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8-B. EXPLORING 
 

Bella had gained weight. There was no doubt about it. She’d been wearing fewer clothes 

lately, but just by looking at her, I could tell her traveling outfit would fit her tightly now. 

Her breasts were getting larger and seemed to be more sensitive, as well. She liked my 

mouth on them. Twice recently, she’d slid up my body until one or the other breast was in 

the vicinity of my lips and wordlessly asked for favors. I was more than willing.  

As far as clothes went, Bella had given up her shoes the day after we arrived on Isle 

Esme. She kept a pair of flip-flops by the back door and a pair of deck shoes on the boat and 

that’s pretty much where they stayed. Next she abandoned her brassieres. Soon after our 

arrival, it seemed, she began spilling over the top of them and they’d grown uncomfortable, 

digging ridges in her skin.  

I looked forward to seeing what clothing she would discard next and I wasn’t 

disappointed. Despite being naturally modest, Bella gave up her t-shirts (“too hot”) in favor 

of bikini tops. During the second week of our stay, she began discarding even those in the 

afternoons (“too tight”). I loved Bella topless, but suspected an ulterior motive.  

My wife’s body enthralled me. I loved to try new things, to touch her in different 

ways and watch her facial expressions transform from amused to interested to 

absorbed—and if I did things right—to ecstatic. It was thrilling how responsive Bella was 

to me, stimulating in the extreme.  

Going topless meant we had to be careful she didn’t burn all that tender, pale skin. 

Bella didn’t tan, just scorched red in the sun. Though a pretty color, apparently it was quite 

painful. One of our first days in the sun, she turned pink after only fifteen minutes and since 

then, I had made it my job to slather her with sun-blocking lotion. (Note to self: another 

item for the guide to caring for a human.)  

The more clothes Bella gave up, the more sun lotion I got to applynifty, how that 

worked. She did her face, but let me do the rest. At first, I lotioned only her arms, upper 

chest and throat, upper back, legs, and feet. When she started wearing bikinis, I got to add 

her stomach and mid-back. The ritual made our first week better, because though I couldn’t 

make love to her, at least I had an excuse to touch her. I always had to stop too soon, 

though, before she got excessively wound up, and then frustrated and mad when I stopped. 

I was frustrated too, but even more frightened of hurting her again. 

After our headboard-gouging “leap forward” in the bedroom, Bella often 

abandoned tops altogether and I got to rub her breasts with lotion several times a day. It 

made me want to drag her outside at every possible turn. (Then back inside…or not.) 

Two days prior, I’d brought a wet cloth to bed to wash the foul-tasting lotion off her 

breasts. The instant I touched her, her nipples grew erect and she began humming in 
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pleasure, so I took the left one in my mouth and sucked vigorously. Bella squealed, then 

moaned. I was trusting myself more to correctly interpret her sounds and I was pretty sure 

the former had been a squeal of delight. To test the theory, I leaned over and pulled her 

right nipple into my mouth. Another squeal. Her nipples were extraordinarily sensitive.  

Bella’s hand moved south down her body and I intercepted it, twining my fingers 

through hers. Could she climax if I touched only her breasts? My reading on the subject 

indicated it was possible. 

When I released her hand, it strayed down again and I stopped touching her. She 

wriggled to encourage me to continue, but I didn’t respond until her hand touched my face, 

checking whether I was still animate. I licked her right nipple and rolled the left between 

my fingers. Her head flopped into the mattress and she closed her eyes, moaning in 

pleasure.  

I kept on and as her sexual tension increased, she grew more restless. Her hips 

rolled insistently in an alluring rhythm. Aching for her, I surrendered to my desire and 

shifted on top of her, aligning my hips with hers. She raised her knees in welcome and as 

we kissed, I found my way into her slick, heated center. She was enormously swollen 

inside, her tissues engorged with blood. 

Ahhh….  

