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AUTHOR’S INTRODUCTION

If you’ve read the Author’s Notes for Midnight Sun: Part I, then you know how these writings
came to be. As | penned the missing half of Midnight Sun, | was fully aware of another missing
part of Bella and Edward Cullen’s story: the sex scenes.

Reading the Twilight Saga, | felt let down after having plowed through three books building to
the consummation of the lovers’ relationship, only to reach the honeymoon and find that the
story faded to black, taking up again at a point after the adult scenes. Of course, such is
required for fiction intended for young adults, but judging by the popularity of the Twilight
Saga, its readership extends far beyond teens and preteens. Also, the explicit details of Bella’s
pregnancy and the baby’s birth seem already to have broken the “mature” boundary—in gore if
not in sexual content.

Considering Edward’s nature, | thought it plausible that he would write about making love to his
wife (assuming the details would remain “private”). After all, managing to do so without hurting
or killing Bella was a great triumph for him and he was utterly pleased with his success. Plus, he
has a prodigious knowledge of, and interest in, human biology, but no direct experience of it.
His sexual encounters with Bella provide his first non-nutritional contact with a human female’s
body.

After | wrote Bella and Edward’s missing honeymoon scenes, one reader request led to another
until | eventually finished writing all of Breaking Dawn from Edward’s point of view. Though the
entire book is written through Edward’s eyes, | divided the chapters into mini-books along the
lines of the original Breaking Dawn to provide signposts amidst the large number of chapters.

You will find more Twilight material, including the Private Diary of Edward Anthony Cullen and
his Vampire’s Guide to the Care and Maintenance of a Human Being, plus photographs, news
updates, and anything else | might be up to by visiting my website, “Twilight: The Missing
Pieces” at:

//palassiter.wordpress.com

P.A. Lassiter
8/3/2013



N.B. This fan fiction is based on characters created by Stephenie Meyer in her Twilight Saga.
Some of the chapter titles and all the non-interior dialogue between Edward and Bella are
copyright Stephenie Meyer.



1. FAMILY MATTERS

The engagement was back on! Not that it had been off, exactly, but | had prepared myself to let
go of the idea of marriage.

The “Jacob Factor” was not a problem that could be solved, | decided, but at least Bella
had made her decision and the process of acceptance—on all of our parts—had begun. | don’t
know that it will ever be finished. I'd told Bella, when she tried to remove her charm bracelet
with Jacob’s wolf carving, to keep it on. It is part of who she is. Jacob is part of who | am now
too, though he’s presumably far away.

After Bella told Jacob that she and | were to be married and that she would be changed
to a vampire afterward, Jacob had stuck around only until Carlisle gave him a clean bill of
health. Having healed from his battle wounds acquired fighting the newborn vampire army,
Jacob wasted no time in phasing to his wolf self and running away. | didn’t know where he was,
but the wolf pack and Billy probably did. Maybe Bella did too.

Bella and | have reestablished our original agreement, the one where she will accept
college tuition and a new car from me, and | will make love with her after we’re married and
before she becomes a vampire. It occurs to me that of non-homosexual men in America, | might
be the most difficult for a woman to bed in all of history. Probably not, but I’'m sure Bella thinks
so. It still frightens me that I've promised her, but I've decided to worry about that later. For
now, I'm just thrilled that she’s wearing her engagement ring!

So far, nobody has walked up to her on the street and exclaimed at how valuable it is;
likewise for the “crystal” hanging from her charm bracelet. | think modern folks don’t always
recognize the value of antique things unless they are in the business. It’s just as well. Bella is so
averse to my giving her anything of value that she’d probably try to give it all back. Like the
car....

Things were just fine—well, relatively fine, given Bella’s distaste for nice cars—until a
couple of auto aficionados approached her on the street and asked if they could take a picture
of themselves with her “before” car. That’s the car | provided for her to drive until she is
changed. It doesn’t look so much different than Carlisle’s Mercedes sedan and Bella had no
knowledge of its pedigree.

Carlisle has given us—well, me, actually, since | never intended for Bella to know—the
most amazing engagement present by calling in a big favor from his past. In the 1990s, we were
living outside of Washington, D.C., in Maryland, where Carlisle was working night shift at the



Bethesda Naval Hospital and teaching medical students. Late one night, he received a phone
call from his friend, Dr. Connie Mariano, Rear Admiral in the U.S. Navy. She had been appointed
Physician to the President—yes, the President of the United States.

She was calling to request a consultation with Carlisle at the White House. A limousine
arrived at our house to pick him up and convey him there, complete with Secret Service agents
who grilled him the entire journey and then searched his person before letting him enter the
famous abode.

The President’s son was visiting for the weekend with a business partner from Texas and
the latter had become ill. Dr. Connie (as her friends call her), was stumped by his symptoms
and, being entirely new to the President’s service, was concerned that she might lose the job
before she’d even had time to establish herself in it.

When Carlisle arrived at the White House, the Secret Service officers escorted him to Dr.
Connie’s office and they walked together to the guest quarters, where the hapless businessman
awaited. From three rooms away, Carlisle knew what was wrong with the man, but he kept the
information to himself until after his interview with the patient. Following a cursory
examination, he conferred with Dr. Connie outside.

“What do you make of it?” she inquired.

“Test his liver. | believe that you’ll discover the source of the problem.”
The next morning, Dr. Connie called Carlisle with the news.

“The patient’s liver is hepatic. How did you know, Carlisle?”

“It was the smell. I’'m sure you must have noticed it.”

“Well...yes, he did smell rather offensive, but he wouldn’t be the first ill patient I've seen
who had body odor.”

“What did he smell like to you?” Carlisle asked.
“Hmm...it reminded me of rotting garbage, or maybe fish that has gone bad.”

“Exactly,” Carlisle replied. “The condition is called Trimethylaminuria, commonly known
as ‘Fish Odor Syndrome.” Ask him how long he’s had trouble with body odor. Or rather, ask him
whether other people have mentioned it to him and when. The afflicted person usually can’t
smell it, and neither can his familiars, since they become inured to the odor.”

“But isn’t that a rare genetic disorder? He’s a middle-aged man.”



“Yes it is, but the syndrome also can be acquired later in life by severe liver damage, in
his case, by hepatitis. | take it he didn’t know he had hepatitis.”

“He says not, but he’s had it a long time, | think. His liver is seriously compromised. I'm
just surprised he hasn’t had major symptoms before. He says that he stopped drinking alcohol
years ago because it gave him such severe hangovers.”

“Probably, they weren’t hangovers at all, but a result of extra stress on the unsound
organ.”

“Yes, that makes sense. He's an international businessman, so | presume he got the
disease while traveling overseas somewhere,” Dr. Connie commented.

“Hepatitis vaccines are sure a good idea for travelers like him.”

“Yup...too late for that now. Anyway, | don’t know how to thank you, Carlisle. You’ve
certainly saved my ego, if not my job! I’'m too new here to fail at diagnosing a White House
guest. This is the time for building confidence in my skills, not doubt. So...you know...if you ever
need a favor, you only have to call and I'll do whatever | can. | owe you.”

“You’re more than welcome. I’'m glad | could be of use to you,” he said, before hanging
up the phone.

