AliceCullen: *Changing from my bikini into ski clothes, collecting my skis and boots and carrying them up on deck*

Peterphile: *Strokes blood red velvet lounge robe, blowing bubbles from my pipe*

JWhitlock: *strides down the stairs and into the living room to where Bella is, strutting in my red velvet lounge robe and puffing on my pipe, blowing bubbles around the room* Hey there, baby.

bellawhitlock: *chokes on laughter, pointing wildly* Oh, My God!

Peterphile: *throws silk-panted legs up onto the coffee table, revealing matching loafers as I plop down on the couch*

Peterphile: What goes on Bella-Bunny. Have you seen my wife?

bellawhitlock: What...*laughs* what the hell? And no, haven't seen Char, but *grabs my phone* I gotta find her!

AliceCullen: *I watch over the deck rail at the penguins den off in the distance as they do their little dance around the snow banks. Wondering where Kate is, presuming Edward is up to his usual shenanigans with either Peter or Bella, hoping he knows what the hell he is doing.*

bellawhitlock: *texts Char* <boys are dressed up. Get back fast!>

JWhitlock: *plops down on the couch next to Bella, still puffing on my pipe* Don't we look debonair baby? You've got something upstairs. A little gift from me, Char's got one too.

Peterphile: *Grins* chars is gold.

bellawhitlock: De*giggles*debonair? yeah...yeah baby. That's it. Should I go and see what this gift is now?

JWhitlock: *nods* Yeah, go up and look. I thought you'd like the traditional pink and white one

Peterphile: *Snorts* a boring pink and white one.

Peterphile: I like my woman all blinged out and shiny.

JWhitlock: *rests my arms along the back of the couch, propping my feet on the coffee table* I like my baby in pink.

Charlotte: *faintly hears a buzzing sound in the distance, wipes blood from my mouth and runs over to bag, rummaging through it and grabbing phone* What the hell? *notices 3 texts and a video message, quickly going through them, typing a message to Edward first* <<You guys look like you're having fun.>>

bellawhitlock: *looks wary* Alright....I'll be right back. *runs upstairs and finds a playboy bunny outfit, snorting before putting it on and going downstairs. putting my hands on my hips, I stand in front of the boys* you can't be serious.

Charlotte: *rushes back towards the house, typing a message to Bella on the way* <<Coming!>>

JWhitlock: *grins, looking Bella up and down* Baby, you look sexy! *pats my lap* C'mere and sit with your sugar daddy...

Charlotte: *scales the tree outside the house, getting in through the window and spotting a bunny suit, quickly putting it on*

Peterphile: *Smells Char, hearing her put on her suit without hesitation like a good little wife* See, Char loves it.

bellawhitlock: *laughs, plopping down on your lap* Do these little outfits have a point, or are we just finally losing our minds?

Peterphile: The latter, I'm sure

JWhitlock: *shrugs* I thought it'd be fun. *trails my legs up your thigh, then flicks your tail*

Peterphile: *Looks to the ceiling* Charlotte Jane get your cute, golden bunny but down here!

Charlotte: *glances in the mirror, waggling my tail at the reflection* Nice! *goes downstairs, jumping Peter and kissing him, having missed him after my long hunt*

bellawhitlock: *wiggles in your lap* well that it is. We should take pictures.

JWhitlock: *kisses your neck* Good idea baby. Why don't you go get your phone?

Peterphile: *oomphs as Char lands in my lap* Well hello to you to! I knew you'd like my present!

bellawhitlock: *grabs my phone off the table* here!

JWhitlock: *grins over at Char, stroking my robe* Whaddya think, Char? Should we make these bad boys a part of our regular wardrobe? *puffs on pipe*

Peterphile: *Blows a bubble at Chars face laughing when it pops against her nose*

Charlotte: I really do *wriggles around on your lap* Thank you baby *kisses, before reluctantly pulling back and looking over at Jazz* You look very...classy *cracks up*

JWhitlock: *grabs Bella’s phone, switching it to camera mode* Okay, lets all get together on the couch

bellawhitlock: *snuggles in, smiling*

Peterphile: *Grins, pipe hanging in my mouth, coping a feel on Char’s tit*

Charlotte: *smirks, sliding hand down and brushing it against Peter's groin*

Peterphile: *Grins, squeezing tits* This makes me want to make a porno really bad.

Charlotte: *answers absentmindedly, watching the camera* Later

JWhitlock: *snaps the picture, laughing like a maniac* We all look fuckin' ridiculous

bellawhitlock: *laughs at Peter* oh man

Peterphile: *Laughs* we need to do this shit more often. *Looks to Char* If I dress up like a Kennedy, will you be my Marilyn Monroe?

bellawhitlock: We could make a hell of a calendar.

Charlotte: You bet! I'd rather be her than Jackie any day *smiles, singing* I wanna be loved by you

JWhitlock: That we could *scrolls down to the photomail option, choosing to send it to Carlisle and Esme*

Charlotte: You should be princess Leia, Bella *smiles* And Jazz can be Chewbacca

Peterphile: *Grins wickedly* I wanna be loved by you too. *Nips shoulder*

JWhitlock: Chewbacca?! No way! I'd be Hans!

bellawhitlock: *snorts* oh come on. That's so cliché.

Peterphile: *Snorts* Jazz could be Hans.

JWhitlock: Chewbacca! Oh c'mon! I'd be Hans!

JWhitlock: *the phone cycles back to the out going picture mail and I see a very interesting one of Bella....*

Peterphile: I don't care who I am. I want a light saber

Charlotte: *kisses Peter's forehead* Sure, Jasper.

bellawhitlock: *remembers my phone a second too late*

Peterphile: *Licks Chars mouth, growling playfully* How about we get naked and play Adam and Eve?

JWhitlock: *mutters* What the... *clicks to enlarge the picture and it's one of Bella in a hot tub filled with bubbles. The bubbles, and nothing else cover her body, checks the receiver, my eyes widen and my nostrils flare*

JWhitlock: *clenches my jaw* Um, Bella?

bellawhitlock: *scrunches up my face* Yes?

Charlotte: *sucks Peter's bottom lip* You reading my mind, baby?

JWhitlock: *turns the phone so the display faces Bella, but my grip is too strong and the device crumbles* Would you mind explaining to me why the HELL you sent a photo of yourself naked in a hot tub full of bubbles to Edward a few days ago?!

