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5. TRYING 
 

Bella emerged from the bathroom wrapped in a fresh bath towel and squeezing her hair dry 

with a hand towel. She looked radiant, her cheeks and lips rosy pink. This was not her usual 

blush, the one that flowed upward from her chest and neck and flooded her face when she 

was embarrassed. This was more specific, the luscious pink color in precisely the places 

where girls are trained to apply lipstick and rouge. It occurred to me then that cosmetics 

were meant to give the wearer a “love blush”the beautifully colored glow of post-sexual 

fulfillment.  

I remembered an issue of Playboy magazine Emmett had shown me in the 1970s 

featuring erotica by the masters. One picture was a little-known, mostly black-and-white 

drawingDali? Picasso?of a nude woman sitting on the floor, recovering from orgasm. 

The only color in the picture was a deep rose hue striped across her lips and cheekbones, 

and coloring her nipples and exposed labia. A cat sat nearby, looking on with disdain. The 

woman’s coloring precisely matched Bella’s right now. Though I couldn’t see under her 

towel for the moment, I’d bet that her hidden parts matched the artwork as well. (Emmett 

would get a laugh out of that bet, but of course I would never tell him.) 

I was standing in the doorway gazing at my love when she glanced up and saw me 

watching her. She dropped her eyes and blushed. When I held out my arms, she moved 

toward me and I folded them around her. She laid her cheek on my chest and I rubbed her 

back, and then bent forward to kiss the top of her head.  

“How are you feeling, my darling?” 

“Oh, Edward…” she gulped, and her throat muscles jumped as she tried to 

swallow. 

“You’re crying! What’s wrong, Bella? Are you hurt?” Alarmed, I grasped her 

shoulders and leaned back so that I could see her face. Would she even tell me if she were? 

“N…n…no. I’m j…just happy,” she croaked. 

I raised her chin with my index finger and looked into her tear-filled eyes. She was 

happy. I moved my lips toward hers slowly. She wrapped her arms around my neck and 

kissed me, gently at first, then more ardently. My chest felt full, swollen, with joy. Our lips 

moved in tandem, her sweet scent filling my mouth. She was tantalizing, delicious. I 

remembered then, with a jolt, her blood on my fingers, her taste on my tongue. My throat 

burned. I shuddered and pulled back. 

“Bella, you were bleeding. Are you all right? Are you in pain?” There could be 

more than one reason for tears. 

“No, I’m fine.” 
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“Are you sure? Please tell me,” I implored, knowing she would try to minimize any 

pain. 

“No, really, I feel wonderful, Edward.” 

“Let me get you some Tylenol.” 

“Really, I’m not hurting. And Tylenol isn’t what I want.” 

She rose on her tiptoes and stretched up toward me. She was irresistibleand I’d 

promised her that I wouldn’t resist. I felt my anxiety level rise. It was one thing to touch her 

and thrill to her responsesomehow, I had managed that safelyquite another to be 

carried away myself. She must have recognized my sudden tension, because she leaned 

back and looked into my face, her eyes a question mark. 

“Edward…?” 

I felt myself start to freeze up under her sharp gaze. She looked at me thoughtfully 

for a moment. 

“I love you, Edward Cullen,” she murmured.  

Though I felt one or two words of protest rise to my lips, I stifled them and took a 

deep breath. We would try. I scooped her up with one arm behind her back and the other 

behind her knees. Her thick towel came untucked and gaped open.  

“My beautiful Bella…,” I marveled. “Mmmm…” 

 I located an opening through the mosquito netting, which was raised like a tent 

above Esme’s large, white bed. Bella kept her arms wrapped tightly around my neck and as 

I lowered her to the bed, she tried to pull me down on top of her. My habitual caution 

melted as I fixed my eyes on her tantalizing form, the love blush still evident. I would have 

won my bet! My desire surged. 

She reached for my towel, yanking it away and tossing it to the floor. I felt her eyes 

on me as I lowered myself over her, hungry for her mouth. Our lips met, setting my body 

aflame. I felt her tongue trace a line along my bottom lip and I opened my mouth slightly, 

taking in the taste of her hot breath and the wet tip of her tongue as it entered me. It 

reminded me of my fingers inside of her and I gasped at the sharp rush of electricity that 

flowed to my groin.  

