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23. HUNTING 
 

Mrs. Edward Cullen was a remarkable creature. I was more in love with her than ever. She had 

taken to hunting naturally, like all newborns do, but beyond that, she was nothing like a 

newborn. Jasper was deeply disturbed by her. In his millennia of experience with newborn 

vampires, Bella was singular. She was unique in my experience too. 

In her blue silk dress, tight in all the right places, and her silver stilettos, Bella was 

indisputably dressed to kill. When I demonstrated the first step—jumping out the second-story 

window (to avoid Jacob and Renesmee downstairs)—she was doubtful. But she leaped from the 

sill anyway with her near-waist-length, mahogany tresses fanning out above her and she looked 

like an angel descending to earth. Her balance was perfect; she judged the drop exactly; and she 

landed precisely. She appeared as weightless as a snowflake when her toes met the earth. I 

marveled at her beauty and grace. She seemed surprised too. 

“Bella?” 

“Yes?” 

“That was quite graceful—even for a vampire.” 

“Thank you.” Bella beamed at her success.  

Through the glass-paned wall, I could see the surprise on the faces of Bella’s audience, 

excepting Alice, who merely looked smug. I was grateful to her that I would have that image of 

the new Bella forever in my mind—the angel Gabriela descending from Heaven, her hair a 

beautiful halo. And not to be vulgar, but no underpants. Alice saw my expression and smirked. 

Bella hadn’t realized it yet. 

My Edward, she is glorious! Esme thought.  

I nodded at her in agreement. The smile on my face seemed to be a new permanent 

fixture. So this is what complete, unmitigated happiness feels like!  

Then true to form, Bella pulled off her high heels, one after the other, and threw them 

back through the window with enough force to blow holes through Carlisle’s paneled walls. 

Emmett snatched them out of the air before they hit, looking surprised. 

“Her fashion sense hasn’t improved as much as her balance,” Alice complained. 

When we reached the river running hand-in-hand—Bella’s no longer scorching hot to the 

touch—she asked, “Are we swimming?” 

“And ruin your pretty dress? No. We’re jumping.” Bella eyed the river as if it were an 

obstacle. 

“You first,” she ordered. I stroked her cheek in farewell for this short separation and 

leaped across, embellishing slightly with a pre-landing somersault.  

“Show-off,” she accused and I laughed from behind the trees. I wanted to watch Bella, 

but not make her feel self-conscious. While she was unlikely to land in the water, she could do 
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actual damage to the forest on the other side. My family was watching in anticipation, their 

thoughts focused on her: 

Edward, be ready to catch her! (Esme)  

She’ll probably bowl a strike! (Emmett, laughing)  

Look out, forest, here comes Bulldozer Bella! (Jacob)  

She knows to lift a pencil skirt above the knees, surely. (Alice)  

She’s showing no signs of it. (Carlisle, relieved)  

“It” what? What was my father referring to? I’d have to ask him later as I could no 

longer speak quickly enough or softly enough that Bella wouldn’t hear me. I could see how that 

might be inconvenient sometimes. 

Bella stepped back a few paces and took one stride forward, stopping instantly when she 

heard the sound of fabric ripping.  

Ack!! Above the knees!! Alice cringed. 

One of the side seams on the dress had torn a good distance up Bella’s thigh. She looked 

down at it in irritation and then shrugged as she pulled the seam apart on the other side of the 

dress so that the tears matched. Now she could extend her stride to run and leap. I grinned 

lecherously to myself. She still hadn’t noticed her missing undergarment.  

“Bella?” I called when she continued to hesitate. “Do you want to watch again?” 

Instead of answering, she took one lead-in step and then leaped. It was fifty feet across 

the river and she soared over it like an eagle, graceful and strong. I watched anxiously when I 

realized that her powerful legs had sent her vaulting twice as far as necessary and that she would 

be landing amongst the trees. I started running to catch up and prevent her from hurting herself 

when she came down, before realizing, of course, that it was the trees and not Bella that were in 

danger. 

