Edward wanders around the house wearing a pair of jeans. he's got a chain on one side, one end clipped to a belt loop and the other end disappearing into his pocket and affixed to a pocket watch. he's running his hands through his hair and pacing back and forth as he continuously looks out of whichever window is closest and allows a view of the drive at the time he glances outward.
bellawhitlock: *is outside playing in the mud and clay, simply for a reason to get my hands dirty and to have something to do. Wonders if anyone else is in the house*

Edward: *pauses after a moment, frowning at Bella's thoughts and wonders aloud.* Are you reliving your youth spent making mud pies with your dog?

bellawhitlock: *looks up with dirt on my face, searching for Edward* I felt like getting dirty. This seemed to be the fastest way to accomplish that.

Edward: *shakes his head, now having unwanted thoughts of her getting 'dirty' with Jacob* Well if you track in mud and dirt, I'm not cleaning it up... Just for the record. *totally will most likely end up cleaning it up because he's a sucker for trying to keep her out of trouble... that and he doesn't appreciate mud all that much*

bellawhitlock: *snickers* Want to come play? It's actually pretty entertaining. I could use a partner, anyway.

Edward: *frowns* I'm waiting for a delivery. *starts pacing again, looking out the windows as he waits for a delivery truck*

bellawhitlock: Come wait in the yard with me. *puppy eyes* I'll make you something out of clay.

Edward: *grumbles, running a hand over his face before stepping out onto the porch. he doesn't step off the porch though, since he's barefoot and doesn't want to get his feet dirty at this particular time*

bellawhitlock: *smiles* Thank you. *digs in for more clay, molding it quickly into a little tiny Edward* Look-I made you!

Edward: *looks at the mini-him in Bella's hand and gives a faint smile* Is clay art going to be your eternal hobby?

bellawhitlock: *shrugs* Why not? *grins evilly* if you want, I'll make you a little tiny clay whip to go in your clay hand.

Edward: *gives Bella a long look before shaking his head* That would be utterly absurd, Bella.

bellawhitlock: *shakes my head* I think you're just afraid, because you don't know what to do with a whip. *snickers* I'll make you one anyway, though. your clay-you may have fun with it. *digs for clay*

Edward: So I supposed we'll have to order you a kiln, correct? *overlooking her commentary* Did you want a pottery wheel for your new hobby as well? 

bellawhitlock: *perks up* Sure! It'll be all like ghost and shit.

Edward: *rolls his eyes and takes out his phone. he opens the web browser to search for the new toys for Bella and then, once he finds them, places the order* 

bellawhitlock: *makes a tiny little clay whip and molds it into clay-Edward’s hand* Here you go. Think you can handle that? *grins cheekily*

Edward: *stares at Bella for a long time before inquiring* Aren't you supposed to be the one wielding the whip? *he arches a brow at her*

bellawhitlock: *nods* Fair point. *purses my lips and digs for more clay, making a clay-Bella with a bigger whip* That better? I mean, I figured you might want to have your turn with a whip, but I can put it back in the ground if you'd like.

Edward: *looks confused* What on earth would -I- need a whip for?

bellawhitlock: *shrugs* Haven't you ever wanted to, I don't know, be on the other end?

Edward: *purses his lips, considering her question before shrugging* I'm far too selfish to want to share the receiving experience.

bellawhitlock: Oh, I don't know, Eddie, you might like it. Having someone kneel before you, wanting to please only you? 

Peterpredictopire: *Pulls Char along through the woods by the hand, sprinting through the trees till we stumble into the front yard to find Bella playing in the mud, and Edward leaning on the front porch*

bellawhitlock: Hey Pete, Char. I'm making clay people. Edward doesn't like the whip I gave him.

Edward: *right about then a delivery truck comes trundling down the drive toward the Cullen mansion. he perks up, forgetting Bella's question and the need to answer it. he can tell from their thoughts that it was the truck he was waiting for and he almost starts bouncing in place. the chain on his pocket watch makes a clinking sound as he vibrates from stored up energy at the delivery truck. once it stops, he darts his barefoot self at human speed over to the truck and speaks to the driver and his assistant as they unload several large, but narrow boxes from the truck. once they're done, Edward tips them handsomely and watches them drive away before rubbing his hands together and carrying the boxes inside one at a time. he carefully carries each one up to the hallway outside of the guest bathroom on the second floor and leaves them there before getting the others.*

Charlotte: *gives Bella an odd look, trying not to crack up*

bellawhitlock: I wanted to get dirty. and it's clear that this is the only way that's going to happen for me now. hence, playing in mud.

Peterpredictopire: *Forces himself to not narrow his eyes at Bella, because he shouldn't care who gives Edward a whip*, instead distracting himself with general curiosity* Need a hand with that Edward?

Edward: No thanks Peter, I got it... *he gives Peter a decidedly coy look before carrying the last box up the stairs. once there, he takes one into the bathroom and a moment later tosses the empty box out of the bathroom before the sound of some type of construction as well as strange chemically type smells comes from the bathroom...not long later tiles come flying out and more construction sounds emerge*

Charlotte: That makes sense, I guess *smiles at Bella, before following Edward into the house, finding him in the bathroom I sit down to watch him work* So how are you Edward?

bellawhitlock: *shrugs* if everybody is going to leave, I should follow. *takes my dirty ass upstairs and sits next to char*

Peterpredictopire: *Plops down on the porch step and grumbles* What the fuck is going on here?

bellawhitlock: Peter, come join. Edwards gone crazy.

Edward: *laughs at Charlotte and Bella, mostly at Bella* I'm good Charlotte... Do you two think that everyone will appreciate this gift? *he gestures to his work even as he installs another piece*

bellawhitlock: *frowns* Uh...