Twelve years later, Carlisle returned that phone call. After nine years at the White
House, Dr. Connie had left and opened a concierge physician service in Scottsdale, Arizona
(Bella’s old stomping ground). She provides presidential-quality care to rich, important, or
famous people for a price. She had asked Carlisle to join her team, but working on-call hours in
sunny Arizona just wasn’t possible for someone with sparkling skin. He wasn’t crazy about
treating famous people for minor illnesses anyway, preferring to work in an emergency room or
hospital where the cases were likely to be more challenging and he could do a greater overall
service (and keep a lower profile).

One of the perquisites that Dr. Connie provides her clients is armored car
transportation, to and from her clinic or the hospital. People like Henry Kissinger or the Sultan
of Brunei, for instance, appreciate that sort of thing, as well as hip-hop musicians and
Hollywood stars. She keeps a fleet of four armored vehicles for just such purposes.

When Carlisle asked if he could rent one of her vehicles for three months, she
immediately consented without asking probing questions, and wouldn’t take money for it.
(Carlisle is paying for the delivery, maintenance, and insurance while we have it. Just that will
cost him nearly as much as he paid for Isle Esme, which, incidentally, Esme is loaning us for our
honeymoon—another amazing gift.) When the vehicle arrived in Forks, | discovered it was a



Mercedes Guardian, a four-door sedan with all the luxuries and gadgets you can think of, and
lots of things you’d never know were there at all...like the two tons of armor plating and the
rocket-proof glass. It has a V12 engine with 517 horsepower.

Jasper and Emmett are getting a huge kick out of Bella’s driving a missile-proof car. They
have several bets between them about whether she’ll discover what she’s driving, and whether
she’ll wreck it in the three months it’s here. Actually, Jasper might not realize that Bella is an
excellent driver...not by our standards, of course, but for a human, she’s extremely cautious and
sensible.

| took a lot of heat when Bella discovered the nature of her “before” car. She thought |
was making fun of her, but that never crossed my mind. I've just come so close to losing her
several times that | will do anything | can think of to help keep her safe until she is changed.
When | explained that to her, she seemed slightly less offended.

Of course, I’'m excited about her “after” car too. | already picked it up and put it in the
garage under a tarp. Probably, she hasn’t been curious enough to see what it is (a Ferrari
F430...red), but | trust that after she is changed, she will appreciate it a great deal more. I'm
expecting her finally to understand the Cullens’ penchant for fast, powerful cars once she is a
vampire. There’s something about our ability to run many dozen times faster than a human
that makes us impatient when driving around at 55 miles per hour. None of us can tolerate it,
not even Esme.

Bella thinks that | sabotaged her truck so that | could buy her a new car. As part of our
extended, more detailed bargain, Bella agreed to accept a new car “if and when” the old red
demon breathed its last breath. The word “sabotage” is a little strong, I'd say. Not telling her
that she shouldn’t drive it all the way home after the engine overheats is benign neglect at
worst. A blown-out head gasket was the result of that particular “miscommunication,” but it
could have happened just as easily by a faulty installation. I’'m not going to mention that right
now because I'm pretty sure that Jacob installed it.

Of course Rosalie, or even |, could fix it, assuming we could find the old Chevy parts, but
Rosalie wasn’t exactly amenable to helping Bella out and Emmett thinks the truck is an insult to
modern automotive technology. | happen to know that the engine mounts are rusting out and
I’d rather she didn’t drive it for safety’s sake anyway, so I’'m unlikely to volunteer my
knowledge. Besides, with the Mercedes Guardian waiting in the wings, what would be the
point, really?

Thinking of Jacob sent my mind rushing back to that dreadful night when Bella broke up
with the broken Jacob. It was an extremely rough night for both of us (and for Jacob too, no
doubt). Somehow, we got through it.



The following morning, | expressed my misgivings about proceeding with our plans. If
Jacob was so important to her that she could suffer that much at letting him go, how could |
possibly marry her? Bella remained adamant that she knew what she wanted and eventually, |
let her convince me to trust her words.

We’d gone to my house to find Alice then and let her in on our news. She was waiting
for us on the porch, channeling a pogo stick in her excitement.

“Thank you, Bella!” she called out, thrilled at the prospect of planning our wedding.

Bella hurried to set a few limits on Alice, though | assumed my sister would disregard
them if she felt it necessary. Alice revealed that she’d already ordered Bella’s designer gown,
probably months before. | began to worry that Alice’s pushy enthusiasm would change Bella’s
mind and send her running for the door. But much to my surprise, it didn’t. | couldn’t
understand why she was going along with Alice’s plans so calmly.

Alice had specified a 1920s-style designer dress. It was as if she were planning my
perfect, early-century wedding. | could hope that it would make Bella happy too, but | knew she
wasn’t accepting all this because she wanted it. Her acceptance was a gift to Alice and maybe to
me, and | wasn’t altogether sure that | should go along with it. This was supposed to be her day,
not Alice’s, and really, not mine either.

Alice had banned me from the dress viewing, so | took a moment to listen in on her
thoughts. | was surprised to read that Alice had not been sure Bella would agree to the
marriage and her relief was now palpable. Normally, she would have been smug about knowing
Bella’s mind practically before Bella did. Then, between Alice’s explanation of why Bella’s
wedding dress was already in Forks all the way from Paris—“just in case,” Alice claimed—and
showing off her Maid of Honor dress, | read that Alice had ordered her own dress not knowing
for sure that she would be asked to attend Bella. Why hadn’t Alice known?

The reason, of course, was the same one as always...the decision had only just been
made. My chest tightened sharply and | drew in my breath as | realized with clarity that Bella’s
decision truly had been in question. Alice was still feeling some sadness over Bella’s struggle to
choose “between two good things.”

Being able to read others’ thoughts isn’t always a comfortable thing. In the back of my
mind, I’d hoped that there was no competition between Jacob and me, that in the final analysis,
| was “the one” and had always been so. It appeared that that wasn’t the case, though. Bella
said it had always been me, but she had struggled with her choice. Being with Jacob would have
been easier for Bella in so many ways, and more natural, certainly, than what | could offer her.



It hurt imagining Bella’s future with Jacob...their living on the reservation raising dark-
haired children, half Bella, half Jacob; Bella loving Jacob, becoming part of the tribe, keeping
Charlie and Renee in her life; Bella becoming older with him, watching their children raise their
grandchildren.

This had been Bella’s dream before she let it go and her future morphed into something
with a much different outcome. Her compromise saddened me. | wanted to give her children,
to age with her, to live to see our grandchildren grow, and then to expire...together. It could
never be. There was no way back to that life for me, and it pained me that Bella would be
barred from it too. But | loved her with every fiber of my being—I could not exist without her.
Selfishly, | would let her choose me and a future that was not as good for her as her potential
future with Jacob. How could I live with myself knowing that?

Alice interrupted my thoughts when she dashed out of the room, yelling, “Esme!” Bella
trailed slowly behind.

“That was very, very nice of you,” | said, looking into her eyes.
“She seems happy,” Bella said.

It was one of those moments when | wished with all my heart that | could read her
thoughts. | kept searching her face, trying to know her mind. Why was she suddenly okay with
all of this? | felt more separate from her just then than | had before she’d agreed to marry me.
What if she was going along with all of this for the wrong reasons? | needed some time alone
with her.

“Let’s get out of here. Let’s go to our meadow,” | suggested impulsively.
“I guess | don’t have to hide out anymore, do I?”
“No. The danger is behind us.”

| carried her on my back in the usual way. The storm had passed, but the ground was
wet and the sky was low and dark with clouds. At least the days were long at this time of the
year.

