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42. A DAY APART 

(A Night Together) 
 

Bella felt badly that Renesmee had not met Billy Black, whom she thought of as family. 

She wanted Renesmee to know him, especially since he was one of the few people in our 

lives who really could know her. And naturally, Jacob wanted his father to know the most 

important person in his world. 

Though Jake proposed taking Renesmee to visit Billy on his own, neither Bella nor 

I was comfortable with the idea. Not that we were concerned she wouldn’t be safe with 

Jacob, but she was still little more than a toddler, despite her advanced intellectual 

capabilities. Bella decided the time had come for her first trip away from home, 

post-change.  

When Bella was new, we wouldn’t have dared send her into the world where she 

would be exposed to any number of humans, but she had proven over and over with Charlie 

and Sue that she was controlled enough to venture further from home. Jasper had his 

doubts, but decided not to intervene.  

After Jacob left with Bella and Nessie, I took the opportunity to talk to Carlisle 

about going to Brazil and we began mapping out our strategy. We would locate the Ticunas 

first and see what we could learn. Then, based on what they could tell us, follow our noses 

around the region, locating other relevant tribes. We also planned to visit Carlisle’s 

Amazonian friends—Zafrina, Senna, and Kachiri—introduce them to Renesmee, and 

glean whatever information we could from them. They could provide assistance locating 

and perhaps communicating with additional tribes. They might even have stories or 

legends of their own. 

After reviewing our plans, we did some research on the current availability of game 

in different regions of the country. Brazil is huge and varies widely in terrain and animal 

life, but many native species are endangered. I did not want to be caught again as I had been 

on my honeymoon with no hunting to be had for hundreds of miles. There was little danger 

that we would go thirsty in the Amazon jungle or in the Pantanal, the marshy region of 

western Brazil, where wildlife includes the largest jaguar population on earth and exotic 

species like the giant anteater. If we had to visit Rio de Janeiro or other urban areas, 

however, game could be scarce—especially if our entire family went, which is what we 

planned. 

With Jacob away, I could speak freely with Carlisle about my recent theories on the 

existence of half-vampire children.  

“I’m beginning to think that we will have to consider changing Renesmee when she 

reaches adulthood. If we find no trace of other hybrid children, then that says to me that 
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either they never existed or they died young.”  

“It is a scenario that you and Bella should talk about. It might come down to that, 

though I sincerely hope not.” 

“There are many implications. For instance if we change Renesmee will Jacob’s 

bond with her hold, and if not, will we be in violation of the treaty with the Quileute?” 

“Even though Nessie’s only half human, they could interpret that as a breach of the 

treaty and declare war. That is a bridge I would prefer not to cross,” Carlisle replied. 

“Carlisle, did you ever discuss Bella’s transformation with her after her first day? 

You’ve never mentioned it.” I had caught my father off guard and I could already see at 

least part of the answer to that question in his mind.  

“No!!” I responded to his thoughts, aghast. 

“I’m sorry son, but I’m afraid so. Bella wished for it to be a private matter between 

her and me. She wanted to shield you from the pain she knew it would cause you.” 

“My gawd! So she had the full measure of pain we all had, but she was paralyzed by 

the morphine, unable to move or speak?!” I already knew the horrendous answer to my 

question. Carlisle was good at hiding his thoughts from me, but virtually no one could 

block their instantaneous mental response to a direct question, except for Alice…and 

Bella, of course.  

“So all those hours after the morphine burned off, she did not allow herself to move 

or speak, even though she could, because she didn’t want me to suffer?? Bella…,” I wailed, 

horrified. 

“Perhaps it would be useful to think of it this way, Edward. It hurts Bella to see you 

suffer. She chose to remain silent in order not to suffer twice, first from the pain itself and 

then from seeing your pain.” 

“But the agony! How did she do it?” I asked, overcome with misery. 

“With immense self-control,” Carlisle replied calmly. 

I got the point. “Yes. You would know.” 

“It was her gift to you and she got through it somehow. The more relevant issue 

now is that we should not use morphine on Renesmee. Paralyzing rather than 

pain-suppressing is not what we were hoping for.” 

