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8-A. FOREBODING 
 

Bella had fallen asleep again in the early evening and hadn’t reawakened. I didn’t 

understand how she could sleep so much. I’d never seen her this weary back home. There 

were many possible reasons…lingering anemia, the hot climate, jet lag, the swimming and 

walking, the newness of everything, perhaps even our lovemaking. Come to think of it, she 

wasn’t just sleeping a lot more than usual. Something else had changedsince coming to 

Isle Esme, she had not talked in her sleep as she’d always done before. Even on the plane 

flight from Houston to Rio, she was a virtual chatterbox after falling asleep in my arms. 

Normally, I stayed in bed with Bella when she slept. I loved to hold her, to feel her 

heartbeat, and listen to her talk (when she talked.) But I was oddly restless tonight. 

Something at the back of my mind was troubling me and I thought if I went for a run or 

swim it might shake loose. I carefully unwound myself from Bella, though I needn’t have 

troubled, since she slept like a stone these days. My movements wouldn’t wake her. 

We were so isolated that I didn’t bother to dress, just slipped through the French 

doors and took off running. My top speed wasn’t feasible, as the island was too small to get 

far before running into water. Indeed, it was only four minutes until I entered the small 

jungle at the southern end of the island. I ran through it until I reached a rocky outcropping 

that dropped down to a strip of white, sandy beach. It brought back a bad memory—when 

Alice saw Bella jump off the cliff outside of La Push.  

I had called to verify the truth of her vision and Jacob Black had answered Charlie’s 

phone. When he said that Charlie was at “the funeral,” I’d assumed the obvious. That was 

the worst day of my existence. Not only had I thought Bella was gone, but it was my 

patronizing belief that I knew what was best for her that had caused her death…and would 

have caused mine without her dangerous, heroic effort to save me.  

I hoped I had changed in the last year. I was trying to trust Bella’s instincts more, 

since the choices she made that sometimes seemed less safe, less ideal than the ones I 

insisted upon, almost invariably worked out better for her in the end. It was a hard lesson. I 

couldn’t blame myself too much for wanting to protect what mattered most to me in the 

world, but relinquishing control was difficult. I had to remember that my motive for 

keeping Bella safe was still a selfish one. 

On the night of our wedding, I’d promised that I would let go of the dust-up with 

Jacob that had threatened to ruin our wedding celebration, but the memory hadn’t faded. 

Jacob was furious that I would risk Bella’s life by making love with her, and his anger was 

not misplaced. It had been a huge risk. If Bella had chosen the werewolf over me, I would 

have reacted the same wayI’d have wanted to kill him. In my opinion, he was even more 

dangerous to her than I was.  
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Though the topic of Jacob hadn’t arisen on our honeymoon, I suspected that he 

crossed Bella’s mind from time to time. If he did, she didn’t let on. I was certain she was 

trying to protect me from her feelings for him. I would never forget that painful night when 

I held her as she cried and cried, anguished over having to let Jacob go. I had caused her so 

much pain when I left Forks and him so much pain when I returned. In some kind of karmic 

justice, I felt that I would never be free of that legacy, that Jacob’s presence would loom 

over our lives always.  

Being painfully honest with myself, I knew Jacob would have been a better choice 

for Bella than me. Still, I was selfishly glad that she’d picked me, whatever it cost. If she 

became immortal, her suffering over Jacob would fade along with her human memories 

and if she remained human, as she now claimed to want, we would soon move to New 

Hampshire. The distance might help Jacob move on with his lifethough, admittedly, that 

strategy hadn’t worked for Bella and me.  

What I wouldn’t give for Jacob to imprint on someone! It would solve all our 

problems. He would no longer be attached to Bella in the same way, and his bitterness 

would no longer poison our life together.  

What effect would it have on the Quileute if the Cullens left the area for good? 

Maybe the pack would peter out and its members resume normal aging. That was another 

good reason to go to New HampshireJacob and his generation would eventually die. But 

then, if Bella were going to remain human, she would age and die too. Our choices would 

never be easy. 