Peterpredictopire: *takes his time walking up the stairs just to annoy the girls, pondering the noise coming from the bathroom. Edward really didn't strike him as a power-tool kind of man.....*

Charlotte: *grins evilly* I'm sure they will. *licks lip, sending Edward some serious mental pictures albeit unconsciously*

Peterpredictopire: What’s going on? *Leans in the door way, looking down at where the girls sat, and then to Edward, and whatever it was he was constructing. I cock my head to the side, brow furrowed* What the ......

bellawhitlock: So...yeah. Why did you do this again?

Edward: *when Peter finally gets up there and can see in the open doorway, he'll see Charlotte and Bella sitting on the bathroom counter... and Edward on his knees and bent over the edge of the tub... his jeans are clinging to his ass in that position, the chain from his pocket watch lightly smacking over the area of a certain bite with each movement... And Edward's grinning reflection can be seen because he's patiently installing -mirrors- in place of the shower tiles... and from the amount of boxes around, he's intending to cover every wall and even the ceiling in that bathroom with mirrors!* Just doing someone I thought everyone would appreciate, Peter... *he turns to look at him fully before pressing the bottom edge of the mirror he's currently working on back into place*

bellawhitlock: *snorts* I don’t want to see my ass from every angle, Edward. Thanks though.

Peterpredictopire: *Stops short at the many reflections of not only Edward’s pert little ass, but Char's massive face eating cleavage, choking on my words as I try to find something to say. Or really, just find my voice. * Never let it be said you weren't a smart man, Edward.

Peterpredictopire: So....what brought this on?

Peterpredictopire: Not that I am not impressed by your vintage-retro straight from the seventies porno home improvement. Really, can we do this to the kitchen as well, or maybe just the ceiling?

Edward: *leans back on his heels before moving over. he has to stretch around Charlotte to pick something up for installing the mirrors that he had placed on the counter earlier and, for a moment, he's positioned perfectly between Charlotte's thighs... he tilts his head up to give her a decidedly non-innocent grin, the light flashing off his silver eye before he turns his head to grin wickedly at Peter and then he moves to turn back to the mirrors* It was surprisingly inexpensive to purchase so many panel mirrors... I'm sure we could do it to any room we like... *and then he's pulling another mirror over to start putting it in place*

Charlotte: *shivers* :::::Fuck, that eye again!::::::

bellawhitlock: *huffs, jumping off the counter*

Peterpredictopire: *Twitches, a little, shifting from foot to foot, swallowing a little venom*

Peterpredictopire: So other then home improvements, what’s on today’s agenda?

Charlotte: ::::::You're getting to him, Edward. Maybe you should turn it up a notch::::: *giggles at own thoughts*

Peterpredictopire: *Clears throat* Do you need help? With...uh... installation?

bellawhitlock: Imma go shower. I'm all dirty.

Peterpredictopire: This is a bathroom.

Peterpredictopire: *Smirks*

Charlotte: Dirty, dirty girl *purrs at Bella*

Edward: I don't have anything to do now... *he brushes past Peter in the doorway to grab another box of mirrors and pull it into the bathroom. he opens it, disposing of the box and then stretches up to start fixing one to the ceiling...it should be noted that he's being naughty though, especially thanks to Charlotte's thought, and he's got a foot planted on either side of her hips and standing just in front of her... from this angle only Peter and possibly Bella would be able to see the leather band around his waist that's peeking out from the jeans with each stretch* If you'd like to help... And go ahead Bella, the shower's finished until I get the ceiling over it... *he grins at her*

bellawhitlock: *shrugs* you've all seen me naked, I'll shower here. *nods seriously*

bellawhitlock: *strips down and tosses my dirty clothes at Char and Peter, turning on the water and stepping into the now strangely feeling shower*

Charlotte: *fends off the flying heap off clothes*

Peterpredictopire: *Looks around the bathroom, wondering where he should start* Where do you want me? Uh.. to start. Where do you want me to start.

bellawhitlock: *sticks my hands out* Shampoo, please?

Charlotte: *reached up to grab it, tits almost in Edward's face* Here ya go, sweetie *throws it expertly over at Bella*

bellawhitlock: *catches* Thanks. *washes my hair, gets all the mud out, and washes off the rest of my body*

Edward: *licks his lip, tonguing the scar Peter left at the proximity of Char's ample chest and, for a time, his eyes are distracted from his earlier Bella watching before he glances at Peter* You can start anywhere you like... *the words come out in a needy kind of purr and he's already shivering with delight since the mirrors allow him to get eyefuls of all three at once*

Peterpredictopire: *Stares at Edwards face almost -in- Char's tits, picking up a box of tiles and holding up a mirror panel* So I can just...uh...put this anywhere?

bellawhitlock: *hums, cleaning off and enjoying the water*

Peterpredictopire: *nearly drops tile* Uh...here. I'll put it here. *grabs glue, and tries not to look at Chars tits, Edwards ass, and naked Bella in the reflection of the tile as I attach it to the wall*

bellawhitlock: *steps out of the shower, standing on the floor* Towel, anyone? Or should I just shake?

Edward: *turns to fully regard Bella, tilting his head* Go ahead and shake. I want to see how the anti-fog, water resistant coating on the mirrors works...

Charlotte: Shake baby *purrs, leaning forward to get a better view and brushing against Edward*

bellawhitlock: *grins* ask and ye shall receive. *wiggles and shakes, bending forward and throwing my head back to get the water from my hair, does a little spin*

Peterpredictopire: *Muffles a noise as Char rubs against Edward, trying not to feel jealous, or wonder who he'd rather be at that moment, Char or Edward*

Edward: *feels something buried in the back of his brain perking up as he watches Peter fumbling for his normal cocky attitude, Bella shaking what nature and venom gave her and Charlotte's rather pleasant brush. he purrs again, the sound getting a bit louder as he lowers himself off of the counter so that he's standing in front of Charlotte...between her thighs. he winks at her, the small part taking note of the way her thoughts once again scramble at his damaged eye before managing to find -something- to do in one move that has him brushing against the nude Bella, sliding his covered crotch against Peter's ass and 'accidentally' brushing against Char's delicious looking titties all in a seemingly innocent, 'this bathroom is crowded!' kind of way! before he installs another mirror onto the wall near the door*

bellawhitlock: *stands there* Clothes, anyone? towel? Or am I a nudist for the day? *tapping my foot*

Peterpredictopire: *Drops tile, but catches it quickly with a panicked thought of -what the fuck is going on here?!-* Any one want to do shots?

bellawhitlock: *perks up* I do!

