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47. WITNESSES  

 

In spite of the initial hesitation Alice had shown toward inviting them, Peter and Charlotte 

immediately decided to stand by us. We presented Renesmee to them in much the same 

way as we had to the Denalis, but they had no particular fear of immortal children and 

found Renesmee fascinating. Once she shared her story, they were quick to offer their 

support. 

I was becoming convinced that Renesmee had at least one quality of an immortal 

child—a special magnetism that made adults love her and want to protect her, even at risk 

to their own lives. I understood what Carlisle meant when he’d told us that the immortal 

children were endearing and enchanting and that you only had to be near them to love 

them, even though they behaved as the immature creatures they would always be. If 

Renesmee was any indication of their irresistibility, I could see why so many covens had 

defended them to the death. 

After Peter and Charlotte, the next vampires to arrive were the Irish and Egyptian 

covens, all old friends of Carlisle’s. They came to Forks merely because he had approached 

them and asked—he rightfully commanded that much respect among those who knew him. 

The leader of the Irish coven, a large, graceful woman named Siobhan, was a 

particularly close friend. Carlisle averred that she had a talent for making any situation turn 

out the way she wished it to, but Siobhan denied it, claiming she was merely “a good 

planner.” I was curious what Eleazar thought. Since his talent was identifying talents, he 

should be able to tell.  

Eleazar sent out his feelers in Siobhan’s direction at my request, though perhaps he 

did that as a matter of course whenever he met a vampire—probably so. His examination of 

her seemed to confirm Carlisle’s belief. 

Siobhan’s gift was an offensive one, Eleazar thought. It was related to Jasper’s gift 

in the sense that both were able to influence others. Siobhan’s ability, though a bit more 

powerful, was also less certain to work every time. While Jasper could alter others’ moods, 

Siobhan could also sway their actions. She influenced events by uniting the actions of 

unrelated individuals toward a single purpose. Siobhan, Jasper, and Chelsea fell into the 

category of “influencers” in the Volturi guard’s parlance. All in all, it seemed a very good 

thing that Siobhan had come and was on our side.  

Along with Siobhan came her mate, Liam—another large, imposing vampire— and 

their third coven member, Maggie, who looked like a tiny sprite, almost a child, beside the 

other two. Maggie had the ability to identify when someone was lying—a natural 

polygraph machine—and her coven trusted her absolutely. So when Maggie told them I 
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was telling the truth about Renesmee, they accepted my word even before listening to our 

child’s story. 

The Egyptian coven was another matter entirely. Amun, the coven’s creator, was of 

an old-fashioned school of leadership that stressed hierarchy, patriarchy, and control. His 

mate, Kebi, was a traditional Arab woman of her time and always deferred to Amun, going 

so far as to walk several steps behind him. She never spoke unless asked a direct question 

and then gave only the briefest of replies.  

The other two members of the coven, Benjamin and Tia, were young and 

independent in stark contrast to their elders. Amun had created the former when he 

discovered that Benjamin had a natural telekinetic ability. Benjamin could bend spoons 

and move small objects across a surface when he was human. Amun hoped that his latent 

talent would become fully formed as a vampire and indeed, it had. As a vampire concerned 

with personal power, Amun had hoped to use Benjamin’s skills for his own purposes, but 

unfortunately for him, Benjamin was his own vampire and impossible to manipulate. 

When we retired to our cottage that night to put Renesmee to bed, Bella asked 

whether Benjamin had some ability to draw people to him because, though Amun was the 

leader, the coven seemed to revolve around Benjamin. 

“It’s not that,” I said. “His gift is so singular that Amun is terrified of losing him. 

Much like we had planned to keep Renesmee from Aro’s knowledge, Amun has been 

keeping Benjamin from Aro’s attention. Amun created Benjamin, knowing he would be 

special.” 

“What can he do?” 

“Something Eleazar’s never seen before. Something I’ve never heard of. 

Something that even your shield would do nothing against,” I teased. I loved knowing the 

secret behind Bella’s mental silence. It explained everything. “He can actually influence 

the elements—earth, wind, water, and fire. True physical manipulation, no illusion of the 

mind. Benjamin’s still experimenting with it, and Amun tries to mold him into a weapon. 

