((This RP actually took us two shifts to finish because… Well, Edward’s puppet master was strongly opposed to having anything to do with this arc of the story. Peter’s puppet master was quite fed up with the idea of more drama as well. So we had to take time to prep for it.))

bellawhitlock: *time warps Kate and myself to England, to the house we own there by swimming across the ocean! lurking in the hot springs and moping*

JWhitlock: *walks from my chambers, slamming the heavy wooden door behind me, wishing I could smash the whole fucking room to pieces, but knowing it would bring nothing but trouble. I wind my way to the labyrinth of passages, stopping just outside the main throne room. the shrill screams and satisfied grunts coming from within tell me that the brothers and the guard are in the middle of a feeding. I squeeze my eyes shut and brace myself against the stone wall outside the room, steeling myself against the emotions and the overwhelming scent of human blood. I weave my fingers into my hair, rest my head back against the wall behind me and wait for them to finish*

JWhitlock: *things seem to settle in the room, and I knock hesitantly. Aro calls out from within for me to enter, and I push the heavy doors open, trying not to notice the fact that Demitri and Felix are piling dead bodies and shoving them through a hole in the wall where I could hear them sliding down a chute of some type. I cross the room quickly, my eyes only on Aro, giving a short, curt bow when I reach them, nodding to Marcus and Caius as I rise*

JWhitlock: Aro *my voice is curt and gruff, loathing the idea of asking his permission for anything* I request permission to leave the walls of Volterra for a short while, only a few hours, to purchase something to send to my wife.

Kate: -Exited the bathroom of the suite her and Bella had gotten for the night, crinkling her nose as she towel dried her hair into the usual gentle waves that flowed around her face. "Where shall we hit today?"

JWhitlock: *Aro ponders for a moment, then steps forward, his scarlet eyes alight with curiosity, as always, and reaches for my hand. I give it to him without hesitation, and his eyes widen with surprise and I feel a rush of embarrassment and curiosity when he sees what I have in mind for my Bella. He grants me permission when he sees that I have no plan for escape, only insisting that I bring Demetri with me. With a smirk, Demetri turns and walks from the room and to the underground garages, hopping in the drivers side of what I assumed was his car as I slid into the passenger seat*

JWhitlock: *we speed away from the castle and I ignore the surprised look from Demitri when I tell him where I need to go*

bellawhitlock: *lies in the hot spring, noting how empty it feels at the moment, looking around for Kate*

Kate: -Crinkled her nose, striding over to the window and leaped down, following Bella's scent trail for the hot spring. Luckily for her, she was still clad in her bathing suit from their swim, but now had a towel with her.-

bellawhitlock: Thanks for coming with me, Kate. I'm sure...I'm sure you heard everything last night. I'm sorry you had to.

JWhitlock: *we pull up in front of the small shop and Demetri and I hop out of the car and rush into the building. I glance around, taking in the contents before I give up and walk to the counter to ask the small blonde woman for what I need. As soon as Demitri hears, he guffaws loudly. I turn to him with a snarl scrawled across my face* Don't make me beat the fuck out of you *I growl, smirking when his amused expression fell away to one of fear. I quickly pay for my purchase and push past Demitri on my way out, a small bell chiming above the door as I go*

Kate: It's alright, Bella. I'm just glad to have supplied you with a way out. My bike should be here in a couple hours, hopefully. I miss my baby already. - She grinned, slipping into the hot spring beside Bella.-

JWhitlock: *Demitri nods in quiet compliance when I tell him where I need to go next and 10 minutes later we pull up in front of a small electronics store. Demitri once again follows me around as I make my purchases, his curiosity mounting. We get back in the car and drive back to the castle*

bellawhitlock: *grins* I used to love this hot spring. Now...now it's just not the same.

Kate: How so? -glanced over to her, blinking.-

bellawhitlock: I don't know. *looks the other direction* It's just different. maybe... because I'm wearing clothes this time? *feeble attempt at a joke*

Kate: -giggled lightly.- that could be it.

bellawhitlock: Maybe. *grins* I'm pretty sure there's a naked portrait of me carved in that rock up there, if you get curious. *points to the rock ledge above us*

Kate: Actually.. I'd rather not. Pushing my boundaries.- She winked playful at Bella, relaxing back in the spring.-

bellawhitlock: *snickers* well, it's there if you're ever curious. Edward carved it one night. *trails my hands over the water*

JWhitlock: *once back at the castle, I flash up to my chambers with my purchases and spread them out on the bed, picking up the kit from the first shop, deciding to get it done first. I read the directions, then strip from the waist down, walking into the bathroom attached to my room. I set down on the edge of the tub and take everything out of the box, mixing everything that the directions told me to mix* ::It said to be fully erect when I do it:: *I groan as I grasp the base of my cock, and, as I have for the past weeks, think of my beautiful Bella as I stroke myself slowly, thinking of her legs wrapped around my waist, of her full breasts bouncing as she rode me.... after only a few seconds my cock was straining in my hand and I grabbed the mixture from the edge of the sink and spread it all over and around my engorged member, settling back, waiting for the cast to set*

Kate: -Quirked a brow.- Well, personally, I think prudeface is a dork.

bellawhitlock: *shrugs* What can I say. He gets me.