Bella’s hands were traveling down my back. My skin felt almost scorched by the 

heat of her palms. As they moved lower, I kissed her passionately, my self-control losing 

ground. Finally, she cupped her hands around my buttocks and pulled me fiercely to her. I 

let myself rub against her; my body knew what motion it craved.  

She was panting now. My eyes had closed and my mouth had gone slack as I was 

overcome by sensation. I was stunned by the intense pleasure of simply pressing my 

nakedness against hers. My penis had a mind of its own, though, trying to find its way 

inside her without any help from me. I wondered idly if it was even possible to stop at this 

point.  

“Bella,” I managed to whisper. “I don’t want to hurt you. Are you sure this is the 

right time? You’re not feeling sore?” 
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“No, Edward,” she gasped. “I’m only feeling one thing right now. I want you inside 

me. Please…” 

When she reached down and stroked me with her right hand, I groaned and clutched 

the bedding. She raised her knees, letting them drop outward, and my penis settled onto a 

silken nest of tender flesh and copious wetness. I stretched my head back, eyes closed, in 

response to this electrifying sensationher wet heat against my dry chill. Without intent, I 

slid back and forth against her. If I were human, I would have fainted with pleasure. Bella 

cried out—perhaps I did too. I raised my hips slightly then, my penis searching impatiently 

for entry. She guided me there; I knew immediately when I was in the right place.  

Each of us, human or vampire, possesses a set of instincts and reflexes with which 

we were born. I became acquainted with one of mine at that moment: to thrust myself into 

my lover as deeply as possible as quickly as possible. To “nail her to the mattress,” as it 

were. Where had I heard that vulgar slang? Emmett? It had to be Emmett. I had a feeling 

that some of his tactless, very male jokes would have more meaning to me tomorrow than 

they had yesterday.  

It was concern for Bella that gave me the self-control I needed. I thought of what 

she had already been through tonight and resolutely resisted the urge. Instead, I pressed 

gently and waited for her body to accept me. My penis was definitely thicker than two 

fingers. Bella gripped my buttocks and I let her pull me toward her at her own pace, while 

I tried to remain alert to any pain I might cause her. That was the plan, anyway. 

It was a good approach, in theory, and that’s what I set out to do, but when her wet 

heat began to engulf me, the plan disintegrated. The feeling was just…unbelievable. 

Singular. Shocking. Mind-altering. I heard a deep rumble erupt from my chest. Whether it 

was a growl or a groan or some combination of the two, I don’t know. All I know is that at 

that moment my mind went utterly blank. I was nothing, more or less, than this 

all-consuming sensation.  

With my left arm supporting my weight, I instinctively reached to lift Bella’s 

buttocks so I could thrust into her more forcefully. She reacted by pulling me a little deeper 

into her. Another rumble in my chest. The sound brought me back to myself and I remained 

still for a moment, trying to recapture my wits. 

She felt tight around me. I started to pull back, not wanting to tear into her.  

I should stay shallow and give her tissueand perhaps her mindtime to stretch 

to accommodate me. Bella resisted. 

“No, Edward, come back…” she moaned. Her hips rose from the bed with mine. 

She still felt constricted inside.  

“Bella, does this hurt? Am I hurting you?” 

“You feel…just…amazing,” she murmured huskily. “It feels good way more than 

it hurts.” 

I probably should have questioned her more diligently, should have been leery of 

her words, but suddenly, it was just beyond me. I felt my self-control collapse after months 
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of rigid enforcement. I grabbed her buttocks and pushed. I slid further into her heat and felt 

her walls give way to me. Bella gasped audibly. Still further, and I felt the back of her 

vagina cradle me. She gasped again. 

“‘S okay, ‘s okay, ‘s good…” she exhaled before I could collect myself sufficiently 

to ask. “Mmm…mmm…mmm,” she hummed in a low, throaty tone, rocking her hips 

rhythmically.  

I had to move inside her, to feel her walls close behind me as I pulled back, then 

yield again as I pressed forward. There would be no question of stopping now. It 

was…just…too…good. 