Peterphile: *Pulls back from Char’s mouth unwillingly, noticing a shift in the good-time vibes between Jazz and Bella*

Peterphile: *Looks sharply at Bella* You let me think those were for Jasper!

JWhitlock: *eyes flash to her face, blazing, waiting for her to respond*

bellawhitlock: *huffs* oh...that. We're kind of in a text war...I swear, it's not as bad as you think!

bellawhitlock: *turns to Peter* They are! I have them upstairs, printed off.

JWhitlock: Not as... not as bad as I think?! What other pictures were there? *jealousy begins to twirl out of control, and everything that's happened recently comes flashing back to my mind*

bellawhitlock: It's not what you think! We're just...kind of fighting, it's not dirty! I'm...it's...we're just trying to one-up each other. *frowns* I swear, Jasper. It's not bad.

Charlotte: *doesn't know whether to stay seated here or just go outside and let them have their privacy, deciding on the latter and pulling Peter outside with me*

JWhitlock: *closes my eyes tightly, letting the pieces of the phone drop to the floor* Bella, please, please explain to me how a married woman sending pictures like THAT to another man, a man that, until very recently, she had very strong feelings for, is not bad? Please explain this to me, because I don't fucking understand!

JWhitlock: I thought all that was behind us! Over and done with!

bellawhitlock: It is!! I'm not trying to seduce him, nor him me! In fact, by doing this, it's helping me cope-to see how irrational my feelings really were! It helps me put it behind me...if you can understand that.

JWhitlock: Uh, not really *tugs the belt to my ridiculous robe off, then plops back on the couch, fisting my fingers in my hair*

JWhitlock: *shrugs out of the robe, tossing it to the chair next to the couch*

bellawhitlock: *sighs* Jasper-I meant what I said. I'm putting it behind me. not one of the pictures I sent him...were intended to be used to seduce him. I'm not trying to lure him back. I LOVE you. You have to believe me.

JWhitlock: I do believe you baby, and I trust you, I do! But I'm a territorial and protective creature, what am I supposed to think when I see pictures like that? *lets my head fall back, my fingers still in my hair*

bellawhitlock: *gets on my knees in front of you, looking up* I know, baby. I know. And I swear-I didn't mean it to be sexual. *pushes out my feelings of love and sincerity*

JWhitlock: *a slight grin twitches my lips when I feel her emotions, and I drop my hands, looking at Bella* Bella, stuff like this *nudges the bits of phone with my foot* can't happen. Weather it was a game or whatever.

bellawhitlock: *looks confused* Baby...I'm going to have to get to the point that I can joke and play with him. This is...a step. Skewed as it may be, we're trying. I'M trying.

JWhitlock: Well, try a different way, Bella. Play Monopoly, Parcheesi, whatever.

AliceCullen: *adjusts Christmas shopping list for some strange reason*

Peterphile: *Ignores the fight going on inside about Edward of all things, terrified of starting an Edward fight with Char* So. Yeah.

bellawhitlock: *smiles* If he ever comes home, I will. I was trying...I'm sorry it upset you. but I swear baby, I swear to you that you're the only one for me.

Edward: *comes up on deck wearing the ski outfit Alice picked out for him and carrying his skis. he sees the look on her face and takes a picture of her far away, sad look and sends that to Charlotte with a note* <We could be having more fun.> *he tucks his phone away and steps over to Alice* Which peak did you want to ski down?

AliceCullen: It doesn't matter Edward.

JWhitlock: *nods* I better be... don't make me get out the riding crop again *grins half-way*

bellawhitlock: *smirks* Well that's no way to threaten me, honey...I rather liked that. *kisses your knee, still kneeling* I. Love. You. Now...if you'd like, there's a nice picture from the hot tub that was taken for YOU...upstairs in our room.

JWhitlock: *raises my brow* Really now? Well... let's go take a peak at that, shall we?

Peterphile: *pokes at the fuzzy tail attached to Chars ass*

bellawhitlock: *smiles* Yes, let's. *bounds upstairs, dragging Jasper with me, grabbing the portrait of me in the hot tub, looking shy and coy and thrusting it at Jasper*

Edward: *scans* I don't sense Kate anywhere. Did you want to wait or go ahead without her?

JWhitlock: Wait! *pulls out of Bella's grasp, bounds back down the stairs, picks up my robe, putting it on and tucking my pipe in the pocket, then back up the stairs to our room in time to take the picture from Bella*

Charlotte: *waggles tail at Peter, looking at him from over my shoulder and grinning widely*

bellawhitlock: *giggles*

Peterphile: *Smirks* I wanna see you hop, bunny.

JWhitlock: *a feral grin curls my lips* Welllllllllllll now.... I think I like this..... maybe we should get it framed, hang it over the bed?

bellawhitlock: *purrs* I was thinking wallet sized...so you can carry my naked ass around with you. Peter and Char thought it was a nice shot.

bellawhitlock: Peter's quite handy with a camera.

JWhitlock: *licks my lips, nodding* Yes, yes... I like that idea too, remind me to thank them later....

AliceCullen: *Grabbing my skis and boots again I hop over the deck rail and take off for the Peak I see in my mind that Edward has decided on*

Charlotte: *bends knees, waggling my tail before hopping a couple of times* Like this?

bellawhitlock: I'm sure you won't forget. Surprisingly he was very professional. Mostly.

Peterphile: *Nods slowly* Not quite. You have to turn around.

Peterphile: *Leans back on the porch, remembering that time he and Char fucked on the front yard*

Edward: *hops ship and chases after Alice. he can't resist flying by her and tossing a snowball in her direction on his way to the peak*

JWhitlock: *winks at Bella* I'm sure he was........ *drops the picture on top of the dresser, moves to pull Bella to me, sliding my hands down to her satin covered ass*

bellawhitlock: *snickers* You like this, don't you? *wiggles my ass*

Charlotte: *turns around, hopping over to Peter* Better *looks up at him from underneath my eyelashes*

Peterphile: *lets a growl slip past my lips* Much.

Peterphile: *Looks down at Char with a smirk* You know why I bought the gold suit right?

AliceCullen: *Edward's snowball hitting me in the back, as he flashes past me, I don't bother trying to keep up with him, he knows he is faster than me. * Go on I'll meet you at the top.

JWhitlock: *nods* Mmhmmm *tugs on her little tail, then reaches down further, squeezing her thigh, running my hands back up her body, trailing my fingers over her satin clad center, up over her hip, up her ribcage, at last reaching her breasts, squeezing them lightly* I sure do...