Edward: *frowns slightly, his normal prudishness showing* I'm not sure how wise it is to have drunken vampires. We're dangerous enough as it is...

bellawhitlock: *pokes Edward* oh, come on.

bellawhitlock: it's fun. You’ll like it.

Peterpredictopire: *Shrugs* We're not going anywhere, not doing anything. We all just hunted. And I can play designated Vampire, seeing as my venom does nothing for me.

Peterpredictopire: *shrugs again* Or we can get the girls drunk and watch.

bellawhitlock: come on. Edward, it'll be fun.

Peterpredictopire: *Snorts* Now, now Bella, that's peer pressure. You want a little Peter-Love-Juice all you gotta do is ask. First kiss is free, the next one, well you gotta ask my Dollface.

Edward: *nods slowly, since he can't really stop them* It may take both of us to control them if they don't react well to getting drunk... You've been amazingly lucky so far that no one's taken to getting the idea to go into town...*finishes installing the last mirror and, when he's done, the line for the medicine cabinet can barely even be seen that's how tightly the mirrors are paneled into place*

bellawhitlock: *shakes my head* Eeeedwaaaaaard, please??????

bellawhitlock: *turns to Peter* my generation lives off of peer pressure. Now come give me a smooch. *snickers*

Peterpredictopire: *Leans around Edward, settling my hand between Chars thighs, and kissing Bella wetly, coating her tongue lightly, a measured amount he's come to realize only last one or two hours, pulling back with a pop*

Peterpredictopire: *Pats Bella on the head* There you go sugar, just a little something to take the edge off.

bellawhitlock: *grins* Thanks. I needed a drink.

Edward: *has a look that's somehow a cross between disgust at Bella's pressuring and drunkard behavior and arousal as he gets leaned around and watches Peter plant a kiss on Bella...but there's also a twinge of jealousy and, like Peter's confusion earlier, he didn't know if he wanted to be Peter or Bella in that kiss!* Are you going to get dressed while you're drunk at least? Or do your clothes manage to come off while drunk anyway?

bellawhitlock: Nobody here to take them off for...*snickers* I'll be right back. *weaves my way out of the bathroom and into Edwards room on accident, stumbling into the closet and tugging down a white button down shirt and tossing it on before going back to the bathroom* Better, sir?

Peterpredictopire: *Rolls eyes at Bella’s drunken attempts and flirting, wondering if it's even a conscious effort any more, or if Bella is some sort of unconscious succubus in the making. * Your such a little slut Bella, it's a good thing your sorta hot, and we love you.

bellawhitlock: *laughs* I must be a slut, it's why nobody sticks around. *climbs back up onto the counter* I don't want to be drunk aloooooooooooone.....

Edward: *draws in a hissing breath when he sees Bella wearing his shirt... and hearing Peter call her a little slut makes him flash back to a very naughty scene on an airplane bed where Peter called him a little slut... and he unconsciously sends that memory flash back to everyone before he snaps back to the present and shuts his mind back to normal again. he licks his tongue over the scar on his lip again, caressing the mark with each sweep of his tongue before speaking* I disagree... *and that's all he says on the matter*

Peterpredictopire: *Staggers a little, under the onslaught of a memory that isn't his, and it's obvious that Edward just showed that shit to every one. Even his wife, who seems to be looking at Edward intently*

bellawhitlock: *shudders at the thoughts Edward sent, feeling inhibited at the moment* You didn't stick around either, and you called me a slut once. Or was it a whore? *tilts my head back to consider*

Peterpredictopire: *Nudges Bella playfully* Oh hush Dollface, no one cares that your a randy little thing. Fuck, we all like to fuck, Bells.

bellawhitlock: *whines* nobody ever wants to fuck meee, though, Peter! Jasper ran away again, and I'm allllll alone. *falls off the counter*

Charlotte: *rolls eyes at Bella, grabbing her hand and pulling her back up*

Edward: *just stands there, rather wide eyed before he murmurs* Mini-bar... *in an apologetic tone and leaves the bathroom in a hurry. he goes downstairs and sits on one of the sofas in the living room, leaning forward so that his elbows are on his knees and his head is in his hands*

Peterpredictopire: *Grumbles good naturals* I heard that. *Looks to Char* Are you drinking from the fountain of Peter tonight babyface?

Charlotte: *smirks* How could I resist? *winks at Peter* Lay one on me, sugar.

bellawhitlock: *pats Char on the head before following Edward, stumbling* Eedward...did you call me a mini-bar?

Peterpredictopire: *kisses Char messily, deeply, but taking care to give her no more then Bella.*

Peterpredictopire: *Pulls back from Char* We just gonna hang out in a bathroom all day, dollface?

Charlotte: *moans into the kiss, pouting as Peter pulls away* Is that all, tiger?

Edward: Not lately...*sounds pained and doesn't move from his spot when he answers the drunken Bella*

	Charlotte: *jumps off the counter, grabbing Peter by the hand* No, bathrooms are boring.

bellawhitlock: *pokes Edward on the shoulder* wassa matter, sugar?

Edward: Just... Wallowing in my stupidity, Bella. Nothing new there. Enjoy your shot while it still works on you.


Peterpredictopire: *Joins the party in the living room with Char, noticing Edward with a frown*

Peterpredictopire: :::is this cuz of the little mind flash?:::::

bellawhitlock: *leans down to hug you clumsily* oh, I'm sad too, baby, it's okay. This makes me feel better, though, I don't feel so sad. you should try it.

