Edward: *spends a couple of hours wandering in the jungle as if that will clear his thoughts before heading back to the tree house. when he arrives, there is no sign of anyone though there are signs of recent repairs. after looking at the tree house for a few minutes, he turns and walks back into the jungle. with the enhanced senses a vampire possesses, one wouldn't think it would be so incredibly easy to be alone on an island! he wandered for a while, eventually ending up sitting on the edge of a cliff and staring out at the ocean with his usual brooding expression and posture in place. in fact, it's the same high cliff he had suggested for cliff diving that hadn't gone over well with the group of island dwelling vampires. he sighed, looking down at the water and letting his thoughts go blank while his mind went numb*

Charlotte: *spots Edward in the distance, heading over to him and maybe creeping up on him a bit, before I wrap my arms around him from behind, hoping I managed to startle the brooding vampire*

Edward: *starts, jumping slightly in his seat and opening his mind swiftly to identify the potential threat. he's reassured be Charlotte's familiar thoughts and, now that she's close to him, he can smell her scent... even if her scent isn't as familiar as it used to be. he sighs, leaning back into her slightly* When did I really mess things up, Charlotte? *he trusts her to tell the truth*

Charlotte: *wraps arms around Edward and running one hand through his hair* Oh Edward, it wasn't all your fault. You're just too naive, too innocent at times and it gets you in trouble. I can't really say when it happened, but it did and now we'll just have to try and pick up the pieces. You're a good man, Edward. No matter what words spoken in anger, that fact is and always be true. Stop your brooding, it won't change a thing. *kisses forehead*

Edward: But then what would I do with all my spare time? *he jokes lightly, not even finding the ability to laugh at his own bad humor. after a moment more of silence, he starts talking in hushed tones* Bella wants to try dating again... Me. She insists Jasper is dead and she doesn't want to be alone. *he turns to look up at Charlotte* Isn't it supposed to be the wife hoping her husband is alive and the ex that's insisting he's dead so he can move back in on the woman? *he sounds baffled* How did those roles get mixed up? *he shakes his head slightly* Something tells me Jasper's still alive and kicking though. And if he comes back, she would leave me again... But I don't like her being alone and sad either... And I do still love her. So much.

Charlotte: I know you do, Edward and all I can say is to be careful. I don't want to see you heartbroken again. *looks pensive, biting my lip* The whole Jasper thing sounds fishy to me. I haven't known for the Volturi to ever personally inform anyone of those they judged and disposed off. *clenches my eyes shut* He was our sire and it hurts to think of him gone. I tried to reason that was the only reason for my suspicions, but still something seems off. *massages Edward's scalp* Just be careful, honey. Bella is right about Jasper not wanting her to be alone, but this whole thing stinks to much and I don't want you hurt. I really don't. *tightens arms around Edward* Take your time, Edward. We have eternity after all.

Edward: That was exactly my suspicion. Why would they inform someone? And then there's the fact that Alice has been hiding something from me... *he sighs* But then I wonder, why would Alice deliberately keep information on Jasper from Bella? What are they hiding? *he leans into Charlotte's hold, almost nuzzling his head against her massaging fingers* But I see her and... A part of me wants to believe he's gone, that I can be with her and never look back. But it's still so soon. Am I just her fall back because she doesn't want to spend eternity alone? She claims that we'll go at a compromised pace, waiting a reasonable time before getting married... But I just... I don't know.

Charlotte: *feels my cold, dead heartbreak as I gaze at Edward's tortured face* Oh sweetheart. *hugs Edward tight* It'll work out, it just has to. You deserve some happiness. *grows silent, thinking over what Edward just said* It IS a good thing that Bella is willing to go slow and we all know how hard it is for her to pace herself around you, so that might speak of her sincere affection for you. Honestly, we've all seen how impossible it is for her to let you go, even when she was with Jasper. So I do trust that she truly cares for you. However, I still must warn you to tread carefully. Follow your heart, Edward, because sooner or later you won't be able to deny her anymore. It's a plain fact. But promise me, you will not rush things with her and try to keep a level head, because honestly I think the Volturi is up to something and this was just their attempt to provoke us.

Edward: *lets his arms wrap around Charlotte's waist, returning the hug* I know... I had to listen to Jasper's anger and frustration over Bella's emotions from the time her anger dwindled on. Both when I was intentionally trying to stir up discord with them... *he grimaces at the admission, but owns up to his own bad behavior* And when I finally let go so that she could be happy with him. And ever since her mind opened to me I've been able to hear her own thoughts on the matter... *he sighs again* And I want to try with her, I do... But things aren't like they were before. *he hesitates* I've grown... Fond... No, I'm not sure what the word I'm looking for is... But you know how I've come to... feel... for your mate.

Charlotte: You've formed an attachment to Peter, yes, but Edward it isn't love. *cups his face, stroking his cheek with my thumb* If it were, you wouldn't be sitting here talking to me. We are fairly possessive of our mates, as you are well aware and the urge to get rid of the vampire competing for Peter's love would be too great. *swallows, wondering how to say this in a gentle way* You do share a connection, Edward, which is fine by me. However, you have become dependent on him, because you yourself wishes to be. You cling to Peter in an attempt to suppress those other feelings, to transfer them in a way and sweetheart it's not healthy. *kisses Edward's cheek* At least that is what I think of it, even though I never said it out loud. *chuckles* But then again, I never was a woman of many words, I like to act instead of talk. *giggles*

Edward: *turns Charlotte's words over in his mind, his emotions as he considers them plain on his face as he denies, refuses, looks heart broken and every other step along the way to trying to figure out what he should do. eventually he finds his voice* Peter... Drew a line. The night we found out I don't react well to getting drunk. Are you saying I should, for lack of a better way to say it, man up, cross that line and find a new way to deal with reality? *his mind is painting images, images that he freely shares with Charlotte, in which he's hardly more than an friend of Peter's, first with Bella at his side and growing closer...until they're married...but then the stray thought drifts in and on one side is Peter and Charlotte, on the other side is Bella with the returned Jasper... And he's nowhere, because he doesn't belong in the Whitlock family, he never did*

Charlotte: *growls at the last image Edward plants into my head* Stop that! You do belong with us and you will belong with us forever! *intends to grab Edward by the balls to prove a point, but feeling the hard harness of the chastity belt I pull my hand back* Is that what you truly want? To be my husband's pet forever? Or are you finally going to open your eyes and see that it's not Peter you love?