Bella lay on the damp grass and gazed up at the sky. | lay next to her and took her hand
in mine. | needed to know what was going on in her head. | didn’t trust this new, “accepting”
Bella.

“August thirteenth?” | inquired, referring to the first of three conditions Bella had
stipulated for Alice’s wedding plans.



“That gives me a month until my birthday. | didn't want to cut it too close.”

That again, | sighed to myself. Bella was hurrying to be changed before she added
another human year to her age, as if it mattered.

“Esme is three years older than Carlisle—technically. Did you know that?”
Bella shook her head.
“It hasn't made any difference to them.”

“My age is not really that important, Edward. I’'m ready. I’ve chosen my life—now | want
to start living it.”

That response was somewhat comforting. It was the most reasonable answer Bella had
ever given to the question, “What’s your hurry?” Regardless of my body’s appearance, | was
still almost a hundred years older than her. | stroked her beautiful, 18-year-old, mahogany-
colored locks.

“The guest list veto?” The second of Bella’s conditions. Who did she want to exclude?

“I don't care really, but I....” Bella’s reluctance to answer was obvious. “I’'m not sure if
Alice would feel the need to invite...a few werewolves. | don't know if...Jake would feel like...like
he should come. Like that’s the right thing to do, or that I’d get my feelings hurt if he didn’t. He
shouldn’t have to go through that.”

| thought that over for a second, considering what | would want if | were in Jacob’s
shoes. Then | put the thought aside.

I still didn’t understand what was going on in Bella’s mind. She seemed to have
collapsed under Alice’s pressure, and mine, showing no signs of resistance to the marriage or to
Alice’s elaborate wedding plans. One thing | did know was that Alice wasn’t giving Bella her
dream wedding. Bella didn’t even like weddings.

| had to know what was going on. This wasn’t right. This wasn’t my Bella. | rolled toward
her abruptly, grabbed her around the waist, and rolled back, pulling her onto my chest with her
face close to mine.

“Tell me why you’re doing this, Bella,” | demanded. “Why did you decide now to give
Alice free reign?”

After a brief pause to collect her thoughts, Bella described a conversation she’d had
with Charlie the night before, something that was troubling her immensely. Charlie told her he



felt like she was going to disappear. Then he more or less begged Bella not to leave him without
saying goodbye.

“Will you tell me before you do anything major? Before you run off with him or
something?” he’d implored.

Charlie’s sixth sense surrounding his beloved daughter astonished me. It wasn’t the first
time he’d known what he couldn’t have known. He was sensing Bella’s decision to leave the
nest, and perhaps he even recognized the finality of the change that was coming.

Bella went on. “It wouldn't be fair to keep Charlie out of this, and that means Renee and
Phil. I might as well let Alice have her fun, too. Maybe it will make the whole thing easier for
Charlie if he gets his proper goodbye. Even if he thinks it's much too early, | wouldn’t want to
cheat him out of the chance to walk me down the aisle.” Bella wrinkled her brow at the
traditional words, and then continued. “At least my mom and dad and my friends will know the
best part of my choice, the most I'm allowed to tell them. They’ll know | chose you, and they’ll
know we’re together. They’ll know I’'m happy, wherever | am. | think that’s the best | can do for
them.”

| took Bella’s face in my hands and looked into the deep wells of her eyes. This was a
part of my dear, beloved Bella | knew very well—the Bella who took care of everyone else
without considering herself. This | could not allow.

“Deal's off,” | told her firmly. | would brook no dissent now that | saw how Bella was
cheating herself.

She stared at me in shock.
“What? You're backing out? No!”

“I’'m not backing out, Bella. I'll still keep my side of the bargain. But you’re off the hook.
Whatever you want, no strings attached.”

IlWhy?"

“Bella, | see what you're doing. You’re trying to make everyone else happy. And | don’t
care about anyone else’s feelings. | only need you to be happy. Don’t worry about breaking the
news to Alice. I'll take care of it. | promise she won’t make you feel guilty.”

llBut I_H

“No. We're doing this your way. Because my way doesn’t work. | call you stubborn, but
look at what I’'ve done. I've clung with such idiotic obstinacy to my idea of what’s best for you,



though it’s only hurt you. Hurt you so deeply, time and time again. | don't trust myself anymore.
You can have happiness your way. My way is always wrong. So. We’re doing it your way, Bella.
Tonight. Today. The sooner the better. I'll speak to Carlisle. | was thinking that maybe if we gave
you enough morphine, it wouldn’t be so bad. It’s worth a try."

| clenched my teeth trying not to think about that part of what | was agreeing to. |
struggled to remember that this was what Bella wanted. It was going to be so very hard to
watch her suffer through the change.

“Edward, no—"

| pressed my finger to her lips to block her objections. She must be concerned that | was
rescinding my part of the deal.

“Don't worry, Bella, love. | haven’t forgotten the rest of your demands.”

The final word emerged low and guttural in tone, the sound of my body reacting to the
decision I'd just made. She was lying across my chest, her sweet breath washing over my face. |
stretched my head upward until my lips touched hers and | laced my fingers through her hair.
Mmm... | was anxious to loosen the iron control | had practiced for so long. My love’s lips
yielded softly and began moving in synchrony with mine. Her hands clutched my arms and |
could feel her heart pounding against my chest. She gasped, sucking the air from my lungs and
releasing her breath back into me.

Her response was thrilling. | held her tightly and rolled over onto her, my body pressing
her into the grass, my lips searching hungrily for hers. When Bella needed air, | dragged my lips
down her jawline and onto the smooth skin of her neck. She inhaled jaggedly.

“Stop, Edward. Wait.”

“Why?” | whispered, my lips moving against her throat. She was still trying to give me
what I'd demanded before. | meant to convince her that I'd rescinded all of my demands and
only wished to satisfy hers.

“l don't want to do this now,” she protested, her voice slightly more forceful.
“Don’t you?” | teased, moving my lips back to hers to quiet her protests.

| could tell that my beloved Bella was struggling against her own desire and trying to
dampen mine too. Perhaps she didn’t trust my change of heart, but | was serious about giving
her what she’d wanted for so long—every part of me that she desired.



| felt Bella’s hands unbind themselves from my hair and then push against my chest with
a feeble human effort. She intended for it to be a strong move, so | relented and pulled back a
few inches to look into her eyes. Could mine be dazzling? | hoped so.

“Why?” | murmured. “I love you. | want you. Right now.” The low vibrato in my voice
was redolent with desire. Had | finally said that aloud? My body knew that | had.

My need for her flooded through me like never before, sending an ache into parts of
myself that | habitually reined in. | kissed her with renewed love...and lust...and desire. The
power of this feeling was almost overwhelming. | realized with sudden certainty that | could
overcome the fear and make love to my Bella, the woman | wanted forever. It would be
easy...easy to fall into her and never return...Mmmm...loving her and making love with her went
hand in glove.

Bella was still responding to my kisses, though | felt a change in her, a hesitancy that
she’d never shown before.

“Wait, wait,” she mumbled against my lips.
“Not for me,” | murmured, reiterating my resolve to give her everything she wanted.
“Please?” she insisted.

Oh, crap! She really was serious! With a groan and a reluctant burst of will, | rolled off of
Bella and onto my back, separating my now aching body from hers. | lay there, struggling to
regain control of both my desire and an unjustified flare of temper.

“Tell me why not, Bella,” | said irritably. “This had better not be about me.”

“Edward, this is very important to me. | am going to do this right.” Arrgh! | had poisoned
her mind with my moralistic demands.