I balanced on my left forearm, and with one hand still beneath her, I pulled back, 

then pushed forward, back, forward again. My lips found hers and we kissed 

open-mouthed, devouring each other. My tongue kept hers from straying too close to my 

sharp, venomous teeth. I strove to pull her ever closer to me.  

Bella’s panting had risen to a new, higher tone. It started on the A above middle C 

and then slid in a glissando up the scale on successive breaths. Then she stopped breathing 

altogether. I puffed air into her lungs, reminding her to breathe, while I watched and 

listened to the thrilling escalation of her excitement. Mine rose along with hers.  

Abruptly, I realized that the last threads of my self-control were tearing away. The 

intensity of the feelings in my body was taking me beyond any threshold of restraint. I 

knew intuitively that I was becoming dangerous to Bella. What if I jerked my hand or 

thrust too hard or…? 

In a quick motion, I rolled onto my side, holding Bella tightly to me. She began to 

groan with dismay until I rolled onto my back, still inside of her. One of Emmett’s helpful, 

nonverbal suggestions had been to keep Bella on top of me. If she was driving the cart, so 

to speak, I would be less likely to injure her. I was self-aware enough to know that, barring 

an act of God (or a cry of pain from Bella), I could not stop now. My legendary self-control 

had utterly crumbled. Fortunately, ceding responsibility was something Bella had been 

begging me to do for weeks. Carlisle had also suggested letting Bella take charge to avoid 

injuring her. My conscience was relatively clear as long as I didn’t hurt her. 

Bella easily accepted the new position, laying her cheek on my chest, her hands 

gripping my shoulders. She was on her knees, straddling me, and I remained still, 

telegraphing my intention to yield the reins. With both hands free, I stroked her arms, her 

sides, her back, her hair, her beautiful buttocks, her lovely breasts, everything I could 

reach, as she lifted her hips slowly up, experimentally, then slowly down. My hips rose 

naturally to meet her on the down stroke. She gasped when the gap closed and I felt her 

internal muscles clench. The feeling took my breath away. I was deep inside her now, 

pressing against a different part of her internal geography than before. 

She repeated the motion, finding it to her liking, then balanced on her elbows and 

leaned down to kiss me. I could tell she liked being in control, something I’d been unable to 
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give her until now. She was still at risk, I knew, but I was too far gone to worry, and for me, 

that was saying a lot. 

It became difficult to kiss. One or the other of us would lose concentration to a 

more pressing touch and stop moving our lips. Soon we surrendered, letting our mouths be 

still together, each breathing the other’s breath.  

I was completely lost to the sensations in my groin. Everything else drifted away, 

bit by bit, as more of my faculties surrendered to that singular location. At some point, I 

noticed that each time Bella eased away from me, I unconsciously grabbed her and pulled 

her back, as if afraid she would suddenly leap out of bed and run away. I also noticed, 

fleetingly, the red stripes on her arm where my fingers had just been. 

I could feel Bella subtly position herself so that, on each downward cycle, my penis 

rubbed against what I thought might be her G-spot. (Really, what a silly term!) She had 

shut her eyes and was stroking her insides repeatedly with me, much like a cat marking a 

doorway, or the edge of a couch, or a human’s leg by swiping its face over and over on the 

same spot. I liked the idea that she was marking me, or I her.   

Just then, Bella laid her head on my chest, raised her hips, and reached to touch 

herself between her legs. Our position wasn’t giving her sufficient stimulation, I guessed, 

and she craved release. I was startled by her boldness, but wildly aroused. Ecstatically lost 

in pleasure, I half-watched her and half-disappeared into the powerful sensations in my 

own body as she began moving her fingers in a rhythmic motion slightly faster than I’d 

done earlier. Her hips were traveling more quickly and more forcefully. I could feel her 

vaginal muscles contract each time I touched the back of her. It made me want to push into 

her faster and harder to feel that squeeze.  

Tension was building in my groin rather frighteningly as Bella’s movements picked 

up speed. My scrotum had pulled upward, tightening itself against my body. My penis felt 

like it was swelling and lengthening, though I was pretty sure that was impossible. And I 

felt more swallowed up by her, more hugged, more squeezed.  