Kate: Which is good. Every one needs someone that does. 

bellawhitlock: *sighs* how long do you want to stay, Kate? I know it's masochistic, but I already miss the family. Well, what family is left.

Kate: Doesn't matter to me. - That was when it seemed she closed off. - If you want, you can head back now.

bellawhitlock: Are you staying? Because...if you want, you can. This house belongs to the family. I know you're not happy with us. I wish you were. 

Kate: I am happy with you guys. I'm just.. not over some things yet. - Crinkled her nose.- I'll probably remain for a while.

bellawhitlock: Can I ask? I mean...I know it's not my business, so if you don't want to talk about it, you don't have to.

Kate: I'm still not over the Denali bullshit.- just their name wanted her to growl. However, she elaborated no further, and just grew quiet.-

bellawhitlock: Well, for what it's worth....you've always got family with us. We may be the most fucked up group of people you've ever met, but...you're always welcome.

JWhitlock: *carefully sets the cast aside after filling it with rubber compound and walks back into the bedroom, picking up the second bag and, after I put my boxers on, sit down at the little table in the middle and pulls out a small recorder and the little tapes that go with it. I take a deep breath and set up the recorder, placing it in the middle of the table*

JWhitlock: *fights to keep my voice deep and sultry and dripping with my thick southern drawl as I speak sexy, dirty, loving words to the recorder, words meant for Bella only. A shake tries to worm its way into my words, but I wont let it. I finish with a whimpered I love you and press stop on the recorder*

JWhitlock: *I pack everything into a small brown box, shoving a letter for Bella inside, and walk the box to Renata, giving her direct instructions to mail it immediately, then I walk slowly, dejectedly up to the chambers that had become my prison*

bellawhitlock: *crawls out of the hot spring, heading back into the house for a few things and then back to Kate* Honey...I'm going back. This doesn't feel right to me. Come home soon, please. I love you!

bellawhitlock: *runs to the coast, hops in the water and swims...back to forks!*

bellawhitlock: *finally-FINALLY makes it back to Forks, bucking up as I head back towards the house*

Edward: *is playing the piano, mind turned -off- and working on a new composition*

bellawhitlock: *swallows thickly before approaching the house quietly, pushing the door open and stopping in the living room*

bellawhitlock: *sees a package and a letter for me sitting on the table. I grab the package first, rip it open and find a letter, a set of tapes and a cast...of Jasper's penis?* What the hell? *sighing, I read the letter, and discover that the tapes are made for my...pleasure and that he misses me. I put it all to the side and grasp the other letter, ripping it open*

bellawhitlock: *the script on the letter is unfamiliar, but the crest isn't. It's from the Volturi. I swallow thickly as I read through the letter quickly, and then read through it again. The words sink in and I fall to the floor. I read the last words aloud, just to make them real, but it doesn't work* Jasper has been exterminated.

bellawhitlock: Oh God.

Edward: *stops playing the piano when Bella opens her package and grimaces when she inspects the 'gift' Jasper packed. he almost gags and looks ready to flee...until Bella reads the letter... and then he looks... well, he just goes blank again. but he moves over to where Bella is, kneeling down and putting a comforting hand on her shoulder while maintaining a 'proper' distance*

bellawhitlock: *looks up with tear-filled eyes, shaking the letter in my hands* Gone?

AliceCullen: *Running the brush through my hair, still in the habit of counting the brushstrokes, when a vision starts. Jasper has just made a puzzling decision.* Gasp *His decision is meant for me to "see" he is with the Volturi, being forced to train its army, but he has a plan and we are not to get involved in any way. He decides that I should not tell anyone unless I have to tell Peter to stop him from coming to find him. His decision pleads for us to take care of Bella, he is so upset for having to do this to her again praying that she will understand someday and take him back yet again.*

AliceCullen: *Putting the brush down, whispering* Damn it. *Quickly I search for the future, possible outcomes. I see Aro's decision to tell Bella he is dead and Bella's reaction.* Oh shit. *Frantic, I look for any signs. If I tell Bella the truth she refuses to listen to anyone and goes after him to save him and is killed.* Absolutely not. *I whisper to my reflection.*

AliceCullen: *I hear tearless sobs downstairs and know she has received Aro's letter*