When I reached her, she was balancing on a tree branch fifteen feet above the ground and 

laughing like a fiend. I was dumbfounded by her strength and skill. I’d been expecting her to 

fumble and miscalculate once or twice before getting the hang of that jump, but she dropped 

lightly from her branch and landed next to me. 

“Was that good?” 

“Very good.” I smiled at the gross understatement. She was an absolute natural. It 

appeared she was to have no “ugly duckling” phase at all. Bella had hatched fully grown as an 

elegant, powerful Swan (Cullen) with balletic grace.  

“Can we do it again?” she asked excitedly. 

“Focus, Bella—we’re on a hunting trip.”  

“Oh, right. Hunting.” 

“Follow me…if you can,” I challenged, curious to see how far her skill went. I took off 

running near my top speed and Bella stuck right beside me. She was giggling riotously at the 

thrill of her new speed and agility…and perhaps because she saw that I wasn’t outpacing her. I 

glanced down at her legs and saw that she was using her strength to thrust herself forward on 

each stride so that her feet touched the ground only a third the number of times mine did. She 
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pulled further and further ahead of me and became so focused on the run that she seemed to have 

no idea how far we had actually traveled.  

“Bella.” I stopped running abruptly and spoke her name as softly as if she were lying in 

bed beside me, but she heard me clearly from one hundred yards ahead. She whipped around and 

came back before the sound had faded from the air. I raised one eyebrow in amusement. 

“Did you want to stay in the country? Or were you planning to continue on to Canada this 

afternoon?” 

“This is fine,” she answered drolly, as if my words weren’t a surprise. When she raised 

her eyes to me, she stared at my face like she’d never seen it before. I gazed back in awe of hers. 

She was so beautiful that she took my breath away. 

“What are we hunting?”  

“Elk. I thought something easy for your first time…” I could see she doubted my 

assertion that elk were easy. I already knew she would be brilliant, though. 

“Where?” 

“Hold still for a minute,” I said, calming her anxiety by placing my hands on her 

shoulders. 

“Now close your eyes,” I said softly. Her face was so refined by the burning that I wanted 

to touch it to make sure she was real. When my fingers stroked her cheekbones, her breathing 

sped up. 

“Listen. What do you hear?” Bella became still and I knew she must be sorting through 

the cacophony of sounds in the forest.  

“By the creek, to the northeast?” she asked, her voice now tense and tight. 

“Yes. Now…wait for the breeze again and…what do you smell?” She set her focus and 

before long, I saw her nose wrinkle in distaste. I chuckled at her reaction to the elk’s scent.  

“I know—it takes some getting used to.” 

“Three?” 

 “Five. There are two more in the trees behind them.” 

“What do I do now?” 

“What do you feel like doing?” She focused for another moment before her eyes popped 

open. 

“Don’t think about it,” I encouraged. “Just follow your instincts.”  

I trailed her as she moved smoothly through the woods toward the nearby stream. When 

she spied the elk, her body crouched automatically and she tightened her muscles in preparation 

to spring. Then suddenly, the wind changed. The scent of human blood floated through the air. 

No, oh no!! What have I done?  

Bella sprang forward in an entirely new direction, heading toward the irresistible scent. I 

realized with dismay that she would attack instinctively since she was in hunting mode. It would 

be impossible for her to stop and it was extremely doubtful that I could physically restrain her. 

She was far too powerful. I chased after her in deep consternation and self-loathing. I should 

have scouted the area before setting her loose, but we were so far out in the wilderness that I 
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hadn’t thought it necessary. Rarely did humans wander this far afield. We would have to kill all 

three of them once they saw her. I regretted it for her sake—she would be horrified at herself 

afterwards. The guilt would be tremendous. Also, she would get a taste of human blood, which 

would forever make its pull more powerful than if she never had. 

