
Breaking Dawn: Edward  295 

P.A. Lassiter  Twilight: The Missing Pieces 

30. CHARLIE 
 

It was so difficult…I did not want to leave! Bella had me beneath her, her lips devouring 

mine. The little vixen had abducted me into the woods where there wasn’t a snowball’s 

chance in hell that anyone would come along to rescue me. Thank God! 

“Renesmee,” I said in barely a whisper. She would be missing us. As much as I 

adored her, it was a little difficult to remember that we were parents. Of course I didn’t 

forget. I’m physically unable to forget, but I am physically able to be distracted by my 

lovely, luscious wife. 

“Oops. We cheated.” Bella sighed. “It’s my fault. I haven’t mastered this balancing 

thing yet. We better get back.” But before she made any move to “get back,” she leaned 

forward and slowly, deliciously, smoothed her lips against mine. In a surge of passion, I 

tried to roll on top of her, but she pressed her legs firmly against the ground and thwarted 

me. I growled at her. She growled back and kissed me again.  

This was such a turnabout from our courting days. Back then, I could move or 

rearrange her whenever the urge struck. Not anymore. Now I was a slave to Bella’s 

impulses, but I wasn’t complaining. It was a helluva lot of fun. It would be interesting to 

see how things changed when we were once again equal in strength. For now, Bella was 

enjoying herself. She chuckled and leaped to her feet, grabbing her clothes in the same 

motion. She dropped mine onto me and, despite my pressing sense of irresponsibility, I 

followed her lead and got myself dressed.  

“May I take a turn behind the wheel?” I inquired. I’d driven the car a bit, but hadn’t 

wanted to put too many miles on it before presenting it to my wife. It was a gift, after all. 

“Sure, if tonight you take up with me where we just left off.” 

“Gladly,” I promised. “Just try and stop me!” 

“You know I could,” Bella teased, grinning. 

“It would appear so…for now. Don’t forget that the tables will turn when your 

mutant strength subsides and my natural masculinity overwhelms your feminine delicacy.” 

“Ow!” I complained when she punched me in the arm, my protest only a slight 

exaggeration. 

“Did I hurt you?” Bella reached up to touch my face, concerned. 

“Yes!” I said and tossed her over my shoulder, laughing. She could have taken me 

down in a nanosecond, but she threw me a bone by not struggling very hard. I wrapped one 

arm around her thighs and rubbed her bottoms-up bottom with the opposite hand while I 

walked slowly to the car.  

“Edward, you’re not helping,” Bella sing-songed. 

“I know,” I replied, chuckling. I knew one sure way to drive her crazy. Ha, ha, ha. 
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We returned to the homestead, despite Bella’s numerous attempts to distract me as 

I drove. It wasn’t that she didn’t want to get back to our child. She just wanted to get back 

at me for getting back at her. She succeeded. It had been over a month since I’d felt the 

need to stop her hands from sliding south on me. I considered myself to be a mostly 

law-abiding citizen, but I admit that allowing my lover to stroke and kiss my chest and 

otherwise touch me while I was driving was an exception to the rule. Hell, I was a vampire. 

I could manage. 

It was close to noon when I decelerated the Ferrari from 60 to 0 mph in three 

seconds and skidded to a stop in front of our garage, spewing gravel. Fun car. Alice, 

Emmett, and Rosalie were waiting for us, haggling over who would drive it next.  

“Who wins?” I asked Alice, already seeing the answer. 

I tossed the key fob to her at the same time she answered, “I do, of course.” 

I took Bella’s hand, kissed her palm, and pulled her into the house. Esme met us at 

the door holding Renesmee who leaned horizontally toward Bella, then toward me, then 

back toward Bella. She was as decisive as her cartoonish mother had been the day before. I 

took her from her Nana, and kissed her forehead and cheek while she touched my throat, 

wanting to know where we’d been. 

Bella reached for Nessie and the child repeated her question to her mother. 

“We drove Momma’s new car to Oregon,” Bella explained. 

“I’m glad you two are back,” Esme said. “The furniture for Renesmee’s room is 

here. Carlisle and Jasper are putting it on the front porch. Why don’t you take a look and 

see which pieces you want? I got extra things so you could pick. 