AliceCullen: *Edward is so intent on dealing with Bella that he has tuned everything else out, I can safely scan a little longer before he calls to me*

bellawhitlock: *cries harder*

AliceCullen: *Aro will not kill Jasper, he is too valuable to him both for his training and fighting skills and his gift. He fears Peter and Char and their fighting skills and Peter's gift, he is concerned with earning their wrath as well as alienating the entire Cullen coven, he still wants several of our gifts in his repertoire*

Edward: *gently takes the letter from Bella's hands and reads it over himself, frowning as he reads. Eventually he folds it over and sticks it back into the envelope before scooping Bella into his arms and carrying her over to the couch for a good sit-down and cry session. There’s not much he can say at the moment, but the fact that the Volturi bothered to inform them at all bothers him in some way*

AliceCullen: *Pacing my room, trying to figure out the best way to handle this, knowing I will never betray Jasper*

bellawhitlock: *grasping for the nearest person, realizing, faintly, that it's Edward, sobbing loud and hard* I don't...I don't understand...

AliceCullen: *Sensing Edward is about to tune back in, I put it out of my mind and start counting pretend brushstrokes thinking about my hair*

Edward: I don't understand either, Bella... *he's still frowning and holding Bella before sending a thought up to Alice* ::This doesn't feel right Alice... And the fact that you're concentrating on something so simple as brushing your hair only tells me that you know something... And won't tell me what it is.:: *he almost growls out loud, but knows that isn't what Bella needs to hear*

bellawhitlock: I never got...*sob* to tell him...*sob* oh God. He probably thought I hated him.

AliceCullen: ::I always concentrate when I brush my hair Edward, you don't get great hair without the proper brushing::

AliceCullen: *Flashing down the stairs to Bella's side. Just holding her while she shakes.*

bellawhitlock: Alice....Alice....no....​

AliceCullen: *Sobbing with Bella* Oh Bella, I am so sorry love, he never thought you hated him you both love each other he has always known that.

bellawhitlock: *looks up at you weakly* I can never tell him again, Alice...

AliceCullen: Bella you don't need to, he knows, but you can show your love by honoring his memory.

bellawhitlock: *whispering* I don't know what to do now, Alice...What do I do?

AliceCullen: He would want us all to stay together and to help you get through this. Please Bella, just let us help you.

bellawhitlock: *nodding* Okay....Okay. I just...it wasn't supposed to be like this.

AliceCullen: No, it wasn't.

AliceCullen: *holding Bella tight , soothing the only way I can*

bellawhitlock: Oh God...what are we going to tell Peter? *sobbing again*

AliceCullen: I'll search for the best way.

bellawhitlock: He's going to be so sad...He'll want to take revenge. He'll go after them!

AliceCullen: Bella, I promise I will figure it out. Jasper would want Peter with you, to take care of you.

bellawhitlock: Peter is so....he won't take this sitting down. Jasper was his brother...

AliceCullen: I know Bella, I know, but Peter also knows you are more important to Jasper than revenge. *Pats your back*

bellawhitlock: *sighs* Why can't everything just be okay, Alice? Now it'll never be okay again.

AliceCullen: Oh Bella. *holds your hands*

bellawhitlock: He's gone. *whispering as things start to sink in* He's gone, and...I'm alone forever. He's never coming back.

AliceCullen: *Thinking about Peter wanting revenge and keeping everyone safe from the Volturi to keep Edward out of my mind*

Edward: *rubs his face before pulling gently away* I'll be right back... *zips upstairs and comes back with a handkerchief, handing it to Bella before sitting next to her again*

bellawhitlock: *takes the handkerchief* What happens now? *looking pleadingly for someone to tell me what to do*

AliceCullen: We remember all the good of Jasper and honor those memories. We help each other get through this and we let time heal the wounds.

AliceCullen: Bella it will not be easy, but we will be here for you.

bellawhitlock: *fists my hands in my hair* I can't believe this.

AliceCullen: *Feeling like complete shit for this, but knowing it will save her life and maybe Jasper's I continue to bury it from Edward's prying, suspicious mind.*

bellawhitlock: Maybe...maybe I should hunt. *gasping for breath* I've got to do something.

AliceCullen: That is a good idea Bella, I'll come with you, Edward, do you want to join us?

Edward: I'll come along. *he still looks blank for the most part, though he's got a slight frown on his face* I've hunted recently though...

AliceCullen: ::Just help me keep her from hurting herself or anything::

Edward: *nods to Alice and gets up, holding out his hands for the ladies*

bellawhitlock: *stands up and moves woodenly to the door, assuming the others were following. flying into the woods, trying to clear my mind and focus on the hunt*

AliceCullen: *Taking one of Edward's hands* Let's go.

bellawhitlock: *falls onto the first animal I see, draining it quickly but getting no satisfaction from it. turning to look for Edward* I came back, at least...

