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10. DIVIDED 
 

Pregnant? Pregnant??? What the hell??? 

I’d looked at Bella’s round little bump after hanging up the phone and it was 

just…obvious. Of course she was gaining weight! Of course she was eating strange food! 

Of course she cried every time we made love! Jesus Christos…!! Why hadn’t I seen it? I’d 

studied this stuff. 

My gawd! I was going to be the father of a…thing!  

But no, I wouldn’t. Carlisle would take care of it. It would be okay. Everything was 

going to be fine. Bella would be fine. It would all be fine, just fine. Right now, that 

outcome was on my shoulders. Time was vital. With the rate the thing was growing, she 

could practically be in her second trimester before we got home. 

The Brazilian travel agent was infuriating. “No, there aren’t any other flights... No, 

you couldn’t possibly... I could never... Let me ask my boss. No, my boss agrees with 

me…” Blah, blah, blah…  

Who do you have to fuck in this useless party town to get a yes?? 

I was glad that I’d troubled myself to learn Portuguese when we were here thirty 

years ago. It wasn’t just useful for talking to Gustavo. If I were speaking English on the 

phone, instead of patrician Portuguese, I certainly would have been told to call back 

tomorrow. That was just the way things operated in Rio. Nobody was in a hurry; nobody 

could be bothered. One could offer money, though, and that’s what I finally resorted 

to—bribes, kickbacks, whatever you called them, two thousand reias for an agent to find us 

tickets out of the countryTODAY! I didn’t care what it cost. We had to get on a plane as 

quickly as possible and I’d have paid anything. 

After what seemed like dozens of phone calls…with agents, with agents’ bosses, 

with the airlines, with the airport authorities, with more agents…eventually, an 

independent “tour guide” with connections agreed to help get us out of the country 

immediately. He’d meet us at the airport and grease the skids, buying the tickets off other 

passengers if need be. We’d get two first-class seats, maybe to Houston, maybe to Atlanta, 

or if we were unlucky, to Mexico City. That airport was an entirely different Carnival. It 

didn’t matter. I was responsible for this disaster and I had to get my wife home. I cursed my 

ignorance…my helplessness…my fear. 

I found Bella in the kitchen, talking to herself and eating pretzels. (Pretzels? That 

was new.) She was crying, obviously terrified.  

“Bella!” The frenetic, robotic daze that had taken over me cleared at once. I 

rushed to her side and held her face in my hands. “Are you in pain?” 

“No, no—” 
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I pulled her close to me. “Don’t be afraid. We’ll be home in sixteen hours. You’ll 

be fine. Carlisle will be ready when we get there. We’ll take care of this, and you’ll be 

fine, you’ll be fine.” 

“Take care of this? What do you mean?” She didn’t understand! Of course not! I 

hadn’t shared my conversation with Carlisle. What was I thinking?? 

I looked into her eyes and stated with confidence, “We’re going to get that thing 

out before it can hurt any part of you. Don’t be scared. I won’t let it hurt you.”  

Just then, I heard footsteps approaching the house. “Dammit! I forgot Gustavo was 

due today. I’ll get rid of him and be right back.”  

Gustavo and Kaure stood at the door, a covered dish in Kaure’s hands. Gustavo 

explained that she had made us dinner and wanted to give it to Bella personally. I knew 

what was going on. Kaure was worried about Bella, afraid that I had hurt her. Well, yes I 

had, and that fact made me angry. I told him it was all unnecessary, that Bella wasn’t 

feeling well, we needed to leave immediately, could they please come back later to clean?  

“Shall I prepare your boat for departure?” he asked, concerned. I nodded gratefully 

and he quickly retraced his steps to the dock to check our fuel tank and oil reservoir and to 

test the engines.   

But Kaure would not be deterred. She insisted on seeing Bella and presenting her 

gift. Exasperated, I marched to the kitchen to explain the situation to Bella. The woman 

could see her and then I would demand that she leave.  

Kaure entered timidly, holding out the disgusting covered dish. Ugh…human food! 

She gazed at Bella’s face, then looked at me, and then back at Bella, trying to determine if 

Bella was afraid of me. Then she set the dish on the counter.  

“Are you satisfied?” I barked at her in Portuguese. “Please leave us now!” 

