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40. ALTERATIONS 
 

Blood is a pure source of energy for vampires—drinking blood for fuel creates no 

byproducts, no waste. Possibly that is one reason why we smell so good to humans. Waste 

products—the “garbage” that is left when organic fuel is burned or decomposes—don’t 

smell nice by their nature and, unlike humans, we carry no waste products in our bodies. 

Altering Renesmee’s diet had repercussions. She is like a hybrid vehicle with both 

electrical power stored in a battery and a fuel system that burns gasoline. Depending on 

which energy source she uses, different bodily systems are activated. While Renesmee 

drank only human blood, she was like a vampire and her body produced no waste. Once 

she began to eat human food, though, her digestive system was activated and she had to 

start using the toilet like any human.  

When Renesmee originally began copying the wolves’ marking behavior, Bella 

had suggested getting her a child’s potty stool and we had done so as part of a lesson on the 

human gastro-intestinal tract. She had sat on it from time to time and now and then wadded 

up some toilet paper and put it in there for Mom and Dad to empty, but since it was pretend, 

she lost interest in it quickly. At this point in her life, though, her practical experience 

became relevant and her mother helped her become proficient in her new responsibilities.  

Renesmee’s reaction to bodily waste was “Yucky!” and I didn’t doubt that most 

humans would agree with her. For a short time, she got a kick out of holding and then 

releasing water out of her “rear end” like the wolves, but since she wasn’t allowed to run 

around bottomless and raise her leg on tree trunks and bushes, her fun was short-lived. 

Even if Renesmee decided to give up human food eventually, Bella and I thought 

the experience would be helpful to her, both in learning to blend in with humans and in 

coping with menstruation if her reproductive system became active. My personal 

experience with human bodily functions was so remote and so dimly remembered as to 

seem mythical. Bella was newer, though, and says that the pain and hassle of menstrual 

periods are hard to forget. All the better for Renesmee. With her accelerated growing 

schedule, she could reach puberty within her first two years and she would need a woman 

mentor.  

Leah wouldn’t be of any help to her, not only because being a wolf stopped her 

female cycle (I heard it “through the grapevine”), but because she didn’t like to associate 

with even a tiny half-vampire. Depending on how things went with Charlie, Sue might 

become a human “auntie” to Renesmee should she need one, or possibly Sam’s Emily, who 

was kind to our daughter when Bella and Jacob took her to visit Billy on the reservation. 

Since no other human women could know personal details about our daughter without 

learning of her unique biology, there were no other options. 
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After her initial questions about male and female anatomy, Renesmee remained 

curious about those topics. Bella and I borrowed some of Carlisle’s anatomy books and 

looked at the drawings with her, explaining anything that she was curious about. She was 

becoming aware of the differences between boys and girls and along with that, developing 

her own sense of girlish modesty. Bubbles and boat races with Da had gone the way of 

crawling and picture books. 

Unexpectedly, Renesmee’s charm and intellectual advances had drawn Uncle 

Jasper into her circle. It was Jasper’s way to remain aloof from all but his closest 

compatriots, as had been required in his former lives as the leader of soldiers. Though a 

charismatic leader, he had never grown completely comfortable as part of a family unit like 

ours. Renesmee was beginning to change that. 

Jasper had expressed his pleasure about being an uncle when Renesmee was born, 

but he was showing more interest in her as she grew and changed. Whereas for the first five 

or six weeks of her life, Renesmee had enjoyed playing and roughhousing with Jacob and 

Uncle Emmett, as she matured she was becoming more interested in cerebral activities. We 

didn’t know exactly when she had started reading on her own but her interest in Jasper 

began to grow during that period of time. Her curiosity may have been piqued when 

Renesmee observed her aunts and uncles playing poker, which they did often, usually for 

cash. The cards intrigued her with their regular patterns of numbers and shapes and images 

of royalty. She liked to walk around the group of players and examine everyone’s cards, 

images of which I could see in her mind.  

It occurred to me later that Renesmee’s interest might have had been spurred on by 

Alice’s guile. Alice was not above engaging Renesmee as a co-conspirator in cheating at 

cards. Nobody would suspect Renesmee, which made her the perfect spy. Possibly 

Renesmee was passing information to Alice through her hand as she wandered seemingly 

at random around the table. If so, Alice had hidden her thoughts about it. I smiled to 

myself. That was just like my sister. She didn’t particularly care whether she won or lost 

money, she just liked to win, period. 