Oh gawd, let this be safe for her, I thought anxiously, knowing there was nothing I 

couldor woulddo now to stop whatever was going to happen. Bella dropped her head 

to rest her forehead on mine, but bumped her cheekbone rather sharply against my nose 

instead. That was going to leave a bruise, I thought ruefully, before losing that brain wave 

when Bella’s high-pitched gasping rose half an octave, then stopped altogether as she held 

her breath. 

 I felt a rolling sensation begin at the back of her vagina. It reminded me of the hand 

motion farmers use to milk a cow, a successive gripping from the index finger to the little 

finger, repeated over and over. Her insides were milking me. It was too, too much and I felt 

something inside me give way. Muscles I didn’t know I possessed began to spasm. A 

strange, but extremely pleasurable, exploding sensation rolled upward from my scrotum to 

the tip of my penis. I cried out in surprisehalf groan, half growlthen again in pleasure 

as a second explosion began. In that moment, I completely lost track of who, where, and 
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what I was. There was no vampire, no human, no Edward, no Bella. Everything that I was 

melted into her and all that she was permeated me. We were one and the same.  

When I returned to myself, I found that my teeth were clamped down on one of 

Esme’s feather pillows. Better the pillow than Bella, I thought, mildly alarmed. The torture 

hadn’t done it any good, I could see. I tossed it away and a huge poof of feathers flew into 

the air, like confetti at a ticker-tape parade. How appropriate. 

Bella’s eyes remained closed as she lay flopped forward on my chest, her hair 

against my neck. Our bodies were sated, but we continued to rock against each other in a 

gentle rhythm from our shared fulcrum. She’d wrapped her arms around my neck and mine 

circled her waist. After a few minutes like this, I swept her hair out of her eyes and off of 

her face. I could see that her left cheek was slightly bruised. I kissed the top of her head and 

stroked her hair. 

I couldn’t get over how we were connected in this very real, powerful way, with the 

most private part of my body inside the most private part of hers. “And the two shall 

become one…” from the wedding ceremony was making more sense to me nowas a 

reality, certainlybut also symbolically. I would like to talk to Carlisle about it sometime.  

Bella made no move to lift herself off of me and I certainly didn’t mind remaining 

there connected to her for as long as she liked. I noticed that her dark hair was covered with 

a heavy dusting of goose down.  

Oops! I thought, amused. 

Bella seemed to have drifted off in one of the primary relaxation poses of Hatha 

Yoga, called child’s pose—knees tucked under (straddling me in this case), face and 

buttocks planted on the floor (or on me, in this case). I simply felt honored to be there, and 

supremely fortunate, and eternally in love. 

Truly, I could stay like this forever. 

 

 

 

Less than one hour after the most significant experience of my existence, I was in 

misery…utter misery.  

After making love, Bella had dozed off for fifteen or twenty minutes. I’m starting 

to see a pattern here, I’d thought, chuckling to myself at the role reversals we sometimes 

enacted. She hadn’t moved from the Child’s Pose she’d taken and wonderfully, 

remarkably, she was still holding me inside of her. I sang softly to her and stroked her hair, 

and marveled at this transcendentand most pleasurableexperience. 

With perfect recall, I replayed the entire evening in my mind. I was happy that Bella 

had pushed me into making our deal. Though I could have played checkers with her, or 

chess, or any number of other games, and been glad just to be married to my true love, I’d 

hate to have missed out on making love with Bella on our honeymoon. I was also happy 

that the memories would be with me forever and never fade.  
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Though the rest of my body was cool, one part of me was exactly the same 

temperature as Bella. I wondered if my being inside her for so long would make her more 

tender than she would be otherwise. I didn’t want to wake her.  

I also wondered what she would say when I told her that male vampires have no 

“down” time. Though I had experienced a tremendous releasenot something I would 

have imagined in a million yearsI could start over immediately. Not only did we remain 

erect, essentially, we had no need for recovery time, no need for sleep, or food, or human 

body maintenance, no tired muscles or chafing, no impediments at all to making love 

twenty-four hours a day. As long as there was desire, there was the means to satisfy it. If 

Bella were a vampire, we would be matched in that way, though it seemed best not to tell 

her that in advance. She didn’t need any extra incentives to hurry through her 

transformation. 