I’d intended to pleasure her, but my body insisted I gratify myself, to thrust and 

plunge, hard and fast. I fought the urge and pushed deeply into her, pinning her hips to the 

mattress so she couldn’t move, couldn’t tempt me. When I sucked hard on her nipple, she 

did so anyway by clamping down around me, sending me into paroxysms of pleasure. It 

took several moments for me to regain control of myself.  

Proceeding with the experiment, I held my hips still and focused on her breasts, 

mouthing, squeezing, and stroking. Soon I felt her hand burrow between our bodies as she 

sought more direct stimulation. I stopped moving altogether. 

“Edward, what’s wrong?” When her hand came back to touch my face, I resumed 

my attentions.  

She left her hand on my waist, the other buried in my hair, and I redoubled my 

efforts, sucking hard on her left nipple and rolling the right one between my thumb and 

forefinger. She moaned and clenched and tried to rock her hips to entice me to move inside 

her, which nearly drove me to distraction, but I continued my stroking, sucking, and 

massaging. Five minutes passed, then ten. Her excitement continued to rise along with the 

pitch of her cries. Then after fifteen minutes of this stimulation, she went rigid, and it 

seemed she would tip over the edge. Her fingers pushed between us and I stopped touching 

her. 

With a groan of frustration, Bella grabbed my hair to pull me back, and with her 

hands away from her crotch, I complied. But when she reached between us again, I stopped 

again. The experiment was too engaging to abandon this late in the game. 

Though I couldn’t read her mind, maybe she was beginning to read mine. She 
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returned her free hand to my waist and I bent to her nipples. She moved her hand to her 

crotch and I pulled back.  

To my waist.  

Start.  

Between her legs.  

Stop.  

She raised her hand above her head.  

Start.  

Toward her nether regions. 

Stop.  

Then she reached up and reached down quickly to see how fast I could respond to 

her hand signals. I easily kept up and she burst out laughing.  

“Edwarrrrrrd…,” she whined. Her hand was high, so I toyed with her breasts. 

“What are you doooing?” Her voice rose an octave.  

I didn’t stop. She reached down and I did. 

“I’m trying something.” 

“What are you trying? You must think this is very funny.”  

“Well, it is amusing to see how quickly you figured out the pattern. What I was 

actually doing, though, was seeing if I could make you come without you using your 

hands.” 

“Do you mind me using my hands?” 

“No, not at all. It’s hot, actually.” I cringed to hear myself using Emmett slang. “I 

mean, it excites me.”  

“Well, then why are you discouraging me?”  

“I was curious. It seems like you respond strongly to this…” I kneaded her breast 

and sucked her nipple.  

“Ahhh,” she groaned. She threw her arms over her head in a dramatic gesture that I 

couldn’t miss.  

I grinned. Such a saucy lady! Thank you, God!  

I returned my focus to my wife’s body, giving her breasts my full attention. Eight 

minutes passed and Bella’s excitement rose again slowly, a deep, smoldering fire. She 

panted and her scent swirled around me in a delicious, confounding cloud. Her scarlet 

nipples were hard as pebbles. I sucked harder until suddenly a wave began inside her, a 

series of long, slow muscle contractions that gently massaged me. She hummed a single 

note—middle F—or more accurately, a vibration poised around middle F. She was 

climaxing, but it felt different this time. I kept sucking at her nipples, feeling her pleasure 

that went on and on.  

How I’d kept myself in check till then, I had no idea, but suddenly, my body gave 

over, fast and hard, catching me by surprise. My hips thrust into her and my lips clamped 

down on her nipple. She jumped and I let go, but kept thrusting in her slowly, savoring my 
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release.  

Why had no one told me making love would be like this? Maybe I’d have taken 

Tanya up on offers of sex long ago! But no. It wouldn’t have been the same with Tanya. I’d 

never felt one iota of the physical attraction I felt toward Bella, though Tanya was 

absolutely desirable.  

The difference was love. 

“Sorry…,” I whispered after we’d both stopped moving. 