“Crib?” I asked. “We’d like to start weaning her off the handheld thing.” 

“I ordered two. A wrought iron one that rocks and a wooden one that converts to a 

child’s bed when Nessie outgrows the baby bed.” She doesn’t like waking up without you 

and Bella, Esme informed me silently. 

“I know,” I answered. “We don’t like it either, but we need her in her own bed as 

soon as possible.”  

“Of course you do,” Esme responded. She was entirely sincere, but I might have 

blushed if I’d had that capability. Renesmee asked Bella what I was talking about. 

“We’re going to fix up your bedroom at the cottage so you can stay with us tonight. 

Shall we go pick out your furniture?” Nessie nodded her head gravely. I stroked the baby’s 

curly hair, then put my arm around Bella’s waist and we headed toward the porch. 

“We might want to keep both cribs,” Bella mused. “Renesmee will need the iron 

until she learns how to control her strength enough not to break the wooden bed. But, she’ll 

probably outgrow the crib quickly. Do you like this one, baby?” Bella asked, pointing to 

the wrought iron crib. 

Renesmee asked what it was for. 

“It’s for you to sleep in at the cottage with Momma and Daddy.” Given the final 

caveat, Renesmee liked it very much indeed. 
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“Did Alice say when Charlie would be coming today?” Bella inquired. 

“At 1:15 with Seth. Are you ready?”  

“As ready as I’ll ever be. I asked Emmett to turn on the TV so Charlie could watch 

pro football. He said the first game is the Seahawks and the Giants.” 

“Does Charlie like the Seahawks or Giants?” 

“No idea,” Bella laughed. “But if there’s a ball flying around, he probably does.” 

Grandpa? Renesmee asked by slapping her palm down excitedly on Bella’s neck. 

“Yes, Grandpa is coming to see you pretty soon.” Renesmee glowed. 

 

 

 

Our second afternoon with Charlie was less tense than the first. I met him and Seth at the 

front door and invited them in. Charlie’s eyes never met mine.  

“Hi, Edward,” Seth greeted me warmly. “What’s all this stuff out here?” 

“It’s furniture for Renesmee’s room. Esme is decorating it.” 

“Where’s the baby?” Charlie wanted to know.  

“With Bella on the couch.” 

Charlie sidestepped around me and headed to the living room.  

“Jake said you got Bella a new car! Can I see it?” Seth asked. 

“Of course, as soon as my sisters bring it back. You can take a ride with Emmett if 

you want to. Head out to the garage and you should catch him.” 

“Cool!” Seth held up his fist for a knuckle bump. I laughed and bumped his fist. 

“Bella. How are you feeling today?”  

“Hi, Dad. Just great. You don’t have to worry about that anymore.” 

“How’s the baby?” Charlie stepped to where Bella was sitting on the couch.  

“Good. She’s been waiting for you.” 

Renesmee hadn’t been awake when she was close to Charlie the day before and she 

was hiding behind Bella’s hair, trying to be careful. Charlie dropped to one knee and 

offered an index finger to the baby. She reached out and gripped it in her little fist, peeking 

out with one eye. 

“Hi, baby!” he cooed. “Goodness, you’re a hot little thing. Bella, you should dress 

her in something lighter. She’s very hot.” 

“Okay,” Bella agreed. I walked over and reached for Renesmee. Charlie was a little 

too close for only her second day near him and he was making her thirsty. Bella shook her 

head no, and I realized she needed to hold the baby to keep herself in check around her 

father. Her throat must be burning. Emmett wasn’t back yet, so I reached for the remote 

control and flipped on the big-screen television, finding the Seahawks/Giants game on 

FOX Network. Charlie immediately turned toward the TV and away from my dangerous 

wife and child. 

“Have a seat, Charlie,” I suggested. Would you like something to drink?” 
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“Uh, no thanks,” he mumbled, backing away from me and dropping into a lounge 

chair. “Is your brother here?” 

“Yes, he should be back shortly. He’s gone for a drive, but I think he wants to watch 

the game.” 

“Dad, Edward got me a new car for my birthday. It’s a Ferrari.” 