Edward: *jumps when Char goes for her grab and looks at her with an almost scandalized expression...but also with an obvious hint of curiosity* I... Didn't think I loved your husband. *of course now he's thinking about it!* I mean, the man -did- take my virginity so I figured I was allowed to go ahead and be a girl about it and be confused over how I feel about him! *he leans away from her, crossing his arms and huffing much like a girl!* And I'm a coward, okay?! I know I am. It's why I ran from Bella too many times. And being a...pet...*he's never used the word in context to himself before and it feels strange* Is easy! I don't feel the need to run from it. And in a way, it makes me feel brave like I've never felt before...

Charlotte: That is the biggest load of crock I've ever heard, Edward *cocks eyebrow, daring him to interrupt and seeing that he won't continues* That's not bravery, that's just another example of the cowardice associated with you being his willing pet. It just states that you don't like to be confronted about your actions and this way all responsibility for said actions befall my husband. When I witnessed the little Master/Pet display earlier, I noticed how turned on you were by it and how you truly enjoyed it! But this way, you can say it was just an order from Peter and you never have to admit to the kinky side there is to you, Edward. *looks smug at my little speech*

Edward: *actually rolls his eyes at that* I've never denied I have a kinky side Charlotte. Not since the first time Bella snooped into my closet and found those portraits. And I don't say that I only do those things because he tells me to... Have I? *he looks worried now, trying to remember if he had pointed the finger. he knows he's justified it in his own mind as obeying his Master, but had that spilled over so easily into everything?* Maybe I do need to tell Peter it's over. *he hangs his head, feeling ashamed of himself*

Charlotte: *moves forward, hugging Edward* Only do what your heart tells you to, Edward. I don't want to cause you pain. I was just making an observation *kicks self internally, hating the defeated look on Edward's face*

Edward: *wraps his arms around Charlotte, resting his head on her shoulder and just holding her as he lets his thoughts roam free. sometimes the thoughts are shared, sometimes they aren't, he's just trying to figure things out*

Edward: =======Fade to Black=========

bellawhitlock: *crawls into a hot spring, letting my body temperature rise and just generally feeling nature around me*

Edward: *stayed on the cliff edge for some time after Charlotte wandered away and, eventually, he stands. after a moment, he slides off his jean shorts and lets them flutter out of his grasp and over the edge of the cliff, watching as they fall into the ocean far below. after a few minutes, he turns and wanders into the jungle wearing little more than his chastity belt and a clear expression*

Peter: *I emerge from the depths of the cave, lingering inside the mouth. This cave, the newest in my discovery on the island, exits out the face of the cliff, off a small outcropping of rock just beneath the main ledge, invisible from above and I'm sure it connects with the ocean caves if only I explore deep enough. Brushing rock and debris from my hair, I consider jumping into the ocean to find my underwater caves when I see a pair of familiar jeans flutter passed*

Edward: *flicks on his telepathy, letting his thoughts creep out and touching the minds of those within range... since he was already back in the jungle at this time, Peter's location ends up being near the edge of his range. he sends a brief mental image to Peter, one of himself walking into the forest as viewed from the back so that his nearly bare rear with only a couple leather straps, one of which is mostly hidden, are visible as he vanishes into the jungle. he leaves the thought there, seeing if that's enough to entice Peter out to play*

Peter: *grins as I am internally assaulted by images of Edward in states of undress* Come down here!

Edward: *about faces and walks back toward the cliff, this time ending up directly above where Peter is located. he peers down to see if he can spot a good way down there...eventually he decides 'fuck it' and turns so that his toes are the only thing holding him on the cliff... then with a little bounce he backs away and starts dropping... but he sticks his hands and feet out so that he's sliding down the side of the cliff on his fingers and toes! then his feet are free and he has to dig his fingertips into the rock to stop his descent so that he's dangling from the cliff face in front of the cave!*

Peter: *snorts, knowing that there was totally another entrance around the tiny mountain of rocks near the cliff side* Do you need help?

Edward: *raises his eyebrows, still dangling* You mean you didn't want to take advantage of my vulnerable position? *he curses internally when Peter -finally- thinks of the -other- entrance... the butthead probably did that on purpose... he swings his legs enough to launch himself from the dangle to land in the mouth of the cave, looking around as he lands*

Peter: *Shrugs* I can do that any time I want. What do you think? I found this place earlier. I think it connects to the ones in the ocean. I was looking to hunt, but I got side tracked.

Edward: I think... That if it doesn't already connect to the ones in the ocean, that it wouldn't be -too- hard to make them connect if you wanted. *he shrugs slightly, not quite sure if Peter's always had the cave thing or not... Maybe it's part of his 'Master' persona and the slight caveman mentality that connects... he ponders, looking down into the cave*

Peter: *shrugs* No, I like them natural. They're older then us. I like that. So, *eyes Edward’s near naked state* you wanna hunt with me, Private?