Edward: *guides Alice to where ever it was Alice wanted to go and then keeps a close track on Bella* Yes... We always come back. It's part of why we're a family...

bellawhitlock: Edward...I thought I'd...you know, feel if something happened to him. I didn't. It doesn't seem real.

Edward: I wouldn't know, Bella... I've never lost anyone I felt connected to in that way... *he doesn't know if he should comfort her, encourage her to get out her grief, or voice his own skepticism over the situation*

bellawhitlock: Well...what about when you thought I was dead?

Edward: I felt like everything in me was gone and that there was nothing left at all... And we know how that turned out.

bellawhitlock: *sighs* can we just...go home? I need to move.

Edward: How about... We go somewhere around here that you've never been before? *takes her hand and pulls her at a walk to the new location, since it takes him about fifteen minutes to run there at top speed, they're walking for a while*

bellawhitlock: *follows along, just glad to not be alone* Where are we going?

Edward: To the place I ran to when I was having my 'episodes' a while back... *eventually they reach a small clearing against a cliff not far from Canada... there's a cave in the side of the cliff with a short tunnel before a small chamber* I dug that out as a way to focus again. *pointing to the cave*

bellawhitlock: Wow...Well, what should we do while we're here? dig? fight? break things?

Edward: *shrugs looking at the rubble of stone, the boulders, the trees around* Whatever will give you some peace.

bellawhitlock: *thinks long and hard* I want...I want to tear things up. rocks. Please.

Edward: *nudges Bella in the direction of a pile of large stones* I'll break off more if you need them.

bellawhitlock: *heads over, wondering where to start, deciding on a large stone and carving it out with my hands, throwing the chunks behind me and making quick work of it before turning back to Edward, panting* okay. okay. Edward, will I be okay?

Edward: I don't know, Bella. It really just depends on you... *he wonders if she's going to destroy anything else or what she wants to do now*

bellawhitlock: I don't know what to do. I mean...I know that Jasper wouldn't...want me to mope. I know that. He'd want me to try and be happy. But I don't know how.

Edward: *steps over to Bella, taking a lock of her hair in his hands and twirling it around his fingers for a moment before giving it a gentle tug... that really is an addicting habit he's picked up... anyway, he gives her a sad smile* I'm the last person to ask for happiness tips.

bellawhitlock: *smiles weakly* Well, at least you don't have to be unhappy alone anymore. Let's go home, please. I can't...I don't want to think about this anymore.

Edward: *nods and goes with Bella at whatever pace she wants back to the house... he swipes up the letter and keeps hold of it before handing her the box of 'gifts' she had dropped earlier*

bellawhitlock: *takes the box, looks in it and stifles another sob* I can't look at this right now. I know that the tapes have his voice on it...and I can't. I just can't. *setting the box to the side, pushing it behind the couch* If I hear it, it will make it real.

Edward: *sticks the letter in an out of the way place and then holds his arms open in case Bella needs to be held again*

bellawhitlock: *falls into Edwards arms, trying not to cry again* wow. Just...I never thought it would be like this. I feel kind of dead. Is that normal? I don’t want to be dead. Maybe you should hit me or something... 

Peterpalooza: *Comes back into the house form the hunt, finding it silent* Hello?

Edward: We're in the living room, Peter... We have something to tell you... *holding the almost-ready-to-cry Bella*

Peterpalooza: *Finds Edward and Bella on the couch, Bella’s face tracked with tears* What’s going on?

bellawhitlock: *starts to hyperventilate vampire-style*

Edward: *carefully pulls the letter out of it's safe spot and hands it to Peter. He's frowning though, cause it just doesn't seem on the level*

Peterpalooza: *blinks, feeling my chest seize as I take the letter, unfolding it carefully. It drops from my hands as I finish the one lone sentence, fluttering lightly tot he carpet. I feel sick, my stomach flopping, heart sinking, sick, my hand ghosting to the very first mark I ever received, embedded deep in the juncture of my neck and shoulder.* No. Just....no.

Peterpalooza: *I sink down onto the couch beside Bella, staring at my hands into my lap* He....can't be. I...no. No!

bellawhitlock: *sits up and pulls peter to me* Pete....

Edward: *still hasn't had any reaction... it just doesn't fit with him.*

Peterpalooza: *Grasps onto Bella like a life force* I...I can still feel him Bella. Maybe thats just how it is...but can't you? He's our sire...he made us...are we...are we always going to feel that? *Breathes hard...not knowing the answers this time*

Peterpalooza: *Drops my head onto Bella’s shoulder* It doesn't feel right.

bellawhitlock: *strokes Peters hair* I...I feel it too. I thought I'd...know...if something happened to him, like....like he was blinked from existence. but I don't.