I had tried to get the morphine into Bella’s body before her caesarean section, but it 

could not have taken effect before Rosalie cut into her. Then her back broke, removing all 

sensation below the waist, so she didn’t need it for the surgery after all. So not only were 

my efforts wholly useless, but they caused Bella even more suffering than she would have 

experienced if I had never acted. How would I ever live with myself? 

I knew in my heart that it would only hurt Bella more to know that I had discovered 

her secret. So like her, I vowed to keep my knowledge to myself, though I feared it would 

haunt me to the end of my days.  
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When Bella, Nessie, and Jacob returned, I met them at the door.  

“Hello, loves.” Renesmee came dashing in and I dropped to one knee to greet her. 

Daddy! she thought as she reached for my cheek.  

I picked her up and wrapped my free arm around Bella’s waist. Our eyes met and 

we gazed at one another for a few moments. I leaned over to kiss her and our lips touched 

with a spark of electricity. Our welcome-home greeting was interrupted by our little girl, 

who was eager to share her day.  

Daddy, Billy rides around in a chair! He never has to stand up! He gave me a ride 

with Jacob pushing us around. Daddy, can I have a wheelie chair like Billy? 

Jacob headed for the kitchen and the refrigerator, apparently not having eaten 

enough at Billy’s house.  

“Did you know that Billy uses a wheelchair because he can’t walk? His legs don’t 

work anymore,” I told her.  

Oh. That’s not good, is it? 

“No, that’s a challenging way to live. He can’t run, or climb trees, or do flips like 

you can. What else did you do today?” 

With Renesmee’s attention successfully redirected, she told me about Billy’s red 

house and the big, gray waves and the beach and how she got to throw stones into the water 

with Jacob.  

Jacob made them bounce three times before they disappeared! 

“Did you like the ocean?” 

Oh yes! It goes in and out and chases you. I got to see Emily and Sam. Emily has 

two faces and she’s really nice and he’s her Sam. Like Jacob and me. Renesmee beamed 

after spilling this information in a rush. Emily’s “two faces” were the scarred side and the 

unscarred side, which looked and moved differently, but which Renesmee took in stride. 

Daddy, Sam smells like Jacob, but Emily and Billy smell like Grandpa Charlie and Sue. 

They make me thirsty.  

“That’s right, darling. Emily and Billy are humans like Charlie and Sue. Sam is one 

of the wolf-people like Jacob.” 

I know because I can tell by their smell. Sam is like Jacob’s pack. 

“Sam has his own pack. Did he tell you?” I asked. 

No, he’s not supposed to tell anybody, but I still knew. Renesmee whispered these 

thoughts in her mind, as if she were telling a secret. I smiled. It was too bad that Bella 

couldn’t get some of these nuances by Renesmee’s usual way of communicating. I found 

the subtleties in her inner voice to be amusing. It was easy to forget that she wasn’t 

speaking aloud. 

“It sounds like you had a wonderful day.” I squeezed Bella’s waist. 

Oh yes, and look what Billy gave me! He has lots and he let me pick. 

Renesmee reached into a blousy pocket on the front of her dress and pulled out a 

small object. It was a carved wolf howling into the sky. It was small enough to fit in 
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Renesmee’s hand, but carved in great detail with a textured coat and fluffy tail. The carving 

exuded personality. It was remarkable work for a human hand and eye. 

“Maybe Billy will teach you how to make one when you’re a little older.” 

Renesmee’s eyes got big. She liked that idea. 

Where’s Aunt Rose? I want to show my godmother. Renesmee liked that new word. 

“Rose and Emmett are upstairs. You can go find her, but be sure to knock on the 

door and ask permission before you go in. Okay?” 

Okay. I kissed Renesmee on the forehead and set her down. She took off for the 

stairs in a rush.  

“She’s excited about her day,” I commented to Bella as I wrapped both arms around 

her waist. 

“Yes, she enjoyed Billy. He made her laugh by holding her on his lap and spinning 

around in his wheelchair. He made me and Jacob laugh by telling her ‘secrets’ that she 

didn’t realize Jacob and I could hear. He also told her funny stories about Jacob when he 

was young. They got a kick out of each other.” 

“They are both quite charming,” I said, smiling.  