Edward: I could hunt. *he nods, turning to look at Peter. though his eyes are no where near showing any hint of color other than gold or silver at the moment*

Peter: *Rushes past Edward into the depths of the cave, pinching his ass as I fly by* Then follow me! Don't pass me, and don't get lost!

Edward: *takes off after Peter, catching up quickly but slowing down to what feels like, to him anyway, a crawl so that he doesn't pass Peter, keeping pace with the older vampire*

Peter: *slips through the intricate weave of caves, emerging from a rocky jag in the middle of the forest* Neat huh? We're about dead center on the island, just south of the Tree House.

Edward: That is neat. *he looks around, memorizing the location in case he should ever need it again... of course he rather liked using the other entrance and has that one memorized as well* What were you in the mood to hunt? *he turns his gaze to the jungle around them*

Peter: *Grins, growling* You. Hunt for me, Private Masen. I want to watch.

Peter: *leaps up into a lower branch of one of the younger sequoias*

Peter: *Looks down from the tree, dropping something shiny onto the leaves* Take the belt of Edward.

Charlotte: *grabs a book from my bag, reading the title 'Flowers at the attic', and even though I still remember every word, I decide it's a good one and head out to the beach, basking in the sunlight that leaves my skin sparkling I start to read about a girl that loves her brother just a little bit too much because of the fucked up situation they find themselves in*

Edward: *looks from Peter up in the tree to where he dropped the key. he looks up again and quirks a brow before reminding Peter of something he said once before* Only my Master is permitted to use that key...

bellawhitlock: *stands up out of the grotto, heading to the beach intent to find Char. I see her lounging around and reading a book, so I walk up and sit down beside her* Hey.

Peter: *Narrows eyes at Edward* That almost sounds like argument, but I'll humor you. *Hops down from tree, snatching up the lock and roughly unlocking the belt, before snatching it up and hopping back up into the tree, purring down at Edward in a gravely voice. * Now hunt, Private. Let go. None of this prim and proper shit. I want to see you let loose. I want to see you get bloody!

Charlotte: *picks at Bella's palm fronds, pulling off a tiny piece and putting it in between the book, to indicate the page where I stopped reading, before turning back to her* Hey sugar

bellawhitlock: *laughs as Charlotte picks at my wardrobe* You want me to go so you can read? Or I can just be quiet, it's cool. *looks down at bikini* Or I could make a new one of these. seashells maybe?

Charlotte: No, it's alright sugar. I can read one of the other 23 hours in my day. How are you doing, sweetheart?

bellawhitlock: *smiles at Charlotte* I'm okay. How are you? Are you liking it here?

Edward: *leans his head back, tilting it from one side to the other as he concentrates on his thirst. though he just fed the day before, the fact that it was animal blood means that there's always a tickle there that can be aggravated... and he pokes that tickle with a flaming brand as he recalls with perfect vampire memory the level of thirst he had the first day he ever smelled Bella's human scent! His eyes snap open, the undamaged one black and he drops into a crouch as he scents the air. since the beast is unleashed, it wants the memory of the singer's blood, but he can't have that and so automatically locks onto the next best blood scent it can find before he stalks swiftly into the jungle*

Peter: *Watches Edward switch from prude to dude, following him from the branches as he hunts*

Charlotte: *nods* I'm fine and I absolutely like it here. It's very beautiful and relaxing. I love it.

Edward: *pauses in the process of tracking his kill when the scent reaches a stream that bubbles the length of the island. he tilts his head first one way, then the other as he scents the air. his entire body is tensed for an instantaneous spring, toes and fingers digging into the dirt in his crouch. he growls softly before spring across the small stream and catching the scent again. he follows it upstream, moving low to the ground, body gliding smoothly like a feline with each motion*

bellawhitlock: Good. I'm glad. You think sea shells would look better than what I've got on now?

Charlotte: *looks at her palm fronds, trying to hold back my laughter* Definitely, it would give you a more sophisticated look.

bellawhitlock: *can see that Char is amused, smiling back* Sounds good then. What about for the bottom?

Charlotte: A jellyfish?

bellawhitlock: *looks at you like you're crazy* For my bottom? You can see through them, and they're sticky!

Charlotte: So you can paint them with berries or something, just kill it first.

bellawhitlock: No. I'm not putting a jelly fish on my ass. What if I made like a mini-hula skirt?

Charlotte: Wouldn't you want something from the ocean to complete that look? *looks thoughtful* Maybe a skirt made out of coral?

bellawhitlock: coral is kind of stiff though. I could dry out some seaweed?

Charlotte: That would do the trick. *jumps up* Let's get us some seaweed *runs into the water*

bellawhitlock: *rushes after Char, diving in and swimming directly to the bottom, pulling up handfuls of seaweed*

Charlotte: *covering myself completely in seaweed and carrying as much as I can, I finally emerge from the ocean, looking like a real sea monster* Ew! *throws down the seaweed I had been carrying, starting to unwrap myself* If that isn't enough, than I don't know anymore.

bellawhitlock: *laughs at Char's appearance* Oh honey. That should be plenty. I'm just going to lay it out on the beach for a bit.

bellawhitlock: *lays the seaweed out, then goes searching for just the right seashells*

Charlotte: *picks up the book, while Bella searches for suitable sea shells to cover up her Bazookas*

bellawhitlock: *finds two that are reasonably similar and cover me nicely. Taking them and sitting down, using my fingernails to push small holes in the sides to slide vine through, then pulling it tightly around myself and walking back over to Char*

