
Breaking Dawn: Edward  113 

P.A. Lassiter  Twilight: The Missing Pieces 

9. TRUTH 
  

We had been on Isle Esme for nearly two weeks and it was time for me to hunt. I could 

have put it off, but after the powerful craving I’d had for my wife’s blood the night before, 

it seemed wiser not to wait. Bella had decided she wanted to stay a few more weeks, so I 

might as well go sooner than later. 

We had spent an active day outside. We walked through the jungle to see the 

colorful birds, then I carried her down the cliff on my back and we swam in the waves off 

the white sand beach below. We lounged in the sunshine until Bella’s suppertime, when we 

returned to the cottage and I offered to cook something for her. All that time I’d spent 

learning to cook chicken Marsala and sole Florentine and other gourmet dishes from 

“Emeril!” was completely wasted because Bellawanted only eggs. She ate a large omelet, 

into which I’d stuffed some meat and vegetables. She wasn’t crazy about the additions, but 

she was so hungry that she ate it anyway and drank two glasses of eggnog. She was full and 

sleepy then and when I held her in my arms on the couch with a video playing, she quickly 

dozed off.  

After an hour’s nap, Bella woke up feeling frisky. She turned around in my arms 

and pulled the cushions from beneath my back to lay me down flat. Then she stretched on 

top of me and began to kiss my chest and throat, working her way up to my lips. With 

experience, I had learned how not to destroy either Bella or the furniture by grabbing and 

squeezing the soft upholstery to keep my hands safe. With new confidence, I let Bella have 

her way with me right there on the couch. She wanted to kiss meall of meand I happily 

sacrificed myself to her pleasure. 

Once again, Bella had gone comatose after making love. I carried her into the 

bedroom and tucked her into bed. If the last week was any indication, she wouldn’t wake 

for at least ten hours. I wanted to hunt and get back before she awoke so that she wouldn’t 

have time to worry or even to miss me. I wrote a note explaining where I was and left it on 

the pillow beside her before heading out. 

To make the trip as efficient as possible, I phoned Carlisle to ask where to find the 

nearest game. He did some quick research and discovered much to his dismay, that since 

the 1970s when the whole family had stayed for an extended time, the number of game 

species anywhere near Rio had dwindled to essentially none. There was still game to be 

found in the Amazon rainforest and in the western marsh region of Brazil, the Pantanal, but 

Brazil is a huge country, and both of those areas were at least 2000 miles from Rio.  

Rio de Janeiro resides in what is called the Atlantic Rainforest zone, but 90% of the 

trees had been cut down. There simply wasn’t room left for large game to survive. What 

larger species did remain in the region were endangered or nearly endangered—the jaguar, 
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the spectacled bear, the woolly spider monkey and the lion tamarind. I didn’t think I could 

manage feeding on the latter two even if they weren’t nearly extinct. Hunting primates was 

just not a good idea for a vegetarian vampire. 

There are lots of islands in the Atlantic, but they are volcanic, on the barren side, 

and support only small mammal species. I couldn’t see myself draining fifty rats; marine 

mammals were not an option; and, according to Carlisle, even the largest sharks didn’t 

have enough blood in them to make the effort worthwhile. It seemed that along with the 

animal species, vegetarian vampires soon would be extinct in the region too. Human prey 

was more than abundant and Rio de Janeiro had loads of criminal gang members who truly 

deserved untimely deaths, but that part of my life—hunting criminals—was long past.  

Fortunately, through the internet, Carlisle found one place that still had some game. 

A Brazilian island called Trinidade, northeast of Rio, had a small population of wild goats, 

descendants of herds that had been brought to the island in the 1700s. The Brazilians had 

been trying to eradicate them because they decimated the flora of the island and caused 

serious erosion. In the 21st century, it would seem that the Cullens were their only natural 

predator. This hunt would require a very long swim, which would still be much faster than 

taking the boat. 

After uttering a prayer for Bella’s comfort and safety while I was gone, I ran into 

the ocean. 

 

 

 

The swim to Trinidade, finding the goats, and swimming back took much longer than I had 

hoped. Trinidade is twice as far from the Brazilian coast as Vancouver Island is long. It 

wasn’t an impossible distance, but it wasn’t quick to traverse, either. 

