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19. Engaged! 
 

“That’s the deal—take it or leave it. Compromise, remember?” I loved this bargain. It 

solved all the problems and gave me everything I wanted—for myself and for Bella. It also 

postponed the inevitable moment when I’d have to accomplish the extra–superhuman and 

pay up. Maybe by then I could acquire a little tolerance for the overwhelming physical 

impact of her hands on me. Now that that cat was out of the bag, I had no doubt Bella 

would take full advantage. So she had gotten something immediate out of our negotiation. 

I began “encouraging” Bella to accept the deal. I moved my lips to hers and kissed 

her with all the pent–up passion I felt. It had always been easy to get Bella worked up and it 

seemed even easier now that she knew she could have all of me. It was her decision. 

With Bella’s arms still trapped above her head, I stretched alongside her and lay 

one of my legs across both of hers, pulling her in close. She struggled to release her hands 

as I continued focusing my attention on her lips. No…I didn’t think I would let her touch 

me again until I got her yes. I smiled inwardly, feeling the power of my own sexuality—the 

effect it had on her.  

“I think that’s a really bad idea,” she whispered between panting breaths. 

“I’m not surprised you feel that way,” I replied, smiling at my newfound weapon. 

“You have a one–track mind.” 

I stopped kissing her and blew my breath across her face. She groaned and lifted her 

head from the mattress, searching for my mouth. I pulled away and watched her eyes drop 

to where my shirt lay open—they didn’t return to my face for several moments. I was 

quickly learning how to employ the oldest inducement in the book and was finding it 

extremely pleasurable. Bella’s breath caught as I dragged my fingers across the newly 

bared skin above her breasts. I drew shapes on her breastbone and followed it down to 

where her next button prevented further exploration.  

I kissed her again and pressed myself against the side of her body. 

“How did this happen?” Bella complained. “I thought I was holding my own 

tonight—for once—and now, all of a sudden—” 

I couldn’t contain myself. “You’re engaged!” I exclaimed, accepting the bargain on 

her behalf.  

“Ew! Please don’t say that out loud.” I found her squeamishness amusing. 

“Are you going back on your word?” I asked sternly, halting the touching and the 

kissing as if she might forfeit them forever. 

Bella glared at me and refused to answer. 

“Are you?” I demanded, giving her an angry schoolmaster’s scowl and waiting for 
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her surrender. Over the years, I had learned a lot from my sister Alice in the art of coercion. 

“Ugh!” Bella moaned. “No. I’m not. Are you happy now?” 

“Exceptionally.” I beamed at her unreservedly. I was…truly, madly, deeply. 

Bella groaned. 

“Aren’t you happy at all?” I queried, my lips hovering just over hers but not 

touching. Persuasion. 

“A little bit,” she said grudgingly. “But not about getting married.” 

I kissed her and then laughed. No, Bella was far happier about the promise of sex. 

With that to look forward to, she might even be nudged to the altar a little sooner. That part 

made me very happy indeed. 

“Do you get the feeling that everything is backward?” I asked. “Traditionally, 

shouldn’t you be arguing my side, and I yours?” 

“There isn’t much that’s traditional about you and me.” 

“True,” I agreed.  

Though Bella showed no compunction about losing her virginity before marriage, I 

didn’t feel quite right about it. In my day, that was not the gentlemanly way to go about 

things. First came the courtship; then one sought the father’s approval; then came the 

proposal and the engagement. Ideally, it was only after the wedding that lovers took that 

final step. 

I knew that times had changed, of course, and I wasn’t completely averse to the new 

ways, I just didn’t want to pile bad on top of worse. If I was going to steal my beloved’s 

soul, which is terribly unworthy, I didn’t want to tarnish her virtue too. 

Releasing Bella’s wrists and holding her face in my hands, I tasted her upper lip 

with the tip of my tongue. She opened her mouth slightly and I stroked the inside of her full 

lower lip before her tongue met mine. They touched and tangled until Bella gasped for air 

and I moved my lips to the palm of her hand. 

“Look, Edward,” Bella said when she finally caught her breath, “I said I would 

marry you, and I will. I promise. I swear. If you want, I’ll sign a contract in my own blood.” 

“Not funny,” I murmured as I kissed along the shallow blue veins in her wrist. 

