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12. STARVING 
 

The first bruise appeared six days after we’d gotten home, by which time Bella’s bulge had 

ballooned to three-quarters the size of a basketball. My concern was mounting day by day. 

What kind of thing could grow at this rate inside my tiny wife? Just a few days ago, Bella 

had been round and voluptuous, but now her breasts and hips were shrinking as the belly 

bulge grew. Her face was thinning and she was beginning to look like a straw with a pea 

stuck in it.  

I was with her in the bath, washing her body as she relaxed in a tub of scented 

bubbles, the latter courtesy of Alice. I had made it my job to settle her into the bath once a 

day and gently sponge her down. The hot water and the private time together calmed and 

soothed us both. 

Despite the truce I’d tried to make with it two days earlier, the bulge was starting to 

feel like the enemy. I could see that it was pulling the flesh from Bella’s bones to support 

its ridiculous, monstrous growth. I’d been right, of coursethe longer the thing grew in 

Bella, the more attached to it she became.  

It’s not as if we could have forced, or even pressured, her to abort the fetus earlier, 

though. Rosalie never strayed far from Bella and any such suggestion brought on a fierce, 

growling, volley of threats. If I menaced Rosalie in any way, Emmett appeared instantly by 

her side to prevent me from attacking. Though he did it with a half-smile of regret and 

sympathy, he protected her faithfully. Rosalie was his mate. He would never allow me to 

hurt her.  

Conflicts between my sister and me drove Bella wild with anxiety. When 

distressed, she would begin vomiting, which instantly dissolved my temper (though not 

Rosalie’s). I was learning to bite my tongue and swallow my fury for Bella’s sake. 

The vomiting hadn’t stopped since we’d been home, but early on, it had been 

infrequent and not particularly violent. Bella would rush to the bathroom and spit up into 

the toilet a couple of times a day. I’d be at her heels, ready to catch her if she stumbled, and 

to support her as she knelt at the porcelain altar.  

Carlisle had said that vomiting was to be expected, and at first, I let his words 

convince me that it was normal, more or less, despite her discomfort. But it had gotten 

worse. She kept nibbling on pretzels and saltine crackers, but they were becoming less 

effective. By the end of the week, she couldn’t handle solid food. Anything that wasn’t 

mostly liquid or boiled into mush came up right away. She drank eggnog, heavy on the 

eggs, but she couldn’t live on that alone, so we used a blender to emulsify soups with 

noodles and vegetables and to make protein shakes from yogurt and fruit. That strategy 
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worked for a while before anything with fiber, no matter how mushy it was, started coming 

back up. 

I felt horribly guilty for having let her use her mouth on me two days before. About 

an hour after that, she had begun vomiting violently. Though she tried to deny that my 

semen had had anything to do with it, I felt sure it had. Who knows how acidic, or caustic, 

or even poisonous it might be to her? Especially in her condition. Emmett used to say that 

when he was a human teenager, his “brain lived in his dick.” Sadly, I now knew from 

firsthand experience what he’d meant. 

But that was just one of the troubling things that had happened. I’d asked Bella 

again to consider letting the fetus go, to allow Carlisle to take it out of her. Just saying the 

words at that point sent a look of fear and then fierce protectiveness across her face. We 

were less likely to convince her to give it up the larger her stomach became, and no doubt 

the process was getting more dangerous too. The amount of blood supply to her uterus had 

to be enormous to keep the thing growing at such a rate. Trying to detach the parasite from 

her body would undoubtedly result in blood loss, perhaps dangerous blood loss. I was now 

caught between a rock and a hard place. Even if I could have convinced her to give up the 

thing, it might kill her to do so. 

It was becoming abundantly clear that not doing so might kill her as well. After I’d 

frightened Bella by pleading with her vociferously to abort, sort of half-heartedly implying 

that we could do it against her will, she’d called on Rosalie to protect “the baby” from me. 

Even now, Rose was just outside the bathroom door, listening for a cry for help from Bella 

in case I accosted her. Which I never would doof course not!!  

As soon as Esme learned of Bella’s and my dispute, shequite out of 

characterordered me to her office.  