But you see how independent Benjamin is. He won’t be used.” 

“You like him.” 

“He has a very clear sense of right and wrong. I like his attitude.”  

Benjamin and I had certain traits of independence in common. Just as I would never 

(willingly) allow Aro to use me, Benjamin refused to be controlled by Amun. It was 

humorous in a way to see Amun’s desire for power thwarted by such an impish, fun-loving 

fellow as Benjamin. So while Amun appeared to be in charge of his coven, Benjamin, in 

his understated, casual way, actually ran the show. If Amun pushed him too hard, he might 

mention that he and Tia were thinking of traveling overseas or something similar to subtly 

warn Amun to back off.  

While Benjamin and Tia were charmed by Renesmee and immediately agreed to 

help us, Amun would not let her touch him or Kebi, though I could see that Kebi was 

curious. (Amun didn’t want to be fouled by the uncleanliness of a girl child, not to mention 
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a half-human.) Despite his distaste, Amun stayed with us because Benjamin wanted to 

stay, though he and Kebi kept to themselves. I wasn’t certain why Tia and Benjamin 

remained with Amun, actually. He seemed to me to be a bit more trouble than he was worth 

in the younger coven members’ lives. 

This night with Bella felt less calamitous than the previous one. The loyalty of our 

extended family and Carlisle’s friends had given me hope that I had not had previously. I 

was still devastated by losing Alice, but at least I had some understanding after talking to 

Eleazar. I just hoped that her vision of being under Aro’s thumb was altered by her running 

away. To make sure of it, I would have to destroy Demetri. If fighting became 

necessary—which seemed more than possible given Aro’s secret excuse for coming—and 

if I could get to Demetri, I should have an advantage. His tracking talent would do him no 

good against my mind-reading ability and fortunately, Aro didn’t have an Alice to warn 

Demetri of my plan (not yet, anyway). I only wished that Alice were here now so I could 

ask her what else I could do to make things go our way. If we survived this misadventure, 

perhaps one day she would come back to us. 

I made love with Bella slowly that night, savoring each kiss and every touch. 

Desperation did not govern us as it had the night before, but neither did we feel particularly 

experimental as we often did. Making love now, during this time of danger, was about 

connection, comfort, and gratitude more than exploration. She wanted to lie beneath me 

and let me take the lead because with all the stress, her concentration was shattered and she 

thought she would be less likely to hurt me if she were more passive.  

I was happy to give her whatever she wanted. I even helped her relax by pinning her 

arms above her head as we made love. Though she could easily break my grip if she 

wished, being “immobilized” made her feel safe—she wouldn’t accidentally injure me 

while she had the reminder of my restraining hands.  

Once I realized that the restriction comforted her during this stressful time, I 

gripped both of her wrists in one hand and took advantage by touching her wherever I 

liked. Not that she ever interfered with my touching her, but the idea that she was “unable” 

to do so added a sexual tension that we both felt. During sex, she often seemed torn 

between the desire to reciprocate and the wish just to wallow in her own pleasure. With the 

choice taken away, she could simply lie back and enjoy herself. I had never understood the 

draw of sado-masochistic practices at all, but on this night, I comprehended why one lover 

might restrain another. In an ironic way, Bella was freed by being bound. I could also see 

where it might have the effect of deepening the trust between two people. 

Bella opened her legs to me willingly and I found my way into her body. As I 

moved slowly inside her, listening to the sounds of her pleasure, I felt her high emotion of 

the last two days focus between her thighs, the stress and strain channeled into a desire for 

release. I felt it in myself too—the sense that a physical release would carry away some of 

the overwhelming fear, anxiety, and sadness that I’d been carrying in my body.  
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The sexual tension between us was extremely high and kept building but 

perversely, I refused to quicken my movements. I stroked Bella’s insides as I kissed her 

cheekbones, her eyelids, her jawline and her neck and watched the expressions on her face 

move and change. Bella’s legs were wrapped around my waist and though her hands were 

confined, her desire made itself known in the way she drew me back when I pulled too far 

away. I found myself thrusting with more force as her legs yanked me into her on every 

stroke. She became more and more frenzied and I found it difficult to contain my own 

excitement and hold out for her. 