Partially hidden by the trees, I looked out over the still water and saw an Atlantic 

spotted dolphin fly through the air. Since dolphins jump and splash to signal danger, I 

assumed that the leaper was the pod’s lookout. If so, it had undoubtedly recognized that I 

was here. Dolphins were uncanny in their ability to avoid vampires, though they were 

perfectly willing to play with Bella as long as I stayed a good distance away. I didn’t want 

to alarm the pod for no reason, so I retreated through the jungle to continue my run and my 

meditations.  

I was happier than I had ever been and the future looked brighter than ever. Bella 

and I were husband and wife; miraculously, we were able to make love, something I never 

thought would be possible; Bella had decided to remain human for now; and we were going 

back to college. I couldn’t want for more. And yet, as content as I was, I had an odd sense 

of foreboding. Maybe I’d gotten so used to trial and tribulation that I was needlessly 

expecting some new obstacle to drop into our path.  

In a few days, I would have to return to the mainland and hunt. I wondered briefly if 

I could tolerate shark’s blood. Though they were marine animals, not our usual fare, they 

were meat eaters. The thought was not at all appetizing, but it might be an interesting 

experiment. I thought I could drink dolphin or whale blood. As mammals, I somehow knew 

their blood would fit into the realm of my regular diet. I had no doubt that would upset 

Bella, though, and if it worked for me, I couldn’t avoid telling her.  
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No, I would have to leave her one night soon to find some game. She’d been 

sleeping so soundly lately that she wouldn’t even have to know I was gone. Ten or twelve 

hours gave me more than enough time to feed and return. 

Twelve hours…that’s what was troubling me. Bella continued to sleep for such 

long stretches of time. Something about it just didn’t seem right. I couldn’t be wearing her 

out that badly, could I? And in the last day or two, I’d also begun to notice that Bella’s 

balance seemed crazily out of whacknot that her balance was ever very good, but it 

seemed worse than usual.  

I chuckled, remembering the toilet-bowl incident, as I’d taken to calling it (only to 

myself, of course). It was two days ago after we’d returned from a snorkeling trip to the 

coral reef. We took the boat and stayed out for about four hours, chasing fish around the 

reef. Bella only got to see them if I stayed at a distance, but I couldn’t stand being far from 

her, so the fish kept coaxing her into athletic games of tag.  

Bella picnicked on the boat afterwards—egg sandwiches and milk, no less—while 

I steered us around to various empty islands in the area. Then she wanted to drive the boat, 

so I showed her how to turn on the engines, how to increase and decrease the speed, and 

gave her some pointers on steeringhow to avoid over-steering, and how to address large 

waves. For a human, Bella was a good driver, careful and confident, and maneuvering the 

boat posed no problem for her. Finally, we’d returned to shore so she could take a nap. 

I was checking the television news when I heard a loud bang from the bathroom. I 

raced to her. 

“Bella, are you okay? Is everything all right?” I could hear her heart pounding 

through the door as she swore under her breath. “What’s wrong? Do you need help? Can I 

come in?”  

“I’m fine. I just fell down. Don’t come in.”  

I stood outside the door, anxious, until she reappeared.  

“What happened, love?” She was clutching her right elbow and I noticed a large 

scrape on her arm. “You’re hurt!”  

“I just hit my arm on the vanity. I’m okay.”  

“But Bella, how did you fall? Did you trip on the bathmat, run into the tub?” I 

couldn’t visualize any way to fall down in that small space. She looked at her feet and 

blushed, then tried to brush past me, but I grabbed her around the waist and reeled her in. 

“Well, if you must know,” she said, her face turning crimson, “I fell off the toilet.”  

“What?” I looked at her, puzzled. 

“I FELL OFF THE TOILET!” she hollered, much louder than necessary. “I 

reached for the toilet paper and lost my balance.”  

I held my neutral expression with difficulty and didn’t say a word, just waited for 

her to go on.  

She looked at me sheepishly, her face still red. “Yes, that’s right, Edward, I lost my 

balance on the toilet.” She pursed her lips, trying not to smile and I began to snicker. “Yes, 
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yes, laugh as much as you want,” she said, as I tried and failed to contain myself. “I’m sure 

I looked hilarious.”  

“I love you.” I took her face between my hands and tried to contain my amusement. 