Kaure turned to go and as she did, Bella’s face suddenly turned green. My wife 

lurched toward the sink and vomited loudly. At least I knew why now, but it didn’t ease my 

distress. I grabbed the dish of food and hurriedly deposited it in the refrigerator, slamming 

the door shut to rid the room of the nauseating scent. I returned to Bella, holding her head in 

my hands while she heaved up the pretzels. After she finished rinsing her mouth, I pulled 

my suffering wife into my arms. To my surprise, I saw that Kaure was still there.  

Bella had donned linen traveling pants with a drawstring waist to accommodate her 

bump. When she encircled her stomach with her hands and forearms in the way that 

pregnant women seem to do instinctively, Kaure stared, her eyes growing wide. Then I 

heard what she was thinking.  

She is with child! A monster! It must be destroyed! 

I whirled toward her in shock, stretching my arm out to protect Bella from assault. 

Kaure began screaming at me in her native Ticuna, shaking her fist, vilifying me for what I 

had done. 

“You have seeded her womb?” she accused. “It is not allowed! It is demon! It must 

die!” 
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Kaure knew something about what Bella was carrying! She almost certainly knew 

more than we did. I tried to calm her then so I could ask her some questions. 

“What? What is it?” I asked in her native tongue. Kaure seemed too frightened to 

reply and I didn’t blame her, since I’d been harsh with her before. 

“Please, Kaure, please tell us what you know! My wife is afraid,” I begged her in a 

gentler tone. 

She mustered her courage and asked somberly, “She carries your seed?” She made 

the universal sign of the pregnant woman, two hands forming a bulge at the belly. I nodded 

sadly. Kaure stepped away from me and crossed herself, uttering frantic prayers to 

“vanquish the demon,” as best I could tell.  

I placed my hand on Bella’s pale cheek and spoke softly in Ticuna. “We didn’t 

know. We had no idea this could happen.” 

“You have brought her here to die!” she accused. 

Humbly, I looked Kaure in the eye and said, “Bella is my wife. I love her more than 

anything else in the world, more than myself. I do not wish to harm her. Everything that has 

happened is due to ignorance, but please, you can help us now. Tell me, what will become 

of her? Have you seen such things before?”  

Kaure’s stricken expression told me all I needed to know. I saw in her mind’s eye 

fragments of the stories she knew that had been passed down for generations. She glanced 

at Bella’s frightened face, then back at me. 

“You do not drink her blood?” 

“I drink only the blood of animals.” Kaure seemed taken aback, but continued. 

“She has conceived with you.” It was more a statement of resignation than a 

question. 

“We think so.” 

A look of sadness crossed Kaure’s face. 

“Will my Bella survive?” 

Kaure dropped her head and slowly shook it side to side. A stab of pain pierced my 

chest. 

“Is there no hope?”  

Kaure stepped toward Bella then and placed one hand over Bella’s, their two hands 

addressing the bump. 

“Morte,” she said in Portuguese, her body sagging with regret. She shuffled slowly 

out of the room, head bowed, her hands cupped together in prayer. 

I knew that Bella would recognize the word “death.” She turned away and I reached 

for her shoulder, afraid of her reaction. 

“Where are you going?” I whispered. 

“To brush my teeth again.”  

Oh. “Don’t worry about what she said. It’s nothing but legends, old lies for the 

sake of entertainment.” 
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“I didn’t understand anything,” Bella replied, but I didn’t believe her. The sadness 

in her eyes convinced me otherwise.  

Bella went to brush her teeth. When she finished, I repacked her toothbrush and 

prepared to load the bags onto the boat.  

“Edward—” 

“Yes?” 

“Could you…pack some of the food? You know, in case I get hungry again.” 

“Of course.” It was a good sign that she was thinking about food, but I could see 

the tension in her face.  

“Don’t worry about anything,” I said, trying to comfort her. “We’ll get to Carlisle 

in just a few hours, really. This will all be over soon.”  

Bella seemed to sink inside of herself. Her eyes went flat, she became silent, and a 

wall went up around her. I focused all the more intently on getting us out of there.  

 

 

 

It was a nightmare. I was living a nightmare written by Stephen King. How I wished I 

dreamed so I could wake up now!  

Bella was dying. She was going to die and there wasn’t a blessed thing I could do 

about it, except plan for my own demise.  

