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36. WALKING 
 

When Renesmee was twenty-six days old, she stood up and walked. Just like that. She 

looked like she’d been doing it for years. If you hadn’t known it was her first time, you 

wouldn’t have been able to tell. Jasper, Jacob, Bella and I, and Rose were in the living 

room, either sitting on the floor playing with Renesmee or standing nearby watching.  

Alice was arranging flowers in several vases around the room, dancing between 

them in her signature way. She’d attracted Nessie’s attention and the baby watched Alice 

carefully. After ten seconds of studying her aunt, Renesmee placed her feet on the floor and 

pushed off with her hands until she was standing upright. Without swaying or stumbling, 

she walked eight steps across the room to Alice. Then she turned around and waited for our 

reaction.  

Jacob began clapping enthusiastically, but when I looked over at him, he and Bella 

were exchanging looks of alarm. Bella plastered a strained smile on her face and joined in 

with the clapping, as did I. Renesmee was obviously proud of herself. Her face lit up in a 

big smile and she began clapping along with us. 

“Carlisle, Esme…,” I called. They appeared holding hands at the top of the 

staircase. 

“Renesmee has something she would like to show you.” 

They floated together to the base of the stairs. 

“What is it, dear?” Esme asked. Everybody watched to see what she would do.  

“’ook, Nana!”  

Renesmee began walking smoothly toward Esme and Carlisle. Halfway across the 

room, she performed a simple pirouette, mimicking Alice, and then closed the distance 

between herself and her grandparents. She wrapped her arms around Esme’s legs and 

planted her face in her grandmother’s crotch. Esme, always gracious and composed, 

simply bent over her granddaughter, put her arms around her, and gave her a hug. 

“My goodness, Nessie, did you learn that today?”  

Renesmee twisted around with her fist full of Esme’s skirt and peaked out at Jacob 

from behind the fabric, flashing him a shy smile. We gave her another round of applause 

and she hid her face. I wasn’t sure whether it was true shyness or false modesty, but she 

knew she had done something remarkable. Jacob held out his arms from his sitting position 

on the floor and Renesmee walked to him confidently before falling into his arms. 

“That was great, Ness! Pretty soon you’ll be able to run with me!” Renesmee 

smacked her hand to Jacob’s face and showed him a picture of them running in the woods 

together. “Sure, we can practice later.” 

This is extraordinary, Edward, Carlisle thought. 
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I nodded. I was pulled in two directions by Renesmee’s shocking precocity. 

Children normally didn’t walk until they were nine months old at the earliest. My daughter 

was just under a month old by the calendar and had not only walked, but also spun in a 

circle. She hadn’t even bothered with the intermediary step of pulling herself up to a 

standing position and learning how to balance. Physiologically, how old was Renesmee? 

It’s fine, Edward. It’s okay, I thought, trying to calm myself. She’s advanced. We 

knew that. We’re going to find out everything we can and then we’ll decide what to do. We 

have options. Carlisle was watching me when I looked up. 

Are you all right? 

I nodded infinitesimally. 

We will figure this out, son. Let’s discuss it later. 

I nodded again. Then it occurred to me that Renesmee had also spoken aloud. The 

walking had startled me so much that the speaking slipped by without my notice. If Esme 

had not been across the room from her, I was quite sure that Nessie wouldn’t have spoken. 

We knew that she was physically able to speak, but most of the time she preferred not to. I 

couldn’t tell why for sure. It just seemed to be more natural for her to talk with her hand 

than with her mouth. 

Renesmee’s voice, though not fully developed, was beautiful. It was higher than 

Alice’s voice and sounded a lot like Bella’s when Bella got excited—a piccolo, clear and 

sweet. She couldn’t pronounce all the consonants yet, but she was so far ahead of her age 

that I didn’t think it would be long before she could. Nessie had said her first words when 

she was one week old, but had only spoken out loud four or five times since then. I knew by 

listening to her mind that her vocabulary was large for a child and that she was thinking in 

terms of words and sentences in addition to pictures. She just preferred not to vocalize her 

thoughts. 

“It won’t be long before we’ll be teaching our child to hunt,” I said under my 

breath. 