Edward: *shakes his head at Peter's thought, then pauses and rubs his temples before answering him the same way* ::Well it wasn't until you told me about it! I don't notice when I slip like that!:: *he stiffly returns Bella's hug* I don't think it's wise for me to get drunk, I'm enough of a monster as it is.

Peterpredictopire: :::Stop. That.:::::*My thoughts are screamed out like an order, almost instinctively, chastising Edward for his emo-ness.* ::::Your not a monster. And here, you’re among family. People who love you.:::::

bellawhitlock: *kisses your temple* You're not a monster, darling. *hiccups* Want me to show you in my head?

Peterpredictopire: ::::And people who want to fuck you silly, apparently:::::

bellawhitlock: *falls down and rests my head on your legs* I'll show you. You're not a monster, you're very nice. :::*thinks about all the times they had fun overseas, all the times when you stayed when you didn't have to, all the nice things you've said*::: see? *grins up at you drunkenly*

Edward: *winces at the force of Peter's thoughts, but a moment isn't enough to eradicate decades worth of self-hatred and self-brainwashing. and, sadly, neither is Bella pointing out the nice things because all the bad things always win in his head* Bella, you... *he pets her head slightly before tipping her over in a way that manages to be gentle somehow* You're drunk. *he informs her before looking up at Peter and shaking his head in disagreement*

Peterpredictopire: *Snuggles Char* You don't think Eddie boy’s a monster either, do you?

bellawhitlock: *nods* I'm very drunk, but I'm also...what's the word? not lying. I think you're great. *grins* Listen to me for once in your life. *

Charlotte: No, I don't *licks the shell of Peter's ear, while sending mental pictures to Edward of the things she wants to do to Peter while Edward watches with that fuckhot eye of his*

Peterpredictopire: *Growls to himself at Edwards negative thoughts, feeling his more primitive side come to the front.* ::::I hate seeing you do that to yourself, Edward, it makes me....it makes me want to -hurt- you so damn badly, I almost can't stand it. I like who you are, as does Bella, and Char and Alice. I don't know what I can do to make you believe that, but fuck, I just want to ...fuck! I just want to -make- you listen.:::::

Peterpredictopire: :::But I won't.::::

bellawhitlock: *kicks your shin* Come on, Eddie...live in our heads for a bit, see how we think about you. And drink. It'll be fun.

Peterpredictopire: *Sighs, just a little one, kissing Char’s neck, and closing my eyes against her shoulder*

Charlotte: *purrs at the feel of Peter's lips on my skin, looking over at Edward* ::::::One isn't going to hurt Edward. Let loose for once. Live a little. You're amongst friends:::::

bellawhitlock: *rolls over onto my back, looking up at the ceiling*

Edward: *scrunches his eyes closed and hisses real deep and low at Charlotte's thoughts, trying to burn the image of the nearly nude and lewdly displayed Bella from his mind that seriously doesn't help the lifespan of the leather chastity belt he's wearing... especially not with Peter's thoughts added to the mix. it's seriously fucking with his head and, strangely, all he can remember at the moment while a deep growl builds in his chest, is that once upon a time Peter kindly told him that he needed a friend that -didn't- want to fuck him as he offered himself for that role*

Charlotte: *thinks of body shots, pictures sucking the liquid from Peter's venom coated teeth and letting it run down his neck, where Edward can lick it off, trembling in need*

Peterpredictopire: *sighs* Guys, stop pressuring Edward.

Peterpredictopire: Frankly, it's nice to not be the only sober one.

Charlotte: I'm not doing anything *pouts at Peter* I'm as innocent as can be in this whole fuckery *bats eyelashes, before giggling*

bellawhitlock: *tilts my head back*

Peterpredictopire: *snorts at Char* You’re never innocent, it's why I love you. *looks over at Bella* What are you doing, darling? *Looks up at ceiling with her*

Charlotte: *smirks at Peter's words, winking at Edward* :::::Hey tall guy, how about a striptease?:::::: *giggles*

Edward: *chokes suddenly, looking at Charlotte with something like panic and shaking his head wildly*

Charlotte: *loses footing, grabbing a hold of Peter tighter and giggling uncontrollably* :::::::Just a suggestion, don't get your panties in a bunch.:::::::::::::

Peterpredictopire: *Grabs Char, holding her carefully* Stop mind talking, your freaking me out.

Edward: *snorts, crossing his arms over his scarred chest and leaning back into the couch while staring petulantly out the window. he mutters in a way that's not designed to be toward anyone, but everyone can hear anyway* What panties?!

bellawhitlock: *hmmms at Peter* I...don't know. I'm cuddling with the floor, apparently, because the floor is the only one that wants to cuddle with me...and I'm thinking. *thinks about Edward kissing Peter, or Edward taking a body shot off of Char, feeling slightly turned on*

Peterpredictopire: *Sighs* Bella, your drunken emo escapade does not amuse me *Bends down, a flash of metal falling form his shirt, a little key dangling from a chain* Stop your nonsense, or I am cutting you off.

bellawhitlock: *focuses on Peter* I am not emo. I only speak the truth. *nods in an upside down way* And besides, do I look like I'm sad right now?

Peterpredictopire: *Grins* You were such a funny stoner. Be a funny drunk. Go hunt the pink bunnies in the living room, or something.

Edward: *eye locks onto the key like a seeker to a snitch, his arousal soaring at the image and he almost growls at Peter, wanting to pounce on him*

bellawhitlock: I'm not funny anymore, though, Peter! *laughs* That's why I TRIED to get Edward to leave me in California, but he just wouldn't. *makes a phfff sound*

Peterpredictopire: *Looks up at Edwards growl, sensing the Master/Submissive flair in it* Edward?