Jasper was a master at cards and virtually all games of chance. Most of his income 

came from gambling. He’d noticed Renesmee’s interest in the poker games and one 

Sunday morning when she was watching him shuffle cards, he encouraged her to give it a 

try. Her hands were not large enough to master the technique, so the next day he presented 

her with her own miniature deck proportioned to her small hands. She was soon shuffling 

her cards, though not quite with her uncle’s flair.  

Jasper then taught Nessie to play the child’s game Old Maid. After two rounds, 

Renesmee grew bored, so Jasper taught her the game Go Fish. It amused Renesmee a great 

deal when her Uncle Jasper requested a card that she didn’t have. She shook her head hard 

enough to make her hair swirl around her head and silently screamed GO FISH!!, which of 

course, only I could hear. In fact, I couldn’t avoid hearing it and I wondered whether it was 

unreasonable to chastise a child for screaming her thoughts. Probably it was, since I was 
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the only one in the world who would be disturbed by it. Though annoying to me, she 

thought it was hilarious to silently scream GO FISH!! at her Uncle Jasper and she 

frequently broke into giggles. It was much to my relief when she tired of the game (too 

easy) and they moved on to playing gin rummy, blackjack, and finally poker.  

Some of the games required more than two players, so Bella and Alice often joined 

in. Since her transformation, Jasper had acquired a particular fondness for Bella. Sensitive 

to the emotions of others, he got relief from his depressive tendencies when he was 

surrounded by others who were positive and happy. It’s one of the reasons he fell so hard 

for Alice. It was the same thing with Bella, whose obvious joy in her new life attracted 

Jasper to her like a magnet. As he took Renesmee under his wing and they began spending 

more time together, Bella grew quite fond of him too. 

It was time for Bella and I to get serious about going to Brazil. As I watched our 

daughter grow physically and mentally, I saw the sands of her life falling through the 

hourglass at great speed and I knew that when the last grains fell, our time would be up. We 

needed to take the next steps in preparing for Renesmee’s future. I wanted to set a date for 

our departure. 

I brought up the subject with Bella that night after we tucked Renesmee into her 

new youth bed. She’d outgrown her crib and she also needed a bed that she could get out of 

easily in the night if she had to get up and use the toilet. The second bed Esme had bought 

her was the perfect size, wooden this time, because Renesmee could control her strength 

and wasn’t as likely to break the furniture accidentally as when she was younger. 

We shut Nessie’s door behind us and I led Bella to the living room to talk to her 

about our trip to South America. It wasn’t long before I discovered the reason for her 

delaying tactics.  

“Edward, we have to deal with the Volturi first. Alice saw them. They’re going to 

send the guard to check on me.”  

“Alice put them off with our wedding invitation.”  

“That doesn’t matter. We can’t give them a reason to come here ever, not now and 

not in the future. They can’t know about Renesmee.”  

I didn’t want to waste time dealing with the Volturi, but she had a good point. 

“Okay, you’re right. Let’s go there. We can leave right away.” 

“Actually, I was thinking about going after Christmas so Charlie won’t be alone for 

the holiday.”  

“We could leave now and be back in plenty of time for the holidays and then go on 

to Brazil,” I amended. 

“We cooould,” Bella hesitated. 

“But…”  

“But I’m not sure I’m ready to interrupt our life here with Renesmee still so 

young.”  

I saw what she was getting at and it was a frightening thought. If anything went 



Breaking Dawn: Edward  384 

P.A. Lassiter  Twilight: The Missing Pieces 

wrong, Renesmee would be left alone. It was an unlikely scenario, I thought, but one could 

never be entirely sure with the Volturi. Christmas was only a few weeks away. We could 

afford to wait until then. 

“All right. How about if we stay here for Christmas and then leave a day or two 

afterward? We could be back by New Year’s Day. Do you think we should send a letter 

before we go to Italy or just show up? Wait, we’ll ask Alice.” 

“No, Edward,” Bella replied with hesitation. “I’ve been thinking about this a lot. If 

you go, Aro will see Renesmee in your mind…or in anyone else’s. I’m the only one who 

can hide my thoughts.” 