“Edward, you must leave Bella alone,” she’d said. 

“What do you mean?” 

“You cannot try to take this baby away from her.” 

“But she will die trying to keep this thing alive! She’s not strong enough. Have you 

seen how thin she’s becoming? And she’s less than three weeks along! We have to do 

something while there’s still time!” I argued and implored, but she stood firm. 

“You cannot force Bella to give up her child. It’s unconscionable!” 

“But what if it kills her?” I nearly yelled at my loving, gentle mother, who just 

stared at me with her unblinking vampire eyes until I had to look away. 

Once Carlisle learned of Esme’s stance on the issue, he had backed out of his offer 

to remove the fetus against Bella’s will, if necessary. He would not defy Esme’s wishes on 

the matter. 

“Son, I agree with you,” he’d told me. “It’s much too dangerous for Bella to 

continue on this course, trying to support a fetus that her body never was meant to carry. If 

Bella would give her permission, I’d do the surgery immediately. But Esme feels very 

strongly that it must be Bella’s decisionI know, I know, you’re the fatherbut it seems 
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that in these matters, the woman rules. I cannot act against Esme’s wisheslosing her 

baby is what killed her.” 

There wasn’t much I could say to that. I understood Carlisle’s point, but I didn’t 

want to accept it. Anyone could see that this situation was only going to degenerate further. 

Would Bella see reason before it was too late?  

“If Bella changes her mind, Edward, I will do everything in my power to remove 

the fetus from her body safely. But you must understand that, given how well-protected it 

is, the procedure is likely to be dangerous. She might not make it.” 

My heart sank at his words and my anxiety rose. I was quickly becoming trapped in 

a scenario I couldn’t allow, couldn’t bear! 

“But if Bella changes her mind, you still would try?” I verified. 

“Yes, Son, I would do my best.” 

I nodded once, and abruptly turned and left his office. 

And now, here I was, washing my darling’s distorted body, when I saw the outline 

of the thing’s heel move across her bulge like a shark’s fin rising above the water line. 

Bella doubled over, holding her stomach, a grunt of air escaping from her lungs. 

“Bella! You’re hurt!” I cried, frightened by the violence of the kick I had just 

witnessed. 

“No, no, Edward, I’m fine,” Bella gasped, trying to persuade me even as she sat in 

the bathtub bent double in shock and pain. Then I saw the blood spreading beneath the 

surface of her skin, the red patch that moved outward from the site of the kick and began 

turning blue. I knew from bitter experience that the injury would be black within a few 

hours. 

“Oh, Bella, you’re not! It’s hurt you! Look at this bruise you’re going to have!” 

Bella looked at her own stomach and rubbed small circles over the hemorrhaged 

area.  

“It’s nothing, Edward, please don’t worry,” Bella tried to soothe me, to calm me. 

“I can’t take it, Bella! I can’t watch it hurting you and just do nothing!” 

Bella smiled sadly at me and I could read the determination on her face. She 

wouldn’t argue with meshe just wouldn’t agree. Passive resistance. It seemed we would 

follow this course no matter the cost. 

“Bella,” Rosalie called from outside the door, “do you need me?” 

I snarled in Rosalie’s direction as Bella replied, “No, Rose, it’s okay.” If Bella had 

said “yes,” I knew Rosalie would have crashed right through the door and tackled me. My 

marriage had turned into an uncomfortable threesome. 

Every day Bella grew worse. By the eighth day home, her eyes had become hollow 

as her body rejected more and more of her food. She felt hungry, but two out of three times 

she ate something, it came back up. She kept drinking eggnog, which mostly stayed down, 

but otherwise, she could tolerate only broth, powdered white rice, apple sauce, and 

sometimes yogurt. We tried other things…bananas, pureed carrots, baby food in jars, 
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soft-serve ice cream. She gamely tried all of it, though some things, like the pureed 

vegetables, made her throw up before she could even get the food in her mouth.  