Charlotte: *feels my tail vibrating, pulls out phone, reading text from Edward* <<How about you go spelunking? You can find some beautiful and peaceful rooms in those caves>>

Charlotte: *puts phone back in my tail* Because I like gold??

Peterphile: *Pauses short, watching Charlotte tuck the phone back* You do like shiny things. It matches your boots....and your collar. Baby who was that from?

Edward: *waits at the top of the mountain, checking the message on his phone* You know... We really do get kickass reception on our plan... *he holds the camera up to record Alice* Did you want to say anything to Charlotte or just let her see your pretty self?

AliceCullen: Hi Char *waving*

bellawhitlock: *growls lowly* I like it because you like it. *reaches down to feel your obvious arousal*

Edward: *rolls his eyes before sending the small video of Alice running up the side of a mountain and saying 'Hi Char' with a wave to Charlotte. the message attached is simple* <We haven't made it under the mountains yet.>

AliceCullen: *Running full speed up the mountain to meet Edward at the peak*

Charlotte: *stands up, looking Peter straight in the eye* It was Alice. She checks in from time to time

JWhitlock: *growls, pushing against your hand, stooping to nip at your neck, grasping the sides of the bunny costume and ripping it down the seams, leaving you naked in front of me, licks my lips* Fuck, I love your body *squeezes your ass*

Peterphile: *Smiles at that, glad to see the girls are getting along* That’s nice. You know what’s nicer?

bellawhitlock: *looks to the side at the destroyed costume* Well...that didn't last long. *smirks, reaching down to undo your belt*

Edward: *pulls the unneeded snow goggles over his eyes and poses for Alice* How do I look?

AliceCullen: *Seeing Edward on his phone again when I reach the top I pull my phone out and type a text <I really need someone to talk to, will you be around later on?> selecting the contact name and hitting send*

Charlotte: *feels tail vibrating again, moving back a little as I take my phone out, smiling at the waving Alice, deciding to make a video as well for a change* You really should, it's so pretty! *sending it quickly, before looking over at Peter* What is baby?

AliceCullen: *Taking a picture of Edward from my phone* You look great, Edward, I'm sure Peter will love it.

Peterphile: *hooks arm around Char's slender waist, leaning down to whisper in her ear* Blow jobs.

AliceCullen: *sending the pic to Peter's phone*

Edward: *gives Alice a dirty look* I'm not going back there, Alice. *he checks his phone before showing the video of Char to Alice* She recommends we go cave spelunking.

JWhitlock: *smirks* I'll buy you another one *kicks my pants down to my ankles, grabs your thighs and wraps them around my waist, backing you against the wall, licking a path up her neck*

Charlotte: *furrows brow, looking up at Peter in confusion* Where did that come from? *licks lips* Or is it your way of saying you want one? *purrs*

Peterphile: *Feels phone vibrate* Hold that thought, but don't forget it. *Opens phone, to see a silly picture of Edward in snow goggles and a message from Alice* Oh Alice messaged me too *before turning back to Char* It is my way of saying I want one.

Peterphile: Think of it as asking nicely.

Peterphile: *Throws on the puppy dog eyes for good measure* Suck me? Please?

bellawhitlock: *groans* Whatever you say, baby...*fisting my hands in your hair, bucking hard against you*

AliceCullen: Unh huh, sure, whatever you say Edward. See you at the bottom. *jumping onto the unmarked trail of the mountain skiing straight down in a tight tuck without turning*

JWhitlock: *snakes a hand between us, pushing two fingers into you, testing your readiness, then pushes my boxers down and thrusts into her in one long stroke, groaning*

Charlotte: *swallows thickly at Peter texting with Alice, hoping she won't let anything slip about Edward texting me, quickly dropping to my knees and looking up at Peter a little unsure. Seeing that he doesn't look to angry, breathes a little easier thinking Alice hasn't told him anything*

Edward: *huffs, hopping down onto the trail and following in Alice's wake* Why do you think I'm only keeping -regular-... *and he adds extra emphasis to regular* Contact with Charlotte? She reminds me that I'm not wanted.

bellawhitlock: Oh...honey...this is home! This is right...*pushing down on you, getting a better grip on your shoulders as I fight to bring your lips to mine*

Charlotte: You want it, baby? *smirks, crawling over to Peter* How bad do you want it?

Peterphile: *cards hand through Chars hair lightly, tugging playfully* God, it's been to long, Char. No one knows my cock like you do, fucking suck me.

AliceCullen: Oh really? Sounds to me like she may be as far in denial as you are. *Speeding up as I push harder off the skis*

JWhitlock: *presses my lips to yours feverishly* wrap your.... wrap your arms around me baby *braces my palms against the wall behind you, thrusting deep and fast*

bellawhitlock: *clings to you tightly* like this? *panting*

Edward: She outright showed me she hated me and told me she couldn't even look at me, Alice. I don't think that's denial. *veers off the unmarked course, hitting a bump and sailing over a chasm*

JWhitlock: *nods, pressing my face into your shoulder, picking up my pace*

AliceCullen: I wasn't talking about Char not wanting you, she's threatened by you, by how much her mate wants you, that is her denial, yours is how much you want him. *GEEZ, it is a wonder anyone is still talking to each other*

bellawhitlock: God...fuck....So close baby *Feels the aching in my stomach increase as my release threatens me*

AliceCullen: *Following Edward over the chasm, kicking my feet up behind me as i sail through the air, landing perfectly in Edward's trail*

Charlotte: *looks up at Peter, circling my tongue around his big cock before licking it from base to tip and back again, loving the sounds he makes. Takes only his head in my mouth as he fists my hair, letting his head fall back and moaning his appreciation. Sucking his head hard, he rewards me with a couple of cuss words that turn me on so much I just have to take him all in. Bobs head a couple of times before deep throating him and humming as he hits the back of my throat. Lets teeth graze his stone hard cock as I let him slide out of my mouth, feeling him grow in my mouth, deep throating him again and sucking him hard until he shoots that delicious spunk in to my mouth. Swallows every last drop and releases him with a pop* You liked that baby? *smiles smugly*

JWhitlock: *begins to tighten all over as my release begins to rock through me, burying my face in your hair* Fuck! I'm gonna come.... come with me baby...