Edward, you idiot!! I thought. Carlisle would be deeply unhappy about this. He’d trusted 

me to protect her from herself. 

Bella moved so fast through the forest that I quickly lost sight of her. I sped up to catch 

her, though I was pretty sure there was nothing I could do to prevent her attack, except maybe 

provoke her to attack me instead. That would be equally distressing to her, I suspected.  

Damn, damn, damn! 

I began closing in on her, still not sure what I should do. If Emmett or Jasper were here, 

two of us possibly could control her, but it was too late for that now. I’d just have to do my best. 

It would be a hindrance, certainly, that I still could not read her mind and predict her movements, 

but if she hurt me, then perhaps that would distract her enough to stop hunting. 

When I was ten yards away, I approached her cautiously. Hearing me, she swung around 

and growled fiercely. I raised my arms to fend her off, but she pulled up short and jerked herself 

upright out of her attack position. Shock was written across her face as I’m sure it was frozen 

onto mine, though for a different reason. I stepped toward her, still cautious, but willing to try 

touching her to see if I could distract her from the blood scent. It was unlikely to work. 

Before I could act, Bella clenched her jaws shut and hissed, “I have to get away from 

here.”  

“Can you leave?” I inquired, incredulous that the idea had even crossed her mind. 

Without replying, Bella jolted into a full-out sprint in the direction from which we’d 

come. Surprise paralyzed me momentarily, which gave her a good headstart, but I tracked her 

easily enough and caught up to her within the minute. She abruptly came to a stop and I raced 

past before quickly spinning around to return to where she stood.  

“How did you do that?” I heard the disbelief in my tone as I placed my hands on her 

shoulders and looked into her eyes. Bella was already thinking about something else. 

“You let me beat you before, didn’t you?” she accused. Sure, but that wasn’t important 

right now. 

“Bella, how did you do it?” 

“Run away? I held my breath.” 

“But how did you stop hunting?” 

“When you came up behind me…I’m so sorry about that.”  

I was stunned. This was not possible. A newborn could never be deterred once she’d 

committed to a hunt…but Bella had. Unbelievable! 

“Why are you apologizing to me? I’m the one who was horribly careless. I assumed no 

one would be so far from the trails, but I should have checked first. Such a stupid mistake! You 

have nothing to apologize for.” 

“But I growled at you!”  
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“Of course you did. That’s only natural. But I can’t understand how you ran away.” 

“What else could I do?” she cried, as if a vampire in the midst of a hunt could willfully 

do anything but follow through with it. “It might have been someone I know!”  

She was extraordinary! Like no newborn I had ever seen. She wasn’t a newborn at all! 

Since her change only an hour or two before, she had cut short a defensive attack twice and 

aborted an active hunt for human blood. It was simply impossible! I began to laugh, a bit 

hysterically. She was making fools of all of us who expected her to be like other newborn 

vampires. Of course Bella would be unique. 

“Why are you laughing at me?” A hint of temper rang in her voice—a danger sign. I 

halted the laughter instantly and prepared to defend myself. When she saw my reaction, she 

immediately shook off the anger and smoothed out her expression. I straightened too and moved 

toward her slowly. 

“I’m not laughing at you, Bella. I’m laughing because I am in shock. And I am in shock 

because I am completely amazed.” 

“Why?”  

It seemed she had no idea of how she was supposed to act as a newborn. She was just 

being herself, and “herself” was contrary to everything I and my family knew about the volatility 

and combativeness of newborns. Bella had seen only one newborn and that one had been quite 

typical in her almost rabid focus on Bella’s blood. Bella was the opposite. I don’t know why I 

was so surprised. Nothing about Bella had ever been typical. 

“You shouldn’t be able to do any of this. You shouldn’t be so…so rational. You 

shouldn’t be able to stand here discussing this with me calmly and coolly. And, much more than 

any of that, you should not have been able to break off mid-hunt with the scent of human blood 

in the air. Even mature vampires have difficulty with that—we’re always very careful of where 

we hunt so as not to put ourselves in the path of temptation. Bella, you’re behaving like you’re 

decades rather than hours old.” 