“Whose definition of right?” | challenged.

“Mine.”

| turned to face her and propped my head in my hand.
“How are you going to do this right?”

Bella took a deep breath before attempting to explain.

“Responsibly. Everything in the right order. | will not leave Charlie and Renee without
the best resolution | can give them. | won’t deny Alice her fun, if I'm having a wedding anyway.



And | will tie myself to you in every human way, before | ask you to make me immortal. I'm
following all the rules, Edward. Your soul is far, far too important to me to take chances with.
You're not going to budge me on this.”

“I'llbet | could.” | heard the desire reverberating in my voice. | wished | could take back
all the times | had denied her desire, stayed her hands, or pushed her away.

“But you wouldn’t,” Bella admonished, her resolve hardening. “Not knowing that this is
what | really need.”

“You don't fight fair,” | complained.

She grinned. “Never said | did.”

Yes, | remembered the line and smiled at my own words. Still, a man could wish.
“If you change your mind...”

“You'll be the first to know,” Bella cut in with a grin.

How | wished she would relent just then, but even the skies conspired against me now.
Rain started to fall in the meadow, cold and wet. The two things Bella liked least about Forks.
She scowled at the flat, gray sky hovering close to the ground. Her face was collecting
raindrops.

“I'll get you home,” | said, wiping the drops off her cheeks.

“Rain’s not the problem,” Bella clarified. “It just means that it’s time to go do something
that will be very unpleasant and possibly even highly dangerous.”

What?

“It’s a good thing you’re bulletproof,” she said, inexplicably. Then she went on, “I'm
going to need that ring. It’s time to tell Charlie.”

I laughed at her joke, but more happily at her request for my mother’s ring.

“Highly dangerous,” | agreed, then laughed again and dug into my pocket where the ring
had resided since she’d returned it on the night of my proposal. “But at least there’s no need
for a side trip.” I'd told her that | would be ready to slide the ring onto her finger at the first sign
of weakness, and | was.



The drive to Charlie’s house was a happy occasion for me, though Bella was tense
almost to the point of terror. | tried to soothe her nerves, but | was so filled with joy that it was
difficult to relate to her worry over his disapproval.

Bella’s anxiety spiked when we heard Charlie pull into the driveway.

“Stop fidgeting, Bella. Please try to remember that you’re not confessing to a murder
here.”

“Easy for you to say,” she retorted. Charlie exited his police car and approached the
front door. Bella practically jumped out of her skin when his key clicked in the lock.

“Calm down, Bella,” | whispered, worried she might have a stroke. With Bella so
nervous, Charlie would sense something was up immediately. | attempted to set a light tone.

“Hey, Charlie,” | greeted him.

“No!” Bella urged, sotto voce.

“What?” | whispered, startled by her alarm.
“Wait till he hangs his gun up!”

| laughed at her excess of concern.

“Hey, kids. What’s up?” Charlie asked pleasantly, as he came into the living room where
we were seated.

“We'd like to talk to you,” | told him. “We have some good news.”

Charlie stared right through me with the suspicious eyes of an interrogator. | couldn’t
hide my joy and beamed back at him.

“Good news?” He directed his X-ray vision onto his daughter, whose be-ringed hand
shook uncontrollably in mine.

“Have a seat, Dad,” Bella urged, clearly wanting him to stop looming over us.
He retreated to the edge of the recliner, his face a giant question mark.
“Don’t get worked up, Dad,” Bella warned, ensuring that he would. “Everything’s okay.”

Just ‘okay’? This was the most wonderful news of my life! | was practically bursting with
it. But | had to let Bella tell him in her own way. The Mexican standoff continued.



“Sure it is, Bella, sure it is. If everything is so great, then why are you sweating bullets?”
“I’'m not sweating,” she denied, reality notwithstanding.

It felt like Bella was trying to disappear into my side as she wiped the sweat off her
forehead with the back of her hand.

“You're pregnant! You’'re pregnant, aren’t you?” Charlie bellowed, his face turning red.
Bella had told me it would be everyone’s first thought, but they would be proved wrong soon
enough. | wouldn’t have minded if they were right, for that matter.

“No! Of course I’'m not!” she objected, transforming his wrath into embarrassment. |
was pleased. It would make the truth less of a shock by comparison. My father’s trick.

“Apology accepted,” Bella said stiffly and then went completely silent, as did Charlie. It
was left to me to share the news, but | didn’t mind. | turned to face Charlie, man-to-man.

“Charlie,” 1 began. “I realize that I've gone about this out of order. Traditionally, | should
have asked you first. | mean no disrespect, but since Bella has already said yes and | don’t want
to diminish her choice in the matter, instead of asking you for her hand, I'm asking you for your
blessing. We're getting married, Charlie. | love her more than anything in the world, more than
my own life, and—by some miracle—she loves me that way, too. Will you give us your
blessing?”

Charlie’s eyes homed in on Bella’s engagement ring and my words began to sink in.
Though I'd always found Charlie hard to read, his thoughts went something along these lines:
Ring...married? Why that sneaking SOB...! | ought to take him to the woodshed and... But Bella’s
not pregnant?! What? So younag...little girl...much too young. No! He can’t...!

Bella was ready to leap up in panic when she saw his face change color, but | squeezed
her hand and said under my breath, “Give him a minute.” We watched as his blood pressure
shot up, stayed there for a little while, and then slowly, slowly began to fall as his heartbeat
settled back into a normal rhythm. Bella held her seat nervously while Charlie completed his
emotional circuit.

“Guess I’'m not that surprised,” he finally admitted. “Knew I’d have to deal with
something like this soon enough.” Yes, Charlie had sensed it only...yesterday, was it? It was
pretty hard to surprise Charlie, despite his emotionality.

“You sure about this?” Charlie asked Bella, his gaze intense on her face.

“I’'m one hundred percent sure about Edward,” Bella replied. | smiled, recognizing the
diplomacy in that loaded sentence.



“Getting married, though? What'’s the rush?”

Charlie couldn’t imagine why we’d want to do such a thing when his youthful marriage
had devastated him so thoroughly. | suppose parents always see their children through the
filter of their own experience, no matter how different the child might be from themselves. |
thought | could make it a little easier for him by presenting it another way.

“We're going away to Dartmouth together in the fall, Charlie. I'd like to do that, well,
the right way. It’s how | was raised.” That was true enough, except for the Dartmouth part,
depending....

Charlie might not be thrilled with our decision, but he wouldn’t have been thrilled to
have us live together unmarried, either, so it wasn’t really the marriage part that bothered him,
| thought. It was the Edward part, plus the irrevocable nature of the commitment... and the sex,
of course...that was understood.

“Knew this was coming,” he finally mumbled, seeming to search for a different outcome
to the conversation.

Offering a simple “Congratulations” hadn’t entered his mind. | was a little disappointed
for Bella. Then suddenly, Charlie relented, fully and completely. | smiled at his roundabout way
of looking at the situation and tried to keep a straight face.

“Ha!” Charlie shouted, startling Bella. “Ha, ha, ha!” he exclaimed, and then broke down
into semi-hysterical laughter, his arms wrapped around his stomach, as if figuratively trying to
hold himself together. “Okay, fine. Get married. But...” Charlie’s laughter took hold of him
again.

“But what?” Bella wanted to know.
“But you have to tell your mom! I’'m not saying one word to Renee! That’s all yours!”