Charlie’s eyes grew wide. “You’re kidding!” he said looking at me.  

“No, it’s red with tan interior,” Bella said. 

“Emmett should bring it back soon,” I added. I heard Rose and Alice coming in 

from the garage. 

“Hi, Charlie!” Alice sang out. “How’s Trix?” 

“Oh, hi, Alice.” Charlie was fond of my sister, though after yesterday’s visit, he 

was confused about whether he should be or not. She was a great icebreaker, though, and 

she’d come back to help out with our visitor. She was capable of putting Charlie at ease as 

far as that was possible. 

“Didn’t Edward get you some refreshments? How about a soda? I’ll get it,” she 

trilled and left the room before he could answer. I sat down next to Bella and put my arm 

around her shoulders for moral support. Charlie’s chair sat about five feet away. Renesmee 

leaned out of Bella’s arms toward him. 

“No, Renesmee,” Bella told her softly.  

“I’d like to hold her. Come to your grandpa,” he encouraged our carnivorous child.  

I touched my finger to her lips and took her hand in mine briefly, looking into her 

eyes. She understood. I nodded at Bella to allow it. It was a chance, but even if Nessie 

surprised me and bit Charlie, she wasn’t venomous and I could get to her and pull her off 

quickly. If she showed him her thoughts…well…Charlie would have to cope. He’d 

handled everything so well the day before that I thought it wasn’t much of a danger. 

Charlie took Renesmee awkwardly, but she snuggled into his arms and put her head 

on his chest. Charlie’s entire face lit up in a smile. 

“Aren’t you the prettiest little thing?” he clucked. He offered her his finger again 

and she took it. She looked directly in his eyes and gave him a big, toothy smile. He was 

still shocked by her teeth and by her cognizance, but he found her as irresistible as 

everyone else did. 

“She likes you,” Alice told Charlie as she came back into the room carrying a glass 

of cola. “She doesn’t go to just anyone, you know,” Alice added, though so far, Nessie 

hadn’t rejected anybody. 

“You said she was hot, Charlie?” Alice continued. “Maybe you could take her 

sweater off.”  

Charlie looked at Alice in surprise. It had been a long time since he’d cared for a 

baby girl. Bella was watching her father, fascinated. I smiled. I’d wager that she had never 

seen him in this role before. 

Jacob had wandered back into the living room from the garage. 
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“Hey, Charlie! I see you’re making friends there.”  

Charlie glanced up and grunted in reply. He held Renesmee in a sitting position on 

his lap and began removing her knitted cardigan from her little arms one at a time. Alice set 

down the soda for Charlie and pulled out a pocket camera. 

“Nessie…Grandpa…smile!” she called out and flashed a picture of the two of them 

and then another. Much to Bella’s surprise, Charlie obeyed and smiled broadly into the 

camera.  

“Bella! You get in there too. Let’s have a picture of three generations together. 

Though I sure wish you’d worn your nice clothes today,” Alice grumbled. Bella reluctantly 

complied, knowing that there was no point in arguing with Alice. I saw Bella hold her 

breath as she rose from the couch and kneeled beside Charlie’s chair. Alice flashed a 

couple more photos. 

“Now Edward!” I didn’t mind joining the group for a family photo. I could hear 

Alice’s idea, which was a good one. Our child was maturing so fast that she and Rosalie 

planned to take pictures of her every day in different outfits and at different locations. By 

doing so, they would create a history for our daughter, evidence of a normal childhood. 

Renesmee was captivated by Charlie. She had her ear against his chest, listening to 

the wet tha-thump, tha-thump of his heart. She recognized that—like Jacob—Charlie was 

the same as her in a way that her mother and father were not. I also sensed Renesmee 

understood that he and she were connected. Perhaps it was his scent…maybe there was an 

element of familiarity to it, or perhaps it was something more subtle, an intangible feeling 

of relationship, of kin. 

With her sweater removed, Renesmee held up her arm next to Charlie’s as if to 

compare and looked into his face. At first, he just stared at her, shocked that she would do 

something so deliberate at her age. Her big eyes kept looking at his, though, until he 

recovered and responded to her implicit question. 

