg invitingly* Oh there's always room for chocolate, isn't there ladies?

Charlotte: *hums in agreement, pushing back against Peter a little*

bellawhitlock: *grumbles, glaring at Peter and tugging at my palm frond top*

KingPeter: *Laughs* Oh yeah, take it off, Bells. Take. It. Off. *turns to Char* Are you gonna start wearing fronds, dollface?

bellawhitlock: I -like- my palm fronds.

Charlotte: If you want me to *shrugs

KingPeter: *Growls, snapping my teeth* Never.

Charlotte: *squirms at Peter's growl, rubbing my ass into his erection*

KingPeter: *lets my fingers tickle into Bella’s side* Am I making you uncomfortable, Bells. Because if I am...you can go. Or stay. Either way, this is the official cuddle puddle.

Edward: *rolls his eyes, leaning back on his hands in the sand and not moving from his spot. he let's his eyes close most of the way, only slivers of gold and silver visible, before he starts carefully sliding mental images into each of their minds... Charlotte is sent an image of Peter's hand sliding up to squeeze her left breast and pinch the nipple, Peter is sent the image of Charlotte raising her right breast to nip on her own nipple and Bella is sent the image of Edward crawling on his knees over the sand toward her... he's sliding these images in carefully, trying to overlap what's really being seen in their minds with what he wants them to see... just to see how they react to the mental visuals... it's an experiment, if you will*

bellawhitlock: *gives a small smile to Peter* Meh. I'll stay.

bellawhitlock: *growls at Edward* I didn't know you were so mean.

bellawhitlock: *looks hurt*

Charlotte: *breathes heavier, narrowing my eyes at Edward while leaning back against Peter's chest, bringing us closer*

KingPeter: *Is a little confused, his actions mimicking his Edward-thoughts causing a sense of deja vu*

bellawhitlock: *stands up* Maybe I am uncomfortable.

Edward: *lets Bella's vision dwindle away with an apologetic flutter of thought before his mind is gone from hers. then he cuts off all the visions and stands, walking away from the group and into the forest*

KingPeter: *Lets Bella go with an apologetic grunt, turning back to his wife*

bellawhitlock: *lets my lip tremble a little as I sit down in the sand near Peter and Char*

KingPeter: *Pulls away from Char* You okay, Bells?

bellawhitlock: *shakes my head* No. I'll be fine.

bellawhitlock: *stands up and follows Edward into the woods, yelling* Why would you -do- that, Edward?

Charlotte: *grabs Peter hand, still turned on by Edwards image I guide him to the tree house, slamming him into a wall as soon as we get inside* Fuck Peter

Edward: *doesn't answer Bella, instead walking further and further into the woods, hoping to at least get away from the hearing range of everyone else... Eventually he reaches a waterfall... One that, to vampire vision looks strangely hollow... and the dull echoing roar of water confirms it... he wades into the pool at the waterfall's base which is strangely warm and walks through the cold waterfall into a grotto filled with steam in which has a hot spring in the middle, trickling along the sides of the cave and out into the pool.... he blinks, looking around at the glowing fungus that gives the grotto a mystical feel and stands motionless as he takes in the serenity of the area*

bellawhitlock: *follows you to the pool, stopping in front of you and glaring* Answer me.

bellawhitlock: -How- could you do that?

Charlotte: *shrieks, as Peter turns the table on me, pinning my hands above head and pushing his body against mine, claiming my mouth his erection pokes into my stomach*

Edward: *turns his eyes from the natural beauty of the grotto to the glorious form of Bella... even if she was wearing ridiculous fronds* Were I to really put myself in that vulnerable position with you... Would you have reacted the same way? I'm a coward, Bella. You know this by now.

Charlotte: *mewls as Peter lowers his lips to my neck, licking and sucking at the sensitive spot he knows all too well, opening my legs when he impatiently pushes one of his legs in between and grinds against Peter, moaning and letting my head fall back against the wall*

bellawhitlock: *looks at you, dumbfounded* Of course not. But you can't...just put that in my head, knowing how I feel about you. I thought...I thought you were being intentionally mean.