Peterpalooza: *Holds tighter, feeling... strange. Something should be missing but it isn't....*I...I don't know. I mean...I don't -know- and I can't stand it. I don't know that Jaspers dead, the information isn't in my head like it should be....I...*Breathes out a shuddery breath* What do we do? How...I don't know what to do.

Peterpalooza: *Absentmindedly reaches out For Edward....grasping his hand and squeezing*

bellawhitlock: I don't know what to do either. *finally cries again* Peter...what do we do?

Edward: *squeezes Peter's hand, still looking off into the distance. he's debating on voicing his opinions. surely if Alice really -was- hiding something then she had a good reason to hide it...he frowns more*

Peterpalooza: *Strokes Bella’s hair in one hand while keeping a death grip on Edwards hand in the other* We don't do anything Bella...we...never forget him. We...*Can't say the words move-on because I don't believe it, can't believe it, but I'll be damned before I give Bella any false hope* We never forget him ,okay?

bellawhitlock: *nods* Do you...do you still want me here? I mean… he was your brother, and I was only his wife...I can go, if you want...*is totally backwards and confused*

Peterpalooza: *Hugs Bella harder, possibly to hard in my momentary confusion as to what it is she is asking me* Don't be stupid. Fuck Bella...you’re family. You’re not going anywhere. Jasper was your husband...and my brother. It's my...I don't know. It's my responsibility to take care of you. For him.

bellawhitlock: *sniffles* Okay...okay. I just didn't know, I thought maybe...I don't want to go. I don't have anyone else.

Peterpalooza: *snorts* Who do you thing we have beside you guys? This is it. This is our fucked up little family. But I like it.

bellawhitlock: I like it too. I'm sorry I left. I wont do it again. I came back though..

Peterpalooza: *Sighs* We've all done it. It happens. Lets just....lets just stick together for awhile, okay? *Looks up at Edward* No more leaving, please.

bellawhitlock: *shakes my head* I can't stand to be away from you all right now. You're all I have. I want...right now I want to crawl into a bed, and hide...but I'm not going to.

Edward: I'm not going anywhere. I'm not -that- much of an ass... *still staring into space though, trying to sort things out... he squeezes Peter's hand in reassurance*

Peterpalooza: *Scoops Bella up, tossing her over my shoulder, dragging Edward along behind me by the hand* No...that sounds like a good idea. Just...not alone. *Ghosts upstairs, dropping Bella roughly onto the bed before, pulling Edward into* This is a good place to start figuring out where we go from here. *I realize that what I just said sounds like a circle, but it makes enough sense to me*

bellawhitlock: I just want to snuggle and never think about anything again. it hurts to think.

Peterpalooza: *wraps an arm each around Bella and Edward, laying a soft kiss on Bellas fore head, fingers brushing through Edwards hair*

Edward: *goes along and, once Peter seems satisfied with the positioning, he wraps an arm around Peter's waist and uses it to hold Bella closer to Peter*

bellawhitlock: We just need Char, and we can live in this bed. can we do that?

Peterpalooza: *Breaths softly, closing my eyes* We can do what ever we want, sugar, you know that. And right now, we snuggle.

Edward: We'd have to leave to feed...

bellawhitlock: *reaches around to poke Edward* cuddle.

Edward: *goes silent and closes his eyes, cuddling as Bella requested*

bellawhitlock: I feel kind of lost. like I'm floating in space, and I don’t know what to do. I've never been on my own before, not like this.

Peterpalooza: *huffs* You’re not on your own.

bellawhitlock: You know what I mean, Pete. I know you're with me.

bellawhitlock: ((*squiggly time warp two weeks later*))

Peterpalooza: *looks up from the bed* I am man. I must eat.

Peterpalooza: *Whines* seriously, aren't you guys getting hungry?

bellawhitlock: *smiles* yeah...probably a good idea.

Peterpalooza: Edward?

Edward: *after a while, during which Charlotte eventually joined them, they all lapsed into silent contemplation... it's relatively easy. not a soul moved and only so many breathed from time to time, but that wasn't necessary. they didn't move, and since things were as they were, it wasn't until thirst became an issue some weeks later that activity happened once more... or at least for some. Edward's a jerk and used to depriving himself of all life's pleasures* I'm good for another day or three.

bellawhitlock: *yanks on Edward* come on.

bellawhitlock: *puppy eyes* please?

Edward: *sighs, all exasperatedly resigned* Okay... *rises from the bed, straightening his clothes and looks around for the first time in weeks* Wow, this place is dusty...

bellawhitlock: is it really lazy if I say I don't feel like walking?

bellawhitlock: yes. yes it is. I can answer my own question.

Peterpalooza: *snorts, leaning over to brush Edwards shoulder* You’re dusty.

bellawhitlock: *looks down* we're all dusty.