It was close to noon by the time I returned to Isle Esme and, entering the cottage, I 

came upon a disturbing sceneBella was lying asleep on the couch with the television 

spitting static. All of the windows were open, though very little breeze was in evidence, 

and an odd scent of fried fat hung in the air. She must have been lying there since before 

dawn, because all the lights were on in the house. She had donned a blue silk sleeping outfit 

that was completely soaked in sweat. As I sat down behind her and pulled her overheated 

body into my lap, she opened her eyes. 

“I’m sorry,” I said as I wiped her forehead. “So much for thoroughness. I didn’t 

think about how hot you would be with me gone. I’ll have an air conditioner installed 

before I leave again.” 

Bella’s eyes had gone a little glassy and a look of panic crossed her face.  

“Excuse me!” she said sharply as she lurched out of my arms and launched herself 

across the room toward the bathroom. I followed on her heels. 

“Bella?”  

She crouched over the toilet and began regurgitating the contents of her stomach. I 
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gathered her hair in one hand and supported her weight in the other. This was something I 

had never witnessed. I went rigid with anxiety.  

“Bella? What’s wrong?” I asked, the tension shrill in my voice. 

She gasped for breath, her eyes shut, her head hanging down.  

“Damn rancid chicken,” she groaned a moment later after spitting into the toilet.  

“Are you all right?”  

“Fine,” Bella replied, still trying to catch her breath. “It’s just food poisoning. You 

don’t need to see this. Go away.” 

“Not likely, Bella.” Clearly, she was anything but fine. She tried to push me off, but 

there was no way I was leaving her alone, vomiting in the bathroom, especially not after the 

toilet-bowl incident. Falling and hitting one’s head on bathroom porcelain was not an 

uncommon way for humans to die. 

I lifted her carefully to the sink and kept her balanced while she bent over to clean 

her mouth, then I picked her up and carried her to the bedroom. I set her down on the bed, 

pulling her back against my chest and wrapping my cool arms around her. 

“Food poisoning?” My voice was tight.  

“Yeah, I made some chicken last night. It tasted off, so I threw it out. But I ate a few 

bites first.”  

So she’d craved something besides eggs…that was news. Now that she had been 

sick on the chicken, though, I doubted whether she’d try eating it again. I’d have to speak to 

Gustavo about the spoiled meat. 

I felt Bella’s forehead for a temperature, but with my skin against hers, it was 

impossible for me to tell exactly how warm she was. 

“How do you feel now?” I inquired again after a few moments.  

“Pretty normal. A little hungry, actually.”  

I didn’t see how that was possible considering how sick she had just been.  

“Does anything sound good to you?” 

“Eggs sound good.” 

“You’re bound to be dehydrated. Let me get you some water and we’ll see whether 

that stays down first.” 

After bringing the glass, I held her in my arms and rocked her gently. I’m not going 

to panic. It was just a stomach upset. It happens to humans all the time.  

She dozed in my arms and when she awoke twenty minutes later, she did seem fine. 

I got up to boil her some eggs. She followed me to the kitchen to watch, then I turned on the 

news while she wolfed down her breakfast. When she finished, I took the plate from her 

and pulled her back into my arms. We had a good excuse to sit around and snuggle on the 

couch.  

But I had relaxed too soon. Bella twisted around for a kiss, when suddenly she 

covered her mouth with her hand and rushed headlong for the kitchen sink where she 

noisily lost her breakfast. I began to panic. 
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“Maybe we should go back to Rio and see a doctor,” I suggested. 

Bella wouldn’t have it and instead decided to dig through Alice’s medicine kit for 

something to settle her stomach. Off to the bedroom she went while I washed dishes and 

compiled arguments for why she should see a doctor. If she got sick again, I would at least 

call my father and run through her symptoms with him.  

Had I not been so distraught, I might have found it amusing that I was considering 

calling my father for the third time while on my honeymoon. That couldn’t be normal 

practice for new grooms. I was anything but an ordinary groom.  

I was going to try trusting Bella with this. She had more experience with human 

maladies than I did, but I knew that even if she was truly ill, she would do her best to hide it 

from me. 

With that thought, I tensed, suddenly aware that she had been out of the room for 

much longer than finding medicine should have required. Listening, I heard absolutely no 

sound from the bedroom. Had she passed out?  

“Are you well? Did you get sick again?” I called through the closed door. 

“Yes and no,” Bella said in a strained voice.  

What was going on? Panic gripped me and I struggled to keep my voice even. 