Bella’s face went white as Charlie totally lost control, doubling over with laughter until
tears built up in his eyes. | pulled Bella off the couch and rushed her out of the house with a
quick, “Thank you, Charlie! See you later!”

After that experience, Bella wanted to wait to call her mother with our news, so we
drove back to my house to tell my parents.

“Mom, Dad,” | announced formally after I'd summoned Carlisle and Esme to Carlisle’s
office. Putting my arm around Bella’s waist and holding her hand, | continued, “I would like to
introduce to you my bride-to-be, Isabella Marie Swan!”



Alice had already spread the word, of course, but | wanted Bella to have the experience
of being welcomed into our family, and of our announcement being treated as the glorious
news that it was.

| was not disappointed. Esme burst into “vampire tears” and leaped from her chair,
throwing her arms around both Bella and me. Though no actual tears flowed, | knew her eyes
were burning, and the hitch in her breath verified it. When she’d gotten control of her breath,
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she exclaimed, “Welcome to our family, dear, dear Bella

Carlisle had risen a bit more sedately, but with a huge smile on his face. He stepped up
behind Esme and wrapped his arms around all of us, while Esme broke down again, holding
Bella and stroking her hair. Carlisle leaned over Esme to kiss Bella on the cheek and said, “We’re
thrilled, Bella. Edward has made a wise and wonderful choice. Thank you for accepting him and
us.” Tears welled up in Bella’s eyes and | saw Carlisle’s eyelids flutter against the burning in his
eyes too. We stood there for a moment in our loving scrum until Emmett broke the mood by
bounding through the door.
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“l heard the news! Congratulations, little sis’!” he said, picking her up from behind and
swinging her around. “No, wait, | meant ‘Congratulations, Edward!”” he corrected. “He’s the
lucky one!” Rosalie made only a slight face at Emmett’s words as she entered the office. She
leaned over and kissed Bella on the cheek without speaking, then turned as Alice danced into

the room pulling Jasper behind her.

II”

“Jasper says ‘Congratulations’!” Alice sang out.

“l do!” Jasper reiterated, offering his hand first to Bella and then to me. “Please forgive
me if | don’t kiss you just now,” he joked, smiling at Bella.

“That’s all right, Jasper. Save it for later,” she replied, grinning back.

“This calls for a toast,” Emmett declared. “Carlisle, do you have any of the good donated
stuff in your refrigerator?” he said, trying to keep a straight face.

“Ew!” Bella exclaimed and everybody laughed.

Bella procrastinated a full two hours before she summoned enough courage to call
Renee with our news. | gave her my cell phone so she could go outside and have the sensation
of privacy, if not the actual thing.

“Do you want me to come with you?” | asked, worried that her mother’s response might
be upsetting to her.

“No, | won’t put you through that again,” Bella answered. “I'll handle this one myself.”



| nodded and sat down at the piano, picking out her lullaby as she walked slowly
through the front door and onto the porch. | kept playing, but still had no trouble hearing
Bella’s conversation.

“Mom, I’'m marrying Edward,” was the bald way Bella broke the news to her mother.

In spite of that, Renee took the announcement in stride to Bella’s great surprise. She’d
been expecting it, Renee had said, and she was a little annoyed that Bella had waited so long to
tell her.

That comment surprised Bella, who just barely had decided for herself. After we’d
visited Renee in Florida, she assumed we were getting engaged and had been waiting for the
official announcement. | don’t think Bella could have been more astonished.

| said a silent thank you to Renee. At least Bella had gotten one parent’s blessing.



2. PRENUPTIALS

So far, Bella had been keeping her word by complaining only minimally when | gave her gifts as
my wife-to-be.

“What’s mine is yours now,” I'd said and she couldn’t find a good argument to counter
that. The next item | wanted to give her was a cell phone. Then she could call her mother
whenever she wanted, or her school friends, or me, without worrying about Charlie listening in
on her conversations.

Bella had been enjoying her recent talks with Carlisle at our house. Since we’d
announced our engagement, Carlisle had become like a vampire rabbi, an elder of the tribe of
vampire, sharing our history, our laws, and our stories with her. She was eager to learn as much
as she could about her new life before she “converted.” With a cell phone, she could call
Carlisle whenever she liked, or she could call Esme or Alice to get updates on the wedding
arrangements (though that seemed unlikely, since she practically covered her ears and chanted
“Lalalalala...” whenever the topic came up).

Mostly, | wanted her to have a cell phone in case she needed to call me—if she got in a
jam or had a flat tire (ignoring the fact that she could drive the Mercedes Guardian on four flat
tires, if necessary). She didn’t need me to pick her up at the Quileute reservation boundary now
that Jacob was gone and the other wolves, except for Seth, weren’t interested in talking to her,
but if she had a phone, she could call Billy or Seth if she wanted to.

Bella would accept a cell phone if | presented it to her as a safety precaution. Once she
had it, then perhaps she’d use it at other times too. I'd tell her that we had a great “Friends and
Family” plan and now that she was family-to-be, she was eligible to join—something along
those lines, so she wouldn’t be concerned about the cost.

Life was easier now that Bella had relaxed about the whole gift-giving thing. She viewed
marrying me as such a huge concession on her part that she’d stopped worrying so much about
“having nothing” to give me in return.

Bella was also accepting gifts more readily because | had finally agreed that we would
try making love on our honeymoon. | was regretting that decision more as the wedding date
grew closer, but she was determined to hold me to my word. Her attitude about our wedding
night was “Practice makes perfect.” Mine was “No foul, no harm.”

Since that afternoon in the meadow when | had been more than prepared to make love
with her—and she had refused me—1’d reverted to my earlier state of caution. Bella was



continually pushing the limits of my control and | was forever putting on the brakes. The
powerful sexual need that had made itself known to me that day had not disappeared, though.
Lying with her at night had become an exquisite melding of pleasure and pain—an intense
arousal to the limits of my control, followed by the denial of gratification.

I’m not human, so my body doesn’t work like a human man’s...I don’t have great surges
of testosterone that render me desperately needful of sexual release or full of aggressive
energy as Emmett has described his human experience. For vampires, sexual energy—once set
in motion—is more constant, with less dramatic peaks and valleys. With that constancy comes a
certain tolerance for the need. I'm always aroused when I’'m near Bella, always available, but
never outright desperate (at least so far). It isn’t as difficult to manage as blood-lust is, in most
ways.

My father recently told me that one hundred percent of human males masturbate. No,
that’s not right. What he actually said was “ninety-nine percent of men masturbate and one
percent lie.” It’s a joke among physicians, apparently.

My memories of being human during puberty are vague. Except for the slow suffocation
one experiences with the Spanish Influenza—a trauma never to be forgotten—bodily
sensations one had as a human quickly fade from memory after becoming a vampire. So while |
dimly recall the act of masturbation, | don’t remember the sensation of it.

Masturbation is possible for male vampires—I don’t know whether that’s true for
females—but it doesn’t provide the great sense of release that it apparently does for humans. |
don’t fully understand why, unless it has something to do with our inability to procreate, as |
assume that the continuation of the human species is what fuels the irrational sex drives of
humans. Since we can perpetuate our species through nonsexual means, requiring only mouth
contact with a victim’s blood, our most maddening drive is to drink human blood. But | don’t
really know all the facts. | intend to have a “birds and bees” talk with Carlisle soon and learn
everything that | don’t know about vampire sexuality.

| presume that human women are much the same as human men. If I'm driving Bella
half as crazy as she’s driving me, then I’ll bet she finds private moments to give herself some
relief. I'm sure that she does, actually. The signs aren’t so hard to identify... her scent, for
example, undergoes subtle changes.

| have become an expert in Bella’s scent. Being with her as much and as closely as | am
has taught me how Bella’s scent changes at various points during her menstrual cycle. Two
weeks before her flow, she becomes very, very sweet-smelling. Looking back, | suspect that that
was the point in her cycle when | first met her, she was so profoundly, mouthwateringly
aromatic. Reviewing fertility charts tells me that the sweet scent corresponds to her ovulation.