Edward: Have I -ever- been intentionally mean to you when I didn't think your personal safety was at stake? *looks at her intently, seriously wanting to know the answer to this question*

bellawhitlock: *considers* No. But what was I supposed to think?

Charlotte: *grabs Peter's shoulders when he releases my hands to lift me up, making me wrap my legs around him and feeling his erection more demandingly against me* Oh god, baby *grinds more eagerly against Peter, making him say my name like a prayer to which I can't help but smile*

Edward: *looks confused, lost* I don't know... I don't know how you react to anything I do anymore... I can't do anything right for you. *he bows his head in defeat*

bellawhitlock: *sits down on the edge of the pool* Think about being in my position just then, Edward. You -know- how I feel about you. And you show me that, and there's no chance of that happening, and...

bellawhitlock: it hurt me.

Edward: I... Bella, I've told you I want you... But this... It's too soon. And it feels wrong. And I don't know how you really feel about me anymore. And I don't know how to find out... And I... *he pauses, debating before turning and smacking his palm against the rock wall. he uses human strength though, he doesn't want to cave in the pretty little glowing grotto* I don't fucking believe the Volturi! I've read their minds, they've -never- notified anyone! And Alice has been hiding something from me since you got that letter! I can't! I can't devote myself to just you when I feel that he'll be back at any moment to take you away from me again. I'm not strong enough to be alone anymore... *he presses his head against the spring warmed stone, the steam causing a sheen of moisture over his pale skin*

Charlotte: *grunts when Peter lets us fall to the floor and as he takes my nipple into his mouth, I whimper pathetically* Please *bucks hips, needing him*

bellawhitlock: *shakes my head back and forth* don't say that. Don't. He's gone, Edward. I can't...I can't let myself mourn forever. -He- wouldn't want that. *stands up and jumps in after you, ghosting up to your back* I can't think like that. -I- have to move on. And I'm sorry that I feel wrong to you, and how could you not know how I feel? What can I do to show you?! *whispers this time* I don't want to be alone forever...

Edward: You don't feel wrong, the situation does. It's why I'm trying to wait. I... *he shakes his head. she doesn't want to believe Jasper is alive and he doesn't want to believe Jasper is dead, how the hell does that work out? isn't it usually the wife wanting him alive and the jaded ex wanting him dead?!* I just feel like I'm going to end up alone... You won't, I know that... But I will. *he turns his head to look at her* I spent so long alone... I don't want to be alone anymore, and I want you. I do, but I know if I have you I'm going to end up alone. *he just looks broken now, worse than when he first came back all those months ago*

Charlotte: *hisses as Peter reaches underneath my black leather skirt and strokes my folds, growling when he pulls his hand away again to caress my thighs* You fucking Pussy tease! *pushes against him, making him fall onto his back and move at vampire speed to straddle him*

Charlotte: *rips his precious Levis right off that hot body of his, moving down to suck his cock, but get pulled back upwards* Um...*nods, when Peter offers some lame excuse of me not being drunk while riding him*

bellawhitlock: *wraps my arms around you, just to feel close to you* How do you know? How can you know that?? *presses my head against your chest* I just...want the chance. You make me feel whole again. Can't...can't we try? No sex, if you don't want...just...*runs out of things to beg for, feeling like a tool*

Charlotte: *hikes up skirt, slapping away Peter's hand when he tries to guide himself inside of me and growling* Tonight you're my little bitch! *bites lip to prevent myself from laughing at his shocked expression, taking a hold of his big, perfect cock and placing the tip at my entrance*

Charlotte: *sees the expression on Peter's face slowly turning into defiance, stopping him before he can say anything by slamming down on his cock, impaling him* Fuckkkkkkk!

