
Eclipse: Edward  187 

P.A. Lassiter  Twilight: The Missing Pieces 

16. Competition 
 

After the discussions with my family, I ran back to Charlie’s house. 

“Edward!” Bella cried when she opened the front door. I stepped inside and took 

her in my arms. “Are you okay?” she asked. 

“Yes, of course,” I said, kissing her forehead.  

She tilted her head back and I touched her cheek with my fingers. As she looked at 

me, I saw the relief clearly in her eyes. I was glad that I could do that for her. 

“What are you two doing out there?” Charlie intruded with a question from the 

kitchen. 

We didn’t bother to answer. I took Bella’s hand and we walked into the kitchen 

together. 

“Good evening, Charlie,” I greeted him. Charlie was more animated than usual, 

visiting with my sister. He enjoyed Alice’s company. 

“I was telling Alice that folks were talking about the graduation party all over town 

today,” Charlie said. 

“Alice wouldn’t be happy if they weren’t,” I replied, smiling at my sister. 

“Bella, did you take any pictures?” Charlie asked. 

“No, Dad, but I saw Jessica taking pictures with her new Blackberry. Maybe she’ll 

print some for us.” 

“Jessica got the Blackberry Pearl?” Alice asked. 

“Yes, that sounds right. She asked her parents for it for graduation.” 

“Maybe she thinks it will help her schedule her Hollywood meetings,” Alice said 

with a giggle. 

“Did she tell you that? Is she going to California?” Bella asked in surprise. 

“Lauren was bragging at the party that they’re going to be models or actresses in 

Los Angeles. She’s got a meeting lined up with a producer, apparently, the son of 

somebody her dad knows from his college days. It was Lauren’s idea, but Jessica’s going to 

get a job and share an apartment with her.” 

“My,” Charlie said, “that sounds like a big opportunity.” 

Bella nodded. 

“I just hope they both like waiting tables,” Alice commented under her breath. 

I smiled at Alice’s thoughts. The producer had inflated his credentials by omission, 

a common practice in L.A. He was a producer…of children’s birthday parties. He hired the 

clowns, the ponies, the caterers, and the wait staff and billed the clients, adding twenty–

five percent for himself.  
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 Alice didn’t see such a bright future for either of the girls from Forks. Lauren and 

Jessica had both been unkind to Bella in high school and I didn’t particularly care if they 

fell flat on their faces in California.  

“Alice, are you ready to go home?” I asked. “We’re leaving early in the morning.” 

“Yeah, I guess so.” 

“Alice says you’re going backpacking? Where to?” Charlie inquired, showing 

uncharacteristic interest in my activities. Then I realized he was double–checking Alice’s 

story that I was leaving town while Bella stayed with her at our house. Policeman…right. 

“We’re still debating between Mt. St. Helens and Mt. Hood,” I improvised. “I want 

to hike the St. Helens’ crater and see how the lava dome has grown, but Emmett wants to 

cross–country ski and Mt. Hood still has snow.” I shrugged. 

“Well, have a nice trip.” 

“Thank you, Charlie. Come on, Alice.” 

The three of us walked outside, leaving Bella’s father to his newspaper. 

Alice verified the altered arrangements silently. 

So, I’ll be hunting with the family and you will stay with Bella the whole time, 

starting Thursday after dinner. That actually works better, considering her plans. 

I gave Alice a sharp look, obviously wanting an answer to “What plans?” She just 

gave me a sly smile and skipped to the car. 

“Bye, Bella!” she added. 

“I’ll be upstairs. See you in a little while,” I murmured into Bella’s ear before 

kissing her softly on the lips. She turned to go inside. 

I headed toward my car, but before I had a chance to ask Alice about her silent 

comment, she had started the engine and raced off. I briefly considered chasing her down, 

but decided not to. Maybe Bella wanted to surprise me with something, as I did her. 

Sighing at my sister’s annoying ways, I leaped through Bella’s window and 

stretched across her bed with my hands under my head, thinking about the night of training 

ahead. I was sorry to be missing the battle. It would do me no end of good to tear the heads 

off a few newborns. 

Bella eventually made an excuse to Charlie about being tired and I heard her trudge 

up the stairs. When she entered the bedroom, she walked over and lay on her side next to 

me, her head propped in her hand. I removed a hand from under my head and touched her 

cheek with my fingers. She did look tired, even though she’d been in bed most of the day. 