It makes sense biologically...or it would if | were human. I'd be most attracted to her during her
period of fertility. As a vampire, I’'m still attracted, though | can’t impregnate her.

In contrast, just before her period, Bella has a lush, ripe scent, an extra layer over her
normal, freesia-like sweetness. The lavender flavor rises during that time and she takes on a
muskier aroma. The musk, combined with the scent of blood on her person is also extremely
attractive to me. Unfortunately, that phase produces an increased burning sensation in my
throat, which the presence of blood always activates. (Incidentally, | wonder if vampires are
more likely to choose female victims who are having their menstrual periods. | bet so.)

Bella’s lavender musk scent also rises when she is particularly aroused. | can make it out
beneath the fragrance of the soaps and shampoos she uses in the shower. I’d wager that Bella
makes time to masturbate in the bath, unaware that the artificial perfumes in bath products
have no effect on the subtler natural scents of her body. | wouldn’t ask her, though, not right
now, at least. It would probably embarrass her, for one thing, and for another, if | begin talking
about Bella’s sexual release with Bella, | can see that conversation ending in only one way...and
that’s not a path | want to walk down just yet. I've reverted to my earlier position on pre-
marital sex...with Bella’s soul in the balance, I'd just as soon wait. I'm not immoveable on the
subject, as | proved to myself in the meadow, but it remains my preference. My fear gives me
another good reason to avoid “going all the way” just now.

Still, Bella does push me mighty close on a regular basis. We “practice” a lot. One thing
that helps keep us chaste in spite of our nightly practice is the chattering of Bella’s teeth. Once
Bella strips me to the waist, something she insists upon now that we’re engaged, and she
presses her t-shirt-clad torso against me, it doesn’t take long before she begins to shiver. We've
taken to wrapping her in a heavy afghan to keep her warm. She reaches out from her cocoon to
stroke my body, which | allow to the extent that | am able.

| never imagined in all my years as a vampire that | could respond so powerfully to the
touch of a human hand...her human hand. Her hands are conductors for the electricity that
flows into me wherever they contact my skin. Her light touch makes me shudder; her firm grip
makes me moan. My lips feel like fire against hers, with all of the heat, none of the burn. | long
to touch her everywhere with my lips. Just thinking about it...ahhhh....

“Edward!”

Alice had been calling silently for a couple of minutes, but | was ignoring her, because |
knew she’d just prod me to make more decisions about the wedding. | was standing in for the
bride for the purposes of wedding planning. It is my understanding that the bride-to-be is
ordinarily the one running around making thousands of decisions, going to appointments,



writing invitations, choosing colors, and everything else that goes along with hosting a
traditional wedding celebration.

Of course, Alice was doing most of the work with lots of help and advice from Esme and
Renee, the latter two seemingly on the phone with one another every day. Bella said that
Renee adores Esme. I’'m both unsurprised and delighted, partly because Bella will feel that her
family is involved and supportive of her decision, and partly because our mothers’ friendship
might be a way for Bella to remain connected to Renee, maybe even after she is changed.
Though she won’t be able to talk to or see Renee in person, Bella could use Esme as a link over
the phone, perhaps.

Since | hadn’t replied to Alice, she appeared in my bedroom doorway, irritated.
“Edward, why didn’t you answer me?”
“Sorry, Alice, I've been daydreaming.”

“Well, Bella will be back soon from the printer’s. She was going into town for groceries,
so | asked her to pick up the invitations. | will give each of you a small stack to hand address.
Esme and Rosalie will do most of them, but there will be several you should write yourself...like
Billy’s, and Seth’s, and Tanya’s. And | want Bella to hand-address the ones to our high school
friends, because they will recognize her handwriting. | hate getting personal invitations written
by somebody’s mother or cousin. It always feels like your supposed loved one just put your
name into the invitation hopper instead of giving you personal consideration.”

“Okay, Alice, that’s fine.”

I’d been thinking about invitations myself. Despite the guest-list veto Bella had
demanded from Alice, she hadn’t said anything about vetoing my choices. Bella was planning
not to invite Jacob because she didn’t want to force him into thinking about our wedding and
having to decide whether he should attend or not.

| realized, though, that if | were Jacob, I’d want to decide for myself whether to come,
and | thought Jacob should have that choice. | decided that | would send him an invitation
without Bella’s knowledge, and write a note leaving it up to him. If he came, it would be
because he wanted to and not because he felt obligated. He could easily ignore an invitation
from me without worrying about hurting my feelings.

It would be a treat for Bella if Jacob showed up and surprised her with his presence. |
knew that she wanted him to be her best man, but she felt it was unreasonable to ask him...and
it was, probably.



“And Edward, | want to see the tuxedo you said you were wearing. | have to update it,
or at least approve it.”

“Alice, it’s a fantastic tux and I've only worn it a couple of times.”
“You said you bought it for Carlisle and Esme’s wedding?”

“Yes, | was his best man. | love that suit and it’s of my era, you know, in line with the
rest of the wedding you’ve planned.”

“I know, Edward, but I still want to see it. Have you even tried it on? Maybe you’ve
gotten fatter since then,” Alice added, laughing at her own joke.

“Come with me now, if you want to. The suit’s in the attic,” | replied, as | hauled myself
off the couch and led the way. “I have a top hat too.”

After Alice examined every inch of my old-fashioned tuxedo and vetoed the top hat (as |
would have done if she hadn’t), she declared that it would work fine if | let her update the
lapels and perhaps the fit here and there. | allowed the first suggestion, but not the second, as |
wasn’t keen on standing still for Alice while she endlessly poked pins into my clothing.

“Feel free to modify it, Alice, but not in such a way that I'll have to be fitted. | think the
fit is perfect as it is.”

| was rather partial to it. It was the classic black coat with modified tails (not cutaway)
and soft wool trousers, gray with subtle stripes. That was a popular alternative to the men’s
traditional black tuxedo in the 1920s.

“I'll put Charlie and Carlisle in gray suits that match the gray of your trousers, with black
pocket handkerchiefs, and I'll insist that you wear a gray bowtie or gray pocket handkerchief.
That combination will go beautifully with Rosalie’s and my silver gowns. Perfect.”

Carlisle had agreed immediately to be my best man and Charlie would be giving Bella
away in the traditional fashion. There was a point to such rituals, | thought. They helped
humans to face and accept new realities. Funerals, for example, gave mourners a way to
process the fact that a loved one was gone; bar- and bat mitzvahs announced that a child had
transitioned into responsible adulthood.

Alice was still talking, but | was saved from being assigned further duties by the sound of
Bella’s “before” car coming up the drive. She’d dropped off her groceries at Charlie’s house and
was delivering the invitations to Alice.



“Hold on a second, Edward,” Alice added as | turned to leave. “Do you want Rosalie to
play Wagner’s “Bridal Chorus” for Bella’s entrance? | would suggest Pachelbel’s Canon for
seating the parents and guests.”

