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22. AWAKENING  
 

Alright already! Are they gonna do it right here??  

Emmett’s thoughts interrupted my self-indulgent moments of pleasure. My wife was 

back! How long had it been since I’d touched her like this? She felt so different…and yet…very 

familiar too. Bella had interlaced her silk-covered thighs with mine and was pressing herself into 

me. She had all but wrapped her leg around my waist.  

Would it be impolite if we retreated to our bedroom right now? Jasper definitely wouldn’t 

like it.  

“Ahem!” Emmett cleared his throat loudly. 

At Emmett’s obvious chiding, Bella abruptly backed up half a step, but I moved 

simultaneously, unwilling to separate from her. I chuckled. She’d obviously forgotten where we 

were and that we were not alone. I glanced down to watch the red flush of embarrassment invade 

her cheeks, but they were smooth, white, and unrevealing. I wondered how long it would take me 

to stop anticipating her blushes. Already, I missed them. It was one of the few ways I could tell 

what she was feeling. She looked elegant and composed, though her breath was not yet even.  

Bella looked up in accusation. “You’ve been holding out on me.”  

I laughed, almost giddy at the thrill of our undimmed sexual attraction. It wasn’t what I 

had predicted for this moment. I’d assumed that she would smell the blood in the house…her 

own, Jacob’s, Renesmee’s…and immediately become obsessed with her thirst. But it seemed 

that at the moment, her thirst was taking a backseat to her “hunger.” So was mine, though I 

hadn’t hunted for over two weeks. 

“It was sort of necessary at the time. Now it’s your turn to not break me,” I reminded 

Bella with a laugh. 

Her brow creased like she was trying to take that in and the whole family chuckled. I 

noticed Carlisle’s impatience. His mind was firing off a hundred questions he wanted to ask 

Bella about her transformation experience. When he couldn’t contain himself any longer, he 

stepped around the bodyguards and closer to us. Jasper was at his heels, ready to grab Bella if 

she became emotional and physically dangerous. 

“How do you feel, Bella?” asked my father. 

“Overwhelmed. There’s so much…” Bella’s thought was interrupted, no doubt by a 

deluge of other thoughts and too much sensory input. Her voice sounded like the loveliest wind 

chimes I’d ever heard. I would have recognized her voice, but only because I was used to the 

changes that occur in human vocal chords when we are transformed. I’d witnessed it before. To 

human ears, the difference in sound would be comparable to a chord played on a piano (human) 

versus the same chord played on a harpsichord (vampire). Sometimes the change was even more 
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profound—the difference between Smurfette singing Twinkle, Twinkle Little Star and Leontyne 

Price singing The Star-Spangled Banner.   

As Carlisle began his questions, I kept my arms wrapped around Bella’s waist and put my 

cheek near hers to smell her hair and feel her breath. Her new skin was soft to the touch, not 

squishy-soft, like a human’s, but firm-soft, like mine. When I pressed our cheeks together, hers 

yielded to the pressure of mine and mine to hers. I’d never felt that before, the give and take of 

touch. Though her hands had always felt incredible when she touched me—the heat and the 

softness—my flesh had never yielded to hers in this way. It had always been a one-way 

interaction. In fact, I’d had to be extremely careful not to press too much or her yielding flesh 

would bruise. I’d had to handle her like fine china. Now I could squeeze her with virtually all my 

strength and not harm her at all. The reverse was not true, however. 

Bella’s body felt different in another way. Her skin emitted a strong electrical charge 

wherever I touched her. The galvanic response reminded me of a long ago biology class when 

we’d had to fight our magnetic pull for one another. The sensation was even stronger now. 

Touching her was all new again. 

“Tell me, what do you remember of the transformation process?” Carlisle was asking. 

Bella hesitated before answering as if trying to remember, though every other vampire I’d ever 

known remembered the event with painful clarity. 

“Everything was…very dim before. I remember the baby couldn’t breathe…” Bella 

pulled back sharply and looked at me with widened eyes. 

I answered her unasked question. “Renesmee is healthy and well.” I was eager for Bella 

to see Renesmee. She didn’t seem to remember their first meeting when Nessie bit her breast.  

“What do you remember after that?” I fished. 

She looked down. I had the sense that if she were still human she would have been 

shuffling her feet and looking uncomfortable. I don’t know why I thought that. There wasn’t 

anything obvious about her demeanor that made her seem fidgety. 

“It’s hard to remember,” she said. “It was so dark before. And then…I opened my eyes 

and I could see everything.” 

“Amazing.” Carlisle was excited. “I want you to think—to tell me everything you 

remember.” 

A brief look of distress crossed Bella’s smooth complexion. What did it mean? Did she 

remember something horrible? 