“Edward…touch me with your hand. I need you to touch me…now…,” she 

moaned softly. 

With my free hand, I caressed her throat and then slid my fingers downward over 

her breasts and across each nipple, stroking them gently. Bella moaned as if she were in 

pain. 

Ahhhh…. That sound urged me to let go, the need more pressing every moment. As 

my fingers trailed down her stomach and then lower, I latched onto her left nipple and drew 

it into my mouth. She gasped. 

“Please…Edward…please…touch me there…please now…,” she whispered, a 

sound no louder than a breath. 

“I will, my darling, I will. I want to make you come,” I breathed in her ear. 

I dragged my fingers lower and felt the wetness all around where we were joined 

together. Then gently—oh so gently—I stroked her clitoris once with my index finger. Her 

vagina clamped down on me and I knew I could hold out no longer as she muffled a 

scream. My finger stroked her one more time and her body shuddered. Her thighs pulled 

me deeply into her and held me there, immobile, while her interior muscles undulated 

powerfully around me. 

“Oh, oh, oh…,” she gasped as she finally let go, released by those two soft touches 

in her private place. Her powerful response brought me to orgasm hard and I became 

immobilized by the violent contractions in my body, which were rivaled only by the 

concurrent release of emotions. I heard my breath catch in my throat and felt my eyes begin 

to sting. As I wrapped my arms around her, I noticed the quavering in her chest too. I pulled 

her close and we cried together in our vampire way.  

We lay like that for a long time, not speaking, until everything we’d both been 

holding in had drained away. Then I raised my head and looked into Bella’s eyes as she 

unwound her legs from my back and rested them on the bed beneath mine. She grinned at 

me and I grinned back. It seemed impossible that one could feel joy during such a 

catastrophic time as we were in, but joy flooded through me nevertheless. I kissed her then, 

in happiness, in exultation, and in relief. We were still here and we still had each other. 
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Emmett and Rosalie had been busy, as we discovered when the nomad Garrett showed up 

the following morning. I’d met him before and was glad to welcome him, since he was an 

easygoing fellow who enjoyed any kind of adventure or challenge. Meeting Renesmee was 

one of the biggest adventures he’d run into recently and he was more than willing to stand 

by her.  

When Garrett saw Tanya and Kate, he began to think quite loudly. It had been more 

than a year since he’d seen any vampire women and he was exceedingly glad to meet so 

many beautiful women in one place. And three of them (so far) were single. Garrett 

probably wouldn’t go anywhere unless we kicked him out. He was another vampire male 

who had attempted sexual intercourse with human females and, though he had had a large 

number of mates (nowhere near as many as Tanya, however!), none had ever survived the 

experience and he found that the repeated loss of sexual partners weighed heavily on him.  

Garrett took to the Denalis immediately. As soon as he met Kate, I could tell he was 

intrigued. She was feisty enough to pose a challenge to him. Noticing that the attraction 

was mutual, I remembered something Kate had said at our wedding and laughed out 

loud….  

When Tanya was meeting Bella in the receiving line, she commented on my long 

bachelorhood by saying, “The Cullens are all evened up in numbers now. Perhaps it will be 

our turn next, eh, Kate?” 

“Keep the dream alive,” Kate had responded sardonically. It was the last thing Kate 

would be dreaming about. Perhaps something would happen with Garrett, though, if we 

surv—but no, I wouldn’t let my mind go there. 

Mary and Randall showed up separately, having been located by Rosalie and 

Emmett outside Winnipeg, Manitoba, and Buffalo, New York, respectively. They arrived 

so closely together in time that Bella was able to present Renesmee once to the both of 

them. They were delighted with our little girl. Of course they would stand as witnesses! 

Renesmee’s magic was in full force. What an amazing creature she was, though how could 

she not be with the mother she had? If she’d been given any other mother in the universe, 

she wouldn’t exist. I marveled at the thought. 