Bella turned to look at me, a stricken expression on her face. I pulled her close and 

held her tightly against me. Renesmee put her hand to Jacob’s face and showed him the 

forest and thought the word hunting as a question. 

“Yes, we’ll go hunting together,” he responded to her. I wasn’t so sure about that. 

Everybody perked up their ears when Charlie’s patrol car turned into our long 

driveway. Bella kneeled and held out her arms for Renesmee and the baby kicked her legs 

so that Jacob would set her on her feet. Then she walked confidently to her mother who 

took Nessie in her arms and clung to her as if she were trying to steady herself before 

Charlie’s entrance.  

I kneeled down to Renesmee’s level and touched her hand. “Let’s not talk to 

Charlie and Sue about hunting. They are humans and do not hunt like we do. It would upset 

them to know about that. Do you understand?” 

Renesmee nodded solemnly. She carried a list of such topics in her head. At one 
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month old, she already understood the difference between humans, vampires, and 

werewolves and that she was special because she was part human and part vampire. 

Our evenings with Charlie had become routine. If Emmett was around, he came in 

and turned on the television, which gave all of us some distraction from the burden of 

conversation. Neither Charlie nor Sue was any kind of conversationalist. If they did speak, 

they mostly spoke to Nessie and the rest of us spoke amongst ourselves. We always offered 

them food and drink, but they rarely accepted.  

Jacob made sure that either he or Seth was around when Sue and Charlie visited to 

help bridge the gap between the humans and the vampires. As time went on, though, the 

polymorphous collection of beings in our house began to feel like family and we Cullens 

lowered our guard to a degree. 

I could read in Sue’s thoughts that she had talked to Charlie about her children. 

Charlie had been sympathetic. He’d seen Jacob phase to a wolf, so he knew that Sue wasn’t 

crazy. She reassured him that he wasn’t crazy either and the two of them had become 

closer. (“As long as you don’t turn into a wolf too,” Charlie had said before risking that first 

kiss.)  

Jacob told us that Billy was beginning to make peace with the situation. It would 

have been hard not to, given his close proximity to Sue as a tribal elder. It also didn’t hurt 

that two sisters—cousins of Embry—were visiting from the Makah tribe. Billy had his eye 

on one of the women, though I wasn’t sure how Embry’s mother would feel about that, 

much less her father, Albert. I chuckled remembering the old Makah fisherman. 

Carlisle opened the door for our evening’s guests.  

“Welcome Sue, Charlie. Come in,” he greeted them warmly. 

Gampa! Sue! Renesmee thought. She pressed her hand to Bella’s face. Nessie 

wanted to show them her new skill. Bella released her and we all watched again as she 

walked gracefully across the room. Charlie’s eyes grew wide and his mouth dropped open. 

He put his hand over his racing heart and looked at Sue, who raised her eyebrows 

knowingly. 

Renesmee stopped in front of Charlie and reached toward him to be picked up. 

“Nessie!” he exclaimed, his voice slightly shaky. “Come to Grandpa. How are you 

today? You’ve learned something new, I see.” 

Nessie showed Charlie with her hand how she had imitated Alice. 

“Well, that’s really something!” Charlie glanced at Sue again before carrying 

Renesmee into the room. 

I looked at Bella and saw that she was clasping her hands together tightly. This was 

the first time that she hadn’t held Renesmee to steady herself around the human visitors. 

“You okay?” I asked her under my breath. 

“I’m okay,” she replied. Jasper was standing near us behind the couch as he did 

most evenings.  

While we sat with our guests, my mind wandered off, thinking and planning for a 
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trip to Brazil. We could locate Gustavo and through him, Kaure, but I already knew that 

Kaure believed all children such as Renesmee should be destroyed before they could kill. If 

we could talk to the elders of her tribe, though, maybe they would share their tribal legends 

of our kind.  

How would we get them to talk to us? If they believed in vampires, it seemed 

unlikely that they would let us get near them. Speaking their language would be of no help 

if I couldn’t get close enough to talk. 