“Once I get the safety belt installed, we won’t mention it again.”  

She tried to frown at my joke, but couldn’t manage it, then we both started 

heehawing like a pair of donkeys (or maybe jackasses). I lifted her in the air and twirled her 

around.   

“You probably haven’t gotten your land legs back after the boat ride, darling. It 

happens to everyone.”  

She gave me a mock scowl, knowing I’d just invented the excuse for her.  

But the incident did concern me. I watched her more closely for the rest of the day 

and saw her sway nearly every time she stood up. She tumbled backward into my lap when 

she rose from the couch and almost ran into the kitchen door frame when she went for a 

drink of water. Something was not right about thatit went beyond her usual 

awkwardness. I made it my job to start monitoring her standing-ups and sitting-downs so I 

could catch her if she started to fall. Maybe I should put a safety belt on the toilet! 

Three-quarters of the way around the island, I dove into the water and swam away 

from the shore as fast as I could go. The sea, warm and calm, felt good on my skin. It might 

be nice for Bella if I came back to the house with a raised body temperature. She liked me 

to keep her cool at night, but I also noticed that she would drag a blanket over herself 

sometimes after midnight. Thinking about her in bed, I decided to cut my swim short and 

head back to be with her. 

It was about four o’clock in the morning when I returned and Bella was still asleep. 

Ten hours so far. That was a lot, given that she’d slept twelve hours the day before. I moved 

quietly into the blue bedroom and slipped into bed beside her. She wrapped her arms 

around my neck without waking and lay her head on my chest.  

Shortly before sunrise, Bella opened her eyes. I leaned over to kiss her awake, but 

she put her hand over her mouth. 

“Morning breath.” As far as I was concerned, there was no such thing, but I let her 

roll out of bed and stumble toward the bathroom. 

“Don’t fall in.”  

“I won’t. I never fall into the toilet, only off the toilet,” she called back. I chuckled. 

As I made my way to the kitchen, I shuffled through my brain for a new way to 

prepare eggs. Bella was hardly awake enough to consume sufficient calories. (I’d checked 

the numbers.) Then I remembered a recipe for eggnog that Esme kept around the house. If 

obliged to bring something to a human gathering, she offered punch or cocktail mixes or 

other types of drinks. The ingredients were a little easier for us to tolerate than solid food, 

both in the making and in the swallowing, should that be required.  

Splashing sounds from the bathroom caught my attention and an image of warm 

water sluicing over Bella’s body instantly distracted me. Aside from Alice’s teasing peeks 
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of my wife while she recovered from her broken leg, I had never seen her bathe.  

I rinsed myself off as needed, which wasn’t often, but Bella showered nearly every 

day. I’d grown familiar with the sounds of this human experience, the click of the shampoo 

bottle, the swishing of soap on skin, the varying splash patterns of water against tile. 

Thinking now about her standing naked, her hands skimming her wet skin while torrents of 

water rushed down her delicate breasts, I suddenly longed to join her.  

Hastily returning the perishables to the fridge, I went to the bathroom door and 

heard Bella ruffle her hair under the cascade of water. I slipped in silently and was hit with 

a memory—the first time I’d scented her in the rain and how it intensified her 

mouthwatering aroma. It was the same now, though this time my rising hunger wasn’t for 

her blood. I slipped off my boxer-briefs and tossed them away, then slid the shower curtain 

aside.  

The slight draft alerted her to my presence and she looked up, eyes wide, the color 

rising in her face. So alluring. Without a word, I stepped in and turned her toward me with 

my hands on her waist. Rivulets of water coursed over her shoulders and snaked down her 

breasts, winding along the landscape of her stomach, hips, and thighs. Could anything be 

more erotic? Desire flashed through me like wildfire, bright and hot. 

Though I’d come to bathe her, I didn’t resist when she nestled her hips against me 

and wrapped a leg around to caress my calf with her foot. I swept her sodden hair over her 

shoulder and trailed kisses up her neck to the hollow under her ear. She shuddered in my 

arms. 

In such close confines with hard surfaces on all sides, it would be easy to lose my 

wits, so for safety’s sake, I turned her around. In defiance, she pressed her bottom against 

me, nestling my erect penis into the swoop of her lower back. I gasped in pleasure. Vixen!  