Bella spoke before I could bring it up. 

“What time are we meeting with the wolves?” she asked quietly. 

“In an hour.” 

“That’s good. Jake and his friends need to get some sleep.” 

“They don’t need as much as you do,” I said, looking into her eyes. 

Bella changed the subject. “Did Alice tell you that she’s kidnapping me again?” 

I grinned. “Actually, she’s not.” 
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Bella stared at me in confusion. 

“I’m the only one who has permission to hold you hostage, remember? Alice is 

going hunting with the rest of them.” I sighed. “I guess I don’t need to do that now.” 

“You’re kidnapping me?” 

I nodded.  

Bella’s face registered surprised and then turned thoughtful. I waited for her 

response to the news, but it did not come. I began to get anxious. I had to know. 

“Is that all right?” 

“Well,” Bella began hesitantly, “…sure, except for one thing.” 

“What thing?” Had I completely overstepped? Did Bella not want to spend a night 

with me? Was she having doubts about us? I held my breath. 

“Why didn’t Alice tell Charlie you were leaving tonight?” she inquired. 

I laughed in relief. Whew! 

 

*** 

 

Everybody was already at the baseball field when Bella and I arrived. Jasper and Emmett 

were practicing in the clearing and Alice and Rosalie were lounging on the ground, 

watching. I could see that Emmett was improving, even though he preferred using brute 

force over cunning. Perhaps he could learn to combine Jasper’s intelligent techniques with 

his extraordinary strength to become an unbeatable foe. 

Carlisle and Esme were having a close conversation with one another, their heads 

bent together and their fingers intertwined. Without trying to listen, I knew that they were 

praying…for our family, for the wolves, for the community, and for the newborns too, 

because the creatures didn’t know any better and were being misused. My parents are 

righteous people, good people, and ironically, more humane than most humans. 

Only three of the werewolves were present on this night, sitting at different vantage 

points around the clearing. Jacob greeted me in an oblique manner. 

The mind reader’s here! I would’ve said “bloodsucker,” but hey… 

You mean they’re all bloodsuckers, right? 

Duh, Quil. 

I never said I wanted to come. I’d rather be at Claire’s house. 

She’s a baby, for crissakes! She’s sleeping! 

She wakes up sometimes and I like to make sure she’s okay. 

What if she isn’t? What can you do about it? 

I look in the window. Sometimes I howl until her mom wakes up. 

Geez, Quil, you need to get a life. 

I need both of you here. Sam didn’t want me to come alone. By the way, are you 

ready out there? 

We’re here. Paul, Leah, and Brady are running patrols in case the redhead or some 
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other rogue vampire comes around. We don’t want to be caught off guard. The rest of us 

are watching the practice. 

We’ve separated ourselves around the field to get different perspectives on the 

moves they’re doing. 

Good. Just pay attention. 

Bella and I approached the clearing, but stopped well back from it. 

“Where are the rest of the wolves?” Bella asked. 

“They don’t all need to be here. One would do the job, but Sam didn’t trust us 

enough to just send Jacob, though Jacob was willing. Quil and Embry are his usual…I 

guess you could call them his wingmen.” 

“Jacob trusts you.” 

I nodded. “He trusts us not to try to kill him. That’s about it, though.” 

“Are you participating tonight?” Bella asked with what seemed like trepidation. I 

didn’t know why she was still nervous. I wouldn’t renege on my promise to her. 

“I’ll help Jasper when he needs it. He wants to try some unequal groupings, teach 

them how to deal with multiple attackers.” I shrugged. It was the closest I’d get to the 

battle, unfortunately. 

Bella looked toward the field without speaking. Why did I get the feeling that 

something was wrong here?  

Hey, Bella!  

I turned to where Jacob was resting on his haunches at the south end of the clearing. 

When I looked toward him, so did Bella. His large, pink tongue was hanging out the side of 

his mouth in a Goofy–the–cartoon–dog grin. 

Bella had grown quiet, but attempted to return Jacob’s grin. I could see her lips 

trembling, unable to maintain an upward lift. I wished that she had skipped this second 

training session. There was no reason for her to be present. 