Edward: *stiffens at the touch along with the words... he just takes comments like that personally and seriously* I'll try to improve. *he walks out of the room, going downstairs and out the kitchen door*

Peterpalooza: *Heads for the fridge in search of a bloodsack. They are well stocked as always, and I pull out a nice sack of bear blood*

bellawhitlock: toss me one?

Peterpalooza: *lobs one at Bella*

bellawhitlock: *catches, drinking quickly* I stink. Why do I stink? *sighs* I should shower. could I use yours? I don't want to go in mine again.

Peterpalooza: *Smiles softly* Go for it. I'm going to head out, maybe grab myself an elk or something.

bellawhitlock: thanks. I'll be quick...please don't stay gone long. I don't want to be alone.

Edward: *finishes hunting and then runs to the river. he strips down to his chastity belt and dives into the river. he stays under the surface as he swims upstream*

bellawhitlock: *bolts up the stairs and into Peters room, showering quickly and tossing my clothes in the hamper. I'm at a loss for things to wear, Chars clothes won't fit and I'm not going to get my own...so it's down to wearing Peter's clothes or Edwards clothes. I decide to just yank a pair of Peter’s sweats and a t-shirt out of his closet, hoping he doesn't mind and plodding downstairs to wait for them to come home, anxiously*

Peterpalooza: *Follows the scent of chocolate, stumbling upon the acrid scent of deer blood as I find myself a decent sized Elk. He goes down easy, his blood replenishing my veins, and I feel better for it, taking my time to follow Edwards sweet scent to the river. I perch in a tree, as he swims up stream, watching him in the weak sunlight*

Edward: *eventually decides that the water has made him dust free and refreshed, he lets the current take him back down to his clothes. he stands, letting the water drip down and regards the dusty clothing from the safe distance the waist deep level the middle of the river provides in this spot. he seriously considers going to get the hide off one of the deer and wearing a fresh leather loincloth back to the house as opposed to putting the dust-covered garments back on. he seems contently oblivious to prying eyes... Which is easy because his telepathy is turned off*

Peterpalooza: *Hops down from the tree suddenly, landing in front of Edward, all up in his personals space, mouths inches apart* Hi.

Edward: *looks slightly surprised at Peter's presence and, without waiting to be asked or told or one of them to be freaking out... he just falls against Peter, wrapping his arms around Peter's waist and risking inspiring Peter's wrath*

bellawhitlock: *rocks back and forth on the couch*

Peterpalooza: *Stiffens slightly before melting a little, holding Edward, speaking softly, running fingers through Edwards hair* Hey, there. How you holding up? He...he was your brother too. This has to be kind of hard on you. I know you weren't the closest but....

Edward: I don't believe it. *says so simply. he's held it in for long enough* You don't feel it either... But that letter... I've seen into the minds of the Volturi. Since when do they bother to inform covens of executing a member? *he tightens his arms slightly* And then there was Alice... She was concentrating... On brushing her hair! She only focuses like that when she's blocking me from something. *he growls lightly*

Peterpalooza: *Nods, tucking Edwards head beneath my chin* Neither do I. I can't believe it. I would know. But if it's the Volturi Edward.....there's nothing we can do. I mean, given decent amount of time I could rally up a small enough army to go in and rescue him but not without taking casualties, and incurring the long standing wrath of a shit ton of gifted vampires. If...If I knew for sure that Jasper was in there alive and waiting to be rescued I'd do it in a heart beat, I just don't -know-

Edward: *nuzzles against Peter, using the opportunity to deeply breathe in the scent of butterscotch and fresh snow. he sighs, breath exhaling over the base of Peter's throat* There's that... And then there's the fact that Alice is hiding something. After the shaky ground she was on recently... There has to be a good reason why she's hiding something.

bellawhitlock: *gets up to go look out the window, waiting*

Peterpalooza: *looks towards the house, frowning.* We should get back, Bella is waiting. She shouldn't be alone. *Pauses short, grasping Edwards chin harshly and kissing him hard, nipping lightly over the scar on his lip* Don't be such fussy bitch, you really were a little dusty but so were the rest of us. Now get your ass back to that house and take a shower. *Smacks Edward’s ass* Get to it!

Edward: *gasps at the sudden kiss and reprimand. He pulls back from the kiss, a strange look on his face as he backs up a few steps, causing the waterline to fall below the chastity belt* Am I allowed to dress before going to the house? *he tilts his head to glance at his pile of clothes on the side of the river opposite of the direction of the house... and behind Peter*

Peterpalooza: *Looks thoughtful* Yes, but only because I like taking your clothes off. Wait for me in the bathroom....and expect company. No arguments.