“What I’m saying is this—I’m not going to trick you or anything. You know me 

better than that. So there’s really no reason to wait. We’re completely alone—how often 

does that happen?—and you’ve provided this very large and comfortable bed….” 

“Not tonight,” I repeated. I had my reasons for insisting. 

“Don’t you trust me?” Bella asked. 

“Of course I do.” She lifted my chin so she could scrutinize my face. I kept my eyes 

lowered. 

“Then what’s the problem? Bella complained. “It’s not like you didn’t know you 

were going to win in the end. You always win.”  

“Just hedging my bets,” I replied lightly. 

“There’s something else,” she said, watching my expression more closely than I 
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preferred. “Are you planning to go back on your word?” 

“No. I swear to you, we will try. After you marry me.” 

Bella ventured a laugh, but I knew she was disappointed. Frankly, I was too…a 

little, but I wanted to do right by her. I truly did.  

“You make me feel like a villain in a melodrama—twirling my mustache while I try 

to steal some poor girl’s virtue.” 

I glanced up at her and then dropped my eyes quickly to focus on her collarbone 

with my lips. 

“That’s it, isn’t it?” Bella barked out a laugh. “You’re trying to protect your 

virtue!” She started giggling and clapped her hand over her mouth. 

“No, silly girl,” I said, giving in with a sigh. “I’m trying to protect yours. And 

you’re making it shockingly difficult.” 

“Of all the ridiculous—” 

“Let me ask you something,” I cut in. “We’ve had this discussion before, but humor 

me. How many people in this room have a soul? A shot at heaven, or whatever there is after 

this life?” 

“Two,” Bella asserted. 

“All right. Maybe that’s true. Now, there’s a world full of dissension about this, but 

the vast majority seem to think that there are some rules that have to be followed.” 

“Vampire rules aren’t enough for you? You want to worry about the human ones 

too?” 

“It couldn’t hurt.” I shrugged. “Just in case.” 

Bella scowled. 

“Now, of course, it might be too late for me, even if you are right about my soul.” 

“No, it isn’t,” she said, defending me fiercely. 

“‘Thou shalt not kill’ is commonly accepted by most major belief systems. And 

I’ve killed a lot of people, Bella.” 

“Only the bad ones.” 

I shrugged again. “Maybe that counts, maybe it doesn’t. But you haven’t killed 

anyone—” 

“That you know about,” Bella interjected. 

I smiled. “And I’m going to do my best to keep you out of temptation’s way.” 

“Okay. But we weren’t fighting over committing murder.” 

“The same principle applies—the only difference is that this is the one area in 

which I’m just as spotless as you are. Can’t I leave one rule unbroken?” I looked into her 

eyes, pleading with my own. 

“One?” 

“You know that I’ve stolen, I’ve lied, I’ve coveted…my virtue is all I have left.” I 

gave her a crooked smile. 

“I lie all the time.” 
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“Yes, but you’re such a bad liar that it doesn’t really count. Nobody believes you.” 

I laughed. She was hopelessly inept at prevarication. If nothing else, the color in her face 

gave her away every time. 

“I really hope you’re wrong about that—because otherwise Charlie is about to burst 

through the door with a loaded gun.” 

“Charlie is happier when he pretends to swallow your stories. He’d rather lie to 

himself than look too closely.” I grinned. 

“But what did you ever covet? You have everything.” 

“I coveted you,” I admitted with a pang of guilt. “I had no right to want you—but I 

reached out and took you anyway. And now look what’s become of you! Trying to seduce 

a vampire,” I teased. 

“You can covet what’s already yours,” Bella said. “Besides, I thought it was my 

virtue you were worried about.” 

“It is. If it’s too late for me… Well, I’ll be damned—no pun intended—if I’ll let 

them keep you out, too.” 

“You can’t make me go somewhere you won’t be,” Bella asserted. “That’s my 

definition of hell. Anyway, I have an easy solution to all this: let’s never die, all right?” 

“Sounds simple enough. Why didn’t I think of that?” I smiled again.  

“So that’s it. You won’t sleep with me until we’re married.” 

“Technically, I can’t ever sleep with you.” 

Bella rolled her eyes. “Very mature, Edward.” 

“But, other than that detail, yes, you’ve got it right.” 