Edward: *freezes at the edge of a small clearing running alongside the stream where a large jaguar was just turning away from the stream. he tensed at the same moment the cat sensed him and tensed as well he waited, patience exuding from him as the cat seemed to decide that retreating from the unknown was more prudent and that's when he lashed out, darting from his spot and in front of the feline in the blink of an eye. he snarls, sending the jaguar into a defensive crouch as it flattened back its ears and hissed at him in warning.*

Edward: *doesn't head the cat's warning, of course, opting instead to lash out and knock the feline into a roll as he riles up the cat's temper. the cat, of course, tries to flee at first and he toys with it, darting around and heading it off at every turn. the act of playing with his kill has the natural reaction of causing him to get excited and, when the jaguar roars its frustration and launches itself at him, he darts his body so that he's side-by-side with the jaguar and wraps his arm around the cat's neck, his tricep against the cat's jaw as he wraps his arm around the cat's neck from underneath and flexes, snapping the neck swiftly and cleanly before letting the body slide free enough to sink his teeth expertly into the skin. with experience he shreds a piece of the skin neatly with his teeth, spitting aside the strip of furred hide without actually drawing blood before he sinks his teeth into the newly bared spot*

Edward: *stands, carrying the body upright with him and the slide of the silky warm fur against his bare stone skin causes a rush of arousal that startles him. in his moment of surprise, he sinks his teeth in more deeply than he normally would, shredding the throat to pieces and that, combined with the startled way his arms gripped the body causes a gush of blood to burst from the cat's throat. it splashes against his face and coats his hair before it runs down his torso in thick, hot pulses that draw a feral sound from his throat as he pulls in as much of the blood as he can from the now much larger wound in the beast's throat. when the body is drained, he pulls his head back in a snarl of discontent that flings droplets of blood from his drenched hair*

Peter: *watches Edward sink his teeth into the beast, his limbs undulating beneath the shining skin, all long lines and lion-like grace, back arched into an elegant curve, as blood pours down his hair, face, and chest, leaving trails of crimson racing down towards his...navel. I can feel the growl escape from my chest as I leap down from my tree branch, landing a few yards from Edward's crouching body, giving him enough space to recognize my presence as non threatening, well, at least, not the kind he should be worried about.*

Edward: *drops the jaguar as soon as Peter lands nearby, crouching as well and dripping blood as his inner beast snarls a challenge at the vampire that's intruded upon his hunting. he flexes his hands, ready to strike as he's still too far into hunting mode to recognize Peter... his beast still wants the sweeter blood, the memory of which had been used to rouse it from its sated slumber*

Peter: *Senses Edward’s state-of-hunting, quickly flooding him with images of what I want to do to him, imaging myself shoving him to his knees, my cock proffered rubbing against his cheek, no need to voice my demand in more then a growl. The still warm body of his kill lays beside us, the perfect pillow for when I fuck him senseless*

Edward: *growls as the alien, yet familiar feeling, images assault his mind. the beast doesn't appreciate the images, though some part of him does as his hunting aroused state twitches visibly at the assault and causes the swelling to grow more pronounced...but the mere physical reaction seems to be enough to set the beast off and he roars with justifiable outrage, leaping at Peter in an attack!*

Peter: *catches Edward’s untrained attack easily, twisting his arm around his back and pinning him bloody face first into the still warm corpse of his kill, growling into his ear as I press my erection into his naked ass, rolling against his squirming, struggling body.* That’s not how we play this game slut!

Edward: *continues to struggle, snarling and growling with each twist and shift as he tries to worm his way out of Peter's grasp. though, considering how easily he had once slipped out of Peter's grasp, and the fact that his 'struggling' has managed to get Peter's cock wedged firmly between his ass cheeks that conveniently manage to slide up and down the length of Peter's dick... Peter should be able to realize that, even in hunt and fight mode, some part of him recognizes that he should be subdued beneath Peter exactly as he is... and the fact that the growls are halfway to purring now should help with that!*

bellawhitlock: *heads over and grabs the kelp, cutting it to a nice length and stringing it together with more vine before tying it around my waist. It falls just below my ass, and looks rather nice*

Peter: *Feels Edward’s struggles shift into something more pleasant, a slow grinding against my cock. I fist my hand in his hair, yanking his head back hard enough to hear his bones protest, twisting his arm so far the skin stretched taught across his shoulder* That’s better, Private Masen. You weren't going to fight me, now were you?

Edward: *hisses at the change in position, lifting his ass up to slide it against Peter's cock that much harder. the length of this slide has it so that, had he gone half an inch further and lifted his ass slightly he'd have been able to impale himself on Peter's cock on the downward stroke. he rasps out his answer, the beast still near the surface and the scent of blood filling his nostrils causing the words come out as a deep, hissing moan* No, Master...

Peter: *Releases Edward hair, using my blood soaked hand to wet my cock, before yanking him back again. Without warning, I slam into him, sinking to the hilt with a hard growl, as I move my legs out, spreading him farther apart against the dead beast*

Edward: *yells at the rough and completely unprepared penetration before strangling the yell into a deep growl. he wiggles his ass, twisting the impaling cock from side to side before rocking his body back to shove Peter's cock deeper into his ass with a satisfied sound*

Peter: *Slams Edward’s face down into the fur* Sit the fuck still or I swear I'll rip your arm off and I won't stop fucking you, got it slut? Now, up on your knees, Ass out. You've got one arm in control, prop yourself up over your kill. Now

Edward: *purrs at Peter's words, shifting himself as quickly as he could into position. since Peter moved his face into a downward position, he keeps his face pointing to the ground as he holds himself over the dead jaguar. lifting himself up onto his knees caused his legs to move back together some though...but he definitely makes sure his ass is out... He's not quite sure if he'd appreciate his arm being torn off if he antagonized Peter further*

bellawhitlock: *dances around the beach*

Peter: *Purrs in satisfaction as Edward’s moments shove him back on my cock. I reach around his body, my stomach pressed against his back, grabbing his dick roughly in my hand, fucking him hard, causing him to fuck my hand with each thrust. I twist his arm farther, so that his own hand is pressed against his neck, fingers clenching in a fist as I watch myself sink into him, fucking him steadily faster.*

Charlotte: *looks up at Bella from my book, smiling* Are you doing a rain dance, sugar?