“Emily offered her a cookie and she actually ate it. I was so surprised. She put it in 

her pocket and tried little bites of it all afternoon. I think it’s all gone.” 

“Nothing like sugar and fat to excite the human taste buds.”  

Bella smiled and reached up for a kiss. I gladly indulged. It was the first time we 

had been separated since her new birth. Our kissing became more focused and intense and 

I longed to run off to the cottage with her.  

“I missed you terribly,” I told her, trying not to think about the conversation 

Carlisle and I had had. It had become a constant stabbing ache in my side. 

“I missed you too. It was the first time I left the house and you.” 

“Never leave me again please,” I whispered, kissing her neck and jaw. 

“Never.” Bella smiled. I held her against me and stroked her hair and kissed the top 

of her head. 

“Charlie will probably be here shortly,” Bella said a few minutes later. 

“Yes, now that you mention it, I can hear Sue thinking about how handsome he is.” 

“You cannot!” she accused, thinking I was teasing her. I just smiled mysteriously. 

“As much as I detest the idea of being apart from you a minute longer, I was thinking I 

might go to the cottage and finish working on your closet. By the time you and Nessie 

come home, it should be finished. That way you won’t have to look at it or think about it at 

all.” 

“I like that last part very much, but I’m not fond at all of the first part. I missed you 

today.” 

“I can postpone if you like, but I think your stress level will go down if you don’t 

have to fuss so much with finding something to wear.” 

“That’s true. Renesmee got chocolate chip stains on this shirt. Now I’m down to 
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three.”  

I chuckled. “No wife of mine will walk about naked in public if I can help it! 

Though it would certainly be easier.” 

“I wouldn’t want to attract attention,” Bella said. 

“Everyone would think you were an angel.” 

“That’s what I thought you were back in the beginning,” Bella replied. 

“I’m much too devilish for that,” I said, hoisting her up to my waist. She wrapped 

her legs around me.  

“Mmm…yes, you are…”  

I kissed the base of her throat and worked my way up to her smooth, silky lips. She 

responded instantly and though I knew we’d have to separate very shortly, I tried to make 

the most of the moment. 

“Ugh…that’s Charlie’s car isn’t it?” 

“Yes, he’s turning in from the highway,” I replied, cupping her chin in my hand and 

pulling her face back to mine. “Would it be rude if we didn’t answer the door?” I said, my 

lips moving against the skin of her jaw. 

“I don’t think it would stop Charlie from coming in, unfortunately. He hates not 

seeing Renesmee every day. She changes so quickly.” 

“I know how he feels,” I said as Bella released her legs and landed lightly on the 

floor. 

“You’d better get out of here before they arrive. That way you won’t have to 

explain yourself to Renesmee.” 

“You’re right. Bye, my love. Parting is such sweet sorrow.” 

“But I’ll see you afore the morrow,” she replied, chuckling. I released her 

reluctantly and headed for the kitchen door. Charlie’s car was just pulling to a stop as I left. 

Our closet was in a monstrous state of disarray and begged to be put aright. Despite 

Alice’s meltdown, I thought I knew what would work for Bella. If Alice ever succeeded at 

turning her into a fashion maven, then perhaps they would redo the organization again. I 

thought it was highly unlikely. 

Once I got my rhythm going, the reorganization took less than two hours. I 

separated the casual clothes that I thought Bella would wear or might work up to, from the 

pie-in-the-sky fashion visions Alice dreamed for her. I removed everything wearable or 

potentially wearable from its white garment bag, making a stack of the bags in a corner. On 

the bottom rack of the long right-hand wall, I hung trousers organized by fabric—denim, 

khakis, colored cotton, linen, silk. On the corresponding top racks, I hung blouses—cotton 

knit, woven cotton, linen, rayon, silk—and within each category, I grouped the items by 

color. Along the far wall I repeated the scheme with skirts on the bottom and jackets on top.   

Occupying two free-standing racks running the length of the room were dresses 

ranging from casual to elegant, and organized by color within their groupings. One 

free-standing rack contained sportswear, including sweatpants and exercise tops, which 
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Bella would wear. Beyond that were ski clothes, tennis dresses, riding pants and jackets, 

and other specialty outfits that Bella would probably wear only for picture-taking, if at all. 