Jacob had risen and was trotting across the field. 

“Jacob,” I acknowledged when he reached us. 

The wolf was focused on Bella. He lowered his eyes to her level and whined, his 

huge head cocked sideways. He wanted to know what was wrong. 

“I’m fine,” she said, not needing me to translate his question. “Just worried, you 

know.” 

That’s really stupid. What is there to be worried about? Jacob asked as he stared at 

Bella. 

“He wants to know why,” I translated. 

Jacob growled in annoyance. That’s not what I said mind reader! Or are you losing 

your touch? 

I was amused, but trying not to smile. 

“What?” Bella wanted to know. 

“He thinks my translations leave something to be desired,” I explained. “What he 
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actually thought was, ‘That’s really stupid. What is there to be worried about?’ I edited, 

because I thought it was rude.” 

Bella tried to smile again, but her lips twitched downward instead.  

“There’s plenty to be worried about,” she said. “Like a bunch of really stupid 

wolves getting themselves hurt.” 

So that was what was distressing her. She’d removed me from danger and now she 

was worried about him. I should have realized that Jacob would be high on her list of those 

she wanted to protect. Not that she could protect him—especially from himself. 

Jacob barked at Bella in derision. The wolves considered fighting vampires to be 

good fun. 

Edward, we’re starting. You and I against Emmett. Ready? 

I sighed at my assigned role of blunt force attacker—no need to be quick, smart, or 

crafty, or to use my mind–reading capability. How boring! I also didn’t like separating 

myself from Bella or leaving her with Jacob, though I had no justifiable reason for that. It 

was probably as Carlisle and Esme thought…I was feeling competitive and jealous. The 

latter emotion had no basis in fact that I knew of, but I’d discovered early on with Bella just 

how irrational a feeling jealousy could be. 

“Jasper wants help,” I told her. “You’ll be okay without a translator?” 

“I’ll manage.” 

Contrary to my inclinations, I turned away from them and strode toward my 

brothers in the clearing. When I looked at Bella a short while later, she and Jacob were on 

the ground where I had left them, he with his head on his paws and Bella leaning against his 

huge, furry body. 

How cozy! I thought irritably. 

Alice, Rosalie, Carlisle and Esme were gathering around where Jasper and I began 

our first mock attack on Emmett when I heard Alice whisper to Rose. 

“Edward is not happy about sitting out this battle. He’s going to be Mr. Grumpy–

pants for weeks.” 

“Hell, we never see him anyway. Let Bella deal with him,” Rosalie responded. 

I suppose Alice was right. I did feel rather ill–tempered. I had to be sure not to let 

my bad mood make Bella feel guilty about asking me not to fight. I looked over at her 

again. It appeared that Jacob had abandoned his assigned task in order to keep Bella 

company at a distance from the clearing. She had told him she didn’t want to watch us 

fight. It must be making her nervous. 

For his part, Jacob was looking forward to Friday and Saturday. On Friday, he 

would be alone with Bella while he carried her up Little Tahoma. On Saturday, he’d be 

killing vampires. All in all, he was feeling quite pleased with himself. I knew he was 

plotting to steal Bella away from me—he had openly admitted it. So far, we’d kept things 

civil, but I wasn’t sure how long that would last. 

At the moment, I thought the advantage was mine, but I wasn’t assuming anything. 



Eclipse: Edward  192 

P.A. Lassiter  Twilight: The Missing Pieces 

The tide could turn. I was just glad that I would have all of Thursday night alone with 

Bella…for the first time. It was a chance for us to focus on each other and for me to play 

my trump card before Jacob had an opportunity to usurp me.  

Yikes! While enacting my role as attacker, I had let Emmett sidestep me and 

(pretend to) cut me off at the knees. He was getting better. Jasper and I let him get his teeth 

to our necks when he performed cleverly and we put our teeth to his neck when he didn’t. 

There would be no scars on this night, but there was no such guarantee for Saturday. 

After Emmett could reliably overcome Jasper and I playing newborns, Carlisle 

took us on. He easily maneuvered his way around the two of us and had us both under his 

teeth in no time, one after the other. After Jasper, Carlisle was our best natural fighter, 

though he was always reluctant to use his skills. 