I was stunned. How clearly I remembered our last visit with the Volturi. We had 

very nearly lost our lives…Bella, Alice, and I. Aro had been clear, as he had in the past, 

that he was interested in Alice’s and my gifts. He wanted us to join the Volturi guard as 

additions to his collection of gifted vampires. I’d gotten the feeling that he was biding his 

time so he could get his hooks into Alice, at least. And now that he had met Bella, who 

could inexplicably thwart his mind-reading gift, he wanted to know how she had turned out 

as a vampire. Even if her ability to block his mental probing and Jane’s mental attacks did 

not convince him to want Bella for herself, he could use her to get to me. All he would have 

to do was threaten my love and I would come to him. She could not be sent into that lion’s 

den by herself. It was quite likely that she would never come back or that we would both be 

trapped.  

“No. Impossible. I won’t allow it.” My voice was instantly harsh. The fear that 

overcame me when I thought of Bella standing alone in the presence of the Volturi was too 

much to bear. With effort, I moderated my tone. “You’re not going alone," I repeated 

definitively, trying not to lose my temper. How could Bella possibly imagine I would let 

her approach the Volturi by herself? 

“They won’t hurt me,” she said calmly. “They have no reason to. I’m a vampire. 

Case closed.”  

“No. Absolutely no.” I trusted the Volturi about as far as I could piss into a river 

and though they had implied that they would let Bella live if I changed her, I was too 

familiar with Aro’s particular kind of lust to rely on anything he said. 

“Edward, it’s the only way to protect her.” 

So I am allowed to protect only one, my wife or my child?! It was unacceptable! A 

Solomon’s choice! I struggled to calm myself. I knew that I must not pressure Bella to 

choose between our child and me, either. The more you have, the more you have to lose… It 

seemed almost malicious to allow me so much only to snatch it away. Could God be so 

cruel? 

“We’ll talk to Alice,” I finally replied, turning toward the front door. “I need to run. 

I’ll be back soon.” I had to think through this problem and I needed to regain control of 

myself, especially my fear. The only way to cope was to make a plan. I started running, and 

as the wind whipped past my ears, I set my mind to the task. Thinking, strategizing, I felt 
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my terror slip into the night.  

By the time I returned to the cottage, I was calm again. Try as I might, I could not 

see a way around Bella’s plan. We had to protect Renesmee and she was right—the Volturi 

could not come to Forks. 

Bella was standing next to the Kiva fireplace glowing in the corner of the living 

room. Blue and green sparks shot upward from it. She had an open book in her hands. 

“Hi,” she said quietly, looking up. 

Without speaking, I approached and took her in my arms. She tossed her book and 

wrapped her arms around my neck. Then I began to hum a waltz and led Bella through the 

three-quarter-time steps. At the end of the tune, I put my lips to Bella’s ear and whispered, 

“I love you, my darling. I cannot lose you.” 

“You won’t. I promise,” she replied softly. I had no confidence in her statement, 

but I had no alternative to offer either. 

We danced another waltz from my youth. Bella and I had danced before, both at 

prom and at our wedding. She’d done fine with a little help from me. But since her change, 

she moved with perfect, independent ease. She followed my lead without stumbling or 

stepping on my feet and she remained in sync with me even when I improvised some steps. 

Smooth as ice. 

As we twirled slowly, Bella unbuttoned my shirt from the bottom to the top and 

slipped it off my shoulders. She laid her hands on my chest and my feet slowed to a stop. I 

leaned over to kiss her and as we connected, her fingers trailed down my stomach in a way 

I remembered from our courting days. I no longer prevented her from touching me as she 

liked as I had back then. Bella’s dexterous fingers unlatched my trousers and moved lower, 

pushing the fabric aside. I drew in my breath as she stroked my front with the back of her 

hand and then smoothed her hands down my backside, exploring my nooks and crannies. I 

reached for the hem of her cotton top and pulled it over her head. Then I unzipped her blue 

jeans and flattened my hands inside them. 

“Darling, I found your honeymoon lingerie.” 

“You did? Where?” 

“In a drawer in the ‘warehouse.’” 

“I haven’t seen that stuff since we came back.” 

“I fancied seeing you wear some of it again.” 

“But they’re so embarrassing.” 

“From where I was lying, I didn’t find them embarrassing at all, except as they 

might cause me to lose control of myself.” 

“I put them on out of desperation. I was trying to entice you to make love with me 

again.” 

“You drove me out of my mind, you know.” 