The next rack contained overcoats, raingear, and parkas, and the final rack on the left held 

party dresses in silk and velvet with sequins, ruffles, and lace. Like the full-length, formal 

gowns against the left-hand wall, the cocktail and fancy dresses remained stored in their 

garment bags. Bella’s socks, nightclothes and lingerie, along with my socks, underclothes, 

and nightwear were tucked into a tall dresser at the back of the closet.  

I reserved the upper rack on the short wall beside the door for my pants, shirts, and 

suits. Beneath that were two long shelves for all of our sweaters and Bella’s handbags, and 

beneath that were three wall-length shoe racks. Our bathrobes hung on hooks on the back 

of the door.  

I stood in the doorway and surveyed the result. Everything looked tidy, even 

attractive, with the varying blocks of color moving about the room and a sea of white on the 

far left side. The clothing arrangement seemed intuitive (to me, at least) and I thought Bella 

would be able to find what she needed more easily. No doubt Alice had already seen my 

efforts and was frothing at the mouth, but I knew it would help Bella cope better with 

mornings. It was even harder for her to drag herself away from our bed when she had to 

face the warehouse first thing.  

“Speaking” of my angel, I heard her moving through the trees toward the cottage 

and I opened the front door just as she reached the doorstep. Renesmee was asleep in her 

arms. Our child had had an exciting day on the reservation and had entertained evening 

guests as well. I relieved my wife of the burden that was no burden and pulled her close 

with my free arm.  

“Hello, love, I missed you,” I told Bella, touching my lips to hers.  

She pressed her palms to my face and held me there, mouthing me lustily. I 

responded by putting my hand on the small of her back beneath the cloth of her shirt and 

pulling her against my body. She made me hungry. I recalled the first time I’d ever had that 

feeling on the day that Tyler nearly ran over Bella—twice. I didn’t recognize the sensation 

when I held her warm body against mine in our little cage between the vehicles. The 

powerful, new hunger in my body had distracted me for a moment from the flames and 

desire of my thirst. It was the beginning of my sexual awakening and here we were now at 

its apex. I was a whole, complete man. I marveled at my good fortune. 

“I’ll just put Renesmee down. Go check out your closet,” I suggested. “See if it 

makes sense to you.” Bella smiled, but I knew that anything having to do with her closet 

was a burden. We walked down the hall together and I patted her behind as she continued 

to our room. 

Usually, one of us read Nessie a book and rocked her until she grew drowsy, but 

that wasn’t going to happen on this night. She was exhausted. I removed my child’s knit 

dress with a ruffled skirt and noticed that the label said “Dolce and Gabbana.” I had been 

looking at designer clothing for the last two hours and by now was familiar with all the 
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various labels. I wondered how many hundred this designer dress had cost. Renesmee 

probably wouldn’t get a chance to wear it again before it was too small. I removed her 

shiny patent leather shoes (by Roberto Cavalli) and peeled off her white tights, which 

sported a Nordstrom tag. Alice had dressed her up to visit the reservation, though I didn’t 

doubt that her more casual outfits were just as expensive. Her pink pajamas had the D&G 

logo printed all over them. 

I tucked a blanket around Renesmee, kissed her hot forehead, smoothed her hair 

away from her face, and left the room, shutting the door behind me. Her automatic 

nightlight clicked on. 

When I reached the closet in our room, Bella was standing frozen in the doorway 

staring at the racks of clothes in front of her.  

“What do you think?” I asked, rubbing her upper arms vigorously to unfreeze her. 

In a second, she reanimated and turned her head to look at me.  

“Well, I was hoping that you took three-quarters of the clothes and threw them out 

the window, but it looks like there’s just as much here as there was before.” I heard the 

dismay in her voice. 