“Your skin is prettier than mine,” he said softly. “Smooth and shiny.” He stroked 

her forearm with one finger. She copied him by stroking his forearm with her tiny index 

finger. “Yes, my skin is rough and hairy,” he laughed. Renesmee smiled widely and he 

began to chuckle at her delight. Everyone in the room was riveted on their exchange, but 

the two of them were aware of no one but each other. 

I could read that Charlie had many questions about the baby, recognizing full well 

that she was no three-month-old child. Her awareness and communication skills were 

clearly that of a much older child, even without her speaking or showing him her thoughts. 

I sat beside Bella watching the two of them together and enjoying Bella’s fascination with 

her father as a granddad.  

As Charlie sat holding our daughter, a football game blaring in the background, he 

talked to her softly, at first admiring her fingers and toes and bronze-colored curls, and then 

just babbling to her about the football game, about her mother when she was a baby, about 

anything and everything that came into his head. The silent, taciturn Charlie had suddenly 
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become gregarious as our child watched and listened to everything he said, rapt. I knew, 

though he couldn’t, that she was processing and filing it all away. I expected that she would 

shock him again by recalling what he was telling her now and referring to it sometime in 

the future.  

After a spellbinding hour together, Nessie stretched her hand toward Jacob, who 

was sitting in the lounge chair next to Charlie. 

“What is it, Nessie? What do you need?” He leaned forward toward Charlie until 

the baby could touch his throat. 

“You’re thirsty? Okay,” Jacob responded to her request for her cup.  

Renesmee nodded, much to Charlie’s surprise. We hadn’t told her not to show 

others her thoughts in Charlie’s presence.  

“Here, Charlie,” Jacob said. “Give her to me and I’ll take care of it.” Renesmee 

reached for Jacob and Charlie handed her over, his face frozen in stunned disbelief. 

“How did you know what she wanted?” he demanded. 

“Oh…Nessie is a good communicator,” Jacob replied, smiling, before leaving the 

room for the kitchen. I let them go. Better I should stay with Bella and make sure she was 

holding up okay. 

“That is one remarkable child,” Charlie commented, his eyes wide. 

“Yes, she is,” I answered, smiling. 

“She’s really something…” 

“She likes you, Dad,” Bella said. “She knows you’re her grandpa.” Charlie beamed 

and turned toward the television, going silent in his more familiar way. 

“Hi, Charlie!” Emmett called as he strode into the room from the kitchen. “Who’s 

ahead?” 

Charlie looked startled when he realized how much of the game had passed. He’d 

been too enthralled with Renesmee to fall back on his crutch of the day before. 

“Uh, let’s see. Looks like the Giants are up by ten.”  

“They’re bound to stomp the Seahawks, but I’m rooting for the underdog,” Emmett 

replied, dropping into the chair Jacob had vacated. 

The rest of the afternoon passed easily, the family going about its business. Alice 

was at her computer downloading pictures, every now and then getting up to snap a few 

more of Renesmee with whomever was holding her. Rosalie stood beside her, commenting 

on this and that and pointing at the screen. The two of them decided to go shopping for 

Nessie in Seattle the next day. 

Esme came in from the kitchen. 

“Hello, Charlie,” she said warmly. 

“Uh, hello,” he replied hesitantly. “Where’s Carlisle?” 

“He and Jasper are moving furniture for me.” 

“Yeah, Dad,” Bella added. “Esme and the rest of the family remodeled an old 

cottage in the woods for Edward and me. Now that we have Renesmee, she’s creating a 
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nursery too. It’s really beautiful.” 

“Uh…maybe I’ll see it sometime,” Charlie replied, not at all intending to wander 

into the woods with a Cullen any time soon. 

“Score!” Emmett interjected and Charlie turned to the television with relief. There 

were so many of us about that it made him nervous—but not nervous enough to leave, 

apparently.  