I longed to pleasure her, but made considerable effort to force my thoughts in 

another direction. With one hand on her hip for balance, I put a bit of distance between us, 

then reached for the shampoo. 

“Mmm, that feels nice,” she whispered as I worked the lather through her hair.  

“Yes, it does.” More husbanding—I reveled in it. Caring for my Bella gave me 

sincere pleasure. 

I turned her again and she tilted her head back as I raked my fingers through her 

long locks to rinse them. She closed her eyes and wrapped her arms around my waist and 

we kissed under the gushing faucet. I kept some distance between my body and hers to 

focus on this act of godliness, vowing to focus on other acts later when we were in safer 

surroundings. 

I covered her neck with tender kisses and between each two whispered, “I need…to 

fix…you something to eat…and you…might want…some human minutes.”  

She laughed and lifted my face to meet hers. “I love you. You’re much too good to 

me.” 

“As you are to me.” I gave her one last, long kiss and caressed her cheek, dazzling 
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her with my eyes and, likewise, being dazzled by hers. Such joy!  

I stepped from the shower and pulled on my Calvins, leaving her to finish bathing 

while I returned to another husbandly duty, nourishing the human. Back in the kitchen, I 

beat together raw eggs, sugar, and milk, then sprinkled nutmeg on top. Bella was just 

exiting the bathroom in a towel and pulling a comb through her hair when I brought her the 

drink.  

“Eggnog, my dear?” I offered, holding out the glass. She wrinkled her nose in 

distaste. 

“I’ve never really liked eggnog. It sounds so gross.” She accepted it anyway and 

gave it a sniff. “Hmm…it actually smells pretty good.” She took a tentative sip. “Wow! I 

didn’t think I liked this stuff!” She drained the glass in three giant swallows.  

“Would you like more?”  

“Um…yes, please.”  

It took no time to whip up another batch. I made a full pitcher and stored it for later, 

then handed her another glassful. She put down her comb and gulped about half of it. 

“Thanks, this is great!”  

I stepped close to her and wiped the milk moustache from around her mouth with 

my fingers. 

“You know what I think is great?” I asked, raising one eyebrow. 

“What?” She gave me a suspicious look. 

“You!” I snatched her up and tossed her over my shoulder to haul her back to bed.  

She slapped my butt through the thin cotton. “Ow!”  

Chuckling, I flopped her backward onto the bed and yanked off her towel in one 

swift motion. 

“Eek! The monster’s got me! Help! Help!”  

“No one can hear you, my pretty…,” I cackled in my best ghoul’s voice. I growled, 

then lunged for her throat. 

“Eeeeeeeek!” Bella screeched as I grabbed the skin of her throat with my lips and 

growled again. She reached for the waistband of my Calvin’s and I obligingly whisked 

them off. 

I nipped and growled my way down to her bellybutton, then sealed my lips to her 

skin and blew. She giggled at the rude sound and grabbed my hair, trying to pull my head 

away. I blew again and she giggled harder. I looked up. “Nice view from down here.”  

“Nice view from up here, too,” she replied. 

I swiped her bellybutton with my tongue to hear her laugh again. The scent of her 

arousal rose from between her thighs, my new favorite perfume. 

“Mmm, Bella, you smell good…may I?” I stroked her inner thigh and her heart did 

a double-take.  

“Mmm hmm.”  

“You sure?” I teased, trailing my fingers up, up, up, but not…quite…getting… 
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there.  

“Mmm hmm,” she repeated, beginning to pant. I pressed her thighs apart and she 

raised her knees. Her scent intensified.  

I slithered down her like a lizard, then lowered my mouth to her, stopping just 

before touching her flesh. I rolled my eyes upward to see her expression. “Are you 

ab…so…lute…ly certain? 

She watched me with her eyes partly closed and her mouth partly open. 

“Yes, Edward…yes…” She moaned the last word, trembling now.  

I spread her glistening flesh with my thumbs. The bud of her clitoris, tucked in at 

the top, was bright red and, engorged with blood. I flicked it with my tongue and her leg 

muscles twitched.  