“You’re right. I’m willing to anger Alice, but not to enrage her. Try to visually 

disregard everything that is in a white garment bag. Those are special occasion items that 

you will rarely, if ever, wear. Likewise, you can disregard the farthest rack with the 

specialized sportswear. The main focus is here to your right along the wall. The bottom 

rack contains pants, starting with jeans and getting fancier as you go along. Same with the 

blouses. Most days all you’ll do is reach in the doorway and grab one item from the top 

rack and one from the bottom. If you need a coat, you can venture to the rack toward the 

left side of the room or choose a jacket from the far wall. Everything is organized by color 

within its category. Skirts are below the jackets and dresses here in the center. Sweaters and 

shoes to the left of the door. Undergarments, pajamas, and lingerie in the dresser at the 

back. At least now you can see what you have. If you want to cover up entire racks again, 

we’ll find some bed sheets.”  

Bella turned to face me and wrapped her arms around my neck.  

“I think I can cope with this. Thank you for all your effort. At least it feels less like 

there’s an anchor around my neck when I walk in here. And now maybe I’ll have a bit more 

variety in my selection. Can you give me a few minutes here?”  

She reached up and pecked me on the lips. I ran my fingers through her hair, 

enjoying the scent that rose from it.  

“Is that all I get?” I smiled a crooked smile. 

“For the moment.” 

“Okay, then, but don’t take too long, Mrs. Cullen,” I said, winking as I unbuttoned 

my shirt and dropped it to the floor on the way out the door, reenacting a scene from our 

wedding night.  

I had an inkling of what might be coming. During my youth, it was a common 
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pastime for men to collect three-dimensional images of women in or out of their lingerie, 

often performing sexual acts. The stereopticon viewer was a Victorian contraption, a cross 

between Playboy magazine and the 1960s Viewmaster. Edward, my father, had a 

stereopticon, but I had no interest in looking at lingerie-clad ladies at that time. I knew one 

lady, however, in whose lingerie I was quite interested—with her in it, of course. I lay back 

on the bed with a clear view of the closet door and clasped my hands behind my head, 

waiting to be amazed and aroused (not that I wasn’t already). 

“You might want to put on some mood music,” Bella called from inside the closet. 

I located a mix CD of sexy R&B I knew Bella liked, with Marvin Gaye, John Legend, 

Robert Cray, and others. I popped it into the CD player, turned the lights low, and was back 

on the bed in two seconds. Marvin Gaye’s Let’s Get it On began its slow seduction. 

“Ready?” Bella asked. 

“I am, indeed,” I replied in a low voice.  

The carved door opened slowly outward and one foot with scarlet-painted toenails 

appeared a short distance off the floor and started rotating. An ankle appeared, a shapely 

calf, a sexy knee and then…the unexpected. A down-padded thigh in light yellow, 

definitely more puffy than shapely. The leg retreated and a yellow-padded behind poked 

out a couple of feet higher. I started to chuckle. 

“I see you chose the ravishing ‘Winter in Antarctica’ ensemble.”  

Bella did not reply, but an arm encased in matching quilted down made an arc 

outward until her hand settled on her poochy rear end. How she kept a straight face I don’t 

know, but eventually her entire body appeared from behind the door. She looked like the 

Michelin man’s uptown girlfriend.  

On the final notes of the song, she closed the zipper that ran from her knee to her 

ankle (usually used to make room for ski boots) and then bent over backwards until her 

hands were on the floor in a backbend. She slowly raised her left leg until it pointed straight 

up. Her goggles and earmuffs would have made the move particularly sexy…if they had 

been back in the closet along with the ski pants and jacket. I was highly impressed with her 

flexibility and grace, though. 

Bella slowly raised herself from her backbend into an upright position. She lifted 

the goggles from her eyes and settled them on top of her head. 

“What do you think?”  

“I’ve never seen you look more alluring,” I replied in a low, seductive voice. I kept 

my smile suppressed with effort. “I’d be happy to help you with your zippers.”   

She merely smiled, and as the next song began, she started moving again, 

shimmying, gyrating, and performing impressive feats of flexibility, all while flinging 

away the earmuffs and goggles, slowly unzipping her jacket, and sliding out of her puffy 

pants. Beneath the full-coverage costume, she was wearing lace, boy-cut panties that 

started three inches below her belly button and were no more than three inches high. When 

she turned around, I saw the lower half of her buttocks rounding out beneath the fabric in a 
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highly titillating fashion. The beige lace contrasted just enough with her skin to highlight 

the parts of her that were barely covered.  