Charlie stayed and stayed. Because we’d let him into our home and our private 

lives, the family had decided spontaneously not to pretend around him. Everyone avoided 

blatant displays of supernatural motion or strength, but that was the extent of it. We stood 

more than we might have with other humans and we all abandoned the fake fidgeting and 

blinking after a couple of hours. Bella adhered to the rules more carefully than the rest of 

us, since her changes were the most noticeable and the most disturbing to Charlie. Still, he 

seemed determined not to see anything that didn’t seem quite right, including the fact that 

our three-month-old baby never needed a diaper change.  

At 6:30, Seth asked, “Do you wanna come have dinner at my house, Charlie? If you 

do, maybe you could take me home?”  

I don’t know whether it was hunger, kindness toward Seth, or wanting to see 

Sue—maybe all three—but Charlie stood up and silently questioned Bella. 

“It’s okay, Dad,” Bella said. “We have to put Renesmee to bed pretty soon anyway. 

You can come see her after work tomorrow if you want to. Jacob will be here.” 

Charlie glanced around the room to verify the invitation with anyone else who was 

paying attention. Esme and I nodded. Jacob was back in the kitchen raiding the refrigerator. 

“I’ll do that, Bells,” he responded and joined Seth at the front door. Bella and I 

followed with the baby. 

“Bye, Nessie,” he said softly, putting out his finger, which she took in her fist. 

Nessie gave him her big smile again and waved with her other hand. Charlie chuckled a 

little nervously. 

“She’s really something,” he repeated. 

“She is, Dad. She’s something special,” Bella replied. 

“If you need a babysitter sometime, I could…you know…if you told me what to do, 

though it seems like you’ve got enough people here to help out.” 

“That’s true, but you can visit whenever you want to.” Charlie hesitated in the 

doorway, staring at his shoes. 

“Um…would it be all right if Sue came with me? She’d like to meet Renesmee 

too.”  

Bella nodded and then looked at me. 

“Sure, Charlie,” I concurred. “Sue is welcome. Seth and Leah are often here with 

Jacob anyway.” Charlie already had noticed that, but hadn’t known what to make of it. 

After Charlie left, Carlisle retrieved his kit and set about measuring Renesmee. Her 

growth rate was the tiniest bit slower than the day before, but not enough for us to draw any 
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conclusions. I went to the kitchen to warm Nessie’s dinner and brought it back to the living 

room. Bella passed the baby to me and left. Both of my girls had gotten thirsty with Charlie 

there all afternoon. 

“You did well today, Nessie,” I told her as she gulped down the blood.  

She touched my throat to tell me that she liked her grandpa. 

“He loves you too, darling child. He’s going to visit you as often as he can.” 

Renesmee went back to drinking. Her eyelids gradually grew heavy until they closed and 

stayed closed. She hadn’t been able to stay awake to finish the entire cup. 

Esme and Rosalie had returned from the cottage, knowing that it was almost 

Renesmee’s bedtime. 

“We’ve got the bedroom set up for the baby if you want to take her with you 

tonight,” Esme told us.  

“We do,” Bella called from the kitchen where she’d escaped while I fed Renesmee. 

“She’s gone to sleep,” I called back. Rosalie took the baby’s cup from me and Bella 

reentered the room.  

“Alice hasn’t done her closet yet, but we left some pajamas and a couple of outfits 

for her,” Rosalie told Bella.  

“Thanks, Rose,” Bella responded. 

“Thank you,” I said to Esme. 

“You’re very welcome, dear,” she replied, stroking Nessie’s curls. “She’s our 

precious treasure.” I kissed my mother on the cheek. 

“Shall we go, then?” I asked Bella. 

“Yes, let’s,” she replied, smiling. I noted a look of relief on her face. It had been a 

tough afternoon for my wife. 

We jumped the river and ran through the woods, hand-in-hand, my opposite arm 

cradling the baby. I was careful to run smoothly and not jostle her, though once Renesmee 

was out, she stayed out. When we reached the front door, Bella used the key Esme had 

handed her, although we’d been leaving the back sliding door unlocked. We looked at each 

other and smiled, remembering our previous rushed entries into the house. Now we had to 

be responsible parents. Closing the door behind us, Bella took my hand and led me down 

the hallway.  