“I think you have an ulterior motive.” 

“Another one?” I gave her my “big eyes.” 

“You know this will speed things up.” 

“There is only one thing I want to speed up, and the rest can wait forever…but for 

that, it’s true, your impatient human hormones are my most powerful ally at this point.” 

“I can’t believe I’m going along with this. When I think of Charlie…and Renee! 

Can you imagine what Angela will think? Or Jessica? Ugh. I can hear the gossip now.” 

I raised an eyebrow. She was looking at this in such a human way. Bella was much 

less worried about her virtue (or mine!) than about who would look askance at her on the 

street, how much the townsfolk would gossip, and what her parents would say. Those 

thoughts made her so uncomfortable that I took pity on her. I wanted our nuptials to be as 

easy and painless as possible. After all, I couldn’t go through with it if the prospect made 

her unhappy. 

“It doesn’t have to be a big production,” I promised. “I don’t need any fanfare. You 

won’t have to tell anyone or make any changes. We’ll go to Vegas—you can wear old jeans 

and we’ll go to the chapel with the drive–through window. I just want it to be official—that 

you belong to me and no one else.” That was the bottom line for me. I wanted Bella to be 

mine and I didn’t care how we got there. She softened a little.  
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“It couldn’t be any more official than it already is,” she claimed. 

“We’ll see about that.”  

It would not be official to Bella’s other suitors until the law made it so. Not being 

married was telling the world, “I haven’t made up my mind yet.” Challengers would 

continue to line up at the door. My wife. That was the point—forsaking all others, or 

perhaps more correctly, all others forsaking her. If I am her husband, I have a duty to break 

the jaws of those who kiss her without her permission. I smiled to myself at the thought.  

So, that’s where the second gift came in, the other one I’d been hoping to give her 

tonight. Wearing a man’s engagement ring told the world, “I have made up my mind. I’m 

taken.” Particularly aggressive suitors—Jacob—might make a play for one’s fiancée, but a 

broken jaw would almost be expected. 

“I suppose you don’t want your ring now?” I asked, feigning indifference. 

She gulped and her face took on a greenish cast. “You suppose correctly.” 

I laughed, feeling jaunty. “That’s fine. I’ll get it on your finger soon enough.” 

Bella scowled. “You talk like you already have one.” 

“I do,” I admitted proudly. “Ready to force upon you at the first sign of weakness.” 

“You’re unbelievable,” Bella complained. I assume she meant “pushy,” but I didn’t 

mind that. 

“Do you want to see it?” I asked, unable to hide my excitement. 

“No!” she snapped, but after a hesitation, said, “Unless you really want to show it to 

me.” 

“That’s all right. It can wait.” I shrugged. 

Bella sighed. “Show me the damn ring, Edward.” 

I shook my head. “No.” 

Bella stared at me for a long time, the gears in her head turning. Then the cogs 

clicked into place. 

“Please?” she begged softly, reaching to touch my face with her fingers. “Please 

can I see it?” 

I recognized what was happening. I’d been taking advantage of Bella’s particular 

weakness tonight and she had just discovered mine. 

“You are the most dangerous creature I’ve ever met,” I grumbled. But I wanted to 

show it to her, so I snatched the black satin box out of my nightstand and rejoined Bella on 

the bed. “Go ahead and look, then,” I said, balancing the box on her knee. 

Bella stroked the smooth satin with her finger. 

“You didn’t spend a lot of money, did you?” she asked. “Lie to me, if you did.” 

“I didn’t spend anything. It’s just another hand–me–down,” I explained, 

downplaying it. “This is the ring my father gave to my mother.” 

“Oh,” Bella exclaimed. She grasped the box’s hinged lid, but then hesitated. 

“I suppose it’s a little outdated,” I apologized, smiling. “Old–fashioned, just like 

me. I can get you something more modern. Something from Tiffany’s?” Something she 
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wouldn’t accept in a million years? 

Actually, my mother’s ring was a Tiffany’s—Louis Comfort Tiffany—designed 

especially for her in 1898. A long oval of gold lace in Louis Comfort’s trademark style had 

sixteen diamonds embedded in it, set along diagonal lines. The last time I’d had it 

appraised for Lloyd’s of London, Christie’s auction house set its value between thirty–

eight and forty–two thousand dollars—but that was nothing Bella needed to know. 