As Bella grew weaker, the bump kept growing. It grew so rapidly that the skin on 

her stomach was tearing. I kept rubbing cocoa butter into her belly, having read that it was 

good for preventing stretch marks, but she was beyond worrying about stretch marks at this 

point. Little red fissures opened in her skin overnight as she sleptthe time when the thing 

seemed to develop most rapidly. I cradled her in my arms at night and sometimes I cupped 

my hands around her belly. The thing was getting so active. It would twist and roll and 

more and more often, it would kick or punch her from inside. She often grunted in her sleep 

and sometimes the blows woke her up. It became clear to me that she was suppressing any 

expressions of pain when she was awake. The sounds she made in her sleep could not lie. 

Each day she awoke with more bruisesbruises over bruises over bruises. Her 

stomach had become a mottled mountain of purple and black. 

“Bella,” I begged, as she sat on the couch and I crouched at her feet on our tenth day 

home, “Please, please, please don’t do this. Please stop now. It’s stronger than you. It’s 

going to tear your body apart! For all we know, it could be strong enough now to live 

outside your body. Please let us take it out. We can get an incubator, set up a neonatal 

intensive care unit, whatever it needs. We’ll take care of it, no expenses spared to save it, 

but you have to get it out of your body. Please, don’t die. Please, please don’t die…” 

I bent my head onto her lap and shook with emotion. Rosalie stood ready to knock 

me away if she thought Bella was in danger. It wasn’t me who was a danger to her! 

Couldn’t she see that? 

Two days later, it was obvious to everybodyexcept Bella. She had wasted away 

to skin and bones, her eyes were hollow and dark, her legs like sticks. She could no longer 

rise from the couch without help. 

Alice, who in our first week back had been present as a counterbalance to Rosalie’s 

psychotic focus on “saving the baby,” had moved away from Bella where she sat on the 

couch. At first, Alice had stood near Bella or sat on the floor beside her. Then gradually, 

she moved herself across the room, first to a chair at the conference table, and then further 

across the room to sit at the bottom of the staircase. After eight days, Alice had moved to 

the top of the first-floor staircase, far away from Bella, ceding her influence by default to 

Rosalie, who now never left Bella’s side.  

Rosalie had taken over caring for my wife, holding the bowl under her mouth when 

she vomited, lifting her to go to the bathroom, and preventing anyone else from 

approaching her. I no longer had the strength to fight Rosalie. 

Periodically, Jasper joined Alice at the top of the stairs before retreating to assist 

Carlisle and Emmett with research on Bella’s condition. They were scouring online 

libraries and websites all over the world to find any information pertaining to vampire 

myths and legends. Carlisle also spent a lot of time on the telephone tracking down old 
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friends and acquaintances, grilling them for any knowledge they might have of a human 

who had become pregnant by one of us. 

The best leads were still from Brazil, it seemed. Carlisle had made contact with an 

old acquaintance living near the Amazon rainforest where Kaure’s tribe originated. The 

elder Ticuna natives had a rich oral history that included stories of the libishoman and 

human women who bore their children. As far as Carlisle could determine, all the stories 

ended in the mother’s death, either while carrying the child or during its birth. It seemed we 

would have to travel back to Brazil to find the old storytellers, since nothing was written 

down. We couldn’t afford to do that now, though. Time was running out. 

Bella no longer trusted me. She knew how desperate I had become to save her life. 

Though I told her that Carlisle would not perform any procedure on her without Esme’s 

approval (and Esme did not approve of flouting Bella’s wishes), and she knew that I didn’t 

have the expertise to do it myself, she still didn’t trust me not to try something that might 

hurt the thing.  

Rosalie stood as her guardian with Emmett reluctantly backing her up. I was alone 

in my desperation and despair. At times I felt resigned to Bella’s decision and to our mutual 

fatedeathand at other times, I found the energy to struggle against it again. I wracked 

my brain for ideas or ways to negotiate with her, but she was firm in her resolve. She 

seemed to think, delusively, that she would survive this ordeal, that our baby would have a 

mother and a father and that we would be a happy family. Where she got that idea I didn’t 

know. It seemed painfully obvious, at least to me, that that would never happen. Bella was 

weakening by the day, if not the hour.  