“Oh.” 

I took her face in my hands. “What wouldn’t I give to be able to see into your mind for 

just this one moment?”  

She was utterly baffling. Miraculously confounding. How I loved her! I sensed an abrupt 

change in her mood…again. Bella reached up to stroke my face and then ran her fingers across 

my lips. 

“I thought I wouldn’t feel this way for a long time? But I still want you.” 

Stunning me again. It was simply not possible for a newborn to be distracted from her 

first hunt by sensuous contact. 

“How can you even concentrate on that? Aren’t you unbearably thirsty?”  

Bella gave me an irritated look and then closed her eyes. I removed my hands from her 

body to help her concentrate because, apparently, I could distract her from hunting by touching 

her. How wonderful…how implausible! As far as thirst went, the first day was always 

overwhelming and miserable for a newborn—at least until now. It seemed that Bella would skip 
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her first day, her first year, and her first decade as a vampire. She was far more mature than I 

ever would have imagined. Jasper was never going to believe this. 

Bella’s eyes popped open, the hunt once again her focus. She’d located a scent.  

Uh oh. A mountain lion. A mountain lion for her first prey! Well…it was unlikely to hurt 

her, so I’d best just let her go. I followed a short distance behind, watching her move across the 

ground and into the trees seamlessly, choosing the path of least resistance. She located him in a 

tree and leaped silently above him, prepared to attack.  

My gawd!  It was huge—easily the biggest mountain lion I had seen in years! It was three 

times Bella’s size. I could hardly bear to watch, but I forced myself to remain still and not 

intervene. It went against my every instinct. 

Suddenly, Bella leaped down to the giant cat on a branch that was still a good ten feet in 

the air. The startled lion turned to defend itself when Bella sprang, knocking them both to the 

ground. The fierce cat snarled and snapped and raked its claws across her, but she appeared not 

to notice as she sunk her teeth into its neck, hitting her mark perfectly. She drained the mountain 

lion eagerly and when she had finished, pushed it away and sprang upright.  

Bellissima Bella! Brava!  

The cat had done a number on her new dress, slicing four parallel lines through it, but 

without marking Bella’s glistening new skin. The tears were strategically located so that they 

gave one the sense of being revealing, without actually being so. One shoulder was hanging 

loose, the shoulder seam torn partway through. Bella was fussing with the fabric, checking her 

coverage and uselessly trying to pull the torn edges together.  

“No bra,” I heard her mutter under her breath. Alice had been right about the 

undergarments. Not only did Bella look wonderfully enticing without them, but they would have 

been ruined on their first outing too.  

“Hmm,” I murmured, leaning against a nearby tree to watch her. She looked a bit wild 

with her tangled hair and blood and dirt staining what remained of the silk dress. 

“I guess I could have done that better,” Bella concluded, taking my studiousness for 

criticism.  

“You did perfectly fine. It’s just that…it was much more difficult for me to watch than it 

should have been.” She looked at me with a question mark on her face. 

“It goes against the grain letting you wrestle with lions. I was having an anxiety attack 

the whole time.” 

“Silly,” she chided. 

“I know. Old habits die hard. I like the improvements to your dress, though.” Bella didn’t 

seem to appreciate the admiration at the moment. Probably embarrassed. 

“Why am I still thirsty?” 

“Because you’re young.” 

She sighed heavily. “And I don’t suppose there are any other mountain lions nearby.” 

I shook my head. “Plenty of deer, though.” 

She wrinkled her nose. “They don’t smell as good.” 



Breaking Dawn: Edward  243 

P.A. Lassiter  Twilight: The Missing Pieces 

“Herbivores. The meat-eaters smell more like humans.” 

“Not that much like humans,” she argued petulantly. 