“I like old–fashioned things,” she muttered before opening the box.  

I watched her expression to see if I could read her thoughts. She seemed attracted to 

it in spite of herself. Though she made no sound, she ran her finger along the lines of 

diamonds. 

“It’s so pretty,” she mumbled as if in a trance. 

“Do you like it?” I asked eagerly. 

After another moment of staring at the piece, Bella looked up and shrugged.  

“It’s beautiful,” she said in a “ho–hum” voice. “What’s not to like?” 

Nice try, I thought and chuckled. “See if it fits.” She immediately clenched her left 

hand—the unbroken one—into a fist.  

“Bella,” I protested, sighing, “I’m not going to solder it to your finger. Just try it on 

so I can see if it needs to be sized. Then you can take it right off.” 

“Fine.”  

I lifted the ring from the box, took Bella’s left hand in mine and slipped the ring 

onto her third finger. It looked glorious on her slim hand…the gold, the diamonds, the 

symbolism…I was absolutely exhilarated, though I took pains to hide it. 

“A perfect fit,” I said, matching her apathetic tone. Despite my carefully controlled 

expression, my joy must have been evident. 

“You like that, don’t you?” Bella accused, teasing me by dancing her fingers under 

the light, causing the clear diamonds to sparkle and glitter. I couldn’t turn my eyes away. 

“Sure. It looks very nice on you.” I managed to shrug disinterestedly.  

Bella stared at my face until her gaze shattered the façade and I beamed at her, 

ecstatic and triumphant. She would be mine! She was mine! Whatever happened, Bella and 

I would be together.  

As she continued to scrutinize me, Bella’s eyes glazed over. Her breath caught in 

her throat and her heart pounded out the rhythms of a heavy metal band. I wrapped her in 

my arms and kissed her with joyful abandon. She had promised me what I wanted most in 

the world.  

When I finally pulled away and whispered my answer into Bella’s ear, both of us 

were panting raggedly.  

“Yes, I like it. You have no idea.” 

Bella laughed. “I believe you.” 

Just one thing would make the moment absolutely perfect. “Do you mind if I do 

something?” I asked softly, pulling her tightly to me. 
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“Anything you want,” Bella murmured, misreading my intent. I slid off the bed and 

pulled Bella with me. 

“Anything but that,” she protested.  

With my hands on her shoulders, I looked carefully into her eyes. “Now, I want to 

do this right. Please, please, keep in mind that you’ve already agreed to this, and don’t ruin 

it for me.”  

This was the moment I’d waited for my whole life, though I never knew it. I 

dropped down on one knee to ask for my beloved’s hand in marriage. 

“Oh, no,” Bella groaned. 

“Be nice,” I insisted as I took her left hand in mine.  

“Isabella Swan?” I gazed at her beautiful face and looked into her deep chocolate 

eyes. “I promise to love you forever—every single day of forever. Will you marry me?” 

Bella paused a moment before simply whispering, “Yes.”  

YES! 

“Thank you,” I replied. I kissed the tip of each of her precious fingers and then the 

ring on her hand that symbolized her promise. It was everything I’d ever wanted. 

I rose to my feet, wrapped my arms around her, and kissed her—my precious 

fiancée—with a heart full to overflowing. Without breaking off the kiss, Bella reached 

behind her and unclasped my wrists, and then pulled me to the bed. She lay down and I 

stretched out beside her.  

I touched her face with my fingers and tried to read her eyes. Accepting my 

proposal hadn’t dampened her ardor, but rather seemed to have increased it. My shirt still 

gaped open and she reached out to touch my chest, checking for my reaction first. I smiled 

softly and propped my head in my hand while she explored my upper body with her eyes 

and fingers. 

“You are so beautiful,” she whispered as she traced the hard lines of my solidified 

muscle and bone.  

Now was as good a time as any to start becoming accustomed to her hands on my 

skin. It was an exquisite feeling and I shut my eyes to take it in. When I opened them again, 

I cupped her cheek in my hand and she lifted her eyes to my face. 

“I love you, my darling,” I murmured, smoothing her hair behind her ear and 

leaning forward to kiss her.  

Moving her hand to my face, Bella whispered, “I love you, Edward.”  