Peterpredictopire: *Drools a little a the thought of Edward's belt, wondering what has Edward growling* Shit! Char...sorry *Watches just a little venom slip down her massive cleavage.*

Edward: *still has his eyes locked on where the key is located and doesn't answer right away. instead he sends a thought to Charlotte.* ::I just got this from Bella's mind...:: *he flashes Charlotte the body shot image* ::Would you mind helping with that?:: *even as he asks that, he darts off the couch, into the kitchen and comes back with a shot glass. he carefully collects the gathered venom with the lip of the glass from Charlotte's chest and then tucks the glass into her cleavage, looking at her questioningly*

bellawhitlock: *flips over on my stomach, kicking my legs up to watch*

Peterpredictopire: *Blinks at the creative collection of his venom, like a Peterjuice waterfall on Char’s tits*

Peterpredictopire: Uh...are you gonna drink that?

Peterpredictopire: Off...my wife.

Peterpredictopire: Because...*Twitches* You can.

bellawhitlock: *spreads my arms out on both sides of myself, resting my cheek against the floor*

Edward: *hesitates when Peter first asks if he's going to drink that and reminds him that it's Peter's wife... he can't help remembering what happened the last time Peter saw him doing something to Charlotte...but then again, there was the other time in reaction to him doing something to Charlotte as well... And then Peter clarifies the thought with blessed permission! his eye flashes black for a moment, the silver one seeming to shimmer as he turns his gold and silver gaze back to regarding the collection cup on the bountiful altar of Charlotte...* I think I will, yes... *he slowly lowers down and the first thing he does is slide his tongue along the trail where Peter's venom leaked, collecting the mixed butterscotch and lemon flavor before sliding his tongue down between Charlotte's breasts.... he wraps his lips around the shot glass and then tilts his head back, letting the liquid slide from the glass and into his mouth before swallowing and licking it clean. he lets it drop from his lips to the floor before leaning forward again and licking the side opposite the trail for just the citric lemony goodness of Charlotte's flavor after the shot of potent butterscotch liqueur. once he finishes his final lick, he looks up at Charlotte from his location near her breasts* Thank you... *he turns to look at Peter* Both... *then he slowly steps back*

bellawhitlock: *mumbles* I love you, floor...

Charlotte: *blinks at Edward's thank you, wondering when his soft lips left my skin and shakily walks over to Peter, licking my lips*

Peterpredictopire: *Watches Edwards tongue slide across Chars skin, racing after the line of venom, before tossing back the shot, his throat rolling, working down my venom, and I can't help but wish that I had the chance to show all the other ways to take a shot from me, before pulling Char beside me, wondering how noticeable my erection is* N...Nice. Wish I could get a buzz of this shit, but it does nothing for me.

bellawhitlock: *grumbles and stands up, heading towards the door, still wearing only the shirt, doing a little skip and waving*

bellawhitlock: *turns quickly* I'm gonna go...to California, I think...*spins back around, too quickly, and hits the floor* Or...not...

Charlotte: *discretely lowers hand, palming Peter and then watches Bella fall, rushing over to catch her but getting there way too late* Oh dear

bellawhitlock: *waves Char away* no, no it's okay...it's just the floors way of telling me he wants me to stay. I love you, too, floor...

Edward: *while he's willing to outright say he'd never gotten drunk as a human, the heady sensation that's now sweeping over him is nothing at all like the few and rare times he remembers consuming wine or champagne as a human. he feels dizzy, stumbling backwards and tripping over the arm of the couch to fall into his back, feet up in the air before flopping back down as he feels a phantom pulse pounding in his ears and skull* What...*just the word itself was slurred before the world went black and he slumped limply onto the couch*

Peterpredictopire: *Shifts against Chars palm, a little groan of protest escaping me as she goes to catch Bella. I watch Edward sink onto the couch with a smirk* Woah, a light weight.

bellawhitlock: *presses my cheek back onto the floor quickly before rolling over onto my back* Walking good....not so much...

bellawhitlock: *groans*

bellawhitlock: *tilts myself up slightly* It's kind of hot. Is anyone else hot? I shouldn’t be hot.

Peterpredictopire: *looks down at Bella* That’s probably the combination of my venom with your own. Enjoy it.

bellawhitlock: Okie dokie then.

Edward: *moans softly* I'm hot... *his voice is deeper, rougher as he slowly lifts himself up into a standing position. he stretches his arms up toward the ceiling, standing on his toes and then gives his head a little shake. while lowering back down he caresses his hands over his arms, feeling the scars and the lines of muscle with a pleased seeming smile on his lips. he trails the hands lower, caressing his chest, circling over his nipples with a low hiss and trailing lower to play with his own belly button before sliding one hand down the front of his pants. he frowns slightly obviously to those that know he's wearing one, confused by the feel of the chastity belt impeding his movements before sliding his fingers under the edge of the leather. he smirks slightly before letting the hand slide to the back of his pants to caress his own ass under the jeans and then smirks, his eyes snapping open. the right was still silver, but the left was now pitch black instead of the dark gold it had been minutes earlier* Definitely hot...

bellawhitlock: *rolls over onto my knees, looking up at Edward* I'm hot too...I thought it was just me! *takes a look at you* Whoa...your eyes....

Peterpredictopire: *Squeaks, unmanly and undignified, feeling my balls tighten, my fingers digging into the fabric of the chair I'm sitting in* Edward?

Peterpredictopire: *Absently grabs the key hanging at his neck* You cool, buddy?

bellawhitlock: *crawls towards you on all fours* You look....*blinks*

Peterpredictopire: *Growls unwittingly at Bella, grabbing her ankle and yanking her back* Don't!

Peterpredictopire: *blinks* Shit. Shit. Sorry Bella. I...um. Sorry.

bellawhitlock: *hisses* the hell, Peter? *fumbles myself back up onto my hands and knees, crawling back towards Edward*

Edward: *tilts his head toward Peter, looking at him through hooded, burning eyes* No... I'm not cool... *his voice seems stuck on the rougher version for now* I'm hot... Just like the delectable piece of ass offering herself to me right now... *he turns his gaze toward the crawling Bella and nearly slithers as he steps forward... and then he pauses as Peter pulls her back before smirking* Well, I don't normally like to share, but she looks like she'll be rather tasty if you want to crush her between us...