“Bella, can I please come in?”  

“O…kay?” She sounded more confused than ill.  

I opened the door and joined her where she sat on the floor, staring into space. I 

touched her forehead. She must be feverish. 

“What’s wrong?” 

“How many days has it been since the wedding?” she asked, her voice so quiet that 

without my acute hearing, I wouldn’t have heard her.  

Though the question was entirely a non sequitur, relating neither to her health nor 

anything else that had gone on this morning, the answer was straightforward. 

“Seventeen. Bella, what is it?”  

She motioned for me to wait while she began mouthing numbers to herself. I was 

becoming absolutely frantic. 

“Bella!” I hissed. “I’m losing my mind over here.” Answer me! I wanted to shout. 

Was she in danger?  

Still, Bella made no reply and instead, shuffled interminably through the open 

suitcase on the floor. Finally, she held up a package containing menstrual products and 

looked at me in a meaningful way.  

My mind felt slow and thick, a river of mud. Why didn’t she speak? “What? Are 

you trying to pass this illness off as PMS?”  

Then she spoke, but it was a tongue I did not know. The words she said made no 

sense, did not parse. They landed in the mud flowing between my ears and were sucked 

under.  

Somewhere beneath the oozing, gloppy mud, I could hear Bella’s voice. The 
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strange sounds she made became lower and grew softer like a train whistle fading into the 

distance. The Doppler Effect—the phenomenon whereby sound waves made by an object 

moving toward the listener “bunch up,” creating a higher frequency tone, and sound waves 

made by an object moving away from the listener spread out, creating a lower frequency 

tone. 

I heard the whistle blowing …starting…stopping…starting again. It was so far 

away. It had nothing to do with Bella and me. We were on an island. There were no trains 

here. I could still hear it, though. Perhaps a ship was passing. That must be it. It was 

blowing its horn, over and over. It must be moving very, very slowly through the water. A 

heavy swishing sound floated in the air like static on a television…like a radio tuned 

between stations.  

Then through the disturbing white noise, a voice rang through, high and clear. “…I 

swear something moved inside me just now.”  

Moved inside…her? Living…inside her?  

Slowly, I absorbed the words and the shock jolted me back to that room, on that 

island, on my honeymoon…with my wife. Bella was speaking, telling Carlisle her 

symptoms. I hadn’t called him, but I could hear his voice clearly through the phone line. I 

reached out and felt the phone pressed into my hand.  

I raised the phone to my ear robotically, not yet ready to hear our idyll fracture into 

a million pieces.  

“Edward? Edward? Are you there?” My father’s voice. 

“Is it possible?” I let the words move from my throat to my tongue and through my 

lips without absorbing them into my brain. I could hear them being uttered from a distance. 

My father was speaking again, rushing through his words. I tried to attend, to focus on what 

he was telling me. 

“Edward, I am more sorry than I can say. I never thought this was possible. Humans 

have twenty-three chromosomal pairs and we have twenty-five. There are legends of the 

vampire incubus, but I’ve never known it to happen in real life. I don’t know what it means 

for the offspring, either. It might die in utero. It might be…” He hesitated on the words 

before he could bring himself to say them to me. “Might be…not…right.” I knew what he 

meant. Visions of a hundred deformities flashed through my mind in an instant. 

“And Bella?” Saying her name abruptly cleared my head and I reached out for her. 

Her cheeks were wet. I hugged her close as if I could ward off the danger threatening her 

from the inside. 

“I don’t know, son. With chromosomal anomalies like this, there’s truly no telling 

what is growing in her. It does seem evident, though, that it is developing at an impossible 

rate. A rate that, were it to continue, could pose a serious threat. It could be like a cancer 

that pulls all the resources from her body until she has nothing left. Or it could simply tear 

her apart from the inside. We need to assess her condition and act quickly. You must bring 

Bella home, Edward, as soon as you possibly can. Do you understand?”  
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“Yes. Yes, I will.” I cut the connection. If I could have carried Bella back to Forks 

on my back, I would have picked her up at that moment and started running. Unfortunately, 

we had to get home by conventional means. I set to the task immediately. Every minute 

could mean the difference between… 

But I could not afford to let my thoughts go in that direction. We could fix this! 

Everything was going to be okay. Bella would be safe. I would not let anything happen to 

my Bella. Not now.  

Not ever.  