Edward: *manages to break one of his skis not long after landing and ends up having to ski down the rest of the mountain on one foot* It doesn't matter. I've felt like my life was on a line ever since I first went back to Forks. It just isn't home anymore, Alice. If I go back, I'm sure it's just a matter of time until someone kills me. *kicks off his skis once he's at the bottom and looks back up the mountain to see if he can spot the broken piece*

bellawhitlock: *panting* Yes...yes! *my body explodes as my orgasm overtakes me; I cling tightly to you as I ride it out*

Peterphile: *Lets my head fall back, not even remembering when Char undid my jeans. I leave my hand in her hair, purring my appreciation, too relaxed for words.*

JWhitlock: *Bella clenches around me, milking me and I explode inside her, groaning into her hair*

Peterphile: *Tucking myself back into my jeans, I pull Char up to a stand, and kissing that smug smirk of her face* You know I did, woman.

bellawhitlock: *sighing* wow.

Charlotte: *moans into the kiss, the thought of him tasting himself driving me crazy*

JWhitlock: I love the way you feel, Bella *steps back, setting her on her feet, pulling my jeans up and fastening them*

bellawhitlock: Your cock never ceases to amaze me. *snickering as I dig around for a pair of shorts and a t-shirt*

AliceCullen: Edward, everything has been a bloody mess ever since we went back to Forks, we never should have gone. We should have left Bella and Jasper alone and let whatever was to be happen. You are miserable, and confused, Peter is acting like a loon Bella and Jasper need a sex addiction clinic, Tanya is off furious somewhere, God knows where Carlisle and Esme have gone off to. Rose and Emmett have no intention of coming anywhere near the house. Really could things be any more fucked up? *looks for your broken ski with you*

Peterphile: *Hitches Char's legs up around my waist, carrying her back into the house* What are you going to do while I'm hinting with Jasper?

Charlotte: *hears Dracula barking, calling out to the cute little puppy and smiling at Peter* Here boy!!

JWhitlock: *chuckles* You gonna spend some time with Char while me and Pete hunt?

Charlotte: I haven't spent any time with Dracula, I think I'm going to play Fetch or something *smiles, softly pecking Peter*

...bellawhitlock: *pouts* Yes. Peter always talks about her amazing blow job skills...maybe I could have her teach me. *giggles*

Peterphile: *Grins* Be good. Don't let Bella eat the dog.

Edward: *considers Alice's words while looking for the broken ski. who knew it would be so difficult to locate one of those things?!* So, what is there left for us to do?

Charlotte: I won't. *chuckles as the puppy starts rolling over the grass* Here Dracula. *whistles, making the dog's ears perk up* That's right boy, come to Momma

Peterphile: *Calls out to Jasper* Are we hunting in our current attire, ass hat?

AliceCullen: *shaking my head* I honestly don't know, maybe we should just go back to Alaska. That, or we have to go back and work it out. *finding Edward's ski, racing up the mountain side to retrieve it*

JWhitlock: *kisses Bella* You give great head baby, you don't need pointers

Charlotte: *falls on ass, after spinning in circles because Dracula keeps running circles around me* Drunk vampire??

...bellawhitlock: *laughs* Thanks. I'll find something to do to occupy my time...maybe order a new cell phone? *gives you a pointed look*

JWhitlock: *clears throat* Yeah... sorry about that

Charlotte: *shakes head* Nah, not possible *tries to get up, falling down again* Jazz!! Are you messing with me?

JWhitlock: *calls back to Peter* Of course you jack ass! What the hell else are we going to hunt peacocks in?!

...bellawhitlock: It's okay. I'll get me something awesome.

JWhitlock: *yells to Char* No! Of course not!

JWhitlock: You should get one of them corn phones... I hear they even taste like corn when you lick them....

Peterphile: *Sighs, muttering* Fucking peacocks

Charlotte: *grimaces when Dracula licks my face* Ew puppy, that's gross! *tries to get away from the dog by getting up, only to tip over again* So not funny!

...bellawhitlock: *furrows my brow* Ah, no. I was thinking a blackberry of some sort, or perhaps an iPhone.

JWhitlock: *hears Peters mutter* Would you like it better if we tracked down tigers?

JWhitlock: Oh, come on... not a corn phone?

...bellawhitlock: *shakes my head* No. I want something cool and awesome. not..corny.

JWhitlock: But... *furrows my brow* corn phones are cool and awesome...

...bellawhitlock: iPhone. *nods seriously* Now go kill some birds, or tigers, or whatever it is you're planning to do, and come back to me.

Peterphile: *Sighs* California, then? We can kill rich peoples pet tigers and put them out of there misery

JWhitlock: *grins* Alright *gives Bella a quick kiss, then tramps down the stairs, looking for Peter*

Peterphile: Just gotta be back before the sun starts shining.

JWhitlock: *comes to a stop in front of Peter* Sounds good to me... whose driving?

...bellawhitlock: *flops down on the bed, looking up at the ceiling*

Peterphile: *Throws the keys to Jasper* Don't crash -my- truck, you little bastard, and you can drive.

JWhitlock: *catches the keys, runs to the truck, hops in and waits for Peter to get in before speeding away from the house*

...bellawhitlock: *plods down the stairs, seeing Char on her ass with the dog* Darling, what are you doing? *sniffs the air, zeroing in on the dog*

Charlotte: *grimaces* Trying to get up. I just keep falling down. *shakes head*

JWhitlock: *cruises through Bell Air, looking at all of the mansions* Wonder which one the Fresh Prince lives in?

...bellawhitlock: *frowns* Why can't you get up? *keeps my eyes on the dog, swallowing thickly*

Peterphile: *snorts* He didn't have a tiger.

JWhitlock: *shrugs* Just curious. Find us a couple tigers bitch.

Charlotte: I think...um...I'm drunk *holds out hands* Give me a hand here, sugar

...bellawhitlock: *walks over and pulls Char up* How did you get drunk? I'm worried...*eyes the dog*

Peterphile: *Shrugs* Hey now, I'm not the one who has spend years hunting animals. I'd rather eat me a celebrity, but I'm sticking to the diet.

Charlotte: I haven't a clue! *stumbles against Bella, seeing her stare at Dracula* Stop that! Pet, not food!

Edward: *thanks Alice when she retrieves the broken ski* Alaska... *sighs* From what I've picked up from both Tanya and Kate Alaska is just as bad, if not worse, than Forks... As for working it out, I'm not sure if this situation is workable.