“Good work, Carlisle. You’re well–prepared. Just remember to keep your arms 

close to your body. You could be in trouble if a newborn gets hold of one and rips it off.” 

I saw Esme cringe, but Jasper was right. If any of us—any of my family, that 

is—lost a limb, he would be at an immediate disadvantage. 

“You might want to emphasize that to everyone, Jaz,” I said. “What to do if one of 

us—you—loses a limb. The tendency would be to get distracted or become distraught and 

lose focus. We…everyone…should know the options.” 

“Good point. How one reacts to injuries sustained by oneself or by comrades in 

battle can mean the difference between life and death. The first incident is the most 

dangerous. Eventually, you get used to casualties and no longer overreact.” 

I was inordinately glad that Bella was not listening to this conversation. I had no 

doubt it would send her into an extreme panic. That was another good reason for keeping 

her away from the battle. She had never seen any of us take injuries, not even when James 

and Laurent were killed. It would surely be terrifying. Though we healed quickly—as did 

the wolves—we did not heal instantly. And if hurt badly enough, the wolves would not 

heal at all. Like humans, they could die in an infinite number of ways. 

Jasper’s advice in case of injury was to back away and call for help. There weren’t 

so many enemy combatants that any one of us should need to fight without a limb (the most 

common vampire injury, after bites). Again, I corrected myself, “any one of them.” I would 

not be involved. 

Rosalie was up next and she also needed little extra instruction. Jasper showed her 

how to center herself between two attackers and duck away at the last microsecond, using 

her hands to smash their heads together. The maneuver created enough time for severing 

one or both of their necks. Rosalie had a particular knack for aggression and cruelty, so I 

rarely worried about her in a confrontation. 

There wasn’t much training to be done with Alice either. Even when Emmett joined 

us in the attack, she simply flitted around like Tinkerbell, dodging us all, and then took us 

out one by one. I lasted the longest because I found it difficult not to read her moves, but 

she got me soon enough. It was great fun for her and highly annoying for the rest of us. 
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We spent some extra time with Esme, practicing the previous night’s techniques 

and adding a couple new ones to her repertoire. Then Jasper signaled Carlisle to join us. He 

knew that our father would keep half–an–eye on Esme the whole time, so we practiced a 

three–on–two combination with them. Esme was especially good at distracting an attacker, 

which allowed Carlisle to slip in for the kill. They made a good team. 

Quil and Embry kept their eyes glued to our practice and now and then, one or the 

other would issue a sharp bark of surprise or approval. Observing through the pack mind 

from afar, Seth and Collin were beside themselves with excitement. Neither of them could 

control their mental chatter, though Sam cautioned them more than once. 

Sam chastised Jacob for not performing his assigned task, but Jacob remained 

unmoved. He had decided that Quil and Embry could follow the training just fine by 

themselves while he pursued his own interests. When I glanced over at Bella a second time, 

she was running her hands through his long, red–brown coat starting from his neck and 

stroking his body as far down as she could reach, over and over. He was purring like an 

ecstatic feline and at any moment I half expected him to roll over for a tummy–rub. She 

seemed to have forgotten that a human male—one who was very much in love with 

her—lived inside that stuffed carpet. She was completely oblivious to the effect she was 

having on him. They don’t call it “petting” for nothing! 

I suppressed the urge to go over there and put an end to it, and just tried to ignore 

Jacob’s thoughts. However, the next time I observed the two of them, he had his muzzle 

pressed to her thigh and she was nestled against his neck. Jacob’s thoughts had descended 

into the realm of lewdness and vulgarity on their way down to pornography. 

I had had enough…both of the fighting practice and of that mutt making moves on 

my Bella! He had duped her into giving him more physical contact than she ever would 

have allowed in his human form and he was lapping it up like the mongrel that he is! If I 

had hackles, they most certainly would have been raised. 

With a terse, “That’s it for me,” I left the field and marched across the clearing to 

reclaim what was mine. The battle was ON! And I had no intention of losing to a dirty dog! 

Perhaps Jacob had read my mind, or maybe he’d only had to read my face. I was 

livid and didn’t bother to hide it. I know he heard my low–pitched growl—everyone except 

Bella had heard it. Even the wolves down in La Push and those out on patrol caught the gist 

of it. Sam ordered Jacob to return with Quil and Embry to the reservation, immediately! 