We’d been home two weeks and Bella declined every day, every hour. The thing 

was growing like a cancer inside of her, kicking her, battering her body. The bruises I’d 

inflicted on my wife on our wedding night were nothing to what the thing was doing to her 

now. If it hadn’t been so tremendously painful to see the damage, it would have sickened 

me, frightened me, I don’t know what. I just wanted to kill somethingpreferably my 

sister. I wanted to rip off her stubborn, blond head with my teeth, tear her apart bit by bit, 

set her on fire. But even that fantasy couldn’t console me.  

Aside from a brief physical exam, Bella wouldn’t let Carlisle touch her. I wanted to 

drug her and get her on the surgery table, but Rosalie…ROSALIE!…was playing 

bodyguard.  

Once Bella had made her wishes known—that she would die for the thing!—the 

women in my family stood by her decision (except for Alice, who remained neutral). 

Rosalie growled at me whenever I got too close to Bella. Emmett was protecting Rosalie 

from my wrath and Carlisle reluctantly refused to support me when Esme took Bella’s side. 

Not that there were “sides” here, really. There was life and there was death. But it didn’t 

make any difference. There was nothing I could do. Bella loved the thing!  

My wife had hardly spoken the entire way home from Brazil and I thought she was 

sick, or frightened, or angry at me, but it was none of those things. She was scheming, 

trying to hide her intentions. When we arrived at SeaTac airport, Bella flew into Rosalie’s 

waiting arms. She’d engaged my sister’s help to keep Carlisle and me away from “the 
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baby.” She didn’t get it that the thing inside her was a blob, a creature from the deep, a 

killer. It probably had two heads!  

I didn’t care what it did or didn’t have. It was visibly draining the life from my 

Bella day by day and I detested it with a passion I rarely felt. I would do anything, say 

anything, sacrifice anything to convince Bella to give it up. But Rose kept egging her on, 

talking about “the baby” this, “the baby” that, like that’s what it was. It was a genetic 

mutation, an anomaly, something for the garbage can. But Bella wouldn’t see it. 

And she’d gotten so much worse in the last few days. She looked like a Tinker Toy 

figure, her joints the knobby connectors, her limbs the sticks. Her eyes were hollow and all 

her roundness was gone. She had no curves at all anymore except for the bloated bump. It 

was the main mass of her body nowthe bump that ate Manhattan, the bump that was 

murdering my beloved wife. Why couldn’t I talk her out of this? Why wouldn’t she listen 

to me?  

I sat on the floor by the couch, my head against Bella’s knees, my face hidden from 

her. She grew sicker if she was made too aware of my pain. I could feel her bony skeleton 

through her skin wherever I touched her. She simply couldn’t keep her food down. Carlisle 

said she was starving and we were helpless to stop it. It was a matter of days now, or maybe 

only hours.  

I had done this to her. It was my fault, my responsibility, and there was nothing I 

could do now but see it through to the bitter end. I wanted to take off running, to get away 

and leave this slow-burning agony behind. I would, as soon as she was gone. I would return 

to Italy and face the Volturi. I had no interest in existing without her.  

How I longed to turn back the clock! The words of an old poem kept rattling 

through my head: 

 

For want of a nail, the shoe was lost.  

For want of the shoe, the horse was lost 

For want of the horse, the rider was lost. 

For want of the rider, the battle was lost. 

For want of the battle, the kingdom was lost 

All for the want of a horseshoe nail. 

 

If only we had known! If ever we’d imagined!  

Alice had packed condoms for Bella, even though I told her they were useless, not 

to mention unnecessary. As it turned out, attaching the damn things with rubber bands, 

super glue, or even nails, would have been a better solution than using nothing at all. For 

want of contraception, Paradise was lost. 

After we’d arrived home and Rosalie began treating me like a convicted wife beater 

for wanting Bella to abort the “thing,” I’d stepped back a few paces and tried to reconsider 

my view of the situation. First off, I had been shocked to realize that Bella was 
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diametrically opposed to terminating the fetus, when I had assumed it was indisputably the 

right thing to do. She was so opposed that she chose not to tell me of her decision, afraid 

that I would pressure her to change her mind. (I would have, of course.)  

All those long hours of silence on the trip home, she had been worrying about how 

to hold her own against what she perceived to be my stronger will. My will stronger than 

Bella’s? I don’t see it. Reuniting with our family at the airport, Bella had run into Rosalie’s 

arms and it was only then that I read my sister’s thoughts and realized what was going on. 