“Did I? I couldn’t tell that I had any effect on you at all, except once…that night 

when I put on the black thingie.” 
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“Ahh…that one was a man-killer. I almost had a heart-attack when I saw you.” 

“When I came out of the bathroom, your face looked a little shocked for a second.” 

“Only a second?” 

“Yes, you were extremely well-controlled.” 

“Not the whole night as I recall.” I bent and kissed her neck as I cupped my palms 

around her buttocks inside her jeans. “That night was revelatory.” 

“Whatever that means,” she murmured, massaging my lower regions in a most 

agreeable way. 

“It means that I learned a lot, I suppose,” I said, kissing my way along her jaw line 

until I found her lips. We swayed together, our mouths touching gently.  

“It’s hard for me to remember all the details from back then, but I recall being very 

emotional…needy, embarrassed, but also thrilled, and happy.” 

“I was terrified that I would hurt you if we made love, but I couldn’t deny you 

either, so I licked you between your legs that night. My first time. I remember it well.” 

“That’s right! My first time too.” 

“You seemed to like it,” I said and flashed her a crooked grin. 

“Still do. But it’s almost too intense to handle these days.” 

“You just need more practice,” I whispered in her ear. 

“Mmm…sounds nice,” she murmured and began kissing me with urgent intensity, 

pressing her breasts against my chest. 

“Renesmee,” I said softly when we came up for air. 

“Yes, let’s take this to the other room,” she replied, holding my face to hers as she 

backed her way down the hall. 

I shut the door behind us and turned the skeleton key, leaving it in the lock. “Little 

pitchers have big eyes.” 

“Our little pitcher does, that’s for sure,” Bella said, leaning her face away from 

mine. “Yesterday, she wanted me to get in the bathtub instead of her.” 

“What did you say?” 

“I asked her why and she said because she wanted to see what I looked like naked.”  

I chuckled. “Precocious child.” 

“I was a little embarrassed, I guess, but it seems like a fair request. Who else if not 

her mother?” 

“Public baths have been a cultural tradition for centuries. They’re still frequented 

by virtually everyone in Arab countries and many Asian countries too.” 

“I heard about a Korean spa outside of Seattle where women can go to bathe in hot 

tubs and pools and there’s a steam room.” 

“Maybe you could take Renesmee.” 

“Don’t you think my skin would attract a bit of attention?” 

“It attracts my attention, certainly,” I replied, caressing her breasts. 

“I don’t think I could get naked in front of strangers anyway, but maybe we could 
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visit some remote hotsprings one of these days. I bet Renesmee would like that.” 

“That would be fun for me too,” I said, waggling my eyebrows.  

Bella smiled.  

“Did I tell you I briefly considered the possibility that we might raise Nessie in the 

naturist family tradition?” 

“No, you didn’t happen to mention that to me.” 

“I gave up the idea that day I ran into Nessie’s room with a pillow covering my 

private parts and saw her show that image to Charlie later on. I realized that a child who 

communicates with pictures might not be the best candidate for a naturist lifestyle.” 

Bella giggled. “What did Charlie do?” 

“He gave me an odd look and tried not to laugh. It was quite funny, actually.” 

“You have a good point, though. I’m not sure I want to let my daughter see me 

naked if she can show my image to anyone whenever she wants to. I mean, she’s 

cooperative now, but what about when she’s a teenager and she wants to spite me for some 

reason or another? I especially wouldn’t want her to show Jacob!” 

I laughed. “Don’t worry. Jacob has already seen you naked many, many times and 

the last time put him off you a bit.” 

“What?! What are you talking about?”  

Oops! Hit a nerve.  

“Don’t be alarmed, love. I’m just remembering that during our competitive phase 

he wanted to tear your clothes off every time he saw you.” 

“He did? Really?” 

“Oh yes. He did it too, slowly and in great detail that night on the mountain. It was 

very disturbing.” 

“Gosh, I should have known. Did he get it right?” 

“Only in the broad outline. Too bad for him that he never got to know the 

particulars.” As I spoke, I led Bella to the bed and maneuvered her onto her back. I lay on 

top of her and let my lips wander down her neck and between her breasts. 

“Wait a minute…just a minute!” Bella said, grabbing a handful of hair and lifting 

my head up so she could see my face. “What did you mean by ‘it put him off’ me?” 