When we reached Renesmee’s room, Bella gasped. I followed her to the doorway 

and stared in astonishment. Not only were the walls painted, but Esme, perhaps with Alice 

or Rose’s help, had overlaid the pale yellow paint with a light lavender Victorian lace 

pattern. It looked like very expensive wallpaper. Humans never could have done this 

intricate work in such a short time. It was stunning. The head of the crib with its elaborate, 

wrought-iron arch was set into the far corner with the shorter iron foot extending into the 

room. A fluffy, lavender rug softened the floor. 

Though western Washington isn’t troubled much by mosquitoes, the crib had a 

mosquito-net tent matching the one in the master bedroom. To the right of the bed stood a 
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Victorian-era highboy with a carved arch on the top. A closet spanned the entire wall to the 

right of the doorway and its accordion doors had small, leaded glass inserts that matched 

the leaded glass window on the far side of the room.  

Against the left wall sat a cozy rocking chair and on it hung a collection of original 

Beatrix Potter prints including Peter Rabbit and all his friends…mice, badgers, ducks, and 

foxes. There was even a poster of the alphabet in which each letter was intricately drawn 

next to, or intertwined with, a woodland creature. Our daughter was enthralled with small 

animals and these elaborate pictures would absolutely delight her.  

On the far wall hung floor-to-ceiling shelves filled with books, Beatrix Potter’s as 

well as those of other classic children’s authors, ranging from Hans Christian Andersen, to 

Frank Baum, to Lewis Carroll, to Judy Blume, to J.K. Rowling. There were books about 

the Northwest indigenous peoples, including a book of Quileute legends, books of the 

physical geography of the Northwest, and its native plants and animals. Esme had selected 

some books of classic poetry and, on the highest shelves, a selection of modern North 

American authors including Mark Twain, Ralph Ellison, Theodore Dreiser, Margaret 

Atwood, Ursula K. le Guin, Joyce Carol Oates, William Faulkner, Toni Morrison, and even 

Anne Rice. Two bins on the lowest shelf held a variety of toys and games, puzzles, and 

stuffed animals. There were Tinker Toys, an erector set, a chemistry kit, and art supplies. 

“It’s perfect,” Bella murmured, gazing around the room and rubbing her eyes. I put 

my arm around her shoulders and kissed her hair as she wept vampire tears.  

We changed Nessie into comfortable nightclothes, a t-shirt and cotton shorts, and 

laid her in her crib, covering her with what looked like a hand-knitted lavender and yellow 

afghan. It seemed unlikely that any noise we made would bother our daughter, but just in 

case, we turned on the sleep machine Esme had set on a shelf next to the crib. It played a 

variety of natural sounds such as tropical birdsong, waves crashing against Hawaiian 

shores, and whale songs—a nice touch. We closed the bedroom door behind us and I turned 

to my wife, wrapping her in my arms. 

“Oh, Edward, I’m so happy!” Bella cried against my chest, her shoulders shaking a 

little. I pressed my cheek against the top of her head and stroked her hair.  

“Happy tears?” 

“Happy tears,” she repeated, smiling up at me as we remembered Bella’s happy 

crying jags on our first honeymoon. 

After a few moments, I put one finger under Bella’s chin and lifted her face upward, 

then leaned down and touched my lips to hers gently. I pulled back a few inches and gazed 

into her eyes. I touched my lips to hers again and stroked her jaw and neck with my fingers. 

I looked into her eyes once more and saw that she was becoming distracted from her tears. 

I pressed my lips to hers as I grasped the hem of her t-shirt and slid it slowly up her body. 

She raised her arms as I pulled it over her head and dropped it to the floor. She pushed her 

hands under my sweater and I yanked it off and tossed it onto the pile. My open mouth met 

hers then, and I stroked her tongue with mine while I unfastened the two brass buttons at 
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the waistband of her jeans. I pinched the zipper tab and slid it down slowly, dragging my 

fingers along the way. 

Bella undid the buttons of my jeans and reached inside to release me from my 

clothing. Inhaling sharply, I lifted my wife off the floor and waltzed her down the hallway, 

spinning us into our bedroom. Laying her at the base of the bed, I pulled her jeans all the 

way off as she wiggled her assistance. After stepping out of my own, I kneeled, slipped my 

hands beneath her buttocks and raised her hips. I stroked her with my tongue, bottom to top 

and she gasped, lacing her fingers through my hair. Her flesh was shiny and slick with 

moisture. I spread her apart with my thumbs, poised my tongue above her clitoris and 

glanced up.  