Peterpredictopire: *Growls again, feeling himself at war, grabbing Bella and slapping her bodily into a chair* Stay!

bellawhitlock: *moves to stand up, crouching at Peter* don't tell me what to do!

Peterpredictopire: *Looks back at Edward with a glare* You don't fuck anyone unless I say so, Private.

Peterpredictopire: *Growls* Yes, but he does. If he knows what’s good for him. *Holds up key* He can't.

bellawhitlock: *tilts my head at the key* I don't even know what that is. *stumbles a little, tugging at the hem of my shirt* and fuck if I’m not hot as hell!

Peterpredictopire: *Grins* It doesn't matter what it is. To you. Does it matter to you, Edward?

Peterpredictopire: *Flashes a feral grin, tucking the key away*

bellawhitlock: I don't even know what's going on....

Edward: *was totally busy eyefucking Bella and being obvious about it when she was trying to stand her drunken ass up to Peter...but the flash of the key caught his eyes again and they narrowed. he slinks over toward Peter, turning his gaze to look at the slightly taller vampire* I can tell by your thoughts that it should matter to me... But all I can currently see is a...*he pauses* hindrance... And I -really-... *he growls out the last word, moaning as he reaches up to drag his nails lightly over his chest and scrape his nipple* Don't want any hindrances to my play time...

bellawhitlock: *growls* What the hell is going on with you, Edward?

Peterpredictopire: *Growls, leaning into Edwards ear and whispering* If you fuck her tonight, you'll regret it. And if you fuck her, I'll never touch you again *Lets myself remember the night on the plane, innumerable orgasms, and Edwards very first blow job. Not to mention -the- mark.* Ever.

Peterpredictopire: *Looks Edward in the eye, face stern, giving nothing away* You gonna stand down, Private Masen?

Edward: I just want to -play-... Is that so wrong? *there's something sinister about the way he says play when he answers Bella though the rest of the question is in a buttery, sweet kind of tone...but then his attention is drawn back to Peter and a look of mixed hate and lust comes to his eyes both from the words Peter says and the memories Peter is giving him. he steps back, hissing long and low at Peter before turning and going toward the door... if Peter won't let him play with Bella, he'll find someone else to play with!*

Peterpredictopire: *Growls* Sit down, Edward.

Peterpredictopire: Before I make you.

Peterpredictopire: *Growls, reaching around and pinching the -mark- firmly before he even realizes what he's doing.*

Edward: *had been walking to the door, ignoring Peter when he suddenly gets a pinch! he snarls, whirling around and slapping at Peter's hand. he crouches down, his entire body in a pose of aggression* I -want- to go -play-... *he grinds the words out, glaring at Peter for being such a cockblocker*

Peterpredictopire: *Can't help but feel angry at the blatant disobedience, my hand reaching out and smacking Edward clear across the face, before my fingers card roughly through his hair, bringing his face close enough to kiss, but not* I didn't say you could go play. You don't deserve it. Now sit the fuck down before I rip your dick off and mail it to my house in Texas.

Edward: *his eyes flash hot, the lust flooding out any trace of anything resembling coherent thought at Peter's actions and words. the slap doesn't hurt, but it is a bit humiliating and a part of him really wants to do nothing more than sink to his knees and suck Peter's marvelous cock for all the world to see...but the stronger part is fucking pissed that he's being told he can't go play and that he's being threatened...and this switch from submissive desire to please to hardening determination is clear on his face before he hisses out* I don't recall asking your permission if I can go play or not. *and with that, he jerks himself out of Peter's grip with a snarl, once more turning to head to the door*

Peterpredictopire: *Grabs Edward once more, yanking him back by his hair, pinning him face first against the wall and caging him in with his arms, just like he did the first and only night* Fine. I won't tell you what you can and cannot do, but if you do this Edward Anthony Masen, you -will- regret it in the morning. So I am telling you now, that if you fuck anything, I will never, ever touch you again. And you'll have to live with being marked by a master that -does not want you-. Can you live with that?

Kate: -Re-entered the house from her hunt earlier, grimacing at the disgusting taste that was left in her mouth. She really did not appreciate the taste of Elk. But she didn't feel like hunting down a Bear or carnivore, so she dealt with the horror. She wasn't paying much attention when she entered, so she wasn't aware that there was something occurring downstairs that probably would have had her turning to head right back out the door if she had known, but instead, she headed up the stairs toward her room, and pretty much right into the Lion's den figuratively speaking.-

Peterpredictopire: *Leans down, grazing my teeth across your shoulder, nipping sharply, but not enough to break skin* Answer me, Private.

bellawhitlock: *stands up to walk towards the two but stops, not sure what the hell is going on*

Edward: *snarls again as he's pinned against the wall and caged. he strikes, slamming a hand through the plaster of the wall in helpless rage as Peter's words sink into his head. he's torn, wanting to go play, but he also doesn't want to lose out on Peter's play time either...but then again, he's heard Peter's thoughts saying he's not going to touch him again anyway, so is he really losing anything? finally he has to ask, because Peter's not thinking the answer for him to steal* What the fuck difference does it make?! I can hear your thoughts, telling yourself you're never going to touch me that way again.... So what the fuck am I losing by going out and playing?!

bellawhitlock: *snarls, teetering on the edge* Please....

Peterpredictopire: *Flips Edward roughly, slamming him into the plaster, cracking the cool white walls with the force, before pressing my body flat against his, crushing him against the wall, bringing my mouth so close to Edwards that I breath in his breath, nostrils flaring as I grasps his wrists, pinning them to the wall. I can't help but hold them there for a moment, but his words echo in my mind and they hurt because he's right, and I can't touch him, no matter how badly I want it, and God, do I want it. But Char has said enough to let me know that will never happen. I release him with a harsh push, letting his head bounce of the wall, before backing off* Then go. If that’s what you want.

bellawhitlock: *throws a shield up, keeping everyone in the house, not saying a word about it*

bellawhitlock: Edward....you don't want to do that.