Before he tears your head off… was the implication. 

I felt all eyes on my back as I stomped to the edge of the clearing, seething with 

rage. Had Jacob forgotten that I could read his every thought? Actually, perhaps he had 

learned to cloak some of them, because the one that set me off had come through the pack 

mind, not directly from Jacob’s head. It had shocked them all. 

Jacob had seen an opening and decided to take advantage of it. At first, he had 

settled down next to Bella partly as protection, but mostly to keep her company because 

she didn’t want to get close to the practice. When she nudged him toward the clearing, he 



Eclipse: Edward  194 

P.A. Lassiter  Twilight: The Missing Pieces 

lay down beside her and refused to leave. 

Fine, I’d thought. It was good of him to watch over her while I was otherwise 

engaged. But once Jacob realized that Bella had become comfortable with his wolf form, 

he’d had a loathsome idea (which he thought was clever, of course). Like any pet lover, 

Bella had begun to stroke the hairy beast beside her, which no doubt calmed and soothed 

her nerves. Jacob, though, had to milk it for all it was worth and he wasn’t accepting it in 

the manner in which I was sure she intended it. His fantasy machine started churning, 

getting viler as our practice session wore on … 

Ooooh, she’s touching my head, my neck… Rub my ears…yeah…like that… 

Ahhh…down my back, baby…more, more…reach a little further…haunches! Ahhh… If I 

roll on my side would she scratch my belly? Oh, yeah. Here, over here! Crawl on over and 

lie down on me. That’s the way! Come to Jake, baby. I’m very warm and comfortable… 

hot, actually, if I do say so myself. Yeah, stroke me there! Yeahhhh…fingernails! Bella’s 

got to stop chewing them so short. Ahhh…I hope the bloodsuckers practice all night. Mmm 

hmm. What if I scooch over this way and put my head right there, against her leg…will she 

mind that? No, guess not! Smells pretty good down here! Heh, heh, heh…maybe I can 

sneak my snout up her shirt! I bet she’d just laugh. Too bad she never wears a SKIRT! I’d 

poke my nose right UP that baby! Bet she’d like that! A little tongue action… 

That’s when I growled. Jacob turned his head and saw me coming, nudged Bella 

off, got up and trotted away, trying to pretend that he wasn’t in a hurry to get the hell out of 

there! DAMN STRAIGHT! 

I’m not sure what I would have done if he’d stood up and challenged me. Most of 

the time my self–control is pretty sound. Normally, I can make a choice whether or not to 

act on my impulses. I’m not so sure I could have this time. At the very least, I would have 

taken a swing at him. He’d have been out of commission for days…if he was lucky. 

Actually, I’m glad he ran off and took his buddies with him, so Bella didn’t have to see me 

lose my temper. I couldn’t have explained it, because I would never stoop to repeating his 

vile thoughts. Grrrrr… 

Bella had been facing away from the clearing and from my approach. If she noticed 

my anger, she didn’t say so. If anything, she probably thought I was upset about missing 

the battle and she was busy blaming herself for that. I couldn’t speak. I just took her hand, 

lifted her from the ground, and shuffled her onto my back. Then I ran to Charlie’s house as 

fast as I could go. Fortunately, my sister—the psychic—foresaw my need to escape and 

met us there. 

Going for a run?  

I looked out Bella’s window and saw Alice standing across the street among some 

trees. I nodded at her. 

“Bella, Alice is outside,” I said. “She’s going to watch over you and Charlie while I 

go for a quick hunt.” 

“You’re leaving?” she asked in alarm.  
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“Just for a few hours. Try to sleep and I’ll be here when you wake up.” 

She stared at me. “Is something wrong?” 

I sat down next to her on the bed and tried to soften my expression. 

“No nothing, darling. I just need to hunt.” I cradled her face in my hands and pulled 

her lips to meet mine. As a distraction technique, it worked well most of the time—for both 

of us.  

“Are you awake enough to change into your nightclothes or do you want to sleep in 

your jeans again?” 

“Will you wait?” 

“I’ll stay until you’re asleep if you prefer.” 

Bella touched my hand and then got up and headed to the bathroom with her sweats 

and toiletry kit. She wasn’t gone long. 