“We could go back,” I suggested, teasing. “Whoever it was out there, if they were men, 

they probably wouldn’t even mind death if you were the one delivering it. In fact, they would 

think they were already dead and gone to heaven the moment they saw you.” 

Bella wasn’t buying it. “Let’s go hunt some stinking herbivores.” I smiled at her 

disgruntlement. 

We came upon a herd of mule deer along our route toward home and Bella took a large 

buck, while I took two smaller deer. I ran after my third with Bella right behind me, but as I was 

feeding, I noticed that she was not. Instead, her eyes were glued to me, watching my every move. 

Did I detect a note of…what? Appreciation? Triumph? Or perhaps she was just watching to 

learn.  

“No longer thirsty?” I inquired when I’d finished drinking. 

“You distracted me. You’re much better at it than I am.” 

“Centuries of practice,” I joked. 

“Just one,” she corrected, her eyes never leaving my face. 

I laughed. “Are you done for today? Or did you want to continue?” 

“Done, I think. I want to see Renesmee.” A look of longing crossed Bella’s face.  

I reached for her hand and she moved in close. Instead of leading me toward home, 

though, she touched my face, stroking my cheekbones, my eyebrows, along my jaw. I kissed her 

palm and when she drew her lips toward mine, I wrapped my arms around her waist and pulled 

her eagerly to me. I kissed her again with all the passion I’d been forced to restrain until today. 

Bella responded, her body trembling with my touch, though her arms remained loosely 

draped around my neck. Probably trying not to hurt me, I thought. She removed one arm and 

began to stroke my chest between the buttons of my shirt as I kissed her hungrily. Mmm… Not 

having to be so careful with her was highly arousing. Self-control had always been my 

watchword…something I’d had to concentrate on continuously while I was with her. Now I 

didn’t. I ran my hands down her curvaceous sides, feeling the shape of each rib, the way her 

waist curved inward below the last one and her hips curved outward again. I let my hands 

wander down to her buttocks, bare beneath her dress. 

“Edward, I don’t have on any underwear!” Bella exclaimed. 

I was surprised that she’d just now noticed. “No, Alice didn’t see the point.” 

“Of course I want to wear underwear! With all this flipping around, anybody could see 

right up…” 

“I know, darling. I apologize. I was indulging myself a little by not objecting.” I flashed 

her her favorite crooked smile. 

“Edward!” she chastised, but then started to laugh. 

“You see, my love, it makes it so much easier to do this.” I reached through the torn side 

seams of her skirt and cupped my hands around her firm little buttocks.  
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“Oh, Edward…,” Bella gasped and pressed into me as our lips met, hard and demanding 

on both sides. By her ardent response, I assumed that I was forgiven.  

As I gloried in the taste of her mouth, the firmness of her lips, the smoothness of her bare 

skin in my hands, Bella became equally enthralled with me, pulling my shirttail out of my 

trousers and running her hands up my bare back. I kissed her all the more fervently and she 

responded, pushing against me until her strength overcame my normally impeccable balance. I 

tipped over backwards, pulling Bella down on top of me. She squeezed me so hard on the way 

down that I felt my back ribs flex slightly before we hit the ground. It hurt, but it was absolutely 

worth it! 

“Oops,” Bella muttered as I laughed beneath her, enjoying being horizontal with my 

brand-new wife for the first time. “I didn’t mean to tackle you like that. Are you okay?” 

“Slightly better than okay,” I responded, tremendously stimulated and eager to rip 

through what remained of her dress and make love right there on the soft ground. Mmm… But a 

little voice in my head reminded me that before this started she’d said she wanted to see our 

daughter. Reluctantly, I prompted her.  

“Renesmee?”  

Bella appeared to seriously consider remaining sprawled on top of me rather than 

returning home and I was all for that, but she needed to decide. I knew that Renesmee was 

impatient to see Bella too. 

“Renesmee,” Bella resolved, reluctantly standing up and yanking me up behind her. This 

powerful new Bella was going to be fun to play with, I could tell. 
 