Edward: *gets keyed up even tighter, hissing with pleasure as Peter manhandles him and then actually gets a rather sadistic look of pleasure on his face as he watches Peter's train of thought on what he said. he's enjoying Peter's thought processes even more because he knows Charlotte's thoughts on the matter as well. And even if he couldn't read minds... Well, he had spoken to Charlotte several times on the yacht on the way back to Washington and had it straight from her mouth. when Peter backs off, the deep black and silver of his eyes burns with an almost unholy sense of glee...and then he turns that look to Bella* Oh, I didn't want to at first... I would have happily fucked -your- delicious ass into the floor... But I do rather think I want to now... *and he turns, heading out the door and...faceplanting into an invisible shield! snarling out his rage at being thwarted*

Peterpredictopire: *snorts, looking down at Bella* Bellsybabs here doesn't want you to leave I wouldn't suggest you try. I bet she's even figured out how to lock down the windows too.

bellawhitlock: *quirks my head at Edward* come here.

Peterpredictopire: *Growls, snapping my teeth at Bella, but standing back* Fine. Whatever. He's all yours. Fuck him. I don't care. *It's a lie, and I know it, even as I ghost upstairs*

Kate: -Eventually got curious, edging down the stairs one by one until she had front row seats to the fuckery that was going on in the living room.-

bellawhitlock: *looks up at Kate* Honey, why don't you go take care of Peter for me. Tell him I've -got this under control.-

Kate: Aye aye captain! - She murmured, pivoting on the ball of her foot to ghost after Peter. -Peeeeterrrrrrr.

Edward: *ignoring Bella, curiously skirting the interior edge of the shield and feeling it up as he tests for weaknesses or breaks*

Peterpredictopire: *Growls* what!?

Kate: Don't you growl at me! I will shock you into next year! - Growled.-

Peterpredictopire: *Hisses* Fine. Pretty Please won't you tell me what the fuckity fuck you want?

bellawhitlock: It doesn't break, Edward. I'm very good. *purring and walking up to you* come here...pretty please.

Kate: -Snapped her teeth at him, glaring.- I don't even know what the fuckity fuck fuck I wanted.

Peterpredictopire: *Rolls eyes* Then leave me alone. Go fuck Edward. That’s what you do, right? You want him, go get him, he's handing that shit out, apparently.

Edward: *turns on Bella when she comes up to him, facing her and approaching with no hint of keeping to any kind of personal space bubble. he's got a bit of a smirk, but he's also scanning her mind* Ahh, dear sweet, -delicious- Bella... *he licks the middle finger of his left hand, sucking slightly on the tip as he nears* Did you want me to play your lullaby for you again?

Kate: -Couldn't help herself, and shocked Peter with a growl.- I'm not a slut, or any of those other degrading names, that fucks people when they are drunk.

bellawhitlock: *trails my hand down your chest* You'd like that, wouldn't you? *brings my other hand to your cheek* tell me, darling...

Peterpredictopire: * Hisses in pain, fighting to keep himself standing at Kate’s shock then, when he recovers, shrugs* Didn't say you were. But you do want to fuck him. *It's not a question but a statement, and I silently dare her to deny it*

Kate: I'm a horny bitch, I would fuck you if Char wouldn't kill me.- Shocked Peter again for good measure.-

Edward: *slides his hand up to grasp Bella's that's on his face and pulls it off, twisting her arm behind her back so that her hand is against her own ass and he's holding it in place* No, I don't think I want to tell you... I also don't think I want to waste time on shoving my fingers up your cunt. *growls out the words, leaning his head down to lick the side of her neck*

bellawhitlock: *snarls* I always knew you liked it rough. Is this how you want it to happen? How you want to lose your virginity that you've held on to so long?

Peterpredictopire: *Growls, twitching in pain* Stop that! And I thought you just said you -werent- a slut. Your confusing me. And I've learned my lesson. You may be a fuck hot little blonde thing, and yeah, I'd like to see what you look like on my wife’s face, but I love my wife, and not keeping my dick in my pants gets me in trouble.

Kate: -Smirked, "I'm not a slut. You, or Edward, would have been the first guy in years. I stopped joining the Denalis..." She resisted the urge to growl, "On their little fuckfests with the humans." Another charge was Peter's answer, and then she smiled. "Thank you for the compliment, sugar." -

Peterpredictopire: *Growls, rubbing the location of Kate’s shock,* If I tell you that I think your sister is a dirty little skank, will you promise not to shock me again?

Kate: Which sister? Tanya or Irina? Wait, stupid question, they both are skanks.- Snorted.-

Peterpredictopire: *Grins weakly* Tanya.

Peterpredictopire: *Smirks* So, anyways, you skeezing on my wife? I want to watch that shit if you are.

Peterpredictopire: *Smirks down at Kate’s smallerish boobs* You’re not rocking what my wife’s got, but you are hot.

Edward: *growls softly, nipping the side of Bella's neck before murmuring to her* Are we really going to quibble over the definition of 'virgin'? Because by my count, I am no longer pure and my mind has been raped many times since I woke as a vampire... So what virginity is there left that matters? *he pulls her closer to his body, growling rather savagely when the action causes the belt to brush him in a way that reminds him of things he doesn't want to think about*

Kate: -Grinned cheekily, "Maybe, just maybe. And you watching is up to your wife." At that comment, she zapped Peter, harder than the previous times. "My C's are perfectly fine! I don't need, or want, watermelons for tits!" -

Peterpredictopire: *Growls out in horrendous pain, sinking to my knees with a wet hiss*

bellawhitlock: *grabs the waistband of your jeans* You wanted to save this *tugs* for marriage, darling. I should know...I've tried. Do you really want to give it up now? *tugs your jeans again*

Peterpredictopire: *Hisses, struggling to a stand* Does bitch come standard with the Denali sisters? Or are you just a super cunt?