“Alice is here?” 

“Yes, outside.” 

“Go on then.” She looked at the clock and saw that it was 3:00 a.m. “You don’t 

have that much time before dawn.” 

I pulled her into my arms and held her. I might have felt a little cold to her in the 

emotional sense, but she didn’t ask about it. She hadn’t heard Jacob’s thoughts or seen his 

intentions, so she couldn’t have known what was really troubling me. I preferred to keep it 

that way. 

“Goodbye, my love. See you soon.” 

I gave her another quick kiss and then dove through the window. I hit the ground 

running. 

“Thanks, Alice,” I whispered into the night. 

Sure thing, she replied. 

I ran east into the Olympic National Forest. I didn’t really need to hunt, as Bella 

well knew, and I was glad she hadn’t questioned me about it. I especially didn’t need to 

hunt if I wasn’t going to fight, but I did need to run. I sprinted through the trees and then up 

into the Olympic Mountains. When I happened upon some mule deer, I took the 

opportunity to drink one. Couldn’t hurt. 

As I ran, I forced Jacob Black to the back of my mind and focused on my plan for 

Thursday. I was quite excited for Bella and myself to have a night alone to celebrate each 

other. I planned to give her a charm for her bracelet, which she’d already agreed to accept. 

Of course, I wouldn’t reveal everything about it. To her, it would be a pretty bauble to stand 

in for me, something to balance against… Well, I wasn’t going to think about that at the 

moment. I would be happy if Bella just wore the glittering heart on her wrist as a symbol of 

my love…a promise charm, if you will. 

If things went well, I hoped I might give Bella my second gift too. It would be 

especially gratifying if she had it to show off on Friday before the battle, but that wasn’t 

really the point. I just wanted her to say “yes.” I wanted a “yes.” Nothing else mattered in 



Eclipse: Edward  196 

P.A. Lassiter  Twilight: The Missing Pieces 

comparison to that. As far as the gift itself, Bella had agreed, in theory, to accept recycled 

presents. Whether one called them hand–me–downs or family heirlooms was just a 

question of semantics.  

The faster and further I ran, the more my anger dropped away. Whipping through 

the trees like an Ewok felt good…restorative. After crossing Hurricane Ridge with its June 

snowcap, I descended the Olympic Mountain range and saw the waters of Puget Sound 

sparkling under a gibbous moon. In the distance, city lights gleamed against the 

night…Bellingham, Everett, Seattle. We were fortunate to live in such beautiful country. It 

would be pleasant to remain here, to settle down, plant some roots. Planting roots was a 

luxury for the likes of us, though. 

As I turned around to cut back across the peninsula toward home, I considered the 

fact that Jacob was ready to pull out all the stops in his fight for Bella’s heart. He had 

recognized tonight—as had I—that we were already into the end game. It was time to take 

stock of our separate arsenals and choose our final gambits. 

Jacob had certain advantages that he was now fully prepared to exploit. Perhaps it 

was his boldness in that decision that had made me so irate. His physical presence— 

whether as a wolf or a man—was overwhelming. He was a beautiful human, even I could 

see that, and he had all his God–given gifts that make a human male the right match for a 

human female—his beating heart, his warm–blooded body, his future with its natural arc, 

and last, but not least, his ability to procreate, to be bound to a partner by a shared legacy. It 

was a lot to overcome. 

Perhaps wisely, as the underdog (pun intended), Jacob had decided to approach 

Bella through her weakest point of resistance…her hormones. He believed that she loved 

him and that if he could induce her to give herself to him physically, she would discover 

that truth for herself. For all I knew, he could be right. If so, then their physical closeness, 

like that of earlier in the evening, was a threat to me. 

Of course, Jacob’s thoughts were repugnant enough to justify my wrath and—even 

though Carlisle reminds me periodically that a man can’t help his thoughts—I’ll be 

damned if I stand by and listen to him disrespect my one and only love. If she would 

declare herself as mine definitively, then I’d have every right, an obligation even, to pound 

his face in. That would be satisfying. 

But back to the end game…I have a couple advantages on my side too. Bella knows 

that she loves me and I know that she desires me. No convincing or coercion necessary. 