Rosalie was there to back up Bella’s choice and threaten anybody who ventured a different 

point of view. After that, there was no hope of changing Bella’s mind.  

How could a person fall in love with a tiny mass of cells, anyway? It was 

incomprehensible. She claimed that she could feel it moving around inside of her. 

Something about that experience was so profound that Bella would risk her life and our 

future to hang onto it. Perhaps it was beyond a man’s understanding. It was beyond mine. 

After overcoming the shock of Bella’s decision, and after recognizing that Rosalie 

had become Bella’s personal bodyguard, I tried to look at things from Bella’s point of 

view. I had assumed that the thing was either dead or deadly, deformed or a killer. Perhaps 

I was wrong.  

I retreated to Carlisle’s office to discuss it with him. He conceded that he didn’t 

know for sure that the fetus would be a monster, or brain-dead, or a lump of stone with 

indeterminate parts. After all, certain other species had interbred and produced viable 

offspringmating horses with donkeys yields mules, for example. It was possible. I still 

had no desire to experiment on my beautiful wife with such a fundamental phenomenon as 

genetics. And if it was possible, why had we never heard of such creatures? 

Carlisle shared with me everything he had unearthed since I’d told him of our 

predicament. His brief research had reminded him of the horse/donkey compatibility and 

also that different species of canis (wild dogs) and panthera (big cats) could interbreed. He 

even showed me a story about a geneticist who claimed to have impregnated a chimpanzee 

with his own sperm, before aborting the fetus in a bout of ethical remorse. Vampires were 

at least as genetically compatible with humans as orangutans and chimpanzees…more so, 

probably. There was no obvious reason why humans couldn’t reproduce with vampires. 

Okay, so what if Bella and I did create a child? If I knew that Bella would survive 

its gestation and birth intact, and that the baby would not be an atrocity of nature, I would 

be thrilled! I would be ecstatic to father a child with my true love! And that is precisely how 

Bella felt. She had faith that the fetus in her womb was as legitimate a child as any other. 

She also seemed to believe that since her body had conceived it, she could bear it to term. 

What did I know that she didn’t? Nothing, really. It was possible that she was right, 

though seeing how quickly the thing was growing made me highly suspicious. It frightened 

me to the core to risk her welfare, but given her certainty and determination, I decided to 

trust her instincts at least for a short while. Maybe it would become obvious to all of us that 

this was the wrong choice and I would not need to convince Bella of anything. Or perhaps 
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the fetus wouldn’t survive the week if it was defective, or if its biology wasn’t compatible 

with Bella’s. Carlisle agreed that a few days “just to see” probably wouldn’t make a great 

deal of difference in the outcome. Bella agreed to a sonogram so that we could get a look at 

what was in there. If I saw one head and one body, I might be convinced. 

Bella continued to have morning sickness (at any time of the day or night), but she 

found that, for the most part, she got sick when her stomach was empty, so she kept a bag of 

pretzels nearby and nibbled on them all day. It probably helped that we didn’t cook in the 

house, except for whatever she might crave, which was mostly eggslots and lots of eggs. 

She also drank milk and Carlisle insisted that she take prenatal vitamins. It was always 

possible that the fetus was more human than not, in which case, it only made sense to give 

it all the benefits of proper prenatal care. 

Once I’d resolved to go along with Bella for the short term, Rosalie backed off and 

Bella began talking excitedly about being a mother. “Our child this…” and “our child 

that…” became the nature of all her conversation. I hated to see her get so attached to the 

idea in case she had to terminate the fetus, but it seemed I had no real say in the matter. 

Though it had hurt a great deal knowing that Bella hadn’t trusted me with her plan, 

I knew that I would have reacted exactly as she had feared. I would have done everything in 

my rhetorical power to convince her to change her mind. I couldn’t be too angry with her 

for knowing me well enough to predict me. 

And everything was fine at first. I was still the doting husband—even more so— 

concerned about every little stomach upset, every trip to the bathroom, every time she lost 

her balance. I cooked for her, we went for walks, and we often retired to our (!) bedroom, 

where I gave Bella massages and she tried to do “something similar” for me. I resisted. Of 

course, I wanted her as much as evermore really, since the honeymoonbut I couldn’t 

forget that it was my fault we were in this mess and I was a little frightened that something 

else might happen. What if, for example, I impregnated her twice, like a canine? No, it 

made no biological sense, but I didn’t want to be surprised again. Things were already bad 

enough. 