Edward: *clenches his teeth, strangling a snarl that comes from the combination of pleasure and pain as he feels the sharp pain in his shoulder and arm blur and mix with the pleasure of Peter's hand around his dick and the fat cock thrusting deeply into his ass. he digs the fingers of his free hand into the ground, bracing himself even as he manages to stick his ass out even more to Peter's attentions, eyes squeezed shut from the combination being slammed into him*

bellawhitlock: *laughs at Char* Sure! Why the hell not. I haven't danced in ages. Seemed appropriate.

Charlotte: *smirks* And I'll do the River dance, while you're praying to the gods for rain.

bellawhitlock: That will be something to see, sugar. get to it!

Charlotte: *gets up, putting the book to the side and remembering how those they did it in Ireland, starts to dance*

bellawhitlock: *falls on the ground laughing* Oh god...Char...did you train for that?

Peter: *Growls loudly, feelings Edward’s snarl vibrate up my body* I want to make this last, want to remember this. *. I feel my hips snap against his ass, and the familiar sound of vampire flesh tearing. His shoulder slackened in my grip partially dislocated, and slightly torn. Loosening my grip, I wrap my hand around Edward’s neck, thrusting his head forward, his face pinned to the dirt, our bodies crouched over the dead animal I lean forward, licking a long line of venom up the tear, grinning manically at the familiar hiss of venom as the flesh heals, never stopping the sharp snap of my hips as I fuck Edward deeper, feeling his body clench beneath me, around me*

Charlotte: *looks at my feet, knowing that if I were human I'd be blushing* It looked like fun *shrugs*

bellawhitlock: *laughs harder* Oh babe, that's all that matters. you're doing a fine job.

Charlotte: *smiles wider, spurred on by Bella dances all around the beach, even humming a little*

bellawhitlock: *joins Char, doing my own little dance, feeling lighter than I have in a very long time*

Charlotte: This is fun!

bellawhitlock: *laughs* I haven't had this much fun in a very long time, Char!

Edward: *can't hold in the scream as his skin tears and his shoulder pops out of place... a scream that is cut off abruptly as his face is pinned into the dirt! and fucking hell there's just something wrong with him because he's barely resisting the urge to cum all over the carcass beneath him as the sharp sting of venom has his dick throbbing with the urge to explode... but he's trying to hold it back, his last coherent thought before the pain exploded being Peter's words to "make it last" and he can't upset his Master by cumming so soon!*

Charlotte: *stops suddenly, looking at Bella* Oh I know *looks very serious and then...* Hammer Time

bellawhitlock: *rolls around on the beach, laughing* Oh...oh god...*laughs* do it. do the hammer dance.

Charlotte: *does the dance with the same enthusiasm as years ago when it was the latest trend, singing the entire song, while I dance*

bellawhitlock: *is actually gasping for air, even though I don't need it, because this is the funniest thing ever* I love you! This is so great! Peter and Edward will be sad they missed this.

Charlotte: *shrugs* Who needs them. Any requests? *smiles smugly*

bellawhitlock: Macarena!

Peter: *Yanks Edward up suddenly by a fistful of his hair, so that he's forced up on his knees, never relinquishing my harsh pace. My hand is still on his cock, now circling the base tightly staving of his orgasm* You like this,* I growl low into his ear, dragging my teeth teasingly across his shoulder* You want this. *Gripping his fore arm tightly, I force his shoulder back in place roughly, before moving my free hand down to his hip, nails biting into his flesh.* You’re gonna miss this....*I release his cock, knowing he can't hold back much longer, and neither can I. I'll come when he does, we both know it*...When. You. Leave. Me.​ *My words are punctuated by the last of my jerky thrusts, pleasure building up inside me in spiraling white burst before I growl, holding back just long enough, waiting for that burst of sticky wetness against my hand....*

Charlotte: Only if you dance it with me, baby *winks*

bellawhitlock: *stands up to move next to Char* lead the way. Thank god there are no cameras.

Charlotte: *nods, starting to sing and first extending my arms, looking to my left to see if Bella is dancing as well*

bellawhitlock: *rolls my eyes as I do the Macarena with Char* If we're caught, we will never live this down.

Charlotte: *sings last notes, before looking over at Bella* So what? Now let's... *thinks, tapping chin* Walk like an Egyptian.

bellawhitlock: *frowns* I was too young for that. You'll have to teach me.

Edward: *grunts, his body trembling from the pleasure and abused that it has suffered in such a short span of time. but he grunts out an agreement with each of Peter's statements* Yes. *he did like it* Yes. *he did want this! though he yelped as his shoulder was popped back into place* Yes... *he would miss it* ...Master. *the word was spoken on a sob in response to the leaving remark, as his body tensed, locking into place and gripping Peter's cock like a vice as his pleasure reached its peak. blinding fire raced up his spine and back down before he convulsed, shooting his release onto the spotted pelt of the carcass as he opened his mouth in a silent scream of pleasure*

Charlotte: Alright, well follow my lead *holds arms in position, one in front of me and one behind me* Like that you see?

bellawhitlock: *watches Char carefully, mimicking her movements* Okay...got it so far

Charlotte: Okay, now switch. The arm that was up and in front of you, now behind you and the one that was low and behind you, now in front of you *watches if Bella can keep up*

bellawhitlock: *keeps up easily, learning quickly* This isn't so bad, I can do it!