Bella also had no idea of the extent of my sex drive were it unfettered! She felt 

exactly as enticing, as exciting, and as enthralling to me right after making love as she had 

before we’d started several hours earlier. As far as I knew, that would never change. It was 

still true for Emmett and Rosalie, and for Carlisle and Esme. Alice and Jasper, too, I 

thought, though they were more reserved and private about their love.  

Never in my vampire’s existence had I found being still a challengestillness was 

our most natural state. However, Bella was giving me the ultimate challenge now. It would 

be wrong, surely, to grasp her buttocks and rock her body forward and back repeatedly. 

Yes, that would be wrong. Probably, it would be wrong, as well, to rock myself forward 

and back beneath her. I came up with twenty-seven more things that would be wrong to do 

while Bella was straddling me, asleep, before Bella came to and removed the reason for the 

game. 

She woke herself when saliva from her open mouth began pooling on my chest and 

turning cool. Nothing like a cold bath to open one’s eyes! She lifted her head, still groggy, 

and wiped her mouth with the back of her hand, then promptly returned her face to the 

puddle. That woke her up…sort of. I reached for the hand towel she’d used to dry her hair, 

now that my reaching wouldn’t disturb her, and wiped her face and my chest. I was happy 

to be her drool catcher, but I knew that if she were more awake, she would be embarrassed.  

“Oh…sorry!” she croaked, sitting up. Then, predictably, she exclaimed “Oh!” 

again when she realized we were still connected. I smiled, amused…and aroused, of 

course.  

“Bella, darling, it’s okay,” I said. She flopped back down onto my chest and closed 

her eyes. 

“Edward…,” she started, then got lost somewhere and didn’t finish the thought. I 

rubbed her back, and stroked her hair, and hummed softly. 

A few minutes later, she lifted herself onto her elbows and said, “I have to go to the 

bathroom,” as if she had just made an important discovery. I chuckled. 
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She began to extend her legs to get up and then exclaimed “Oh!” having forgotten 

our connectionagain. She was completely discombobulated. I put it down to exhaustion.  

“Darling, you need to ease off of me slowly. Your insides are likely to be a little 

tender.”  I reached for her waist to support her weight and she flinched at my touch. It was 

only then that I fell to earth from my joyful heights and recognized the developing shadows 

on her body for what they were…bruises. Great, big, nasty bruises. I gasped, shocked. She 

seemed to notice neither the bruises nor my reaction.  

She was lifting herself slowly off of me, and it was impossible not to direct every 

speck of my attention to that process. I wasn’t sure whether her sharp inhalations were due 

to pain or pleasure, but she was taking my breath away, and I, literally, could not speak to 

ask her. Also, that moment required every ounce of focus and willpower I had to keep my 

hands to my sides, rather than grab her bottom and yank her back down onto me.  

When she raised herself that last quarter of an inch and released me from her velvet 

clutches, I groaned. It was almost painful to separate from her. She groaned too, held her 

position on her hands and knees for a moment, her head hanging down, then seemed to 

rally and crawled backwards off the end of the bed, still without raising her head. 

“I’ll be right back,” she mumbled, feeling her way unsteadily across the room. 

When she had shut the bathroom door, I released the breath I’d been holding. Oh, 

my gawd! She was black and blue from head to footwell, red and blue, but the red would 

be blue and the blue would be black by morning. What had I done? She must be in agony. 

How could she hide it so well? How could she not be screaming in fright or in pain? I was 

a monster! There was no denying that now. Jacob had been right. We should have been 

playing checkers, not trying to make interspecies love. What had I been thinking? I had 

injured my new wife. I despised myself and my alienness. I cursed my utter existence. 

Bella returned from the bathroom and I turned my head away. I couldn’t bear to 

look at the damage I’d done. She seemed completely unfazed, though. Or maybe she was 

sleep-walking…I couldn’t tell for sure. She climbed onto the bed, wrapped her arms 

around my neck, and promptly began to snore...and drool. She slept like a corpse, not 

moving, not talking, nothing like her normal pattern. We’d have to assess her condition in 

the morning and probably go to Rio to see a doctor.  