“Oooh…,” she moaned. 

I licked a long stroke through her center and then another. She felt scorching hot 

against my tongue.  

What must that feel like?  

When she reached downward, I caught her hands and pinned them to her sides. In 

response, she spread her thighs further apart and groaned, raising herself toward me. I 

tucked her hands beneath her buttocks, trapping them.  

“Touch me, Edward…,” she begged, her voice rough and pleading. 

I stroked her with the tip of my tongue. 

“Like that?” I teased 

“Yes, yessss…,” her moan trailed off. “More, pleeeese…”  

“Or more like this?” I wiggled my tongue. Her eyes were shut, but her mouth gaped 

open. 

“Ohhhhhh…” She rocked her hips. I wiggled my tongue. “Ohhhhhh…”  

I couldn’t tease her any longer. She was simply too exciting. 

“Ahh…” I moaned, slipping a finger inside her heat.  

She rose off the mattress, frantic, and I pressed my hips into it to relieve some of the 

pressure of my own arousal. Again her hand escaped and I waylaid it, tucking it firmly 

beneath her. I licked her again and glanced up. She was positively writhing.  

“More…” 

I growled and began stroking her in earnest, my tongue moving quickly over her 

most tender spot. A high-pitched cry broke from her, a single note, repeated over and over 

in time to my stroking. Suddenly, her body went rigid and her interior muscles began to 

undulate. I gasped with her, riding the wave of her pleasure.  

When it was over, her body went limp. I looked up and saw she had dozed off 

again. Chuckling, I crawled up beside her and nestled my front to her back, spoon-style. An 

hour passed before Bella awoke.  

“Edward?”  

“Yes, Bella?”  
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“Sorry I fell asleep. I’m just so tired.”  

“You have been sleeping a lot.” 

“I know! Is this what happens to married ladies? Do we turn into big, fat slugs, just 

eating and sleeping constantly?”  

“And making love,” I added with a smile. 

“It must be really boring for you, being married.”  

“Nope, not a bit!”  

Bella rolled over to face me. 

“I love you, Edward…” She reached to kiss me and I happily responded.  

When we finally broke apart, I remembered to ask, “Are you hungry?”  

“Yes, I kind of am.”  

“What would you like? Cereal, toast, yogurt, fruit?”  

“Eggs, please.”  

“Do you want some bacon?”  

“No thanks, just eggs.” 

“Whatever you say. Scrambled?”  

“Sure. Do you have any more of that eggnog?”  

“I do indeed.”  

Dutifully, I retrieved a fresh glass and when I returned, found Bella had dozed off. I 

set it on the bedside table and returned to the kitchen. When I came back carrying a plate of 

eggs, I saw she had drunk the eggnog and fallen asleep again.  

“Here’s your breakfast,” I said softly as I sat beside her. She opened her eyes and, 

sitting up, wolfed down the plate of five scrambled eggs in less than two minutes.  

“Mmm. Thank you, husband.”  

“You’re welcome, wife.” I grinned. 

“But I’m still hungry,” she whispered.  

As I began to rise, Bella threw one leg over my lap and both her arms around my 

neck.  

“Not that kind of hungry. This kind of hungry.” She leaned in for a kiss. 

I gave her a peck, then asked, “You don’t want to go swimming?”  

“No.”  

“Boating?”  

“No.”  

“Sunning?”  

“No.”  

“Fishing?”  

“No.”  

“Hiking?”  

“No.”  

“Video?”  



Breaking Dawn: Edward  101 

P.A. Lassiter  Twilight: The Missing Pieces 

“Uh…no.”  

“Chess?”  

“No.”  

“You want to make a baby?” I raised one eyebrow. 

“No, Edward,” she replied firmly. “I want to try to make a baby!” She grinned. 

“At your service, my darling—I’ll service you any time you like!”  

We both started giggling, then Bella began to stroke my chest and we giggled no 

more.  

Scooting close, she wrapped her legs around my waist. Ahhhh! I rotated us and set 

my feet on the floor, then lifted her over me with my hands under her bottom. She guided 

me to her and I lowered her slowly. 