Perhaps I would be wise to borrow a page from Jacob’s game book and entice her into 

matrimony with the oldest lure known to man. Granted, the whole idea is backwards, but 

that is the situation in which I find myself in the twenty–first century. 

Not that seducing Bella into marriage would require any kind of sacrifice on my 

part. I’d just have to watch myself. Containing my desires within the bounds of what is safe 

for Bella, or right, for that matter, had become increasingly difficult. I don’t have human 

hormones, but something was pushing me quite forcefully to act on the instinct of 
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procreation, whether or not it could ever be fruitful.  

The previous night had proved to me that I was wading into dangerous waters. If 

Bella had awakened and responded to me in kind—not to put too fine a point on it—she 

could be dead now. Given that, surely it is wrong to tempt her with what I can never fully 

give, at least while she is human. Could I satisfy her with a touch, as Jacob imagines 

himself doing? Would that be enough for her? Somehow I doubted it. I also doubted 

whether I was strong enough to restrain my own passion if we ever became that intimate.  

Even if I were able, though, that wasn’t precisely the point. Though comically 

reversed for Bella and me, as usual, the old saw asks, “Why would she buy the cow if she 

can get the milk for free?” Such values are deeply ingrained. I don’t want to draw an 

arbitrary line in the hierarchy of sex acts that proclaims those below it to be morally wrong 

for unmarried people and those above it not. I posit that two people know when lovemaking 

occurs, whether they admit it to themselves or not. 

At that moment, a very disturbing thought came to me. A virginal woman normally 

undergoes a tearing of her interior flesh upon consummation of her marital bond. But 

vampire flesh wounds don’t heal, they mend. A vampire’s detached limb will reconnect 

itself to its stump exactly as it was before, and quickly. So what happens to a human virgin 

when she becomes a vampire? Must she suffer the tearing of her inner flesh every time she 

engages in sexual congress…forever? It stands to reason. Our torn flesh mends. 

I shuddered to imagine the force required to break through the hymen of a vampire. 

It must be torture! And for that to be required every time she made love…well…it was 

unthinkable. Of the vampire women I knew…Esme had borne a child; Rosalie had been 

assaulted; Tanya seemed to have no problems—had she been part of a harem in her day? 

What about Alice? I had never heard any thoughts from her or Jasper indicating that they 

had to cope with such a difficulty. If not, though, then… 

With deep sadness, I realized that Alice—dear, beloved Alice—must have been 

sexually assaulted as a child. Just the thought of it was ghastly, even if she never 

remembered the act. But I could be completely wrong. I mustn’t jump to conclusions. 

I wonder if any of this had occurred to Bella. I thought not. Of course, she had made 

it clear on any number of occasions that she was ready to lose her virginity to me. I daren’t 

bring my revelation to her attention until I’d thought it through completely. It would only 

give her more reason to risk her safety. I would ask Carlisle about it at the first opportunity. 

If Bella and I were destined to be together, and if my suppositions were correct, then it is 

imperative that Bella should lose her virginity while she is human! 

My breath quickened instantly, imagining the prospect of making love to Bella as 

she is now, then left me altogether when I remembered how impossibly dangerous that 

would be. What alternatives were there then?  

The obvious one was for Bella to make love with a human. I had no doubt how that 

scenario would play out. Bella had once told me that she’d never desired a man until she 

loved me, so I thought it was safe to assume that should she ever make love, she would be 
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in love. I only knew one human who might fulfill that requirement. 

Surgery or its equivalent was a possibility, though I didn’t know how Bella would 

feel about that. If I were a woman—a human woman, a huge stretch, of course—I imagine 

I would want the first person who touched me there to be someone I truly wanted. Not a 

clinician. Carlisle could do it, but well…hmm. 

I didn’t know the answer, but one thing I knew for certain…I wanted Bella to marry 

me before she was changed. It’s what, for other reasons, I’d bargained for when I offered to 

change her myself. The truth was that she simply mustn’t be changed before relinquishing 

her virginity. Carlisle had thought of this, surely! But if so, he’d never considered it in my 

presence.  

Regardless, it would seem that in order to get what my heart truly desired I must 

accomplish two things: I must secure Bella’s hand in marriage while she is human, and 

following that, I must exercise enough self–control to make love with my human wife 

without killing her. The revelation filled me with great joy—and terrible dread. 