Edward: *nods and walks around Peter, pulling his pants and shirt on once he's out of the water... he's been forgetting his shoes a lot lately so he springs over the river and runs at a slow pace (for him) back to the house. Once he's back, he goes inside and... can't figure out which bathroom was meant, so goes into the newly mirrored one*

Peterpalooza: *Ghosts up to the house, calling out for Bella* Bells?

bellawhitlock: *turns my head* What's up, Pete?

Edward: *continues to just stand in the middle of the bathroom. his eyes are glazed over as he avoids looking in any of the mirrors and just stands there, waiting*

Peterpalooza: *Sighs* Come on Bells. I'm dirty, Edwards dirty, and you don't want to be alone. *Pulls Bella along to the bathroom* Plus you get to see my sweet ass naked.

bellawhitlock: *shrugs* Okay then. and you forget that I've already seen your naked ass.

bellawhitlock: *follows Peter to the bathroom*

Edward: *manages to refrain from scoffing and asking who -hasn't- seen Peter's ass naked by now... but that thought has him worried because Peter specifically told him 'no arguments' and now he's bringing Bella up...*

Peterpalooza: *Shoves Bella gently in, closing the door behind him, waiting a moment...when no one does anything, I roll my eyes* Well....strip. *turned to Edward, tugging at his shirt, and undoing his pants*

bellawhitlock: *eyes the two warily* What now?

bellawhitlock: *starts to pull at my clothes slowly when I realize he's serious*

Peterpalooza: *rolls eyes* You don't want to be alone, and we need a shower. So get your naked ass in there. We're on our way. We've already seen each other naked, and I know you want to see Edward’s purty ass. So hop to it.

bellawhitlock: *shrugs and finishes stripping, climbing in the shower and turning the water on*

Peterpalooza: *Grins devilishly at Edward as I tug his pants down* and Bella, mind the hardware, it's new. *taps on the leather cup of Edward’s chastity belt*

bellawhitlock: *peeks out, eyes widening* Yeah...okay then.

Peterpalooza: *shoves Edwards naked body abruptly into the shower, following close behind*

Edward: *swallows when Peter removes his shirt for him followed by the undoing of the pants... he's left in his chastity belt and his eyes are closed in a 'Kill Me Now' kind of expression...he's sending his mind to its happy place... which, strangely enough, is kind of exactly like what's going on now. he yelps when he's shoved into the shower and finally says* At the rate this leather gets wet... It's going to have to be replaced soon. *he manages to deadpan that*

bellawhitlock: *watches Edward seriously for a moment, then collapses in laughter for the first time in weeks*

Peterpalooza: *Grins harder* I could always make you take it off, what would you prefer. *Scowls suddenly at Bella* Don't laugh at him, Bella. Or you can leave this happy family party.

Peterpalooza: *Tugs on the chain connected to the leather* I happen to be rather fond of it.

bellawhitlock: *snickers* I wasn't laughing -at- him, I was laughing at what he said.

Edward: I think you -know- what I'd prefer... *he turns his head, but the gesture is incapable of hiding the worried look he gives Peter thanks to all the mirrors*

Peterpalooza: *Leers a little,* Oh don't worry, doll, I'm not gonna make you take it off. Bella doesn't get to see what’s under there. *Cups the leather, brushing my fingertips across your thigh* Now enough with making this weird. I'm a dirty boy desperate for a good cleaning, you’re a dirty boy desperate for a good spanking, and well Bella...she's our resident voyeur and we loooove her for it. Now hand me the shampoo.

bellawhitlock: *glares* don't go all...touchy on me. I can't handle that shit. And I should get to shampoo first, my hair is the longest.

bellawhitlock: *grins cheekily*

Peterpalooza: *Deadpans* Your logic is faulty, for I am taller, and am far more deserving of the Shampoo.

Peterpalooza: And you just showered.

Edward: *shudders slightly, closing his eyes before sending a pleading look up to his reflection on the ceiling!* It is possible for everyone to shampoo at the same time... *but he hands the shampoo to Peter, because Peter asked for it and he's Master*

bellawhitlock: *pouts*

bellawhitlock: *reaches quickly, intent on yanking the shampoo from Peter's hands*

Peterpalooza: *dumps a glob of shampoo on Bella’s head, scratching her head lightly* I love having my hair washed. Makes me purr. *I’m hinting, obviously*

bellawhitlock: *reaches up quickly, rubbing the shampoo in and giggling* purr, bitch!

Edward: *just stands out of the way since they're both taking care of things. he's strangely emotionless to the scene, though definitely watching*

Peterpalooza: *Grabs Edwards hand and puts it on his head next to Bella’s* Yes. That is right. Service me. For I am the Master.....cock.

bellawhitlock: *dies laughing again* oh...oh...god...Peter...​.

bellawhitlock: *rubs shampoo on Peters face*

Edward: *smirks at Peter's declaration, though he rubs the shampoo into his hair along with Bella... and takes the opportunity to let his eyes drift down like an appropriate slave... of course instead of landing on the floor they're admiring different things...*

bellawhitlock: *but not in his eyes for the record*

bellawhitlock: *eyes Edward, grinning* Want me to wash -your- hair, pumpkin?