Though they hadn’t said so outright, I got the impression that the nomads and 

maybe Benjamin and Tia would stand with us if our encounter with the Volturi 

degenerated into a fight. If Benjamin stayed, our odds would be greatly improved. Of 

course, his participation, as well as that of the others, would have to be strictly voluntary. I 

found myself hoping that he would stay to the end. Amun probably would try everything he 

could think of to get Benjamin to leave before the Volturi came, because he did not want 

Aro to know of Benjamin’s existence. The point was already moot, though, because Aro 

would make that discovery as soon as he read my mind, which I knew he would do. 

Reading my mind was a shortcut to reading everyone’s minds since I’d seen inside 

everybody’s heads (except Bella’s). A vampire so greedy for intelligence would never miss 

such an opportunity to spy. 
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As the number of vampires in the house increased, I found myself once again 

impressed by Jacob. He stuck close to Renesmee even though she usually had a swarm of 

vampires around her, her natural charm attracting them like bees. Being near so many 

“bloodsuckers” was hard on Jacob and made him exceedingly grumpy, but it seemed he 

would suffer anything for our daughter. It was remarkable.  

Not all the vampires knew that Jacob was a werewolf, but they ignored him for the 

most part. To a vampire, he smelled somewhat “gamey” for a human and that put them off. 

Jacob was in no danger—the vampires behaved as if he were Renesmee’s pet, which in a 

way, I guess he was. 

Bella and I spent our days entertaining and seeing to the needs of our guests, sixteen 

in number. Actually, Renesmee did most of the entertaining. Everyone was drawn to her 

with the exception of Amun and Kebi, the latter only because Amun insisted that she keep 

her distance. There was more to Kebi than might appear, actually. She accepted her role as 

secondary to her husband. It was their custom for the woman to take a back seat in the 

social sphere. She even saw herself as Amun’s property, more or less, but from her 

thoughts I could see that she was not at all powerless in her relationship. Inwardly, she was 

critical of Amun’s response to Renesmee and was secretly fascinated with our child. She 

was an ally, even if her mate wasn’t enthusiastic about helping us. When she and Amun 

returned home, I thought he would be getting an earful from his wife.  

Though she enjoyed interacting with our guests, Renesmee was exceedingly tired 

by the end of the day, so Bella and I continued to retire to our cottage each evening at 7:00 

p.m. Though none of the guests had ever raised children as far as we knew, they seemed to 

understand how important it was to maintain her routine as much as possible. It surprised 

everyone that she slept, though Renesmee was surprising in every way, so that was just one 

more novelty for them to take in. 

Bella and I relished our nights alone. I didn’t know whether our carefree newlywed 

days were gone for good, but for now, we made love with a certain gravity and less 

fun-loving exuberance. Perhaps if we survived this calamity, we would regain our 

pre-crisis spirit, but it was hard to imagine that now. Everything we did felt like it could be 

the last time, which made each moment seem both more precious and more tragic. 

Struggling through it all was pulling us even closer together, if that was possible. 

As we held each other through the nights, sometimes we heard other couples sneak 

into the forest to spend time alone. Benjamin and Tia were together there every night, the 

lively sounds of their relations cutting into the quiet. Surprisingly, Amun and Kebi went off 

alone at night and engaged in marital congress. I was right about Kebi—she was not 

retiring when she and her husband were together in private. I heard her chastise Amun for 

not hiding his distaste for Renesmee and demanded that he be kind. As far as I could tell 

from their thoughts, they had a healthy relationship. It was nice to know, though I didn’t 

mention it to anyone, not even Bella.  
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Except for Eleazar, none of the vampire guests had gathered with such a large 

number of our kind before and everyone had to figure out how to behave as we went along. 

Some of the guests had not hunted recently, so that was an issue we had to address. I sent 

them away to hunt—loaning my cars (and Carlisle’s and Alice’s) whenever 

necessary—making a general announcement that we wished for everyone to go beyond a 

perimeter of three hundred miles to feed. Keeping the deaths some distance away from 

Forks and La Push was the best we could do in the circumstances. Nobody but the Denalis 

took us up on our invitation to hunt wildlife in the forest. Oh…and Garrett gave it a try too. 