“For what?”  

“For biting your nipple like that.”  

“You didn’t actually bite, did you?”  

“No, of course not. I wouldn’t do that.”  

“Then you have nothing to apologize for.”  

“Didn’t it hurt? It seemed like it hurt.” 

“It did a little, I guess, but I didn’t care. Everything felt too good.”  

I lifted her chin with my finger and covered her lips with mine, kissing her tenderly.  

“Does it hurt now?” I murmured, touching it with the tip of my finger. 

“A little. Mostly, it’s just very sensitive. When you suck on my nipples…”—I 

watched the blood flood up her neck to her face—“…this electric charge shoots from there 

to between my legs. It’s almost overwhelming.” She turned her face and lowered her eyes 

while her cheeks turned a blazed crimson. 

“Mmm, that sounds very, very nice,” I said, drawing my finger over the heat of her 

blushing cheeks.  

“Yes, it is. Thank you, Edward.” 

“Anytime.” I smiled.  

“Any time?” She raised her eyebrows.  

I put my mouth back on the non-bruised nipple and sucked it gently. 

“It feels so good!” Bella rasped.  

“I must say I’m a little envious,” I said, my lips moving against her breast. “I don’t 

think that works on me.” 

“Maybe I’m just not strong enough yet.”  

“Maybe not.” She could be right. 

 

 

Whether due to “being played with,” I didn’t know, but Bella’s breasts had grown larger 

since the beginning of our honeymoon by two or three inches. Her waist had thickened too 

and her behind was more rounded. She looked beautiful with her new curves and her skin 

glowed with the effects of the subtropical sunlight.  

Still, it puzzled me how she could gain weight on eggs and milk and the occasional 

energy bar. She’d accepted the latter from me one day when were caught in a tropical 

rainstorm in the boat. I pulled us into a cove of one of the little islands and we waited it out 
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beneath some tall shoreline brush. The downpour lasted a long while and it had been at 

least four hours since Bella last ate. She took the energy bar from me begrudgingly, but 

after eating one, asked for another, then another. They were high in calories, which I 

thought she needed, since eggs are a low-calorie food and she ate little else. I stuffed her 

omelets with meat and vegetables when she let me and I’d switched her to drinking whole 

milk, which Gustavo brought over every few days.  

What a nice man, incidentally. He’d married Kaure over forty years before and they 

were still happy together. He apologized for his wife’s superstitious ways. That first 

cleaning day, he translated some of what she said in Ticuna to Portuguese, but I spoke 

Ticuna and Gustavo’s translations were kind at best. He left things out, like “blood 

drinker” and “devil.” I knew exactly what Kaure thought of me. She was frightened for 

Bella and felt the need to check up on her. It was a kind impulse, actually, since she would 

never accept that Bella was truly my wife, not my plaything or my dinner. 

I might eat her later, though. The raunchy thought popped into my head and I 

grinned guiltily. It was appalling how “male” I’d become since my initiation to the 

pleasures of sex. I used to be above all that. Emmett had always thought I was prudish, but 

it wasn’t that exactly. I had more of an inclination toward gentlemanliness than Emmett, 

but that wasn’t it either. I just wasn’t interested in his male sense of humor before. Now I 

found Emmett’s jokes popping into my head constantly, and not just his, but my own base 

puns and innuendo as well.  

I’d kept these thoughts to myself until yesterday, when out of nowhere Bella asked, 

“Do you know what those little bumps are around a lady’s nipples?” I stared at her in 

surprise.  

She didn’t wait for my reply. “They’re Braille for ‘Suck Here’.” She cackled in 

mirth, making me laugh. 

“Did you get a choice of messages at birth?”  

“No, I missed that.”  

“Maybe I should check yours then. They might say something else.”  

I materialized in front of her, untied her bikini top, and began to decipher her 

nipples, which reacted instantly to my touch. I can read Braille, but the closest I got was 

“B-R-A” if I read one letter on the right nipple and the other two on the left and ignored 

random bumps in between.  