Edward: No thank you, Angel. My hair needs specific handling... Or it actually falls limp. *smirks*

bellawhitlock: *laughs* You lie. come'on. *waggles shampoo* you know you want it.

Edward: *rolls his eyes and instead turns Bella around so that her back is to him. he finishes washing her hair since Peter had to take off to find Charlotte for reasons he probably didn't want to know* Why would I lie about my hair?!

bellawhitlock: *hmms as you wash my hair* my bad. But seriously. I'm itching to wash it. Please. don't make me beg.

Edward: *nudges Bella forward to rinse the shampoo out of her hair. after a moment of silent rinsing he asks, with humor evident in his voice* But I thought you liked begging me?

bellawhitlock: *spins around, smacking Edwards chest* Well, I keep hoping for the day when I actually succeed with my begging. Hair. Now. *grins*

Edward: *lowers down until he's kneeling in front of Bella... actually kind of glad Peter isn't around. he didn't want to trigger PossessivePeter. he's looking up at her eyes first, but slowly lowers his gaze, taking in her entire body before his gaze is resting on the floor. he closes his eyes* I await your pleasure... *the unspoken 'Mistress' is there between them right now*

bellawhitlock: *pats Edwards head* Good boy. *squeezes some shampoo in my hands, bringing my hands to Edwards hair and massaging it in gently, making sure to cover all of his head and neck with lather before moving out of the way slightly to let the spray rinse it off. Whispering* Now...was it that bad?

bellawhitlock: Do you repeat?

Edward: *makes a pleased sound, that's not quite a purr, as she washes his hair for him* Usually, yes...

bellawhitlock: *nods* Alright then. *takes more shampoo, this time rubbing it in a little harder and rinsing it with my hands* Perfect. Conditioner?

Edward: *shakes his head, causing a bit of splatter, but his wet hair stays down* No, that's such a girl thing. *he opens his eyes and looks up again* Do I need to repeat a wash on your hair?

bellawhitlock: *snickers* but it makes your hair all soft. *considers his question* And yes. I still feel kind of gritty from all the dust.

Edward: *takes the shampoo and lathers it slowly into Bella's hair. he starts at her scalp, massaging it with his fingers, and then massages almost each individual strand from root to tip... then he does it again before gently guiding her head under the spray of water and massaging out the shampoo. once that's done, he takes the conditioner and slowly massages that into the ends of her hair, being certain to carefully and gently rid her hair of any tangles*

bellawhitlock: *purrs in contentment* I think I'll have you wash my hair forever, okay?

Edward: That sounds pleasant. *he smiles faintly, promising without making a firm commitment. after all, he still suspects*

bellawhitlock: Every other day work for you? *smiling and chuckling*

Edward: *smiles wider* I'll be sure to pencil it into my calendar...

bellawhitlock: *nods* you do that. I'm serious. This is heaven. I feel all pampered and such now.

Edward: *takes a bath puff and lathers body wash into it* You should be pampered... *he starts on her shoulders, gently washing away every hint of dust or grime on her beautiful skin and slowly working his way down her back*

bellawhitlock: watch what you say...I'll be knocking on your door with bath puffs and shampoo all of the time. *closes my eyes as Edward washes me* I'm serious.

Edward: So am I... *washes her ass and down her legs. he manages to keep the same care and thoroughness with all parts, so it's as unsexual as washing her could be... before lifting each of her feet and washing them in turns before going back up the front...he gets more hesitant as he nears the juncture of her thighs, though*

bellawhitlock: *whispering* You don’t have to wash -all- of me, Edward...don’t make yourself uncomfortable. It's...just a shower. And then again, you should get used to it, as my official washer. *trying to lighten him up a bit*

Edward: *compromises with himself at Bella's words and... looks at the floor while washing between her legs... once his memory tells him that every spot has been cleaned just as thoroughly as any other spot, he moves further up. washing Bella's breasts is a breeze after that and he manages to look into her eyes while finishing cleaning up to her chin. then he lets the puff drop to the floor of the shower and uses the light suds clinging to his fingers to wash her face. when he finishes, he steps back and out of her reach*

bellawhitlock: *rinses off, taking deep breaths* well...I feel very...thoroughly clean. Thank you. I'm...going to dry off. Next time, I will return the favor. I'm pretty thorough, myself.

Edward: We shall see... *he steps out of the shower, pulling a towel from the cabinet and wrapping it around his waist, hiding the chastity belt once more before exiting the room without another word*