JWhitlock: *sighs and cruises aimlessly for a while, before catching the scent I'm looking for and pulling around the corner and to the curb* There's one in a cage in that one's *points to a house* back yard. You wanna go first?

...bellawhitlock: Should I call Peter? *pulls my gaze from the dog* And I know...I wouldn't....*shifty eyes*

Peterphile: *Grins* Lets' let it go and scare it. Then we can chase it through Beverly Hills.

JWhitlock: *smirks, turning off the truck* I like the way you think, brother *hops out and moves toward the house*

AliceCullen: What do you want to do Edward? *watches the body language, worried*

Charlotte: *shakes head* No, he needs a boy's night out. *watches the twitchy Bella, raising my eyebrow* Do you know you look just like What's her name Stewart when you do that?

Peterphile: *Follows Jasper out of the truck, moving stealthily through the night* I'll oven the cage and you scare the shit out of it with super fear waves.

...bellawhitlock: If you're all loopy, then he might need to come home. And Stewart twitchy what?

JWhitlock: *flashes around to the back of the mansion, past the security cameras, to fast to set off alarms and crouches stealthily behind the tiger’s cage, the big cat instinctively cowering from us*

Charlotte: Kirsten Stewart or something. *shrugs* She's as twitchy as a crack whore.

Edward: I don't know, Alice. Sometimes I just... *rubs at his scarred eye as if it bothers him* Sometimes I think maybe I should go take up Aro on his offer and just spend the next couple of centuries not thinking about anything.

...bellawhitlock: Are you calling me a twitchy crack whore? *raises my eyebrows*

Peterphile: *Pries open the metal bars, just wide enough to release the animal* Do is Jazz

AliceCullen: *Horrified* WHAT??

AliceCullen: You truly are insane.

...bellawhitlock: Did you do anything...out of the ordinary tonight? Anything you haven't done in a while?

Charlotte: God no! *laughs, falling back on my ass* I would never call you that!

Charlotte: No, I hunted and then I sucked Peter's cock *shrugs* All in a day's work *giggles*

Edward: Yes, probably... But what else is there? I've grown used to being around a lot of other vampires and yet being out the outskirts. And now that I can turn my mind reading off, I won't be subjected to their thoughts all the time.

...bellawhitlock: Do you...do you think its got something to do with Peter's...stuff? it's the only thing besides blood you've...ingested.

AliceCullen: Fine, but I won't let you do that without me. You can't go to the Volturi alone.

JWhitlock: *mutters* brace yourself *grasps the cold metal bars and shoots out wave after wave of fear and panic, chuckling when the tiger gives out a terrified shriek*

Charlotte: Maybe *crawls over to Bella, laying my head on her lap* It spins you know...like the world.

...bellawhitlock: *pets Chars hair* I'm kind of freaked out. I didn't think vamp semen could do that...but I couldn't imagine what else it could be!

Peterphile: *Grins* Lets go! * Chases after the tiger, towards the private road*

Edward: *almost outright tells Alice 'no,' but seriously, who is he to tell her no when she's in a similar situation* Okay. But let's finish our trip first, no telling how long we'll have to work for them until we get a vacation.

Charlotte: Peter might know *looks up at Bella, giggling* He's Yoda after all

Charlotte: Peter might know *looks up at Bella, giggling* He's Yoda after all

JWhitlock: *darts after Peter, laughing like an excited child as we easily keep pace with the tiger, chasing it down the street of the private gated community*

...bellawhitlock: well, we'll just stay right here for a while. Let me see your cell phone sugar.

AliceCullen: Okay. I really do want to finish the trip too.

Peterphile: *Scrambles up a light pole, just to leap farther down the road, whispering...* I'm spider man!

Charlotte: It's in my ass *points to tail* The fuzzy part

Edward: *gives Alice a resigned smile* Okay then... Snowboards or elephant seals? *he holds up his broken ski by explanation for the snowboard suggestion*

AliceCullen: Snowboards. *Races back to the yacht to grab the boards while Edward disposes of his broken ski.*

...bellawhitlock: *giggles, pulling out Chars cell phone, texting Peter: "Pete-it's Bella. Chars acting...drunk. You guys don't rush, I got this...just a heads up." *send*

JWhitlock: *grins at Peter, fucking ecstatic to see him having fun after all the shit that's been going on, picks up speed, darting past him* I'm faster than a speeding bullet, bitch. Superman would kick Spider-Man’s ass any day *gains on the tiger*

Peterphile: *Rushes forward, tracking the tiger*

JWhitlock: *I keep the waves of fear coming and the tiger darts into a yard, and I turn a sharp right, following it*

...bellawhitlock: Just hang with me, Char. you comfy?

Edward: *crumbles the skis into dust and then crushes the part that would hook it to his snow boots. he heads back, tossing the crushed pieces up onto the yacht's deck and then takes his board from Alice when she brings it out* Same mountain or a new one? *already racing, at Alice's pace, back to the mountains*

Charlotte: We should give Dracula some fangs *looks up at Bella through bleary eyes* What?

Peterphile: *Doesn't stop tracking, even as I whip out my cell phone, catching a text from Bella, with concern* <<Drunk? Is she sick? Should we come back?>>

AliceCullen: Let's try the other one, I want to try some wicked cool jumps and shit, how about you

...bellawhitlock: <not sick...like the night we had the hash brownies. goofy. just come back when you're done, she's fine for now. I'll take care of her.>

JWhitlock: *notices Peter take out his cell, but I don't pay much attention, side by side with the tiger now, I take a flying leap, landing on it's back*

Edward: I think I'm going to go for that one! *he points to one that looks like it'd kill a human within five feet* It might be enough of a distraction to take my mind off of everything.

Peterphile: *Snorts at Jasper* It's isn't about speed, Jasper, it's about -stamina- I can keep going and going and going, *Launches forward, catching the tiger around the middle, nearly knocking Jasper off. We had to have broken a few of it's bones, and we need to kill it quickly*

...bellawhitlock: Honey, I don't think Dracula would appreciate having fangs put on. but he kind of already has some. besides, he looks happy. :::and tasty:::

Peterphile: Sharing is caring, brother dear?

Charlotte: I wanna dance!! *tugs at Bella's hand, giggling* Put me on your back and dance with me

JWhitlock: *nods, latching on to one side of the neck, leaving Peter room to latch onto the other, taking deep pulls*

...bellawhitlock: *sighs, standing up and tugging char to her feet, tossing her onto my back* What kind of dance, darling?