Kate: -Reached out to the downed Peter, taking his face into her hands, a palm pressing to each cheek. With a bitter grin, she allowed the strongest charge she had surge from her hands directly into his body. "Bite me." -

Peterpredictopire: *Flies back with a howl of pain, hitting the wall hard enough to crack the plaster, muttering weakly * Bitch....

Kate: Why thank you. -Stepped toward Peter, poking him in the shoulder to only shock him lightly, not like the previous ones. "I have my reasons for what I do. Don't piss me off again."-

Edward: Who cares abou... *he frowns as the hint of a thought comes to mind and turns his head upward just in time to hear the howl coming from Peter! in a flash he's abandoned Bella and uses his top speed to come right up on Kate and backhand the bitch up the side of her head without a thought. in less than a second he's crouched defensively over Peter and snarling savagely in warning*

Peterpredictopire: *looks up weakly, shaking off the after shocks* You my Edward, or the ass hole I met down stairs? *doesn't realize I am referring to Edward as mine....*

Kate: -Snarled as the sudden hit had her flying away and into the wall. It stunned her momentarily, before, in retaliation, she sent a charge to Edward. Then, without even waiting to see if it struck her target, she ghosted down stairs and for the door. "Let me the fuck out." -

bellawhitlock: *drops the shield* Go.

bellawhitlock: *picks myself up off the floor, hoping that Edward has finally snapped out of his funk but still feels abandoned as I go upstairs to my room and throw on a pair of pants, grabbing a bag from the top shelf*

Kate: -Bolted out the door, and to the garage. Her anger from Peter, and Edward, was still too strong for her to remain in vicinity, so she rolled her Ducati out from the back of the garage, her beautiful baby that she had requested be delivered here, and kicked the bike to life, growling. However, she called out to Bella. "Want a ride?" -

bellawhitlock: *calls down to Kate* Thanks, but no thanks. I'm gonna run.

Edward: *roars at the shock Kate sent, but the fury (and the muscle lock from the electric jolt) keeps him in place over Peter. he's panting and hissing, but still in place and not thinking at all as he guards his Master* I... am yours, Master. *hisses again at the departure-like thoughts all around, growling for good measure*

Kate: "As you wish." -Luckily for her, only Edward, Alice and Charlotte had her cell phone number, and one wasn't too keen on her presence at the moment, so she doubted she would be getting any phone calls. Still, to be on the safe side, she switched it to vibrate and tucked it into her pockets. Then, gripping the brake while twisting the gas, she twisted the bike around, the back tire skidding across the ground, before she was gone like a bullet.-

bellawhitlock: *grabs some clothes and stuffs them in a bag, going over to the desk and grabbing a pen to write a quick note*

Peterpredictopire: *Nods weakly, letting my head fall on Edwards shoulder* Oh good. No more Peterjuice for you. I'll just come on your face, *Wonders mildly why I shouldn't say that, why that is maybe the wrong things to say, before letting myself relax against Edward, my body aching, my thoughts frazzled*

bellawhitlock: *sucks in a breath as I take the note downstairs, throwing it on the coffee table before heading out the door*

Edward: *finally relaxes from the defensive position once the last of the alien thoughts is out of the house and turns around to wrap his arms around Peter. he actually checks him over with his hands at first, just making sure Peter didn't get a chunk bitten out of him during the time before he snapped to and then he holds him. he still looks worried though, and now that he's calming down he's worried about Kate and Bella as well, but at the moment his priority is in his arms* I... *he stutters, not quite sure what to say before finally* I did mention... I was a monster... *but he sobs on the last word, so it's not really insulting himself so much as confirming that he only told the truth*

bellawhitlock: *goes out to the garage and picks a car, hops in and starts it before digging in my purse to make sure I have all the necessary documentation*

Peterpredictopire: *Grumbles, still in a good amount of pain* Shut up. Not a monster. You’re just a slut when you get drunk. *Absentmindedly wraps arms around Edward, pulling him to the carpet, and onto my chest, holding him tightly, still not 100% coherent* Just...shut up. my head...it hurts....and everything is loud.

bellawhitlock: *sighs, realizing I forgot my passport before hopping out of the car and darting inside as quiet as possible, going to my room and rooting through the desk drawer for it*

Edward: *gets pulled down with the weak and still slightly stronger Peter... how fair is it that he's weakened and can still be stronger?! anyway, he gets pulled down and on top of Peter's sexy self and just kind of melts in contented little submissive glee, nuzzling into Peter's chest as Peter rests*

bellawhitlock: *grabs my passport and sneaks back out of the house, hopping back into the car and speeding off towards the airport*

Kate: -By this point, she had already turned back toward the house, but when she saw Bella in the car speeding down the street, she turned right back around and sped up to race along side her. "Where are you going!?"

bellawhitlock: England. I'm leaving. I can't fucking stand another second. *slows down* you want to, get in.

Kate: "I'll follow you. I'm not leaving my baby here." -Besides, she had everything stowed away in her bag on the side of the bike. She yanked the bag up from the bike, checking just to be on the safe side, and tossed it into the car. "Take that for me. It's got all my documents and credit cards."-

bellawhitlock: Got it. Kate-how about a hotel for the night, and we'll make plans?

Kate: "Go for it." - Nodded her head, returning her hand to the handlebar for appearances sake.-

bellawhitlock: *heads for the nearest hotel, pulling in and waiting for Kate*

Kate: -Roared off behind Bella, and pulled up beside her in the parking lot. She dismounted from her bike after killing the engine, and kicked the kickstand into place.-

bellawhitlock: Let's check in. There's a house we have in England, we can go there for a while if you want.

Kate: Alright. Sounds good.

bellawhitlock: Why are you coming with me, anyway?

Kate: I'll tell you why on the flight. - Smiled tightly, heading inside the hotel.-