“Oh…that. I haven’t told you much about Renesmee’s delivery, have I?” 

“No, not really. I assume it was pretty gory.” 

“Yes.” I flinched at the memory. “Carlisle was gone, so Rose and I were left to 

deliver you and Rose hadn’t hunted because she didn’t want to leave you alone with me,” I 

said, remembering my helplessness. “She lost control of herself when she made the first cut 

into your abdomen and Jacob saved you from her.” 

“He did? Ugh! Not again!” 

“Yes, he dove across the room and knocked her down. She stabbed his hand with 

the scalpel and he smashed her head into the doorway. Alice held her breath and sneaked 

around the corner to drag her away. Rose didn’t fight back. She didn’t want to hurt you.” 
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“So Jacob saw the baby come out of me?” 

“I’m afraid so, love, and you were buck naked, black with bruises, and covered in 

blood. Rose had cut off your clothing to clear the way for the surgery.” 

“I must have looked revolting!” 

“Your heart stopped and Jacob gave you CPR while I delivered Renesmee. If he 

hadn’t been there, I couldn’t have saved you…not on my own.” 

“Oh, Edward…I had no idea! I guess I didn’t really want to know what happened or 

I would have asked before. I just remember blackness…trying to push it away.”  

To my surprise, I felt my eyes begin to burn and my breaths become jerky; my 

shoulders shook. 

“Oh, I’m sorry…I’m so sorry…I’ve upset you. It must be horrible for you to 

remember,” she said, holding my head to her chest and stroking my hair. 

“It was the worst day of my life,” I muttered and then added, “except that we saved 

Renesmee.” 

“I never would have been able to do what you did!” 

“I had no choice. I was not prepared to let you die.” I wrapped my arms tightly 

around Bella’s body and felt the stinging of my invisible vampire tears. 

“Shhh, shhh. It’s okay now. It’s all over. You’ll never have to go through that 

again,” Bella said. “Make love to me, Edward. Remind yourself of what we have, not of 

what we might have lost.”  

She took my hand and raised my fingers to her lips, brushing them across the 

smooth surface. Then she kissed my palm and I looked into her eyes. The brilliant scarlet 

had begun to fade. They no longer glowed with the fluorescence of a newborn. I rid myself 

of my khakis, then quickly removed Bella’s jeans and shimmied up her body to press my 

lips to hers. I ran my hands underneath her, feeling the smooth curve of her back and I let 

gravity pull me down against her, my skin touching as much of hers as possible…chest to 

chest, belly to belly, groin to groin, legs to legs, lips to lips. She was immortal and she was 

here and she was mine. 

I pressed her inner thighs apart making space for myself between her legs. She 

began to breath faster. I entered her then, pushing in slowly, and felt her flesh welcome and 

engulf me in a comforting embrace. I rolled onto my side, pulling her along and with our 

thighs intertwined and our intimate parts joined we pushed and pulled against one another 

as we caressed each other’s skin. I stroked her lips with my fingers and she pulled two of 

them into her mouth. She slid her lips down to the top of my palm making my fingers 

disappear. She did it again and then again and as I watched her, I moved my penis in and 

out of her at the same speed, a gentle wave. It was highly erotic, though I couldn’t say why 

exactly. Perhaps it was about being joined to her, being inside her in more than one way. I 

pulled my fingers from her mouth and replaced them with the other hand while I reached 

around her thigh to find a third place to enter her. I pressed one finger against her sphincter 

muscle and felt it tighten in response.  
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“Push outward,” I reminded her in a whisper and felt her relax. My slippery index 

finger slid into her before the muscle tightened again. I wiggled it inside of her and saw her 

eyes roll back into her head and her lids drop halfway.  

“You liked this on our honeymoon. I don’t know if you remember.” 

Bella pulled my fingers from her mouth slowly, her eyelids drooping closed. 

“Yes, I do remember. I remember something more than your finger, actually. 

Mmmm…,” she moaned as she pulled my fingers back into her mouth. I became even more 

aroused, jolts of electricity shooting through my groin. It was true. Just being inside her 

body however I could was so intimate, so private, and so powerful. She truly was mine for 

as long as Fate allowed me to have her.  

“Do you want to try that now?” 

“Mmm hmm…,” she mumbled around the fingers in her mouth.  

“We might need Alice’s kit.” 