Carlisle had second thoughts. “Oh, I’m so sorry, Bella. Of course, your thirst must be 

very uncomfortable. This conversation can wait.” 

Bella clutched her throat. I let go of her waist and took her free hand. 

“Let’s hunt, Bella,” I suggested. Immediately, she looked startled, as if she couldn’t 

believe I was speaking to her. A faint look of panic widened her eyes and I hurried to reassure 

her.  

“It’s quite easy, love. Instinctual. Don’t worry, I’ll show you.” Bella had become still as a 

statue. I teased her by recalling one of our earliest conversations. “I was under the impression 
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that you’d always wanted to see me hunt.” I smiled and raised my eyebrows. “Shall we?” I 

stroked the silky smoothness of her throat as I pulled her hand away. “I don’t want you to be 

hurting,” I whispered into her ear. Then I began to direct her toward the window. 

“I’m fine,” she said, not budging in the slightest. “Wait. First—” It seemed that if Bella 

didn’t want to be moved, Bella would not be moved. That was my second glimpse of her new 

strength. It was going to be hard to make the adjustment. 

“Yes?” Carlisle responded. 

“I want to see her. Renesmee.”  

Bella’s hands fluttered to her now flat stomach, which seemed to confuse or upset her. Of 

course she wanted to see Renesmee! Any new mother would. If she didn’t remember Renesmee 

biting her, then she didn’t remember her as a living being outside of her body. She must be 

feeling discombobulated. 

She can’t see the baby now, Edward. It’s much too dangerous, Carlisle warned. He was 

right. 

“What?” Bella had seen our glance. 

“Bella, that’s not really a good idea,” I told her gently. “She’s half human, love. Her heart 

beats, and blood runs in her veins. Until your thirst is positively under control…. You don’t want 

to put her in danger, do you?” 

Bella frowned, as if considering this. 

“Where is she?” she asked. “Is Rosalie with her?” 

“Yes,” I acknowledged, still annoyed at her and Jacob, though they were listening so 

intently to us that they were not fighting at the moment. I tried again to pull Bella toward the 

window, taking her hands from her stomach where they were glued. She was obsessing about 

Renesmee and there was no way to remedy that until after she’d hunted. 

“Wait,” Bella objected again. “What about Jacob? And Charlie? Tell me everything I 

missed. How long was I…unconscious?” 

How can she not be writhing in pain? How can she possibly think about anything but her 

thirst? Carlisle was at once impressed and concerned. Bella saw our silent exchange…again. She 

was much more alert to such things than she used to be. 

“What’s wrong?” she asked under her breath. We were frightening her. 

Carlisle didn’t want to insult Bella by expressing too much amazement at her self-control. 

“Nothing is wrong,” he told her, pausing briefly before he continued. “Nothing has changed 

much, actually—you were unaware for just over two days. It was very fast, as these things go. 

Edward did an excellent job. Quite innovative—the venom injection straight to your heart was 

his idea.”  

Carlisle was going to give me a big head with his repetitive praise. I was just happy that 

my idea had worked. He beamed at me and then thought a bit before returning to Bella’s difficult 

question. I’d promised Jacob that I would let him tell Bella of his new attachment to Renesmee. 

Carlisle was trying to avoid talking about Jacob for that reason. 
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“Jacob is still here,” he said, “and Charlie still believes that you are sick. He thinks 

you’re in Atlanta right now, undergoing tests at the CDC. We gave him a bad number, and he’s 

frustrated. He’s been speaking to Esme.” 

“I should call him…,” Bella worried aloud, but her mental wheels were still turning…. 

“Hold on—Jacob is still here?” 

Perhaps we shouldn’t get into this until after she’s hunted… Carlisle advised. I jumped in 

before her mind could wander too much further or she heard something from downstairs that 

upset her. New vampires were highly emotional creatures whose moods could turn on a dime. 

And they were hard to control, especially when they’d caught the scent of human blood. 

“Bella, there’s much to discuss,” I told her, “but we should take care of you first. You 

have to be in pain…” 

Her throat muscles gripped involuntarily. She was hurting. “But Jacob—”  

“We have all the time in the world for explanations, love.” Much to my surprise, Bella 

conceded. 

“Okay.” 

Just as we were turning to go, another interruption…Alice, of course. 

“Wait, wait, wait. You promised I could be there the first time! What if you two run past 

something reflective?”  

Alice wanted to see Bella’s face when my wife saw her new self for the first time, but 

Bella hated mirrors. There had never been anyone more beautiful than she was right now, but I 

didn’t think she would appreciate this kind of attention.  

“Alice—,” I objected superfluously. 

“It will only take a second!” There was no deterring Alice. She hurried away. 