Charlotte: He's a happy little beaver isn't he? *notices the look in Bella's eyes* And no eating the dog! Hmm, would he taste like a hot dog?

Charlotte: MC Hammer!

...bellawhitlock: *laughs* well, there's only one way to find out. *snickers* I don’t remember MC hammer...I was young.

AliceCullen: OK sounds like a plan, I'll be right behind you. *texting Bella via Char’s phone <Don't eat the Dog, Char will not forgive you, Love ya, Ali> SND*

Charlotte: *pouts* Madonna!! *sings* Like a virgin, touched for the very first time...

...bellawhitlock: Madonna it is. *does the vogue*

AliceCullen: *Racing up the hill, catching up with Edward, watching him do a half pipe type move* AWESOME!

Peterphile: *Bits into the tiger feeling Jaspers pulls of blood against my own as we drain the beast dry*

Peterphile: *pulls back from the tiger, checking his phone* We should get back. Something's up with Char. Bella told me not to worry but....I want to get home.

Charlotte: *Feels tail vibrating again, sitting on Bella's back*

Edward: *gives Alice a thumbs up before falling over a hidden cliff and out of sight! but he actually laughs with surprise so nothing got broken as he continues down the deadly mountain*

JWhitlock: *stands, wiping the back on my mouth* Alright, lets go. *throws you the keys* You drive home.

Charlotte: Cell-Bell can you get that? *giggles*

AliceCullen: *watching Edward land safely in my vision, shaking my head laughing. * Now we can have some fun. *Whooping, as I take a ginormous mogul and twist around midair, landing smooth as a vampires ass.*

Edward: Good one, Alice! This made me think of something though... Let's go sky diving off a jet plane... with surfboards instead of parachutes... Into a hurricane so we can get the massive swells!

AliceCullen: OH MY GOD, Edward, that is the best idea you have ever had. I can't wait.

Edward: *makes it to the bottom in one piece and unhooks the board from his feet* I'm going again! *he races back up the mountain, having to climb quite often in the task*

Peterphile: *Rushes into the house, calling out for Char* Char? Charlotte?

Charlotte: Hereeeee *slurs*

AliceCullen: *Racing back up the mountain side after Edward, throwing snowballs at his back, laughing. I clicked into my board and started down the mountain in tight "S" turns.*

...bellawhitlock: *calls to Peter* out here...we're dancing. *rolls my eyes*

JWhitlock: *follows after Peter, honing in on Bella and Char, Bella's feeling amused and worried and Char feels.... well... drunk...* What the hell? *stops short when I see Char perched on Bella's back, Bella doing the Vogue* what's going on here?

...bellawhitlock: I haven't the slightest. she can't stand, and she's...well, drunk.

Charlotte: *giggles* Nothing

Peterphile: *raises one eyebrow, walking through the house slightly confused, to find Char...on Bella, and yes, yes they are dancing* I second that question.

Peterphile: *Looks at Char questioningly* Did you eat something funny?

Charlotte: Peteyyyy *squeals, jumping off Bella's back and stumbling, falling in front of Peter's feet* No, don't think so *taps chin in thought* Nope

...bellawhitlock: The only thing she's done is hunt and...your extra curricular activity from earlier.

JWhitlock: *snorts, moving toward Bella, watching Char fall all over Peter, leaning toward Bella* I didn't... ah... know you had those kinds of moves baby

Charlotte: You have such big feet *giggles* They are so right *beams up at Peter* Big feet, big cocks

Peterphile: *sits down, pulling the wiggly char into my lap* When did this start?

...bellawhitlock: *glares* watch it mister. I was trying to entertain.

Charlotte: When you left me on the porch *licks neck* Hmm you taste so good, baby

JWhitlock: *grins* I'm just teasing babe *sits down on the couch, shrugging out of my robe, watching Char intently* If I didn't know better, I'd say she was drunk, Peter

...bellawhitlock: How, though?

Charlotte: Can I sleep now? *nuzzles Peter's neck*

Peterphile: *Looks thoughtful* Yeah....come to think of it....my venoms tasted a little off for the past few weeks.

Edward: Oh Alice!!! Watch out for falling snow!!! *hits just the right spot to start an avalanche following Alice down the mountain!*

Peterphile: *Nudges Char* No sleeping till we no what’s wrong. Wait? What? Char you don't sleep. Knock it off. Had my venom tasted funny to you too/

JWhitlock: Well, the only thing that's different Pete is your diet change.. but I wouldn't think....

AliceCullen: SHIT *screaming out as I board as fast as possible ahead of the avalanche, laughing and shouting all the way down the mountain. Stopping at the bottom, watching Edward slide on his ass all the way down, the avalanche knocking him on his tush.*

...bellawhitlock: *looks at Peter* your eyes are gold now...

Charlotte: Yummy *bites earlobe* Even better than before.

JWhitlock: *stretches my arm across the back of the couch, thinking*

Edward: *tumbles down atop the avalanche, finally flopping to a rest somewhere a mile or so from the base of the mountain, laughing his head off* You should... Have seen the look... On your face! *he laughs harder*

...bellawhitlock: You don't think...

Charlotte: Meh...stop thinking *smiles at Bella* Let's play Twister!

Peterphile: I HAVE SUPER JIZZ!?

JWhitlock: It's obviously the venom doing this to her, and it -has- to be related to the diet change somehow....

Peterphile: *Frowns* We should test it.

...bellawhitlock: How do we go about that?

JWhitlock: *jumps slightly at Peter's outburst* How would we test it? *raises brow* Bella ain't sucking you off

Peterphile: *Rolls eyes at Jasper* If it's my venom, my cock isn't the only source.

Charlotte: You could *looks at Jasper*

...bellawhitlock: So what...like a kiss?

JWhitlock: Hey, -you're- the one who said super jizz.... So how do you suggest we test it? *rolls eyes at Char*

AliceCullen: *Dies laughing dropping on the ground next to Edward.* Oh man, that was so much fun. Let's do it again.

Peterphile: *shrugs* If I had enough venom that could work.

Peterphile: *grins* So get me horny, or get me hungry, and I just ate so the options are limited.

Charlotte: *rubs Peter, being a horny drunk*

...bellawhitlock: Char can't be the one to test it though, she's still under the influence.