Brazil was home to lots of native tribes, though, some of whose members were 

vampires themselves. Carlisle had some old friends in the Amazon who might be able to 

help us. As natives, they would have access to information that we didn’t have, though as 

vampire women, none of them were likely to have borne half-breed children themselves. I 

would talk to Carlisle in the morning and we’d start making plans. I didn’t know how long 

it would take to find out what we needed to know, so I wanted to start as soon as possible. 

Carlisle and I had hope that with the same number of genes as the wolves, 

Renesmee might stop aging when she reached maturity. But there was no way to know 

unless we could find others of her kind. Even tribal tales of others would be helpful. 

There was one other option that none of us had spoken of, but all of us had thought 

about—changing Renesmee, turning her into a vampire at an appropriate age. It would be 

extremely risky. With her genetics, we had no certainty what the outcome of changing her 

would be. The tribal wisdom of the Quileute was that vampire venom was deadly to 

wolves. Would the human half of her become vampirized and immortal or would her 

combined genes make vampire venom deadly to her?  

 

 

 

“Sheesh!” Bella exclaimed when we arrived at the cottage that night. “If I haven’t killed 

Charlie or Sue yet, it’s probably not going to happen. I wish Jasper would stop hovering all 

the time!” 

“No one doubts you, Bella, not in the slightest,” I reassured her as I put Renesmee 

in her crib and tucked her blanket around her. “You know how Jasper is—he can’t resist a 

good emotional climate. You’re so happy all the time, love, he gravitates toward you 

without thinking.”  

I pulled my wife to me and wrapped my arms around her. It was true. Despite the 

shock we both received every time Renesmee performed another impossible feat, Bella 

took great pleasure in every aspect of her new life. Her disdain for the institution of 

marriage had fallen away; she seemed happy to be tied to me. She doted on our daughter, 

though she’d never intended to be a mother. Hunting exhilarated her. She could run, leap, 

and overpower animals much bigger than herself without an iota of awkwardness. She 

even seemed to enjoy the way she looked as she never had when she was human. She no 

longer shied away from mirrors as she used to do, but might gaze thoughtfully when she 
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caught a glimpse of herself. At night, she was eager to be with me. She gave her whole self 

without hesitation, holding back nothing.  

As for me, I was unutterably happy. I had more than I’d ever imagined wanting, 

things I’d never dreamed of. I had found my true love and our love had produced a miracle 

child who was half Bella, half me, and all herself. Most importantly, my wife did not seem 

to regret giving up her human life. That had been my greatest fear—that Bella would regret 

changing and that she might even turn cold and bitter like Rosalie. If Bella had lamented 

her choice for one moment, I would have cursed myself forever. 

However, I couldn’t read her mind and it was possible that she did have regrets. She 

was good at hiding things—her face was less expressive as a vampire and she didn’t blush 

anymore. But my sense was that she was happy.  

If only I could read her mind…if I could be sure! But I couldn’t. My gawd, she is 

beautiful!  

Her exquisite form astonished and overwhelmed me again and again. And she was 

mine! I led her to our bedroom, shut the door, and pressed first my lips and then my whole 

body to hers, her back against the wall. She opened her mouth slightly and ran the tip of her 

tongue across my top lip. I eased her tongue into my mouth as I pushed my hands up her 

cotton shirt and cupped her breasts in my palms. I squeezed and felt the smooth marble 

give slightly to the pressure. She wound her fingers into my hair as I sucked at her nipples, 

pulling each one into my mouth and flicking it with my tongue. Bella moaned softly and 

then slipped her t-shirt over her head and dropped it to the floor. My mouth stayed on her 

while my hands skimmed her back and stroked her lower stomach. She hurriedly unzipped 

and kicked off her blue jeans. 

“Yours too…,” she panted, pulling at my shirt. I dutifully unbuttoned it and let 

Bella push it off my shoulders. She then grasped the zipper on my trousers and dropped 

into a crouch, pulling the pant legs down and off my feet. As she rose, she stroked the 

length of my naked penis with her tongue…up, down, then back up, three times. I growled 

and dug my fingers into her hair as she kissed her way up my abdomen, my stomach, and 

onto my chest, licking across each nipple before rising and pressing her lips to mine. I was 

fraught with desire, my breath hard and uneven. I kissed my wife forcefully and pressed my 

nakedness impatiently against her. Bella wrapped her arms around my neck and with a 

ballerina’s grace, lifted her legs to my waist and closed them around me. Her scent rose. I 

loved the smell of her even more than I had before her change. And now, I needed to be 

inside of her. 