Charlotte: Okay, now bring your arms to the side and bent, then slowly raise them to a praying stand, with your hands above your head *demonstrates*

Peter: * Edward’s body clenches around me, stuttering out answers and pathetic little cries. I come, growling loud enough to scare the animals around us, and the forest is strangely silent, nothing but Edward and I, a panting, grunting mess of come and pleasure. My hand slips from his hip to the small of his back as I pull away, fingertips trailing down the mark, my mark. I pull him against me again, his back falling against my chest, head falling limply against my neck, eyes closed, fucked out and sated, exposing the long line of his neck. I let my cheek fall against his face, still sticky with blood, my arms wrapping around his shoulders. I kiss his temple, and know that I shouldn't,* I'm gonna miss this, you know?

Edward: *turns his head from where it's resting against Peter's neck and kisses the line of his jaw* I'll miss this too... *and he licks Peter's jaw as well, savoring the last tastes of delicious butterscotch that he'll be able to taste, but he doesn't push it into a full kiss though, savoring instead the taste of Peter's skin before falling back in an limp, sated mess* 

Edward: =======Fade to Black=========

bellawhitlock: *dances like an Egyptian*

Charlotte: *sings the song on the top of my lungs, doing the moves*

Edward: *strides through the jungle, the dead jaguar over one shoulder and nothing but a covering of blood on parts of his body. after several minutes, he emerges from the jungle onto the beach about thirty paces away from the area in which Charlotte and Bella are dancing like Egyptians. he's obviously a mess, blood both wet and dry covering him from his hair to his toes in splotches, streaks and smears. some of the smears have obvious finger shapes and there are even bloody handprints on his back, and definitely on one of his arms... the same arm that sports a new silver scar over the area where his arm sockets into his shoulder... he's also got a suspicious shine in certain places down his legs... he reeks of his normal chocolate and sunshine scent, jaguar blood and....butterscotch! he turns a set face to regard Bella and Charlotte as they dance, but he continues his stride, walking straight into the surf. he turns to face the ocean again, walking calmly into the water until he's deep enough that he, and his dead cargo, vanish beneath a wave*

bellawhitlock: *gapes openmouthed at Edward* Char-Char, do you see that? Did that just happen?

bellawhitlock: *gapes openmouthed at Edward* Char-Char, do you see that? Did that just happen?

Charlotte: *spots Edward, hesitating for only a second and then shaking my head* Yeah I saw it *continues dancing*

bellawhitlock: *is frightened, and confused, and feels like the world has just turned over because that just happened. Stops dancing, staring at the ocean*

Edward: *swims deep, dragging the dead cat with him. the salty water washes off the blood and attracts water predators that aren't as prone to picking up the vampire aura that should warn them away. he goes deeper, tearing the carcass into chunks and leaving them floating in the current below the surface even as he sees sharks swimming closer. he dives to the bottom and uses sand and bits of shells from the ocean floor to scrub some of the more persistent stains coating his body. once he's as clean as he can get himself without a good soaping, he walks along the bottom of the ocean back toward the beach... and comes out of the water the same way he went in... only this time he's facing Bella and Charlotte... and walking straight toward them as he comes further out of the water*

bellawhitlock: *gaping, turning quickly between Edward and Char, looking like a deer in the headlights*

Charlotte: *swallows thickly, eyes lowering to gaze directly at his manhood, a faint scent of Peter still clings to his skin and makes me finally snap out of it, turning to look at Bella*

Edward: *has a prominent silver scar completely around the area Charlotte had gazed at and he tilts his head slightly, looking at her as she looks at him and then Bella. he walks first over to Charlotte, reaching out and taking a small lock of her hair to give it a familiar gentle tug* Precious... *he smiles before turning to give an even bigger smile to Bella... one that's only slightly vulnerable before growing determined* Bella... *he steps up to her, taking her upper arms into his hands and pulling her against his wet body before pressing his lips against hers. he sweeps his tongue over her lips, deepening the kiss forcefully and nipping at her lips. eventually he pulls back, tugging lightly on her lower lip before parting and then steps away. he gives a nod of his head* Ladies... *and just like that, he turns and strides into the jungle, going in a different direction from whence he came*

Charlotte: *smiles fondly, watching him walk away, before turning to watch Bella's expression and trying very hard not to laugh*

bellawhitlock: *stands there, breathless and confused, unsure of exactly what to do right now. I'm taking it from Edward’s appearance and overall demeanor that he spoke with Peter*

Charlotte: *smiles fondly, watching him walk away, before turning to watch Bella's expression and trying very hard not to laugh*

bellawhitlock: *stands there, breathless and confused, unsure of exactly what to do right now. I'm taking it from Edward’s appearance and overall demeanor that he spoke with Peter*

Charlotte: *can't take it any longer and bursts out laughing* You look like a fish

bellawhitlock: *turns to Char, appalled at her laughter* But...what...naked...huh​?

Charlotte: Oh you act like you've never seen a naked man before *rolls eyes*

bellawhitlock: *still gaping* I’ve never seen HIM naked! What the hell is happening?

Charlotte: *slaps Bella cheek* Snap out of it! Don't make me slap you again!