As she flashed open the jacket, I caught a glimpse of a beige lace corset— 

tight-fitting around her breasts and ribs, laced up the front—before she closed the jacket 

and resumed dancing. When she opened it again and then tossed it to the floor, I saw that 

the lacy garment covered her to an inch above her belly button. That stripe between it and 

her panties became infinitely interesting as Bella moved her hips in time to Boyz II Men’s 

I’ll Make Love to You with her arms above her head, her wrists rotating in one direction and 

then the other.  

I was no longer chuckling. My jaw hung open and my eyes were wide. If I were 

human, I would have been drooling. Bella seemed to enjoy my response as she watched me 

watch her. She was simply…mouthwatering. 

When the third song began, Barry White’s You're the First, the Last, My 

Everything, I couldn’t take it any longer. I skittered to the end of the bed, put my feet on the 

floor and held out my arms. 

“Come to me, my gorgeous darling. Let me touch you. Let me peel away that lace.” 

My words came out in a low growl.  

Bella couldn’t have danced like this when she was human without hurting herself or 

someone else. But there was no hint of awkwardness in her sinuous limbs and swaying hips 

now. She did a slow, 360-degree turn, giving me a clear view of every angle of her 

tantalizing anatomy. When her back was to me again, she bent over and put her hands on 

the floor and then twisted her head around to look at me.  

I reached for her, wrapped my fingers around her hipbones and pulled her 

backwards onto my lap. Her scent was calling to me. I ran my hand from her waist to her 

knee and back up the inside of her thigh to the top, slipping two fingers beneath the thin 

strip of lace covering her. It was as wet as she was. A growl rose from deep in my chest and 

escaped as a low vibrating purr.  

I began untying the laces at the front of her top and slid the fabric down beneath her 

nipples. Pressing my bare chest to her back, I offered her two fingers to suck on and then 

used those fingers to stroke her nipples while I kissed the back of her neck. She was leaning 

into me and moaning. With my free hand, I stretched her thighs widely apart with my knees 

and again slipped my fingers beneath the wet fabric at her crotch. I could feel her moisture 

soaking through my trousers. When I dragged a finger through her most tender flesh, she 

cried out and laid her head on my shoulder, turning to find my lips. Her hips were 

undulating, pressing into me. I ripped open the front of my trousers and freed my penis, 

laying it in the crack of her buttocks, only a thin layer of lace between us. I ached to be 

inside her, but her arousal was so thrilling that I put it off. Instead, I rubbed myself against 

her backside as she pressed into me. 

I touched her clitoris with the tip of my index finger and she growled, her tongue 

seeking mine. As they touched, I lifted her left thigh toward her chest, opening her widely, 
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and then slipped two fingers into her as deeply as they would go.  

Ahhhh! My breathing was as heavy as hers as I stroked her with my thumb and she 

writhed like a snake.  

“Faster…,” she murmured roughly. I sped up the motion and felt her begin to 

vibrate. Her vagina constricted around my fingers. “I want you inside me now,” she panted, 

tearing off her lace panties. 

“Whatever you like,” I replied, sliding us backwards until I could prop myself on 

some pillows, while Bella crouched over me facing away. I held my penis upright for her 

and with a growl, she pressed herself onto me.  

“Ahhhh!” We groaned at the same time. The angle into her was unusual and the 

hard surface of her pubic bone rubbed against the head of my penis on every stroke. I was 

touching a sensitive place inside her too, it seemed, as she used me to rub herself over and 

over on the same spot. It was too much, too fast. I reached between Bella’s legs and 

wiggled my finger on her most sensitive spot to catch her up. In seven seconds, she came 

fast and hard, her powerful muscles throwing me over my edge. I growled and she made 

small, high-toned cries that excited me, prompting more growls. We must have sounded 

like predator and prey locked in mortal struggle. 

When she was satisfied, Bella separated herself from me and lay back on my chest. 

I stroked her hair and kissed the side of her throat. The corset was riding beneath her 

breasts, covering her midriff. I unlaced it and when it fell away, caressed the skin beneath. 

Then I let my fingers wander downward to ruffle her red-brown pubic hair. We lay like that 

for a long while, not talking, just happy to be together again. The only part I liked about 

being separated from Bella was un-separating. 