Charlotte: *grins at Peter's dirty cussing mouth, slamming down hard each time, making sure to have him fill me completely*

Edward: *wraps one arm around Bella, pulling her that much closer and pressing his lips to the top of her head* One of us always ends up hurt. Together or apart... There doesn't ever seem to be a middle ground for us and on either side of the blade upon whose edge we balance one of us always ends up hurting. I don't know what to do. *he breathes in her scent, momentarily mourning the loss of freesia, strawberries and lavender that used to comprise her scent for the more heady aromas of hot fudge and cherries*

Charlotte: *slaps away Peter's hands again, when he moves to hold my waist, knowing he wants to guide my movements and not wanting him to take control tonight* No! *puts Peter's hands on my boobs, humming in pleasure as he rolls my nipples in between his fingers and moves my own hand down to where we are joined, no longer slamming onto him, but gyrating my hips, while he's balls deep inside of me*

bellawhitlock: *whispers, pressing my lips to your chest* What do you -want- to do? I'm laying it out for you, right now. I don't want to go on, not knowing if we missed our chance. But I won't push myself on you. I...love you. Always have. *grips your back, almost like I'm refusing to move away, afraid of what you're going to say*

Charlotte: *rubs my clit, listening to Peter telling me how hot I am, how good I feel and how bad he wants to slam me into the wall, moaning as he growls loudly when he finally catches on to what I am doing to myself.*

Charlotte: *feels the knot tightening, riding him harder, flicking my clit and screaming with my orgasm* Peeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeee​eeeeeeeeeeeeeeter *doesn't stop Peter this time as he flips us over and pounds into me so hard that I can hear the wooden boards underneath me creaking, ready to break*

Edward: *furrows his brow, but doesn't even try to move her away from him* We've tried this once Bella. I told you I wanted to go at my pace... In Ireland... England... And then there was the hot spring incident. *he glances over at the hot spring in the grotto, still standing near the mouth of the cave and close to the waterfall* It's like we don't have a slow speed. It's all or nothing, no matter what we try.

bellawhitlock: We could...compromise? a mixture of the two of our paces? *looks up at you, feeling naked*

Charlotte: *gasps as Peter comes shouting my name with one final hard thrust and the wooden floor finally gives, making us fall down onto the dirty forest ground* Humph *gets the breath knocked out of me, when Peter's elbow lands into my stomach while I break his fall* Fuck! *bursts out laughing, looking at Peter and down at myself, noticing the frazzled and tangled state we are in* That was amazing baby, even if the ending came rather abruptly *kisses Peter softly and pushes him off playfully* Well, it looks like we need to redo most of the floor *shrugs*

Charlotte: ***********Fade to black for Char and Peter*****************

Edward: Is there such a thing as compromise between us? *his lips are on her forehead, kissing lightly along her brow because he's held her close too long to resist doing something of the sort to her at this point and in this situation* Do we really know where to draw a line that will keep us both happy?

bellawhitlock: *tilts my head up slightly* I think we can...

Edward: *presses his forehead to hers, nose tips touching* Like what?

bellawhitlock: What if we...agree that we don't have sex for 7 years...we can get married then. Until...well, *moves my head closer* there are other things we could do. We learn to listen to each other.

Edward: *gets his 'deep thought' look going for a few minutes before he quietly makes a request* Would you... Be furious with me if I request speaking with... Peter about this before making any decisions?

bellawhitlock: *sighs, rubbing my nose against yours* He is part of your life now. As much as I don't like the idea of asking Peter for permission like he's some sort of God-heaven knows his ego is big enough as it is-I'm not stupid enough to argue about it. If it's something that you need to do to make the right decision for yourself, do it. I don't want there to be anything hanging between us-if this is what it takes, so be it. 

Edward: *as soon as the last words leave Bella's mouth, Edward presses a kiss to her lips. He's forceful about it, deepening the kiss and sweeping his tongue between her lips to explore the depths of her mouth and make a minor war with her own. once he feels that his point has been made, he breaks the kiss.* Thank you... *and then he sweeps out of the grotto through the waterfall and off into the island jungle, leaving Bella in that lovely location for the time being*

bellawhitlock: *stands there after Edward leaves, feeling light-headed and fuzzy, deciding that I might just stay here for a while because walking doesn't seem like such a good idea right now*