She pulled my fingers from her mouth with a little sucking noise. “Bedside table.” 

“I need my hands back,” I chuckled and reached over to open the drawer and 

remove the little zippered bag containing Alice’s gift collection of sexual aids and handed 

it to Bella. 

She took out a small plastic bottle. “Almond,” she murmured. I held out my fingers 

and she drizzled oil on them. I eased the first one inside her and then pulled it out, in again, 

out, until her sphincter relaxed. Then I pressed two fingers against her. 

“Press outward. That’s it.” I repeated the process and felt her relax further. I 

wiggled my fingers and Bella began to hum. “I want to enter you there now.” I heard a 

rumble in my voice. 

“Mmm hmm…” was her reply. 

I withdrew from her vagina, slick and slippery and realized that her natural 

lubrication was far better than oil. I freed my fingers and pushed her onto her back. My 

breathing had gone ragged and I ached to be back inside of her. She brought her knees to 

her chest and I let my penis drop farther back between her buttocks and found the tight, wet 

spot I sought. “Press outward,” I said again. “I don’t want to hurt you.” 

I pressed against her until I felt her entryway relax and then slipped into her 

quickly. Bella growled and the sound vibrated through her body. I growled in return, her 

excitement raising mine higher. 

She was as tight inside as I remembered, but the compression felt intensely 

pleasurable. I slid slightly forward and back, keeping the movement small, waiting to feel a 

loosening in her, a letting go that would tell me she was beyond discomfort and feeling 

something else, something I had not experienced. I pushed farther into her and then again, 

as far as I could reach. She cried out before clamping her hand over her mouth to stifle the 

sound. I pushed again and felt an undulating squeeze roll through the tight space. She cried 

out again which spurred me on. I felt Bella’s fingers moving between her legs and the 

tension in my groin increased in time with the primitive, guttural sounds of my wife’s 
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snarls and growls. I had never heard her sound so bestial before.  

With one more snarl, she squeezed until I lost all control and felt the rush of semen 

exiting my body. She wrung me out like a dishrag, but kept squeezing. Helpless, I 

surrendered completely, letting her take whatever she wanted from me. She started to 

scream, but muffled the sound by stuffing her fist into her mouth. Her eyes were closed and 

her head was forced so far into the mattress that I thought it might tear through the other 

side. I took her head in my hands, removed her fist, and devoured her. She grabbed my 

head in turn and we grappled, mouth to mouth, clattering like two stones knocking 

together. I pushed my penis into her as far as I could reach and felt her clamp down one last 

time, her teeth clamping down too, but missing my flesh.  

I set my forehead against my wife’s and remained still while she calmed. She was 

gulping air, her shoulders were shaking, and her eyes were blinking quickly—she was 

crying! 

“Bella, Bella, are you okay?” I asked anxiously. 

She nodded without speaking and shut her eyes again. I didn’t move, not sure what 

to do. Finally, she opened her eyes and looked at me. 

“I think you split open my locked box of emotions,” she said vaguely. “Everything 

is spilling out.” 

“How do you feel?” 

“Good, actually. Emptier. Less pent-up.” 

“I’m glad.” 

“That was just…overwhelming.” 

“I love you, my beautiful darling. I love you far more than I’ve ever loved anything. 

It’s a bit frightening sometimes.” 

“That’s what it is, Edward. It’s overwhelming to be so incredibly close to someone 

else. It breaks down all your defenses.” 

“I understand,” I replied, touching my lips to hers. After a time, I inquired, 

“Ready?” 

“For what?” 

“For this.” I pulled my penis back slightly and felt her grip tighten.  

“Oh!” 

“Yes, I think pulling out can be as tricky as going in. When you’re ready, bear 

down.” Bella shut her eyes and I felt her constricted compartment loosen and her sphincter 

muscle relax. I pulled out all at once and she gasped. 

“Now relax your legs. Come here beside me.” I pulled her close and wrapped my 

arms around her, rubbing the small of her back. 

“That was extremely intense,” Bella commented. 

“In a good way, I hope?” 

“Very. I don’t think my dead heart can take it too often, though. We might have to 

save it for special occasions.”  
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I laughed. “No lingering discomfort?” 

“No, not at all. It just tears into my soul somehow, hits some emotional buttons.” 

“It was exceedingly pleasurable for me,” I told her. 

“Me too. I love you.” 

“And I you.” 