I leaned over her then and we enjoyed one another…kissing, touching, stroking. 

“Will you take off your shirt?” Bella asked softly. 

“Aren’t you tired?” I hedged. 

“No.” 

“How about if you get ready for bed first? You’ll need some sleep for tomorrow.” 

“Kiss me again—first.”  

I chuckled and obliged her before rising from the bed and lifting her off with me. I 
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kept one hand on her waist until she caught her balance. 

“Go on. I’ll wait,” I said smiling.  

Bella’s heart was still pounding erratically as she grabbed her duffle bag and 

headed toward the bathroom. When she returned, she was wearing a deep blue, button–

front top and sleep shorts—silk. 

“New pajamas?” 

“Alice must have sneaked them into my bag. What do you think?” Bella raised her 

arms away from her body and looked down at herself. 

“Lovely, but not nearly so much as the one wearing them,” I replied with a grin. I 

pulled the sheet and coverlet back for her to climb under. 

“You too,” she demanded. 

“You first,” I replied, smiling. Bella scowled. 

She took my hand and climbed under the covers, pulling me with her. 

“This is coming off,” Bella said, slipping her hands inside the shoulders of my 

Oxford button–down. 

“You’ll get cold,” I warned. 

“Don’t care.”  

Bella pushed my shirt off my shoulders. I unfastened the remaining buttons, slid it 

off my arms, and tossed it on the nightstand. Again I propped my head on my hand and 

watched her scrutinize my half–bare body. She touched my neck with her fingers, then 

dragged them across my shoulder and down my arm. Her lower lip dropped and her heart–

rate sped up. 

When she placed her hand flat against my ribs, it didn’t feel so much like burning 

this time, but the tactile stimulation was still shockingly intense. I scooted away from her 

slightly and lay face down, my breathing uneven. 

“Edward!” she whispered in exclamation and smoothed her left hand down the 

center of my spine. I closed my eyes and began to hum to myself, a slight distraction from 

the newness of her soft, hot skin against mine.  

I don’t know how long we lay like that with Bella caressing my back, my waist, and 

along the sides of my torso, but after a time she lay down beside me and wrapped her arm 

around my waist. I opened my eyes to find her face close to mine. 

“I want you,” she murmured. 

“I want you too,” I replied. “After.” I kissed her lightly and then rolled away, 

tucking the covers around her. She was shivering. 

“I don’t think I should wear this to bed,” Bella said, pulling off her engagement ring 

and holding it out to me. 

“Are you sure? You won’t hurt it. It’s already survived over a hundred years.” 

“You better put it in the box for safekeeping. I don’t want to take any chances,” 

Bella said with a flushed face. 

Not a good liar. I took the ring and settled it in the satin, hoping she would put it on 
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again in the morning. It made me so happy to see it on her finger. 

“Are you tired yet?” I asked. 

“No, come back over here.” She lifted up the covers and I came over, but lay down 

on top of them. 

“You’re cold. That won’t help you sleep.” 

“I don’t want to sleep.” 

“You should try anyway.” 

Bella ducked under my arm and nestled against me, then laid her right hand in the 

center of my chest, playing with the short, bronze hair that swept lightly across my 

pectorals in a V–shape. I shut my eyes and hummed Bella’s lullaby while she stroked my 

chest, neck, and upper arms.  

“I’ve wanted to do this since our first day in the meadow,” Bella said. 

“You’re kidding.” 

“No, I’m not. I almost turned around and went home when I saw you with your 

sweater off that day. You had on a sleeveless white shirt that was open in the front.” 

“I remember that. We matched,” I smiled. “I thought you were afraid.” 

“No, I was dazzled. You were too beautiful.” 

“Not too beautiful for you, love.” 

“Yes…” 

I lifted Bella’s chin with my finger and kissed her gently, then looked into her eyes. 

They were hard to read. She broke eye contact and touched her lips to my upper chest and 

then stroked the same place with her fingertips. I let it go. 

Inevitably, I suppose, Bella slid her hand down to my belly and I drew in my breath 

sharply. When she stretched her fingers downward, I put my hand over hers and stopped its 

progress. Just feeling her still, hot hand there on my skin was as much stimulation as I 

could tolerate. I brought her hand to my lips and kissed her knuckles, then held it in mine. 

 