Edward: *takes the scenic route back to the tree house. once he's there, he goes up to the 'supplies' area and grabs a bottle of body wash before taking the rope bridge to a platform that has a rope slide. wrapping one hand around the rope, he steps off the platform and slides down the length of the rope through the jungle until he's above one of the more basic waterfalls with only a shallow pool of water at the base. he lets go of the rope and drops into the fresh water below, walking over to rinse off some of the salt clinging to his body from the ocean before starting up a lather!*

bellawhitlock: The Hell, Char? *sighs* I don't even know what just happened.

Charlotte: What? *blinks innocently* You were freaking out.

bellawhitlock: *considers* Yeah. Okay. I'm good. I think. Holy shit. I need a shower.

Edward: *scans to see if anyone is around before washing his hair a specific way with his body wash... he doesn't use shampoo, it takes too much life out of his hair and makes it soft!*

bellawhitlock: Do we have soap? Did we bring any? I need soap.

Peter: *Sighs, pulling myself up from the forest floor. I find one of the newer caves, tracing back a path I only just discovered, and exiting out a new cave on the beach* Ladies. *blinks, standing nude and bloody before the both of them* I need a shower.

Charlotte: *throws a bar of soap at Bella, before lifting my head to look at Peter* Oh my fucking God *swallows*

bellawhitlock: *takes the soap, walking blindly into the woods and searching for the nearest hot spring*

Peter: *Looks down at myself, frowning at the head to tow streaks of bloody smears, and handprints from where Edward attempted to attack me* What?

Peter: *Grins mischievously, scooping Char against me*

Charlotte: *looks up at Peter, eyes narrowing at his grin* What are you up to, Peter?

Peter: *Wiggles Charlottes body all over my bloody one* Nothing. Miss me?

bellawhitlock: *washes, still gaping like a fish, but feeling fresher by the moment*

Edward: *rinses the lather from his hair and body before lathering up his body again... and, after another check, doing a seriously intimate lathering too... so glad that he can't blush*

Charlotte: *licks lips, getting turned on by the blood* Mmm, I missed you so bad baby *kisses Peter softly*

bellawhitlock: *gets out of the hot spring, puts on my suit-o-seashells and grass skirt, and heads back to the tree house, picking a landing and just laying down*

Peter: *Hikes Char up over my shoulder* Is there an unoccupied hot spring on this island? Don't think I'll be showering with Edward anymore. *smacks Char's ass for good measure*

Charlotte: *points to the opposite side from where the others are* I've seen one over there, last night.

Peter: *carries Charlotte like a cave man all the way to the spring, naked cock bouncing with every step* So what you been up to, woman, while I've been squeezing in one last brutal good bye fuck?

bellawhitlock: *decides to get up and find a hammock, so at least I can sway back and forth instead of laying on the ground*

Edward: *finishes his own thorough washing and heads back to the tree house as well... he jumps up onto one of the lower levels, taking the more human way up to the higher level... passing Bella as she searches out a hammock and giving her a nod and a smile as he ventures to the supply room to put away the remaining body wash*

Charlotte: *laughs, smacking Peter's ass several times* I've just been reading and dancing, nothing special.

bellawhitlock: *gapes again, confused*

Peter: *Sets Char down under the water fall, the bloody smudges running pink lines that dip into the waist of her little black skirt. I pull her close, tucking her head beneath my chin,* So it's just you and me again, dollface. The Awkward ones have decided to -date-. On an island. But to each there own, I gave Edward my blessing.

Charlotte: *relaxes against Peter, sighing contently* Yes, I know he was going to give this thing he has going on with Bella a shot. I had a good talk with Edward yesterday.

bellawhitlock: *shakes myself mentally, rocking back and forth in the hammock*

Peter: *Hides his surprise expertly, wondering if it was Charlottes intentions to drive Edward away* Well, as long as he's happy, I'm happy for him. Now, come sugar, I've got jaguar guts to wash off me.

Edward: *puts away the wash before striding back... seems Bella's chosen hammock was between the supply room and the area he had claimed as his own. he stops beside her hammock, smiling still in place though now he's got a hint of that smug asshole look he used to always get when Bella would forget to breathe with him when she was human* Bella... *he leans down, turning his body so that his face is above hers while standing to the side. he places a hand on either side of her head on the hammock and leans down before placing a much more gentle kiss to her lips, though he still nips at the lower one before moving to kiss the tip of her nose and then her forehead... and then he's standing up and walking to his own area*

Charlotte: *looks up at Peter shyly* Can I wash you, Petey?

Peter: *Grins* Well, if you insist.

Peter: Make it thorough.

Edward: *makes it to his own area, sitting sideways on the hammock so that his feet are still on the ground and leans back, placing his hands behind his head and closing his eyes, smug asshole half-smirk smile still in place*

bellawhitlock: *feeling thoroughly confused, and almost human, I stand up and follow Edward-although when I reach him, I'm not quite sure what to do, so I just stand there in front of him and stare*

Charlotte: *lathers up hands, before massaging Peter's shoulders and slowly running my hands down his chest, washing every inch there.*

Peter: *purrs, smirking at Char's wandering hands,* This is like all the 'You’re a dirty dirty boy' born I've watch darling. Are you gonna spank me and tell me that I'm naughty too? Because, I'd laugh, I really would. *flicks water playfully at Char*

Charlotte: *grins* I would, if you'd like me too *waggles eyebrows* I just don't know how I feel about being compared to some cheap porn flick though *grimaces, while looking pensive and still washing up Peter this time running my hands down his legs, careful not to touch the Monstercock*

Peter: *Snickers* Who said it was cheap? Pornography owns a massive chunk of the movie industry. With tits like yours? You'd make the big bucks. Not that I'd let you, *growls and snaps teeth playfully* Ain't nothing cheap about you, doll.