Our mouths clicked together as I took her weight in my left arm and used my free 

hand to position my rigid penis beneath her. Slowly, ever so slowly, I lowered her onto me 

and felt her acquiescence as she relaxed and allowed me to stretch her walls apart. 

Ahhh! I groaned into her hair. Nothing compared to the sensation of entering my 

Bella’s body and knowing that her craving for me matched mine for her. I reached deeply 

into her, letting her weight drop onto me, and then I held her there, savoring the powerful 
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connection we shared. When her breath and body became insistent, I withdrew from her 

and entered her again, raising and then lowering her body with my hand under her buttocks. 

Feeling her open up to me was so pleasurable that I lifted her away and then reentered her, 

and then again, and again. Bella was gasping. 

Mmm…she likes that. Me too. When the stimulation grew too intense, I lowered her 

all the way onto me and held her still. She pressed her tongue between my lips and I 

allowed her to penetrate me there as I had her below. Asserting and yielding—opposite 

sides of the same coin. 

Bella then took my free hand and sucked on my fingers before placing them on her 

left breast. With wet fingers, I stroked her nipple and felt it tighten, the wetness having 

increased its sensitivity. Bella groaned and massaged her clitoris as I resumed raising and 

lowering her. I remoistened my fingers between her legs and squeezed her other nipple. 

She began to melt in my hands, moaning as if she were in pain, though I knew that she 

wasn’t.  

Since Bella’s change, my self-control was no longer a pressing necessity, but I 

exercised it now, straining to postpone my climax as Bella’s pleasure built. Control became 

more difficult as her muscles tightened around me. I breathed in slowly, struggling to wait 

for her as she panted breathlessly. Then, as I stroked and pulled at her nipples and pressed 

into her, that moment of indefinable imminence took hold. She held her breath briefly and 

then I felt her let go, her muscles coaxing me to come with her. 

“Ahhh…,” I groaned, emptying into her as she squeezed me to orgasm. Bella held 

my head to her breast as her body and mine slowly unwound into calm. If we were human, 

such a coupling surely would result in the creation of life. It seemed to contain the power of 

a universe. 

She pointed to the bed and I carried her there and sat down, the heat of our friction 

making her warm inside. She took my face in her hands and brought her lips near to mine. 

“I love you…so much…I will never get enough of you,” she murmured. I wrapped 

my arms around her waist. 

“Is that right?” I kissed the smooth arc beneath her jaw and up to the hollow below 

her ear. 

“Yes.” Bella bent her head back, inviting me to continue, which I did. I set my teeth 

against her stone-still carotid artery and lingered a moment, remembering how it had felt to 

pierce her skin over and over and feel her rich blood ooze into my mouth as I poisoned her 

with my venom. Though I couldn’t have admitted it then, when I didn’t know if Bella 

would survive, I could admit it now—the act had been intensely pleasurable for me, even 

as she lay dying. It was the unchangeable part of my nature that had urged me to drain her 

as I was desperately trying to save her life.  

Perhaps that memory of pleasure would have been strafed out of me if my bites had 

triggered torturous screams from Bella as they should have. But Bella was silent as my 

venom took hold and remained silent to the very end. Many times I had wondered about 
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that, whether her miraculous self-control had enabled her to hide her pain from me. I 

wanted to know…but then again, I didn’t. My bites should have caused her as great an 

agony as they had given me pleasure. One day, perhaps, I would be brave enough to ask 

about her experience. 

I kissed the front of my wife’s neck as my fingers stroked their way down to her 

breasts. I took them in my palms and massaged gently until Bella began humming a single 

note. I squeezed her nipples between my fingers and the note rose a few half steps. She 

began to gasp as she slipped her hands between us. I caressed her breasts and sucked her 

nipples while she brought herself to orgasm again. I bit her neck as she came, not hard 

enough to break the skin, but passionately enough to recall the forbidden moments when I 

took her life’s blood into my body. It was a relief to know that I could no longer kill her. 

 