“Carlisle, what’s happening?” I’d asked in desperation on the tenth day. “Is there 

nothing we can do?”  

“I’m afraid that Bella is starving, Son, and the fetus too, for that matter. I don’t 

understand why, but her body is rejecting sustenance of any kind. At some point, we’ll 

need to start feeding her intravenously. It makes no sense at all, biologically, that a mother 

would be capable of conceiving a child and yet not be able to nourish it while it gestates.” 

“She’s starving…” I repeated in disbelief, though the fact was blatantly obvious 

when you looked at her. Maybe the IV would save her from that horrendous outcome, but 

so far, she had refused it. She didn’t like needles and she claimed that some of her food was 

still staying down. I would have to take Rosalie aside and convince her that without the IV, 

the “baby” would die. With pressure from me and Rosalie, maybe Bella would agree to it.  

At day ten, I was still “allowed” to bathe Bella, but Rosalie insisted upon carrying 

her to the bathtub herself, then she would sit on the toilet seat until Bella told her it was 

okay for her to leave. Rosalie always answered that she would be right outside the door if 

Bella needed her, and then she would step into the hallway, leaving the door ajar. She was 

letting me know in her transparent way that she was right there to protect Bella from me 

should I “try anything.”  
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I wanted to rip Rosalie’s hair from its blonde roots. I wanted to light her on fire. I 

wanted to wrench her apart joint by joint. Whenever I growled or otherwise threatened her, 

though, Emmett appeared out of nowhere to hold me back. Rosalie took advantage of his 

protection to say whatever cruel or spiteful thing that came into her pretty little head. Bella 

was my wife and Rosalie should have no voice in the matter! But as long as Bella wanted 

her, she was there every moment. 

Alice, on the other hand, could no longer be found in the same room as Bella. When 

I asked her why she was leaving me to deal with Rosalie alone, she said that the thing was 

hurting her. Hurting her? 

“Yes. Bella’s body is wrapped around the…fetus…and her future is completely 

bound up in its future.” 

“Yeah, so?” 

“So, the reason I haven’t told you what is going to happen is that the fetus is 

blocking my vision. It’s like the wolves, a half-breedthat must be why.”  

Consequently, Bella’s future had become cloudy and fuzzy to Alice. Trying to see 

her way through the fog gave Alice severe headaches. I’d looked at her mind and she 

wasn’t kidding. Whenever she approached Bella, or even entered the room where Bella sat, 

an overwhelming pressure began building in her head. My heart sank with dismay. If Alice 

couldn’t predict Bella’s future, perhaps she didn’t have one. I tried unsuccessfully to put 

the thought aside. 

Alice felt almost as badly as I did about how things were going, but she was just as 

helpless as I was. And that was not something that Alice was accustomed to. It made her 

cranky and difficult, and she was no use to me in halting Bella’s death march. 

As I cast about desperately for any possible solution to the nightmare, I’d begun to 

think about Jacob Black. Bella no longer trusted what I said about her health or that of the 

fetus. She knew that I would do or say anything to try to save her life. But Jacob…she 

might listen to Jacob. Maybe he could convince her to change her mind. The problem was 

that the last I knew of Jacob, he had run off the night of our wedding and we had no idea 

where he was. I could track him, certainly, but I didn’t know how long it would take. 

By the twelfth day, I was afraid to leave Bella, anyway. She was so fragile that I 

didn’t know how much time I had left with her at the rate she was deteriorating. And still, 

the little monster kicked and punched her from the inside, bowing her over in pain. Her 

entire abdomen was a single continent of black and blue. Bella stubbornly refused to 

acknowledge the pain.  

“He’s strong,” she would say, “and I’m just a weak human. He can’t help it. It’s too 

crowded in there.” 

I dropped my face into her lap to prevent her from seeing my reaction. I wanted to 

rip the thing out of her with my bare hands. Bella would stroke my hair, whispering that 

everything was going to turn out fine. I couldn’t bear it. I just couldn’t. 

Fortunately, on the thirteenth day, Jacob came to kill me. 