Edward: *is actually very nervous at the moment, so the smug asshole look is kind of frozen in place and stiff by now. and Bella's silence isn't helping... neither is the fact that she seems to not be able to think of anything... that or she's learning to hide her thoughts... he'd be sweating right now if it were possible*

Charlotte: *smiles at Peter, mulling over his words and deciding to just take it as a compliment* I wouldn't want to either, because baby I'm only yours *brushes lips against Peter's*

Peter: *Kisses you back, gently, pulling our wet bodies together* I'm pretty lucky to have you, doll.

bellawhitlock: *frowns a bit, still stiff and confused, but decides 'what the hell' and sits down next to Edward on the hammock* Hey.

Charlotte: Thanks baby *puts head on Peter's shoulder* Are you really okay with this though?

Peter: *looks confused and slightly panicked* What? With us? Of course, babe!

Charlotte: *caresses Peter's cheek* I meant with Edward, baby. Are you going to be okay without him?

Edward: Hey. *he reaches out blindly, taking Bella's hand in his own and lacing their fingers together. his other hand remains behind his head where his hair is already drying out and starting to stick up every which way and his eyes remain closed, though at least speaking takes the asshole look off his face!*

bellawhitlock: *moves a little closer, mimicking Edward's position in the hammock* So you finally decide to nix the clothes? AFTER I put some on? *snickers*

Peter: *shrugs* I said it before, it was always his choice. Yeah, it sucks, because part of me still wants him, but he deserves to be happy. If he's happier with her, that’s fine by me. *kisses Chars nose* And you've always been more then enough to keep me happy, sugar.

Charlotte: *smiles hugely, feeling relieved and carefree* And you're the only one that could make me happy baby *lays head back down on Peter's chest, wrapping my arms around him and just sits there, enjoying the moment*

Edward: Well... It just seems safer for one of us to be dressed if the other isn't. *he grins, squeezing her hand lightly*

bellawhitlock: *laughs, putting my head on your shoulder* So...how are you doing?

Edward: *lifts Bella's hand up to place a kiss on the back of her hand and then leans his head to rest his cheek on the top of Bella's head. when he lowers their clasped hands again, he wedges them between their thighs so that the back of his hand is against Bella's leg, brushing aside the seaweed of her skirt, and the back of her hand is against his* I'm okay. How are you doing?

bellawhitlock: *sighs, squeezing Edward's fingers*I don't know. You tell me. *grins* I got rid of the palm fronds.

Edward: I saw that... While you were doing your lovely Egyptian dance... *he's on the verge of laughing, remembering Bella's dance before she froze and got that dumbfounded look on her face*

bellawhitlock: *bites my lip, growling* Char was teaching me. I swear. It was her idea. And, thank you very much, I'm pretty sure I'm good at it. *reaches over with my other hand to poke you hard in the side*

Edward: *laughs at the poke, moving his hand from behind his head to capture the poking hand of Bella! he brings it to his lips, kissing it before opening his eyes to smile at her* You were beautiful.

bellawhitlock: *laughs* You have a skewed vision for beauty. I was dancing like a fool. At least you missed it when I was doing the macarena. That was something to see. *leans my head back to look into your eyes, chuckling* And then there was the hammer dance. *leaning my head forward to kiss Edward’s arm*

Edward: Except that you're remembering doing it and I'm seeing it in your mind right now... *he grins at her again, eyes dancing with amusement ad when she leans to kiss his arm, he places a kiss to the top of her head*

bellawhitlock: *scowls* Shit. I've got to work that out. *nips at your arm* It's not fair, you getting to see in my head. I liked it better the other way. *laughs*

Edward: Well, if you'd like, I'll turn my telepathy off... *he smiles at her, reaching up to push some of her hair behind her ear*

bellawhitlock: *grins* Nah, I'm just poking fun. I can't lie to you anyway, might as well let you get it straight from the source. *moving my free hand up to poke Edward on the nose*

Edward: *gives Bella a quick peck on her cheek... after play-snapping at her poking finger, that is* Still... If your mind wasn't so addicting, I'd give you the privacy I know you love...

bellawhitlock: Addicting, is it? And why is that? I'm in my head-it's kind of crazy there. *shifts slightly, so I'm a little more sideways-facing Edward, and wraps my arm around his arm*

Edward: Because I love the way your mind works. It's so intricate. And strong... *he reaches up to brush his fingers from her temple to her shoulder* Deep... *he moves his hand back up so that he can brush his thumb lightly against her lower lip* Gentle... *his eyes are focused on her lips* Warm...

bellawhitlock: *purrs* warm? My mind is warm?

Edward: *nods* Yes. Because your thoughts, even when angry, just carry a warmth over everything that makes it feel safe and secure and... warm.

bellawhitlock: *playfully sticks out my bottom lip, pouting* So you're saying when I'm angry, it's not -really- angry?

Edward: You can focus on anger and make it a very firm thought... But I can see the lower levels where the anger doesn't exist. *he leans his head up to kiss her pouting lower lip*

bellawhitlock: *kisses your top lip in return* Damn. and here I was thinking I was all kinds of vicious.

Edward: You are vicious... Just not to the core. *he smiles at her, laying his head back again and basking in her proximity... of course he doesn't bask to the degree that he looses control of Eduardo, but still!*

bellawhitlock: *rolls my eyes and smiles* Thanks. I'll work on it.

Edward: *grins* Don't work on it too hard. Your warmth is one of the reasons I love you. *he gently kisses her before pulling her close to his side and snuggling much as they used to when Bella was still human and lets his mind relax in her presence*

Edward: =======Fade to Black=========