JWhitlock: Work up some venom and lets test this shit out..... *looks up at Peter, pushing out massive waves of lust and desire*

...bellawhitlock: *rolls my eyes at Char, smiling*

Edward: *sits up, looking up and down the whole Antarctic mountain range* How long will it take us to avalanche all of them? *he grins*

JWhitlock: Who's going to test it out then? *looks to Bella then to Peter*

JWhitlock: Who's going to test it out then? *looks to Bella then to Peter*

AliceCullen: *smiling widely* Let's find out.

...bellawhitlock: *frowns* I guess I could-you could be checking my emotions throughout...seeing if they're changing...

JWhitlock: *furrows my brow* I don't think so.

JWhitlock: *points to self* Jealous bastard, remember?

Charlotte: Jazz! *bounces in Peter's lap* Then you guys can feel it *giggles*

Edward: *leaves the snowboard and darts up the next mountain, going straight for the top*

JWhitlock: I'll do it.

Peterphile: *Rolls my eyes, and scoffs before grabbing Jasper and laying one on him*

...bellawhitlock: What do you suggest? *quirks my eyebrow*

JWhitlock: *Peter's venom flows into my mouth, and I pull back, swallowing, leaning back on the couch*

...bellawhitlock: *watches*

Charlotte: *continues to rub Peter, while watching the boys kiss with a big goofy and very drunk grin*

Peterphile: *looks a little dazed form Jaspers lust waves, and maybe just Jasper, and definently Char rubbing on him* Uh...how long did it take to kick in?

Charlotte: A couple of minutes

Peterphile: *Leans back* well alright then.

Peterphile: We wait.

JWhitlock: *sits still for a few minutes before a strange warmth spreads through me, making my limbs tingle, getting a little dizzy, the room starts to spin slightly so I close my eyes and rest my head on the back of the couch*

Peterphile: *looks to Char* I wonder how long it lasts.....how are you feeling Char?

...bellawhitlock: You know if this works, I'm not gonna be left out. *nods*

AliceCullen: *oh for fucks sake, now Jasper is going for Peter's venom, shaking the horrid vision from my head, damn it I am still to fucking connected, I can’t stop these damn visions. All while reciting the Russian dictionary so as not to upset Edward*

Charlotte: *straddles Peter* Does this mean I can't kiss you anymore *pouts*

Peterphile: *Snorts* I guess I could spit in a cup or something. Coulda thought of that sooner.

Peterphile: No, I think it takes a bit of venom. I think we can kiss safely.

Charlotte: Freaky? *sounds like a question*

Peterphile: *Looks to Jasper* How you feeling brother?

JWhitlock: *cracks an eye open and the room spins wildly and I'm suddenly feeling very giggly* The room- it's- it's acting all... silly whenever I open my eyes.

...bellawhitlock: *bursts out laughing* Oh this is better than anything ever!

Edward: *already frozen at the top of the mountain because he saw the flash as soon as Alice did, despite her efforts to hide it. finally he turns, his expression intentionally back to laughing, though it's forced* C'mon, this avalanche isn't going to start itself... *he finds the spot, kicking off a new one and jumps on, riding it down the mountain*

Charlotte: Yeah! That's my kinda poison! *moves to high five Jasper*

JWhitlock: *feeling very lightheaded, but good as I high five Char back, grinning widely* Bella... you gotta feel this...

JWhitlock: *points to Peter* You should kiss Petey-Petey-Pete

...bellawhitlock: *grins, eyeing Peter* You heard the man. *waggles eyebrows, chuckling*

Peterphile: *Looks to Char* Is that okay?

JWhitlock: *collapses back on the couch laughing, trailing off.... watching Peter and Bella*

Charlotte: Spread the love *giggles uncontrollably*

JWhitlock: TRAMPOLINE!

AliceCullen: Dang it you kicked it off too soon. *I roll down the mountain caught up in the rolling avalanche, flipping head over feet all the way down, flying up off the mountain only to crash back down, thankful that I am no longer human or I would not have survived.*

Peterphile: *Leans over Char, grasping Bella by the back of my head, kissing her smoothly, slipping my tongue into her mouth with a push of venom.*

...bellawhitlock: *grins widely* You know you want to. *barely able to contain my laughter*

Charlotte: Yay!! *stumbles a little, holding on to Jasper and looking around* Where is it?

Peterphile: *Pouts* what about me?

JWhitlock: Guys!! *nudges Peter's shoulder* We need a trampoline!!

Peterphile: *Snorts* We are vampires. We do not need a trampoline. We simply jump.

JWhitlock: *pushes everything I'm feeling toward Peter* Feel that

...bellawhitlock: *waiting for it to take effect* Jasper...push that shit out. Pete's left out.

Peterphile: *Stumbles* Holy fuck....

Peterphile: *Grabs Char, kissing her forcibly, licking the inside her mouth with my venom coated tongue* Heey you.

...bellawhitlock: *giggles and drops to the floor* wiiiicked....

JWhitlock: Yessss.... but we-we need something *hiccups* something -bouncy- to bounce on. Fucker. *stands from the couch in search of a trampoline, but stumbles and falls into the coffee table*

Edward: Sorry, Alice. Thought you were higher up for some reason... *helps his sister out of the snow and dusts the snow off of her* Do you want to set off the next one?

AliceCullen: Yeah, you have to try that it was a riot.

JWhitlock: *lays on the ground, surrounded by shards of wood from teh tabe, laughing my ass off*

JWhitlock: *the

...bellawhitlock: *watches Jasper* oh, baby, you fell done!

...bellawhitlock: *down

Peterphile: *Falls on ground beside Jasper, laughing because he's laughing and I can't help it*

Charlotte: *moans, trying to wrap my legs around Peter, but they always slide back down* Jelly fish!

Peterphile: Jelly fish!

JWhitlock: *rolls around laughing, nudging Peter for no good reason* Bella! baby! Help me up!

AliceCullen: *Racing up the mountainside, telling Edward when to stop before I yodel at the top of my lungs, setting off a major avalanche 100 feet above both of us* Uh oh, I think I over did it. *laughing*

...bellawhitlock: *crawls to my feet, but stumbles and trips over Peter, landing on top of Jasper and halfway onto Peter* Sorry! Fuck...I tripped. Oh! Like I'm human again!

Edward: *smiles, trying to make it look natural* Let's go then! *he stops when Alice tells him to and then laughs at her when she sets it off too high. He waits though and, once the avalanche hits him, he tumbles end over end with the rushing snow pile only to end up underneath it once it stops*

Peterphile: *reaches for Char* It's a pirepile.