It was a new challenge for him—a big one, judging by the disgusted noises he was making 

when he returned with Kate. 

To our great relief, Carlisle and Esme returned after seven days away. Their 

presence helped to remove some of the pressure I felt to keep everyone accommodated, 

entertained if possible, and busy when required. It was unusual for this many 

non-vegetarian vampires to be together in one place without a single fight erupting, as we 

were naturally contentious and territorial creatures. I spoke privately to Eleazar about the 

anomaly and he attributed it to Renesmee’s influence. Why did that not surprise me?  

Because she was only half vampire, Renesmee was something of a mystery to 

Eleazar. He could not measure the full breadth and depth of her gifts, much like Alice could 

not read her future. In addition to her obvious talent for expression, though, he believed she 

had another offensive gift. She was an influencer, somewhat like Jasper and Chelsea. 

While they were near Renesmee, everyone maintained a camaraderie and cohesiveness. 

But at night when she slept, Eleazar noticed a distinct change in the group. The nomads 

Mary and Randall reverted to their usual isolation and insularity, each going off on their 

own at night. The Irish coven and Peter and Charlotte also separated from everyone else 

and didn’t engage in conversation or interact at night. Garrett was an exception. He hung 

with the Denalis as much as possible the entire first week. Kate didn’t seem to mind and 

neither did Tanya. 

I felt a little badly for Tanya. The day the Denalis arrived, I realized that she had not 

fully resolved her feelings for me. Her initial spike of jealousy when she saw Bella and 

Renesmee gave her away, though I pretended not to notice it. The impulse toward 

motherhood was not dead in Tanya and to see another vampire woman with a growing and 

maturing child was a little hard for her to take—especially since the child was mine, I 

thought. Once Tanya had listened to Renesmee’s story, though, she was as in love with her 

as everyone else was.  

Tanya continued to feel the occasional pang of sadness or loss—it was hard to 

know exactly what it was—throughout the week. Perhaps her feelings for me were more 

sincere than I had believed when we lived with them in Alaska. At the time, I thought her 

continual attempts to “get into my pants” were just an amusing diversion for her, while 

they grew extremely tiresome to me. Her distress wasn’t only about me, of course. Our 

news about Irina had been very painful to the whole coven. 
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Carlisle and Esme had brought a fourth singleton nomad home with them. Alistair 

was the most neurotic vampire I’d ever met (except perhaps for Marcus, who suffered from 

chronic depression). Alistair had a strong dislike for everyone, a misanthrope by nature. 

Carlisle was his one and only friend and judging by the level of their interactions, perhaps 

“friend” was a bit of a stretch by normal standards. He spent most of his time brooding, 

complaining about everyone, and hiding in our attic. Carlisle told Bella and me that he only 

stayed because he was more afraid not to know what happened with the Volturi than he was 

to be caught with us.  

“Of course, now they’ll know I was here,” we heard him grumble in the attic. “No 

way to keep it from Aro at this point. Centuries on the run, that’s what this will mean. 

Everyone Carlisle’s talked to in the last decade will be on their list. I can’t believe I got 

myself sucked into this mess. What a fine way to treat your friends.” Even if he was 

neurotic, it wasn’t an altogether idle concern.  

Alistair wouldn’t let Renesmee touch him. He said he would take Carlisle’s word 

for her origins without being touched by anyone. He was an odd character indeed.  

Emmett and Rosalie returned a few days after Carlisle and Esme. They had 

searched a broad geographical area throughout North and South America and the three 

single nomads were the only vampires they had found. They were unsuccessful at locating 

the Amazon coven, as were Carlisle and Esme. 

It was much to our surprise, then, when Zafrina and Senna showed up dressed in 

their usual animal-skin attire. Neither would have looked out of place with a spear in her 

hand. I had never met the Amazons, though Carlisle and I had been talking about them for 

weeks. They were our primary hope for finding hybrid vampires in Brazil. Though Kaure, 

our part-Ticuna housekeeper at Isle Esme, had seemed like a native Brazilian to me, she 

was a Wall Street banker compared to Zafrina and Senna, who were bona fide aboriginals.  