Did she have internal injuries too? She could have. Oh, gawd! No! But surely she’d 

have indicated that she felt pain at some point. She hadn’t, not even when I lost control and 

pushed all the way into her. She’d gasped, but hadn’t shown any inclination to stop. If she 

had been injured, surely she wouldn’t have been able to… 

I hated myself. I had damaged what was most important to me in the world. Well, 

that was the end of that. We’d tried and failed. Rather, I’d tried and failed. I would not 

make that mistake again. It was going to be a long night. 
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When the sun rose the next morning, full daylight revealed my worst fears to be 

truenearly everywhere that I could see, Bella’s body was battered black and blue. It was 

worse, even, than I had realized. My handprints marred her entire torso, her arms, her 

shoulders, and even her legs. Finger-shaped bruises stretched toward the back of her body 

and palm-shaped bruises toward the front. Her perfect bottom was striped with two sets of 

four, precisely aligned contusionsmy fingersand separate bruises angled to the 

sidemy thumbs. Her hips and ribs were blackened with overlapping handprints. It 

appeared that wherever I had touchedexcept for her breasts, thankfullyI’d squeezed 

the bejesus out of her. Her face was relatively unscathed with only the one bruise on her 

cheekbone from bumping into my nose.  

“How badly are you hurt, Bella? I asked when she finally awoke. She was lying 

across my chest and I was staring at the ceiling, avoiding the evidence of my atrocity. “The 

truth—don’t try to downplay it.” 

“Hurt?” Bella sounded surprised, like she didn’t know what I’d done. “Why would 

you jump to that conclusion? I’ve never been better than I am now.”  

I closed my eyes in frustration. “Stop that.” 

“Stop what?”  

“Stop acting like I’m not a monster for having agreed to this.” 

“Edward! Don’t ever say that.” 

I kept my eyes closed. “Look at yourself, Bella. Then tell me I’m not a monster.”  

Bella gasped. I flinched, but still couldn’t open my eyes. 

“Why am I covered in feathers?” she inquired, puzzled.  

Like that was relevant! I huffed with irritation. “I bit a pillow. Or two. That’s not 

what I’m talking about.” 

“You…bit a pillow? Why?”  

“Look, Bella!” I hissed, taking her hand gently and stretching her arm out to display 

the horrific mottling down her entire limb. “Look at that.”  

“Oh,” she said, finally understanding. 

I matched my fingers to first one hand-shaped bruise and then another to drive 

home the horror. “I’m…so sorry, Bella,” I whispered. “I knew better than this. I should not 

have—” I choked back my self-disgust. “I am more sorry than I can tell you.” I covered my 

eyes with my arm and fell into stillness. My eyes began to burn. 

“Edward.” 

I couldn’t respond. 

“Edward!”  

Pain gripped me. Bella would try to let me off the hook, pretend that I had done 

nothing to her, which is what I should have insisted upon in the first place—doing nothing. 

I couldn’t face it…or her. 

“I’m not sorry, Edward. I’m…I can’t even tell you. I’m so happy. That doesn’t 

cover it. Don’t be angry. Don’t. I’m really f—” 
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“Do not say the word fine,” I cut her off. I couldn’t bear her underplaying what I 

had done. “If you value my sanity, do not say that you are fine.” She was not fine. She was 

nowhere near fine—a blind man could see that. 

“But I am.” 

“Bella…don’t,” I begged. She should be yelling at me, calling me a monster, 

refusing to be in the same room as me! But she did the opposite. Just like Bella…always 

backwards. 

“No. You don’t, Edward.” 

I moved my arm and looked at her. Angry? She should be. 

“Don’t ruin this,” she demanded. “I. Am. Happy.”  

“I’ve already ruined this,” I whispered.  

“Cut it out,” she snapped. 

I tightened my jaw and clenched my fists. 

“Ugh! Why can’t you just read my mind already? It’s so inconvenient to be a 

mental mute!”  

What? “That’s a new one. You love that I can’t read your mind.” 

“Not today.”  

Really? “Why?” Clearly, I was missing something.  

Bella threw up her hands, then smacked them down on my chest. “Because all this 

angst would be completely unnecessary if you could see how I feel right now! Or five 

minutes ago, anyway. I was perfectly happy. Totally and completely blissed out. 

Now—well, I’m sort of pissed, actually.” 

“You should be angry with me.”  

“Well, I am. Does that make you feel better?”  