“I’m getting ‘B-R-A’,” I said, “and I’m thinking it stands for ‘Brava!’ What do you 

think?”  

“‘Brava,’ huh? It could be short for ‘brazen.’” 

“Could be,” I said. “I think it needs closer inspection.”  

I picked her up and hauled her to the bedroom. Yup, she’d gained 7.48 pounds on 

our honeymoon, which I regarded as a good sign. Maybe I was doing okay with her care 

and maintenance, though we had been spending a lot of time in bed lately. With Bella 

wearing so little around the house—sometimes a pair of shorts, sometimes a bikini, 



Breaking Dawn: Edward  108 

P.A. Lassiter  Twilight: The Missing Pieces 

sometimes only half a bikini—we hadn’t been outside much for a couple of days. Soon we 

must add some vertical activity to our horizontal exploits. Bella needed to stretch her 

muscles, get some exercise and fresh air. But one more day wouldn’t hurt. 

I laid her on the bed and leaped on top of her, landing with my arms and feet 

extended just enough to create a tight cage around her body. She gasped and started 

laughing. We giggled and kissed, kissed and giggled, and Bella reached for the waistband 

of my boxer-briefs and gave them a yank. I whipped them off for her and she began to 

stroke me. 

Ahhh! I would never grow accustomed to that feeling.  

Bella was creative with her hands and good at divining what I liked by my response 

to her touch. I rolled off her and began to reciprocate before discovering anew that though 

I could maintain the motion of my fingers while she was distracting me in provocative 

ways, she could not. When Bella was being erotically engaged, she lost herself to sensation 

and her hands ceased to function.  

As I touched her, she began to melt, becoming W-E-T, wet, her vulva so engorged 

that I could smell the swirling blood distinctly and separately from her arousal. Her hands 

stopped moving on me, not that I minded. I enjoyed stretching things out and making them 

last.  

I vibrated my thumb against her sweet spot and Bella gasped, then wrapped her leg 

around my waist, giving me greater access. I sank my middle finger into her and curved it 

forward to rub against her front wall. She loved that. Every time I touched her there, she 

turned feline, completely absorbed in massaging herself against my finger…starting, 

stopping, rotating slightly in one direction or the other. She’d stay focused on it until 

reaching some plateau of satisfaction, then she’d come back to me. 

How would it feel to her if I touched her through a different wall? I dipped my little 

finger in her wetness and slid it into the crack of her behind. I continued stroking her while 

letting my little finger press against the folds of skin that marked the other entrance to her 

body. She froze momentarily at my touch, then relaxed and let it be.  

“Are you okay, my love?” I asked, hearing the gravel in my voice. 

“I’m…good…”  

“Darling, you must tell me at once if I hurt you in any way.”  

She dutifully nodded.  

“I’m bound to try things you won’t like and you must say so, okay? I only want to 

make you feel good.”  

“Mmmm…” she replied, sort of. 

I took her at her non-word and pressed against her back opening. She tightened 

down.  

“Try pushing out when I press in,” I murmured. “It’s a trick they teach in medical 

school.”  

“Mmm hmm,” Bella hummed as I continued to stroke her.  
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Alice had put together a packet of sexual aids along with Bella’s toiletries kit, and a 

medicine kit, a makeup kit, and a feminine products kit. There was even a manicure kit 

complete with different colors of nail polish. Alice thought of everything. How sexy it 

would be to paint Bella’s toenails. Later.  

Alice’s sex kit was in a clear zippered bag and contained condoms (though I didn’t 

see us needing those and they’d never stick to my marble skin, anyway), lubricant, scented 

candles in tiny tins, some vibrating gadgets that looked like fun, and some natural plant 

oils. I reached for the almond oil and dribbled some on my fingers. Bella moaned when I 

slid them across her tender, private skin. She liked it. Me too. 

This time when my little finger stroked her, I felt her push outward. “That’s right. 