“Oh…Bella,” I groaned, as her body settled over mine in a thrilling caress. “I love 

you, my darling.”  

“I love you.”  

Our eyes locked and we touched our lips together feeling and celebrating this 

powerful new bond between us. I lifted her and let gravity pull her down again. She 

clutched at my hair and gasped. 

“Are you all right?” I murmured against her lips. 

“Yes…do it again,” she whispered, throwing her head back. 

I lifted her and let her sink slowly, then again, then again as her fingers twined 

tightly through my hair and her voice rose in pitch. After several minutes, she pushed at my 

chest and, catching on to what she desired, I lay back and let her take over. She crouched 

over me and pushed my hand down between us. I was happy to touch her there, thrilled 

even, and focusing on her pleasure kept me from the brink. When my fingers hit their mark, 

Bella groaned deep and low. She dropped her head and her soft hair draped over my face 

engulfing me with its sweet strawberry scent.  

What did this feel like to her? It was impossible to know, but her facial expression 

implied it was extraordinarily good. I had to concentrate so I wouldn’t accidentally hurt her 

with my touch. Delicacy was required, even for a vampire.  

When I felt her climax nearing, as an experiment, I stopped moving my finger. She 

groaned with impatience. I counted to seven before starting again, whereupon she moaned 

in relief. As her climax approached, again I stopped touching her. She cried out in 

frustration, but the sound vibrated with passion, deep and guttural. I nearly lost control of 

myself. My lap and the bedclothes beneath me were drenched with her arousal. Her heart 

pounded wildly and in my excitement, I nipped at her neck, allowing my tongue to stroke 

her carotid artery to feel her pulsating blood.  

Ahhh…I wanted…needed… 

When I halted my touch again, she went still, joining me in this game of arousal and 

deferral, build up and delay. Seven seconds, slow as minutes, ticked by, the strain of her 

denial turning to the thrill of anticipation for us both. When my finger touched her sweet 
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spot, she instantly explodedthere was no other word for it. Her body quaked with the 

power of her release. I propped her upright to watch. My gawd, she was beautiful!  

How did I get so lucky?  

I could no longer resist her pull. “Ahhhh…Bella…!” I cried, clutching her to me. 

My body shuddered and shook as I joined her in ecstasy.  

 

 

 

As Bella lay asleep beside me, I gazed at her and marveled at my good fortune at having 

won her love. I never could have imagined how my immortal existence would be altered by 

this chocolate-eyed beauty who stumbled into the Forks High School cafeteria on a dreary 

winter day, a day no different than the thousand before it. She was mine. Heaven did exist. 

The sensuous lines of her body, the curve of her buttocks, and the gentle swelling of 

her breasts enchanted me. I couldn’t get enough of her silky skin against mine. I stroked her 

gently from the back of her knee up the length of her thigh, over her hip and around her 

waist. I caressed her ribcage and dragged my fingers over her breasts to her rosy pink 

nipples, soft and relaxed as she slept.  

Did my eyes deceive me or had her breasts changed? I cupped the left one, 

measuring its girth, then let its weight settle in my palm. It was fuller and heavier than the 

week before. I switched sides. The right one too—swollen.  

I smiled, reminded of a joke Emmett had told me as a newborn. 

“Human girls’ ‘tits’ get bigger the more you play with them,” he’d said and roared 

with laughter while Rosalie threw daggers with her eyes. 

I hadn’t known how to respond, given that I’d never played with any and couldn’t 

imagine why one would want to particularly. Gads, had I ever changed! 

It must be hormones. Bella’s body changed continuously during her monthly cycle. 

I thought I’d tracked all its nuances over the previous three months, but maybe not. Or 

perhaps Bella’s hormones had been altered by our sexual activity. I’d read that human 

men’s beards grew faster and thicker during active sexual periods, stimulated by extra 

testosterone. And I’d been in high school long enough to observe the phenomenon of boys 

with little facial or body hair suddenly turning into Sasquatch at the loss of their virginity. 

That, in turn, made them appear more masculine, which attracted more females. It made 

sense, biologically speaking. 

In Bella’s case, the extra softness wasn’t unwelcome. I sighed and, for the 

thousandth time that week, marveled at my great good fortune. 