“Yes, definitely, and Mendelssohn’s “Wedding March” for the recessional, please. No
other music symbolizes those iconic moments in the same way. It’s like “Pomp and
Circumstance” for graduation—you have to have it... Rosalie’s agreed to play piano?” |
interrupted myself.

“Of course. You’re her brother. She wants to be involved. She’s the best pianist of all of
us besides you, anyway.”

“Yes, well, tell her | said ‘Thank you.””
“Tell her yourself.”

I rushed downstairs and just had time to lift my betrothed off her feet and give her a
proper hello before Alice took Bella by the hand and dragged her off for a dress fitting. Bella
was locked away for an hour with Alice and then she went home to make supper for Charlie.

| took a short stack of invitations from Alice to address the envelopes for my personal
guests. | opened the first invitation and lifted the two overlapping layers of transparent tissue
embossed with roses. My stone heart leapt in my chest as | read the words written in elegant
script beneath:



Mrs. Renee Dwyer and Mr. Charlie Swan
request the pleasure of your company

at the nuptial ceremony of their cherished daughter,

Isabella Marie Swan
to

Edward Anthony Masen Cullen,

beloved son of
Mr. & Mrs. Carlisle Cullen
on the thirteenth of August, 2006, 4:00 p.m.

at the Cullen home, Forks, Washington.

It was truly happening! It said so right there on the expensive linen paper. Bella would
hate the invitations, | realized. They were embossed with what appeared to be gold leaf. The
extravagant embossing was of the style popular in the late 1800s, which, not coincidentally,
was called “The Gilded Age.” Persons of the higher social classes carried gold-embossed calling
cards when they performed their ritual afternoon visits, leaving them on silver trays in entrance
halls to announce their presence. Alice was giving us quite a few early-century touches, it
seemed. These invitations weren’t exactly inconspicuous, though.

| took a sheet of notepaper from one of the boxes and thought for a moment before

putting pen to fancy linen paper.

Jacob,

I'm breaking the rules by sending you this. She was afraid of hurting you, and she
didn't want to make you feel obligated in any way. But I know that, if things had



gone the other way, I would have wanted the choice. I promise I will take care of
her, Jacob. Thank you—for her—for everything.

Fdward

| folded the page in half and wrote Jacob Black on the back. | tucked the note inside
one of the invitations, closed it, and addressed the outside of the envelope to
Mpr. Billy Black. That way, Billy would see the note first and if he thought it was better for
Jacob not to read it, he could destroy it—though | hoped he wouldn’t.

| put another invitation in an envelope and addressed it to Mrs. Sue Clearwater &
Seth. A third, | addressed to Tanya and her family in Denali. That pretty much covered my
obligations.

| retreated to my room and turned on my MacBook. I'd taken to working on plans for
our honeymoon during Bella’s dinner time with Charlie. In addition to my mother’s loan of
Esme’s Island for the honeymoon, Alice and Jasper had given Bella and me first-class, round-trip
tickets to Rio de Janeiro, the launching point for the island. Emmett and Rosalie were having
the island’s cottage stocked with food and drink for Bella, and had rented a boat for our use
while we were there. Alice was packing Bella’s bags for the trip so that | could surprise her with
our destination. That pretty much took care of everything we would need while we were there.
| was planning for Bella’s entertainment in case the consummation scenario didn’t work out.

Esme’s Island is a small piece of land jutting from the South Atlantic about thirty
minutes by boat from Rio. It has a yellow-sand beach leading from the master bedroom to the
water, and the boat dock is a short walk from the front door. One end of the island retains a bit
of indigenous jungle behind which is a cliff that drops fifty feet to the water below. No jumping
allowed! There are many small islands in the area that we could motor to and explore, and a
coral reef where we could snorkel. Dolphins live in the area, and whales migrate through there
too.

Esme’s Island is one of the places we Cullens and our friends can go for reunions or
vacations, or as an escape from other places that we might need to leave in a hurry. Carlisle
owns a few such bolt holes, both for enjoyment and for safe haven, as do the Denali clan.

After checking on the seasonal temperatures in Rio, memorizing a couple of nautical
maps of the area islands, and creating a list of the supplies we’d need, | shut down the
computer and hurried to my car. Bella and | had found one excuse or another for going out in



the evenings after her dinner, because Charlie had turned curmudgeonly since our betrothal.
Bella said he was moping around and was angry at her mother for not opposing the wedding.

“Do you think there’s anything | can do for him?” | asked her, as we drove away from
the house following Charlie’s usual unenthusiastic and taciturn interaction with me.

“You? Not likely. He knows we’ve got him over a barrel. There’s nothing he can say
about our engagement.”

“He’s that unhappy about it, is he?”

“You tell me. You're the one who reads minds.”
“Charlie’s mind is pretty quiet, Bella.”

“What do you mean? You can’t read his mind? Like me?”

“Not exactly like you. | get some things, but there’s a lot of silence, and then sometimes
| get strong feelings, but I've never gotten many words. It’s a less complete silence than yours,
perhaps one or two steps up the ladder from you.”

“You never told me about Charlie before!”
“No, it’s never really come up and it took me some time to figure it out.”
“Seriously?”

“Yes. He has quite strong feelings, but their meaning isn’t always clear. For a while, |
assumed that he didn’t have a lot of thoughts.”

“So what feelings do you read in him lately?”
“Hmm...that’s a good question. Concern, mostly, and some loneliness, I'd say.”

“l guess I'm a lot like my Dad. Renee said that commitment was never my problem, like
it was for her. And it’s been obvious since living with Charlie that he’s still in love with Mom.
After fifteen years apart. | wonder if he’ll ever find someone else.”

“Alice might know.”

“Alice is doing a good job of worming her way into Charlie’s heart. She’s got him
wrapped around her little finger.”

“Good. Maybe that will soothe his ruffled feathers before the wedding date arrives.



“Wedding! Ewww...let’s not talk about that!”

| parked the car at the bluff road overlooking the Pacific Ocean. It’s a place we liked to
come lately in the evenings. Tonight the skies were clear and there was a full moon casting
trails of light across the water. What a lot of people don’t realize about Washington State is that
it’s far enough north that days became quite long during the summer months. The sun doesn’t
set until after 9:00 p.m., so twilight is extended for several hours. It doesn’t rain much either,
because summer is also the dry season. Summer evenings in western Washington are one of
the great pleasures of living there.

“As you wish, m’lady,” | said, using the electric seat controls to lean halfway back and to
give myself some leg room. Then | pulled Bella onto my lap, her legs stretched across the center
console, her feet on the passenger’s seat. | used the master controls to lower the windows and
let the balmy 70-degree evening air drift through the car. | wondered if Dr. Mariano—or her
drivers, anyway—would notice the salty scent of the sea when the automobile returned to the
landlocked desert town of Phoenix. Bella hardly could have moved to a more divergent
environment than where she came from—the desert to the rainforest.

Bella laid her head on my shoulder and | began stroking the long locks that hung down
her back.

“How are you holding up?” | asked.

“It’s not so bad, really. Alice and the moms have handled almost everything. They hardly
even ask me to participate, so that’s working out really well. I'll bet when all this is over that
Renee will invite Esme to visit her in Florida. They’ve become such good friends—at least Esme
has become Mom'’s friend. She doesn’t know many people in Jacksonville, but she sure has hit it
off with your mom.”

“Esme has that effect on people. The only place my mother could go to spend time with
your mother would be here, though, where the sun never shines, and your mother won’t visit
here, will she?”