She tried to wear me down, of course, but I refused to take my clothes offnot all 

of them anywayand she hadn’t mastered the art of removing my boxer-briefs without my 

assistance. I did pamper her, though. I rubbed her back and front with lotion; I brushed her 

hair; I even convinced her to let me paint her toenails with a bronze-colored nail 

polishthe color of my hair—her favorite, she said. 

I was beginning to “get over myself” (as Rosalie would say) by our fourth night 

back when Bella decided I needed some enticement to make love with her. She’d loaded 

our CD player with Marvin Gaye, Al Green, and Isaac Hayes, turned the lights low, and lit 

the candles Alice had given us. After talking to Carlisle Thursday evening, I went looking 

for her and found her lying on our bed in the center of this sexy setting. She’d broken out 

the honeymoon lingerie too. My-oh-my!  

She rose to greet me and I let her drag me toward the bed and unbutton my shirt. 
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She was stunningly beautiful in a shell pink, full-length nightgown. It was sleeveless, with 

a low-cut, scooped neckline, perfectly tailored to highlight her more curvaceous form. 

There were eight panels to the gown, each one swirling to the left around her body and 

flaring out at the bottom. Four of the panelsevery other onewere semi-sheer lace, 

while the alternating panels were sheer, pink silk. All the panels gave provocative glimpses 

of the views beneath, including the tiniest lace panties that I had ever seen, my wife’s 

pregnant belly pooching out above them. Bella twirled around to show me “how the skirt 

flared out” and I didn’t even bother to mask my desire.  

Prone on the bed, Bella’s hands were all over me in an instant, stroking my chest 

and back, pulling my shirt off of my shoulders. As I kissed her, she directed my right hand 

to a long row of tiny pearl buttons that held together two panels at the front of her gown. An 

obstacle course for a human, but for me, it was a simple matter to undo them one at a time. 

She began to pant as I slipped my fingers behind the fabric to stroke her sensitive skin.  

We hadn’t made love for five days and Bella had become increasingly wound up. 

The hormones running through her system seemed to be driving her to distraction. She 

smelled different too, I’d noticed, even sweeter than usual. Her breasts were larger since 

we’d gotten homeher belly too, of course. It had become a bulge the size of half a soccer 

ball, sloping downward to her pubic hair, which was so much redder than the mahogany 

hair on her head. How many people knew the color of that hair? Not many. 

How I longed to be inside of her, to feel her heat surround me. But when she 

reached for my waistband, I pulled my hips away. I was spooked by my own fertility, not at 

all used to the idea that I could create a life—whatever that life might look like. It was a 

shocking revelation and felt like a huge burden, an enormous responsibility. 

With my hands and my mouth, I gave my pregnant wife what she needed, pressing 

my body tightly against her as she shuddered and shook. After a time, she shut her eyes and 

lay quietly, breathing softly through her mouth. I thought she had dropped off to sleep 

when I felt her hand moving between my legs, caressing me through my canvas trousers. 

Caught off-guard, I pressed into her hand, but when she tried to undo the metal buttons, I 

pulled away.  

“I want to…,” Bella murmured, but I stopped her words with a kiss. Already her 

belly was round enough that intercourse would be awkward, front to front. My mind took 

off in a hundred directions, imagining making love to her side-by-side, from behind, 

standing up. I groaned inwardly, my desire gaining ground on the fear. 

“I want you inside me…please, Edward.” Bella’s voice rang with longing.  

Resistance to her was futile. I needed her too—badly. Without further thought, I 

frantically tore off what remained of both my clothing and hers and covered her body with 

mine, making myself concave where her belly was convex. My mouth sought hers and I 

kissed her hard…too hard, I think. I hoped that her lips weren’t bruised in the morning. 

Then I shifted off of her. 

“Roll onto your side, Bella,” I murmured, pressing my hand against her hips to 
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indicate the direction I meant. She turned away from me onto her right side and I pushed 

her left knee forward, making a space for myself between her legs. With my left leg 

between hers, I pressed into her tender, wet folds and she guided me inside.  