That’s how it works, love. May I touch you inside there?” It was always good to ask.  

Bella nodded and hummed another “mmm hmm.” I pressed my oiled finger against 

her and when she relaxed, slid it inside her. 

“Ahhhh,” she gasped. 

“I love you,” I groaned. My tongue sought her lips and pressed between them into 

her mouth. I was shockingly aroused. That she would allow me to penetrate all of these 

portals to her body was miraculous. It felt almost like I was sharing her warm human body, 

so different than mine.  

How she could be stirred by my chilly solidity? I wondered fleetingly. 

“Edward, I love you,” she murmured, “with my heart and with my body. My body 

is your body, like the wedding vows say, though more eloquently.”  

“With my body I thee worship…” I quoted. 

I stroked her inside, front and back and she shivered and moaned. My thumb kept 

up a gentle rhythmic stroke across her clitoris until I could no longer resist her excitement. 

“Bella, I need you now…,” I croaked. 

“Yesss…” 

I withdrew my fingers gently and she guided me to her wet, swollen tissues. I slid 

inside with one long, slow stroke and a throaty growl emerged from my throat. 

“I…will never…get used to…that feeling…my love,” I said between panting 

breaths. 

She moaned in reply.  

I wrapped my arm around her and pressed my finger again to her back entry. She 

allowed me inside her with a sharp inhalation and then relaxed as I stroked her in tandem 

front and back. Bella undulated, her eyes shut, and moaned a low, feral tone. I shuddered, 

wildly excited. 

She reached down to touch herself and when her fingers met their mark, her internal 

muscles clamped down hard. 

“Do it,” I whispered. “I want to feel you come.”  

I moved my hips, in, out, slowly, slowly, and pressed another finger into her. 

Twisting them left and right, I found myself stroking my own penis through her internal 
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wall. I pressed deeply into her, front and back, and she cried out.  

“Okay, love?”  

She just groaned and thrust herself forcefully onto my fingers.  

“Bella, darling,” I whispered in her ear, “I can’t reach any deeper.”  

“You could, though,” she muttered. I felt the heat of her blood as it rushed to her 

face. 

“You want me inside you here?” I wiggled my fingers and she gasped.  

“It’s extraordinary, Edward, absolutely extraordinary,” she murmured. “Let’s try 

it.”  

“Really, Bella, are you sure?” I gazed into her eyes trying to read her, not at all sure 

this was a good idea. 

“Yes, I want to try it.”  

“Why?” I asked, dubious.  

“I want to try…everything…with you.”  

I hung there immobilized at the power of her words. The depth of Bella’s trust 

stunned me. That she should want me in such a way was inconceivable, considering how 

dangerous it was for her to be intimate with me in any fashion. I wanted to give her 

everything she wanted, of course, but…. 

As I hesitated, uncertainty claiming me, she blew her sweet breath across my face. 

My mouth didn’t water as hers might have done, but at that moment, the act had a visceral 

effect on me. 

“We can try. No promises.”  

“That’s all I ask,” she said in my ear. 

I took a deep breath and withdrew from her, then let her guide me to her back 

entrance. Slowly, gently, I pressed the tip of my marble-hard penis against her tight 

muscle. She was a lot more relaxed than before, but she wasn’t that relaxed. I reached for 

Alice’s sex kit on the nightstand and felt for a small metal disk with a twist-off lid. In it was 

a topical anesthetic that could ease the way. I was curious what it would feel like to be 

inside her other passage, but mostly, her desire aroused me…fiercely. I flicked off the lid 

on the container and smelled mint.  

“Do you like this scent?” I asked. It was laced with lemon.  

“Yes, a lot,” she breathed. 

“It’s an anesthetic, so it won’t hurt you when I enter.”  

“Alice thinks of everything, doesn’t she?”  

“Yes, it’s scary. Even scarier that we’re finding a use for all of it.”  

Bella giggled.  