“I hope you will favor me with another dance sometime. I want to put 

hundred-dollar bills in your panties with my teeth,” I informed my wife, speaking into her 

ear. 

“Shouldn’t that be one- or five-dollar bills?” 

“Not for you. One hundred dollars per peek I’d say is about right.” 

“Big spender! Actually, for you only, I’ll do it for free.” 

“Mmm, maybe the jodhpurs with the funny hat and the riding crop next time?” I 

teased. 

“You like the kinky stuff, do you?” 

“I have no idea,” I said, chuckling. “I’m sure I’d enjoy anything you liked, though.” 

“No whips, or chains, or ball-gags for me.” 

“What’s a ball-gag?” 

“It’s a gag with a ball at the center that goes in your mouth. I saw it in the movie 

Pulp Fiction with my mom.” 

“What’s the ball for?” 

“I’m not sure, but it looks really funny.”  

“So not too sexy, then.” We both laughed. 
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“You’re just a treasure trove of naughty sex tricks, aren’t you?” I accused, trying to 

tickle her stomach with no success. 

“No, I just read a lot…and watch movies.” 

“I thoroughly enjoyed your dancing. You look ravishing in ten pounds of down 

padding.” 

“I thought you’d like that, especially the earmuffs.” 

“Yes, maybe you could wear those sometime while we make love. And the goggles 

too.” Bella started giggling which made her naked bottom bounce intriguingly against my 

private parts. 

“For somebody who’s so old-fashioned about marriage, you’re not at all 

old-fashioned in the bedroom,” Bella observed. 

“Aren’t I? Well, I read a lot of books too. I’m hoping to be a metrosexual one day.” 

Bella began giggling again. “Not a retrosexual, old man?” 

“You tell me,” I whispered, kissing her neck just below her ear, while combing 

through her pubic hair with my fingers.  

“Not so far,” she whispered back. Pressing myself against her bottom, I was losing 

interest in conversation. 

“I want you, love,” I breathed into her ear. 

“Mmmm…” 

I rolled us over until Bella was on her stomach and then kneeled behind her. I liked 

the feeling of pressing against her buttocks. I pulled her onto her knees and stroked myself 

through her lips, making us both wet and slippery. Impatient, Bella reached between her 

legs to redirect me and I pushed into her slowly. From this angle, entering her was a tight, 

pleasurable squeeze followed by a deep plunge. Bella gasped as I rubbed against her 

internal sweet spot.  

I pulled out and watched my penis disappear into her again, and then again, 

mesmerized by the sensuality of that image. Then without warning, I felt her hand on my 

scrotum cupping and stroking. The unexpected stimulation drove me mad with excitement. 

I slapped my groin against her buttocks—her beautiful, curvy buttocks—over and over. 

She was growling fiercely as we greedily slammed into each other, the noise becoming 

thunderously loud. A stray thought streaked through my head that Emmett might be 

listening and laughing, but it did not distract me.  

We soon were moving so fast that we might have been a blur to human eyes. As I 

stabbed into her with the force of a jackhammer, I suddenly remembered getting carried 

away another time in this position when Bella was pregnant. Something about it made me a 

little crazy, aggressive, but Bella didn’t seem to mind. She kept stroking me with her hand 

until I could hold back no longer. When I orgasmed, the release was more forceful than I 

expected and my thighs collapsed, separating me from Bella.  

She was not done with me, though. In a blur of movement, she turned her body 

around to face me, and then pushed me onto my back. She took my penis in her hand and 
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lowered herself onto me and then pulled back and did it again, closing her eyes and 

moaning. I stroked her with my finger and she began thrusting wildly. I took her left nipple 

in my mouth, sucking and tugging, and as she continued to ride, my libido rose again. She 

was unbelievably sexy. I could not resist her motion and the squeezing of her vagina and I 

knew I was going to climax again. 

“No, wait, wait for me…” she murmured, and I clamped my jaws together to hold 

myself in check as she continued stroking her internal recesses. Then, with a shiver and a 

cry, Bella imploded, milking away my resistance until I exploded into her yet again. 

Miraculous. We were like Eveready bunnies. We just kept going and going and going. 

 