“What is she talking about?” Bella wanted to know, her voice slightly agitated.  

Alice returned carrying a gigantic mirror that made her look like an ant transporting a 

brick. Jasper moved to hover protectively over Alice as she walked toward Bella, ready to 

pounce at the first sign of aggression. Suddenly, Bella’s eyes were as riveted on him as his were 

on her. 

Oh yes. Bella had never seen Jasper with clear, vampire vision. I remembered the first 

time I saw Jasper. He was frightful, his skin brocaded with scars from the thousands of vampires 

who had unsuccessfully tried to do him in. I saw Jasper’s ironic smile. He was used to this sort of 

attention from other vampires. Most reacted defensively, much more so than Bella was reacting 

to him. She was remarkably controlled for a newborn—almost preternaturally so. Alice 

interrupted their mutual stare-fest.  

“Edward gave me grief for not getting you to a mirror before the wedding. I’m not going 

to be chewed out again,” she said self-righteously. That seemed a bit strongly worded to me. 

“Chewed out?” I questioned. 

“Maybe I’m overstating things,” she replied lightly, turning the mirror toward Bella. 

“And maybe this has solely to do with your own voyeuristic gratification,” I retorted.  

Alice winked at me. 
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It was difficult to read Bella’s reaction to herself. Her eyes were frozen to the mirror. I 

tried listening to Jasper’s mind to interpret her mood through him. She seemed to move from 

pleasure to distress in the blink of an eye, a typical newborn mood swing. 

“The eyes?” she murmured. “How long?” Jasper was feeling tension from Bella. 

I spoke soothingly to her. “They’ll darken up in a few months. Animal blood dilutes the 

color more quickly than a diet of human blood. They’ll turn amber first, then gold.” 

“Months?” Bella’s voice rose in pitch and Jasper and Emmett braced themselves to 

contain her. She saw all of us react to the stress in her voice and Jasper sensed her calm returning 

immediately.  

“No, I’m fine,” Bella said after inhaling and exhaling slowly. “It’s just…a lot to take in.” 

Jasper was suspicious and then troubled. How does she do that?  

“I don’t know,” I responded to his silent question. 

“What question did I miss?” Bella queried. 

“Jasper wonders how you’re doing it.” 

“Doing what?” 

“Controlling your emotions, Bella,” Jasper replied. “I’ve never seen a newborn do that—

stop an emotion in its tracks that way. You were upset, but when you saw our concern, you 

reined it in, regained power over yourself. I was prepared to help, but you didn’t need it.” 

Bella froze. “Is that wrong?” 

“No…” Jasper’s tone was unsure. He was still prepared for Bella to snap at any moment. 

I ran my hand down Bella’s arm, trying to stroke away her anxiety. “It’s very impressive, 

Bella, but we don’t understand it. We don’t know how long it can hold.” 

“But what do you think?” Alice brought us back to the more important issue (to her)—

Bella’s response to her new appearance. 

“I’m not sure,” Bella replied hesitantly. Her eyes returned to the mirror.  

It was so disturbing not to know what she was thinking. I could see that it would be even 

more frustrating now that her face was nearly as unreadable as her mind. It seemed I would have 

to rely on Jasper and Alice to get any kind of reading on her. I sighed. I’d had high hopes for one 

particular change in my wife. 

“Disappointed?” Bella asked rhetorically, as she saw me watching her. 

She’d caught me thinking about being disappointed and I laughed.  

“Yes.” 

Bella’s reaction was immediate. Her face widened in surprise and then collapsed in 

dismay. Alice snarled at me. Jasper prepared to intervene. I knew she would forgive me after I 

explained, though. I put my arms around my statue of a wife and whispered against her cheek.  

“I was rather hoping that I’d be able to hear your mind, now that it is more similar to my 

own. And here I am, as frustrated as ever, wondering what could possibly be going on inside 

your head.” 

Bella’s body relaxed against me and I pulled her closer. 
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“Oh well,” she said dismissively. “I guess my brain will never work right. At least I’m 

pretty.” I growled in Bella’s ear, an expression of my disagreement…and my returning lust. 

“Bella, you have never been merely pretty.” I moved to kiss her neck. 

Edward! This cannot last! Don’t get so close! Jasper interrupted me. 

“All right, all right,” I conceded, though I wasn’t in the least worried. I had a pretty good 

idea how to instantly capture Bella’s focus. It would be better to test my theory after we were in 

the forest, though. 

“What?” Bella wanted to know. 

“You’re making Jasper more edgy by the second. He may relax a little after you’ve 

hunted. Bella nodded at Jasper, deferring to his greater experience. 

“Okay. Let’s hunt.”  

 

 

 

 