The Amazonian tribes hadn’t changed much for thousands of years and Zafrina and 

Senna still looked like their ancestors and lived in the old way, though they were vampires 

now. They had long bodies and limbs like the Maasai and Mandingo tribes in Africa, but as 

vampires, their dark brown skin had lightened to a tanned-looking version of 

white-skinned vampires. They were beautiful and elegant in a non-domesticated way and 

moved like felines, silent and stealthy. No wonder our family couldn’t find them. I’d bet 

that nobody ever saw them unless they chose to be seen. 

“Zafrina and Senna!” Carlisle exclaimed when he found them at our front door. 

“But where’s Kachiri? I’ve never seen you three apart.” 

“Alice told us we needed to separate,” Zafrina replied in her deep, sonorous voice. 

Alice sent them? That was news! It meant that Alice was either in South America or 

had been there. I wondered if she went there to find the Amazons or if she had another 

reason. And where was Kachiri? Alice told them to split up? How odd. 

Zafrina continued answering Carlisle’s question. “It’s uncomfortable to be away 

from each other, but Alice assured us that you needed us here, while she very much needed 
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Kachiri somewhere else. That’s all she would tell us, except that there was a great 

hurry…?” 

So Alice did care! She was still looking out for us in some way, while keeping 

herself hidden from the Volturi. Of course, now that I knew she had been in South 

America, Aro could find that out by reading my mind. I hoped she had already fled from 

there to somewhere else by then. 

In their way, the Amazons were as charmed by Renesmee as she was captivated by 

them. Of course they would stand by her, they told Carlisle. Anyone could see that she was 

special. Bella seemed worried to have Zafrina and Senna near Renesmee. They looked 

more like predators than any of the other predators who were visiting. The way they spoke 

and moved and worked in sync with each other gave one the unmistakable impression that 

they were hunters. They were still women, though, and enthralled with our daughter and 

with the idea that two vampire parents had created a child together. 

We were enormously fortunate to have Zafrina with us. Like Benjamin, she had an 

extraordinary talent. (How did Carlisle come to know so many talented vampires? The 

percentage in this gathering seemed to be much higher than I thought was the norm for the 

vampire population at large. I would have to discuss it with Eleazar.) 

Zafrina and Renesmee were similar in that they could put pictures into the minds of 

others, but Zafrina did not have to touch to do it. She projected the images directly into the 

minds of those she selected and they became immersed in whatever environment she chose 

to show them. Her skill resembled Alec’s by making the subjects blind to the reality around 

them, though not deaf and not disconnected from everyone else. Still, if Zafrina held you in 

her thrall, you’d be unable to fight effectively. She would be a huge asset to our side if we 

had to fight. Perhaps she could even prevent a fight. Between her and Benjamin and 

Siobhan, the contest was becoming more even, though Alec’s talent still could trump us. 

Maybe I was being small-minded about Bella’s desire to attack Alec.  

Bella could not see Zafrina’s illusions. Wouldn’t it be amazing one day if Bella 

could figure out how to “unshield” herself to let in other vampire’s talents if she wanted to? 

Though I couldn’t read her mind, Renesmee could show her images. Why was that? I 

wondered again as I had from the beginning. Because they are mother and daughter? Or 

was it because Renesmee’s talent was so powerful that no shield could block her? 

I described the scene that Zafrina was projecting into my head for Bella’s benefit. 

“Right now I would appear to be alone in the middle of a rain forest. It’s so clear I 

might possibly believe it, except for the fact that I can still feel you in my arms.” 

I opened my eyes and saw Zafrina’s amused face.  

I gave her a smile. “Impressive.”  

Renesmee stretched her arms out toward Zafrina. “Can I see?” 

“What would you like to see?” Zafrina asked in her low, rough voice. 

“What you showed Daddy.” 