I sighed in defeat. “No. I don’t think anything could make me feel better now.”  

“That! That right there is why I’m angry. You are killing my buzz, Edward!”  

Oh, for the love of God. Killing her buzz? I could have killed her!  

Bella made a visible effort to calm herself, then said, “We knew this was going to 

be tricky. I thought that was assumed. And then—well, it was a lot easier than I thought it 

would be. And this is really nothing.” She brushed her fingers up her arm, indicating the 

damage I had done. “I think for a first time, not knowing what to expect, we did amazing. 

With a little practice—” 

Was she insane? She wanted to risk her life again?! I could barely control my 

anger. “Assumed? Did you expect this, Bella? Were you anticipating that I would hurt you? 

Were you thinking it would be worse? Do you consider the experiment a success because 

you can walk away from it? No broken bones—that equals a victory?” Revulsion twisted in 

my stomach. I loathed myself.  

Bella grew quiet. I couldn’t look at her. When the emotion had spent itself, despair 

settled over me. 

Then she spoke. “I didn’t know what to expect—but I definitely did not expect 
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how…how…just wonderful and perfect it was.” Bella dropped her eyes and stared at her 

hands. “I mean, I don't know how it was for you, but it was like that for me.”  

How it was for me? Did she not understand at all? I lifted her chin with my index 

finger so I could see her eyes. “Is that what you’re worried about?” I asked tightly. “That I 

didn’t enjoy myself?” Like that even mattered. 

Bella kept her eyes lowered. “I know it’s not the same. You’re not human. I just 

was trying to explain that, for a human, well, I can’t imagine that life gets any better than 

that.”  

Doesn’t get any better than that? Was it possible that in spite of everything—the 

damage, the pain—that she could feel even a fraction of what I had felt? And now she 

believed that I was incapable of feeling the power of our union. She had no idea. Making 

love with her had been tremendous, beyond glorious, life-changing! How could I begin to 

set things straight? I frowned. 

“It seems that I have more to apologize for. I didn’t dream that you would construe 

the way I feel about what I did to you to mean that last night wasn’t…well, the best night of 

my existence. But I don’t want to think of it that way, not when you were…” 

“Really? The best ever?” Bella asked timidly.  

How could she not know? I took her face in my hands. I had to set the record 

straight. “I spoke to Carlisle after you and I made our bargain, hoping he could help me. Of 

course he warned me that this would be very dangerous for you. He had faith in me, 

though—faith I didn’t deserve.”  

Bella drew in a breath to argue, but I put two fingers to her lips. 

“I also asked him what I should expect. I didn’t know what it would be for 

me…what with my being a vampire.” I smiled. Like Bella, I’d had no idea, either. “Carlisle 

told me it was a very powerful thing, like nothing else.” I smiled again. Now I understood 

what he had meant by that. 

“I spoke to my brothers, too. They told me it was a very great pleasure. Second only 

to drinking human blood. But I’ve tasted your blood, and there could be no blood more 

potent than that… I don’t think they were wrong, really. Just that it was different for us. 

Something more.” I looked into Bella’s eyes. 

“It was more. It was everything,” she agreed. 

“That doesn’t change the fact that it was wrong. Even if it were possible that you 

really did feel that way.”  

“What does that mean? Do you think I’m making this up? Why?”  

“To ease my guilt. I can’t ignore the evidence, Bella. Or your history of trying to let 

me off the hook when I make mistakes.” 

She grabbed my chin and approached me until we were nose-to-nose. “You listen 

to me, Edward Cullen,” she said firmly. “I am not pretending anything for your sake, okay? 

I didn’t even know there was a reason to make you feel better until you started being all 

miserable. I’ve never been so happy in all my life—I wasn’t this happy when you decided 
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that you loved me more than you wanted to kill me, or the first morning I woke up and you 

were there waiting for me…. Not when I heard your voice in the ballet studio”—I flinched 

at the memory—“or when you said ‘I do’ and I realized that, somehow, I get to keep you 

forever. Those are the happiest memories I have, and this is better than any of it. So just 

deal with it.”  

Her face had taken on a scowl. I smoothed over the indentations between her 

eyebrows with my fingers. “I’m making you unhappy now. I don’t want to do that.”  