JWhitlock: *laughs at Bella, pulling her toward me, kissing her drunkenly, pushing my tounge in her mouth* Baby... know what *hiccup* what we should do?

...bellawhitlock: *kissing you back* What should we do?

Peterphile: *Finds Char, pulling her to him* We should fuck. go away Jassspur.

Peterphile: and Be..lla.

JWhitlock: *giggles, whispering* We should go -swimming-. naked.

Peterphile: *Perks up* swimming?

JWhitlock: *kicks at Peter* fuuuuuuck you, bitchpire.

Charlotte: *purrs, sliding hands in Peters pants* No swimming! Fucking!

...bellawhitlock: naked swimming? All of us?

JWhitlock: Yeah... all of us.. naked swimmin'

Peterphile: Oh yes.

Peterphile: *Licks Chars face* Swiming and fucking.

...bellawhitlock: *pokes Char* No fucking. You can't fuck in front of us cause then we'll want to fuck...and that's a lot of fucking.

JWhitlock: *hops up, stumbling into the couch, righting myself, then stumbling toward teh back doors* C'mon!!!!!

...bellawhitlock: *nods seriously*

Peterphile: *whispers in Chars ear* She doesn't need to know.

JWhitlock: A lot of fucking? *turns blearily toward Bella* I like- I like fucking, ya know.

AliceCullen: *Laughing hysterically as I slide down the mountain, crashing into Edward at the bottom, both of us buried under the snow.*

Charlotte: *pouts at Bella, perking up at Peter's words*

...bellawhitlock: *haphazardly follows Jasper* holy naked swimming, batman! *whispers theatrically* I like fucking too!

Peterphile: *slings an arm over Jaspers arm* We all like fucking. Just not each other. I don't want to fuck your wife, dude.

Edward: *squirms around under the snow to tickle Alice* This almost makes me feel like a kid again.

Peterphile: *Looks at Char, closing one eye awkwardly* I kind of want to fuck my wife right now though.

JWhitlock: *opens sliding glass door, stumbling across the back yard toward the river* I don’t wanna fuck your wife either man... I like my own just fine

...bellawhitlock: *frowns* I thought I was prrrrrrrrrety.

Charlotte: *swoons, stumbling over a log and falling face flat on the ground* Mud wrestling!!!

JWhitlock: *slings my other arm over Bella* You are prrrrrrrrrrety baby!!

JWhitlock: *eventually reaches the edge of the river and yanks drunkenly at my clothes* I can't get the *grumbles* the damn things off!!!

Peterphile: *snorts at Bella* You are pretty. Just not golden.

...bellawhitlock: *grins* Thank you baby. Let me help. *shreds your clothes* There.

Peterphile: *Shreds my own clothing, standing naked before all*

Peterphile: *Helps Char up, slipping in the mud onto his ass* Oh!

JWhitlock: Tanks baby *grins drunkenly at you, flaunting my goods for all to see*

Charlotte: *ogles Peter's ass, venom pooling in my mouth, fumbling with my bunny suit*

Charlotte: *rolls on top of Peter* You smell pretty

...bellawhitlock: *yanks at my own clothes, pulling them off quickly* rawr.

Peterphile: *claws at bunny suit, tearing it off with one rip* You look pretty. Even covered in mud.

JWhitlock: Ooo.. my-my little tigress!

AliceCullen: Ahhhhh, no tickling, *tickling Edward back, laughing* I'll leak venom *dies laughing*

JWhitlock: *runs at you, my junk swinging wildly and tackles you into the water*

Charlotte: *grins, smiling crookedly* I'm a mud pie princess?

...bellawhitlock: *coming up from the water, looking for Jasper* I'm all...wet.

JWhitlock: *leers at you* are you wet.. everywhere? *swims toward you, grabbing you around the waist*

...bellawhitlock: *purrs* Always for you, baby. *splashes you, bobbing wildly*

Peterphile: *Rolls on top of Char* What dose that makes me?

Edward: *laughs at the absurdity of Alice leaking venom more than the tickling and finally stops* Leak venom?! Seriously?! *he laughs again, giving a bit of a snort near the end and just setting himself off again. when he finally gains control he pops up, shifting the thick layer of snow over top* Hey! I've always wanted to do this... *he starts digging out a tunnel, starting a vampire-sized rabbit warren in the snow*

JWhitlock: *ducks suddenly underwater, my arms still around Bella's waist, pulling her to the bottom, sitting on the floor of the water, pulling her into my lap*

Charlotte: *thinks, trying to remember what I actually said* You're the rock cock king

JWhitlock: *trails a hand up her thigh, and ducks my head to suck a nipple into my mouth* 

...bellawhitlock: *gasps, sucking in water and batting at your hand, motioning upwards to where Peter and Char are on the bank* They'll catch us!

AliceCullen: *giggling* I begin frantically burrowing a second tunnel a few feet from Edward*

Peterphile: *Snorts* I'm already the Cock king, baby.

Charlotte: True, Cocky McCock!

JWhitlock: *shakes my head, grinning, mouthing* No they won't *drags my fingers through the curls between your legs*

Peterphile: *Smoothes my muddy hand up Chars naked breast* I prefer Cock Master. 

Charlotte: *moans, arching back* Fuck yeah! Cock, Ass and Tongue Master! *bucks hips*

...bellawhitlock: *closes my eyes* I'm drunk...you're taking advantage of me! Naughty, naughty boy... 

JWhitlock: Mmmm... maybe you should punish me? *pushes two fingers into you, my movements clumsy*

Peterphile: *Sighs, letting my head fall back into the mud* Jaspers not holding up the drunk waves babe, and I ain't fucking you like this

AliceCullen: ::Oh Edward, let's make an igloo::

Peterphile: *Kisses Char lightly* As amusing as it is, it's weird if I'm....uh...sober or whatever.

...bellawhitlock: *bats at you* Jaaassspurrr...Peter...​needs the drunk vibes....*groans and gurgles*

JWhitlock: *disentangles myself from Bella, pushing toward the surface, yelling out* Hey Pete!

Edward: *pops head up over at one point near the end of a tunnel and peers in the direction of the ice shelf* I don't think we have any ice cutting equipment... Or did you order some when I wasn't paying attention?

Charlotte: *whines, then suddenly jumps up excitedly* Can we go to Disneyland?

...bellawhitlock: *swims up after Jasper, coughing up water when I reach the surface*