Breaking Dawn: Edward  460 

P.A. Lassiter  Twilight: The Missing Pieces 

Zafrina projected the rain forest and Renesmee became very excited. This was the 

first person who could do something similar to what she could do and not only did Nessie 

love the image, she was happy not to feel so different from everyone else. When the image 

disappeared, Renesmee smiled joyfully, revealing her two little rows of sharp teeth. 

“More,” she ordered. 

My daughter had found a new friend. Except for their similar skill, I wouldn’t 

necessarily have picked Zafrina as the woman with whom my daughter would bond. Or, on 

second thought, perhaps I would. As close to nature as the Amazons lived, they reminded 

me of animals in a way. They dressed in animal skins, moved like huntresses, had long, 

willowy arms and legs, and wore exotic-looking braids that hung down their backs. I had 

seen sculptures of human bodies stretched to look like out-of-scale, long-limbed ballet 

dancers, but that was the natural scale of these women.  

Bella seemed mildly frightened of the Amazons, or perhaps she was just concerned 

for Renesmee’s safety, but she couldn’t read Zafrina’s mind like I could. Zafrina was as 

protectively loving as a tigress would be with her cub. Renesmee was strongly attracted to 

Zafrina and her pretty pictures and kept following her around, asking to be held. Bella 

worried that Renesmee might make a nuisance of herself, because even for a vampire, 

Zafrina was hard to read. She was exceptionally non-emotive and sparing with words. 

However, it was natural for her to take a tribal sort of responsibility for a child and she 

thought nothing of it. 

It was easy to forget that Senna was there sometimes, because she deferred to 

Zafrina in almost everything, but the truth was that Zafrina knew her sisters so well that 

they rarely had to confer about anything. They passed quite a lot of information between 

them through looks and gestures, much like the members of a wolf pack. 

Bella and I both breathed easier now that our family was with us again. It was also 

relieving to have heard from Alice in a roundabout way. I was still curious why Alice had 

told the Amazons they needed to split up and why she had taken Kachiri with her. She was 

working some angle, but I didn’t know what it was or why. 

Carlisle was extraordinarily glad to see how many friends we had enlisted to stand 

with us as witnesses. It also seemed that most of them would be willing to fight if we had 

to—due to Renesmee’s influence—though we would do all we could to avoid that. He was 

also happy to see his old friends, especially the Irish coven and the Amazons, whom he’d 

not seen for at least fifty years.  

We were both anxious to talk to the Amazons about half-vampire children who may 

have been born in that area and whether they knew any lore or had other tribal connections. 

The way Zafrina behaved toward Renesmee—completely at ease with the child at her 

side—somehow made me feel that other hybrid vampires must exist. 

A scenario began to develop in my mind. What if male vampires had historically 

accosted or seduced human women in that geographical region? Choosing such a remote 
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area would enable their activities to remain hidden from the world at large and result only 

in lingering tales of the incubus.  

If such assignations were ongoing, then once in a while (at least) some unfortunate 

woman would become pregnant. Assuming that she wasn’t destroyed by the vampire or by 

her own people, she would be looked after by other women from her tribe, women like 

Zafrina and Senna (before their transformations). If she survived long enough for the child 

to fight its way from her womb, what would happen to the baby? If Renesmee was 

indicative, the woman’s caretakers or any other adult who found the child would fall in 

love and automatically assume responsibility for raising it. The child’s magnetism was a 

survival mechanism of a sort, which would be required for a fetus that destroyed its mother 

during birth. 

Though there were a lot of “what ifs” that would have to line up, it seemed to me at 

least possible that such a sequence of events might have occurred once or twice in a 

millennium, leaving behind the fragments of tales that we had discovered in our research. 

Certainly the possibility was worth some private, late-night conversations. I would broach 

the subject with Carlisle.  

Though I was at least as interested, if not more so, than my father in such 

conversations, I couldn’t bear not to spend my nights—however many or few might 

remain—with my beloved wife, who was, of all things, a natural shield against personal 

invasion. What a perfect human to have borne such a perfect daughter! I am the most 

fortunate vampire I know. 

 