“Then don’t you be unhappy. That’s the only thing that’s wrong here.”  

It wasn’t the only thing by any means, but she was alive and she loved me still, 

though it was difficult to imagine why. “You’re right. The past is the past and I can’t do 

anything to change it. There’s no sense in letting my mood sour this time for you. I’ll do 

whatever I can to make you happy now.” With an effort, I smoothed my expression, then 

smiled at her, resolved.  

“Whatever makes me happy?”  

I knew where her thoughts were headed and I couldn’t let myself be tempted. Just 

then, her stomach growled and I took advantage of the diversion. 

“You’re hungry,” I said, and jumped out of bed, yanking on some baggy khakis 

before she could be tempted. A cloud of feathers puffed into the air and Bella shook her 

hair as they floated onto her head. 

“So, why exactly did you decide to ruin Esme's pillows?”  

“I don't know if I decided to do anything last night,” I mumbled. “We’re just lucky 

it was the pillows and not you.” I sighed heavily before remembering my vow to let go of 

the past. I flashed her a crooked smile. 

Bella’s body was drawing me back to her like bread to a starving man. She sat there 

draped in the bed sheets—nude—magnificently beautiful. This was not going to be easy. 

Then she untangled herself and stood up. 

I gasped and turned my face away.  

“Do I look that hideous?”  

I didn’t dare speak. After she headed to the bathroom, I escaped to the kitchen to 

make breakfast, grateful for the excuse. Then she groaned. Oh no! I dashed to the 

bathroom. 

“Bella?”  

She was standing, still unclothed, in front of the full-length mirror. “I’ll never get 

this all out of my hair!” she complained, picking at bits of down. 

I sighed in relief. “You would be worried about your hair,” I grumbled as I moved 

behind her to help pull feathers from her long locks.  

“How did you keep from laughing at this? I look ridiculous.” 

There was nothing at all ridiculous about how she looked. She was as magnificent 

in the mirror’s reflection as first-hand…her pert white breasts with their pink nipples, her 

tiny waist, her… 
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Bella saw my eyes on her and suddenly turned around, wrapping her arms around 

me and pressing her body into mine.  

“I’m going to have to try to wash it out. Do you want to help me?” she asked with a 

coquettish smile.  

How I wished I could! How I wished things could be different! But they weren’t. 

“I’d better find some food for you,” I murmured as I unwound her arms from my 

waist—the last thing I wanted to do—and rushed into the kitchen before my body could get 

the jump on my brain. 

Bella cleaned up and dressed before joining me. She’d succeeded in getting most of 

the feathers out of her hair. Just a few were left to remind me of my dangerous teeth. 

Though she had pulled on a white cotton frock, enough purple handprints remained on her 

bare arms to remind me of my dangerous hands…my dangerous desires. 

I cooked bacon and a cheese omelet and plated the food just as Bella sat down at the 

kitchen table. “Here,” I said with a deliberate smile. 

She attacked the eggs like a wild dog, shoveling them into her mouth continuously 

until the plate was empty. She’d just consumed five eggs, several ounces of cheese, and six 

pieces of bacon. I watched her in amazement and mild distress. 

“I’m not feeding you often enough.”  

“I was asleep,” she pointed out. “This is really good, by the way. Impressive for 

someone who doesn’t eat.” 

“Food Network,” I divulged with a smile. 

“Where did the eggs come from?”  

“I asked the cleaning crew to stock the kitchen. A first, for this place. I’ll have to 

ask them to deal with the feathers....” I was reminded of the violence I’d inflicted on my 

bride’s gorgeous body and I couldn’t continue.  

“Thank you,” Bella said, pushing her plate away. She leaned over the table to kiss 

me.  

I responded instantly, before the picture of her battered body behind my eyelids 

jerked me to my senses and I pulled away. 

Bella tensed. “You aren’t going to touch me again while we’re here, are you?” 

Of course I would. I reached up and stroked her unbruised cheek with my fingers. 

“You know that’s not what I meant,” she accused, her jaw tense. 

I sighed heavily and returned my hand to my lap. “I know. And you’re right.” I took 

a moment to gather my willpower so my words would be convincing. “I will not make love 

with you until you’ve been changed. I will never hurt you again.”  

Let it be so. 

 