“Ahhh!” I groaned as her interior walls slid apart in welcome. I’d missed her body 

these last few days, more than I’d realized. I rocked gently into her.  

Then without warning, a spate of ignoble emotions that I’d been suppressing— 

frustration, anger, resentment—surged through me, fierce and intense. I pushed into Bella 

harder then, banging against her, knocking her body forward. I knew that I was being 

rougher than I ought to be, but at that moment, I had frighteningly little control over 

myself. Each time I hammered into her, I heard myself grunt like a pro tennis player 

slamming a serve. I was moving faster and faster—too fast, considering that Bella was soft 

flesh and I was hard stone, but I could not stop. I pounded away until my orgasm exploded 

from me with great force. Bella’s body had gone rigid. She gripped the bed sheets with 

white hands. 

As suddenly as they’d come on, the powerful emotions dissipated and I collapsed 

against Bella’s back. My breath was jerky and I felt raw, out of control, but lighter too, 

somehow.  

“I’m so sorry, my darling, so sorry.” 

“What for?” Bella asked quietly, having become passive and overtly tolerant at my 

show of aggression. Though she appeared to be unhurt, I was chastened. 

“For putting you in this situation, for endangering your life, for being so frightened. 

I can’t lose you, Bella, I can’t,” I cried out, my voice breaking at the end. My eyes stung. 

“Shh, shh, Edward,” she said, reaching over her shoulder to stroke my face. 

“Everything is going to be fine. It’s all going to work out.” 

“I don’t think so, Bella,” I replied, surprised by the certainty of my own words. “I 

don’t think this is going to work out well at all. I’m frightened for you…and for me.” 

She didn’t answer, but kept stroking my face and hair. I pressed my forehead 

against her shoulder and tried to calm my breathing. 

“I love you, Bella. I can’t stand the thought that I might lose you again.” 

“You’re not going to lose me, darling. I won’t let that happen.” 

I wrapped my arm around her swollen stomach and felt a sudden shaking 

movement inside of her. I jerked my hand away, startled and unnerved.  

“That was him, Edward. That was our child doing a little somersault.” I carefully 

put my hand back on her swollen bulge, but the movement had stopped. “I love him. I have 

to protect our baby.” 

“But Bella, what if he, or she, isn’t…right?” I asked hesitantly. “What if it’s a 

vegetable or a creature with two heads? What then? We don’t know what it could be. It’s 

just too risky to take this chance. Can’t you see that?” 

“No, Edward, I can’t. This is our baby. However he turns out, I will love him.” 

I knew that it was time to stop speaking. If I didn’t, I might say things I wished I 
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could take back. I disengaged from Bella and pulled her onto her back so that I could see 

her face.  

“Bella, I love you. You are more important to me than all the babies in the world. If 

there’s even a slight chance that you will be hurt by this thing inside you, I don’t want to 

take that risk,” I said, my eyes stinging again. 

“I know, Edward, I know. And I’m sorry, too. But you see, it’s not a choice for me. 

There is no choice. I already love him.” 

She searched my eyes as she spoke these words, looking for understanding, but I 

could only look away. 

Suddenly, Bella jolted to a sitting position. 

“Edward!” she cried, louder than we had been speaking. Emmett & Rosalie had 

gone hunting with Carlisle and Esme, but Alice and Jasper were still around somewhere 

and we’d been trying to maintain the illusion of privacy. Of course, with vampire ears in 

the house, there really was no such thing. Her tone shook me to attention and I looked at her 

face, but she was staring at her breasts. Then I saw what had startled her. A small amount of 

fluid was running from her nipples. 

“Bella, you’re lactating! It’s impossible! You can’t even be three weeks pregnant 

yet!” 

Bella just stared at her breasts like they were alien creatures. Several minutes ticked 

by before she looked up at me again. Tears were running down her face. 

“Oh, Bella!” I exclaimed and took her in my arms, holding her head against my 

shoulder. “Are you frightened?”  

“N…n…oo, not frightened, just surprised, and emotional, I guess. I’m fine, really.”  

I should have been used to Bella’s crying by now, but it still tore me up every time. 

I leaned down and licked the fluid from her left breast and then her right.  

“It tastes like you,” I said, then leaned in to kiss her. I touched her lips with my 

tongue. “See?” 

“Very bland,” Bella replied drolly. 