I applied the salve to my third finger and massaged it into her tight flesh. After 

several moments, her sphincter muscle relaxed and I slipped my finger inside her. 

“Ahh…” she groaned, the sound vibrating in her chest.  

I pulled back and added another finger. As she relaxed, both slid in easily, the oils 
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in the anesthetic making her slippery. She lay beneath me, panting heavily, with her mouth 

half open, her eyes half shut. 

“What is your preference?”  

She widened her eyes and gave me a perplexed look.  

“Above? Below?” 

She didn’t speak, but curled into a ball with her knees raised to her chest.  

“Ready, darling?”  

She nodded.  

“I love you,” I breathed, wild with desire. I tried to remain calm as she took me in 

her hands and pulled me to her tender tissue.  

With more experience behind me, I was able to control my movements in both 

pressure and speed. At first, she was simply too tight to enter, but then she remembered to 

push outward and her narrow opening widened. I slid inside her. She bore down and I slid 

in further. 

“Okay, love?” I rasped. 

“Yes,” she mouthed. “Go on.”  

Slowly, I eased forward until our bodies were nearly flush. Then she wailed and I 

froze. 

“S’good, s’good,” she slurred in reassurance. 

I pushed in to the hilt and she shrieked. It was the sound of raw desire, no filter, no 

restraint. Electrifying. I pushed again and her muscles contracted powerfully around me, 

tight and strong.  

“Keep doing…yes…,” she gasped. I continued the dance and she cried a steady, 

high-pitched note.  

“I want to come, I want…, I need…” 

I growled, beside myself with excitement. 

She seemed to have lost her fine motor coordination and so I took over, touching 

her through the hood of her clitoris, a gentle circular motion.  

“Faster…,” she breathed.  

She glistened with moisture. Her arousal flowed from her onto me, a little river 

between her buttocks, soaking us both and the bed sheets beneath us. 

“Mmmmm…,” I moaned, and then growled when her muscles clamped down. I 

pulled back, nearly exiting her body before pressing in again with a single, slow stroke. I 

bumped her back wall and she shrieked. 

“Again, do it again, do it…” she chanted softly. Her clitoris swelled under my 

fingers.  

My woman was driving me mad! I hung on the edge, nearly as desperate as her. She 

gripped me rhythmically. I couldn’t breathe. I could only melt into her as her muscles 

massaged me in their tight, overheated chamber. Then she tightened down sharply.  

Bella’s orgasm came hard and fast. The spasms were much stronger in her back 
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passage. Much. She shrieked, but her face registered jubilation, pure joy. I felt my own 

release approaching and thrust into her. She squeezed down and, with my eyes screwed 

shut and my jaw gaping open, I yielded to the explosion that rolled from the base of me 

through my aching shaft.  

“Grrrrrrr….” The sound tore from my chest as a second eruption followed the 

first. What I wouldn’t give for her carotid! It wasn’t a thought so much as the memory of a 

feeling turning to instinctive motion. I pushed her knees wide and leaned between them, 

moving my lips toward her throat and the vein I could see jumping just beneath her skin. I 

wanted the blood…wanted it...wanted it now! 

Bella shrieked once more and her muscles clenched powerfully, startling me from 

my murderous trance. I snapped my head back. To my surprise, tears were pouring from 

my love’s eyes. Blinking rapidly, I altered the course of my lips from her neck to her cheek 

where I kissed the tears away. She smiled and I looked into her eyes. She was happy.  

So was I. I stroked her hair and rocked us both. Her throat muscles jumped 

invitingly when she tried to swallow, but the perilous moment had passed. 

After a time, she stilled, and as I gently withdrew from her, I saw she’d drifted to 

sleep. I rolled her onto her side and buried my nose in her hair, inhaling her delicious scent. 

Then I tucked myself against her back and wrapped my arm around her. If there were any 

way, any way at all, that I could have slept, I would have liked to then.  

To dream of my Bella. My forever love. 

 