When I raised my eyes, my lovely wife was looking into them, her eyelids half 

closed. There was something highly erotic about that…her watching me touch her. I kept 

my eyes locked on hers and stroked her slowly. Bella gasped and her mouth gaped open, 

but her eyes continued to watch. I stroked her again and she drew in her breath, her eyes 

closed slowly, then opened halfway, as she rocked toward me. 

Between the legs of my vampire wife lay a gorgeous display, much different than 

before her change. I wondered if Bella had looked at herself there since she’d become a 

vampire. I thought not. In a flash, I snatched a small decorative mirror from the wall and 

held it between her spread thighs. 

“Look, my darling. See how beautiful you are…” She opened her eyes and caught 

the image in the mirror. Though embarrassed, Bella could not look away. Nestled beneath 

her dark red hair, her outer labia were white as snow and smooth as ice, but between them, 

her inner labia lay swollen and glistening, a stripe of brilliant red color, as shocking as the 

inside of a blood orange.  

“Wow,” she whispered. 

“Exactly. You are stunningly beautiful. You look entirely edible.” I proved the 

point by setting the mirror aside and tasting her with my tongue. 

“Edward…” she moaned. “Ooohhh….” The sound made my muscles tighten with 

desire. I groaned and licked and touched her opening with the tip of my finger. As her 

excitement heightened, her hips rose higher off the bed. 

“Touch me…inside…” Bella whispered between jagged breaths. I did as she asked, 

one finger, then two, stroking her inside and licking her outside. Bella began to grip my 

hair painfully, so I clasped her fingers in my free hand and she released them immediately. 

“Sssorrry…” she muttered and transferred her hands to the bedding, grasping the 

linens in the same manner as I had done on our honeymoon to avoid hurting her. How 

things had changed.  

Bella’s excitement rose inexorably, her cries ranging higher and higher until her 

deepest muscles began to spasm around my fingers.  

“Ahhhh…,” I groaned, reliving a muscle memory in my groin. When Bella 

eventually wound down and collapsed onto the mattress, I murmured, “Can you roll over, 
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my love?” My breath had become rough and the tone of my voice deep. She lazily 

complied.  

I wanted to watch myself enter her. I wrapped my arm around her waist and pulled 

her onto her knees. I was beyond desire and well into need as I found her opening and saw 

my marble penis slowly disappear into her lovely flesh. Extreme arousal had changed its 

color from pearl white to light rose, something I’d never noticed before. 

I pushed in deeply and Bella released a sharp cry, her muscles clamping powerfully 

around me. She made the same thrilling sound on the next stroke and the next. Anatomy 

lessons told me that I was rubbing against her G-spot and judging by her reaction, it was as 

intensely pleasurable to her as her response was to me. From this position, I could reach 

more deeply inside her than ever before. There was no holding back. 

“Arrrrrr…,” I growled, freezing as the now familiar ecstasy of orgasm began to 

take hold. 

“Don’t stop…yet…,” Bella panted urgently.  

Her wish was my command. I reached to touch her clitoris with a finger and, after 

two deep breaths, resumed moving inside her until she climaxed again. I arched over her 

back and felt her gasping breaths against my chest. When they finally subsided, I dropped 

us sideways onto the mattress, curled together as one, as close to one another as it was 

possible to be. I smoothed Bella’s hair off her face and then ran my fingers up and down the 

front of her torso, tickling her skin lightly. 

“That was…mmm…,” she murmured. 

“For me as well.”  

“Edward, I love you so much. I don’t think I’ll ever get enough of you. I want you 

again and we haven’t even separated.” 

“I know, my darling, I feel the same way.”  

I kissed the back of her neck, then the base of her neck, and down to her shoulder. If 

we were human, we would have fallen asleep curled together like that. But since we are 

not, we talked, and touched, and made love several more times in several different ways as 

the night passed. 

 