“She probably would if you and | ‘settled down’ in the area. Though she hates Forks, she
does love me.” Then Bella added, “It’s too hard to be around Renee, though. She’s much too
perceptive and I’'m much too bad a liar to fool her about anything. She’d guess something was
up if she hung around here.”

“So, she and Phil aren’t staying after the w...ceremony, then?”

“They’ll just stay overnight in Port Angeles, and then they’ll take a pond-hopper to
Seattle to catch a flight to Florida in the morning. Phil’s gotta be back for a game.”



“I thought he broke his leg?”

“Yes, but he’s still required to sit on the bench and support the team. Anyway, Mom’s
hoping he’ll have his cast off by then.”

“Bella...,” I began, as | raised her chin with my index finger so | could look into her eyes.

“Yes, Edward?” she responded, raising her eyebrows as | leaned in to smell her sweet
breath and touch my lips to hers. | blew my breath across her face, something that seemed to
intoxicate her. Often, she’d lose her train of thought and her eyes would go glassy. Then I'd lean
in for a passionate kiss. | would not always have this effect on my beloved. It was fun to
exercise the power while | still had it.

Bella kissed me back, twining her left hand through my hair while she used her right
hand to unfasten the bottom button of my shirt. Then she unbuttoned the next, and the next,
then slipped her hand beneath the woven cotton and traced a line along my waistband with her
fingers.

Mmm...her fingers felt so warm against my skin, so electric, the charge shooting from
her fingertips and traveling downward from the places where she touched me. Bella trailed her
fingers upward to my chest, tracing the curves of my pectoral muscles, running her fingers
through the light hair at the center of my chest. | shuddered in the most delicious way.

“Mmm...Bella...I love your hands on my skin,” | whispered to her. “But go easy, please.
You make me lose my wits so quickly.”

“Shhh...just kiss me,” Bella whispered back, running her left thumb across the hard,
smooth surface of my bottom lip and back across my top lip. | took her thumb into my mouth,
followed by her index finger, and on down the line. After releasing her pinkie, | grasped her by
the waist, picked her up, and rotated her until she was kneeling over me on the seat. | moved
my hips toward the steering wheel slightly and pulled her buttocks high up my legs. Bella
gasped a jagged breath as she settled onto my lap and started rocking her hips. | groaned and
pulled her face to mine. There was so much energy flowing between us. | found some release
for the excess by moving my lips with hers and pressing into her. My breath accelerated and |
longed to grasp her buttocks and rub her back and forth against me. | caught myself in time,
though, and lifted her a few inches above my lap, holding her aloft while we continued to kiss.

“Edward,” she moaned, “l want you.”

“And |, you, my darling,” | replied softly, as | balanced her weight on one hand and
opened the car door with the other. | rotated in the seat, and then held her head against my



chest as | rose from the car. She wrapped her legs around my waist as | stood up. | inhaled the
musky scent that rose from her. Bella was highly aroused.

“You smell so good to me...I want to eat you.”
“Doesn’t everyone?” Bella quipped and | laughed.

“All the vampires | know do...absolutely! And then there’s Tyler, and Mike, and Eric, and
that Shawn kid from the Junior class, and the bagger at the grocery store....”

“What do you know about him?” Bella demanded, pulling her face back a few inches. I'd
successfully distracted her.

“I've seen the way he looks at you when he’s packing your Apple Jacks and frozen peas.”
“You have not! You’re making that up!”
“Would | lie to you?”

“Yes, as a matter of fact, | think you would, Mr. Liar, Liar, Pants on Fire!” she sing-
songed.

“My pants are on fire about as much as yours are,” | teased.

“That’s got to be pretty hot then,” she muttered, as she put one arm around my neck
and the other under my chin and guided my mouth to hers.

| had Bella home before 11:00. Charlie was imposing no curfew now that Bella was
eighteen and engaged, but he did wait up for her on the couch, so | made sure to get her home
before his bedtime to keep him from losing sleep. Nobody needed the Chief of Police to be
groggy on the job. | didn’t mind bringing her home early, for | simply took a walk around the
block or more often, a run through the forest behind Bella’s house and when | returned, Charlie
usually had retired to his bedroom. That’s when | leaped to Bella’s second story window and
slipped through.

“Bella, do you have any musical preferences or requests for the ceremony? Alice asked
me today and | told her to have Rosalie play the traditional pieces.”

“Rosalie’s playing the piano for us?”
“That was exactly my response, but yes, she is. Alice said Rose wanted to as a gift to us.”
“l haven’t heard her play.”

“She’s very good, of course.”



“But not as good as you, | bet.”

“She’s extremely gifted.”

“So not as good as you.”

“You don’t have any other preferences for music?”

“No, whatever you choose is fine with me. At least if we have the standard ‘Here Comes
the Bride,” I'll know when I’'m supposed to start walking in.”

“I'm sure Alice will not let you miss your entrance,” | said, slipping under the covers and
wrapping my arm around Bella’s waist.

“Are you having a bachelor party?” Bella asked out of nowhere.

“Oh, Emmett’s been having thoughts about it. He doesn’t want me spending my last
single night in your bed, though / can’t think of a better place, actually,” | said, tracing my
fingers along Bella’s right collarbone where it extended from beneath the scooped neckline of
her t-shirt. | touched it with my lips and then brushed my way up to her shoulder, up her neck
and then down her jawline, then back up her jawline. | kissed her in the hollow beneath her ear.
Bella’s heart sped to its usual frantic pace.

Bella hadn’t attempted to remove any of my clothes yet, but | felt her left hand take my
right and place it on the side of her rib cage. | gladly ran my fingers along each rib in turn,
memories of both Bella’s and Jacob’s broken bones distracting me for a second.

In that brief moment, Bella had pulled my hand onto her left breast and my fingers
automatically cupped around the soft sphere. Her t-shirt had been washed so many times that
the cotton knit fabric was tissue thin, leaving very little to the imagination. Bella had shut her
eyes and placed her hand over mind, encouraging exploration. | squeezed her breast gently
through her shirt and stroked my thumb across the rise of her erect nipple. | felt my desire
surge and | stopped moving to let it wash over me and away. | heard myself groan.

“If you keep this up, Bella, I'm going to have to go home,” | muttered, my voice deep
and raspy. | moved my hand reluctantly onto her neck.

“If you don’t keep this up, we’ll be very ill-prepared for our wedding night,” Bella said,
inhaling a jagged breath. | could see her impish grin in the dark.

“You seem quite prepared to me,” | replied, as | rolled over her. | balanced on my
forearms and toes, and gently touched the length of her body with mine. Bella gasped, then
threw her arms around my neck and tried to pull me down onto her with no effect. | kissed her



lightly on the neck and under her jaw, and then moved to her lips. Her heart was racing like a
filly at Churchill Downs. | focused on her heartbeats to distract me from the aching in my groin.
Bella was starting to hyperventilate, so | flexed my arms and knees and sprang upward,
maintaining the flat plane of my body. While in the air above her, | rolled Bella onto her side,
and then landed on my side behind her. | pulled myself against her back, buttocks, and thighs
and wrapped my arm around her waist.

“You should get some sleep,” | suggested.
“Sleep might be beyond my abilities right now,” she replied.

“Try. I'll sing to you. You’ve been getting very little sleep lately. | don’t want you to get
sick.”

“I won’t get sick. I’'m too happy for that. Where are we going on our honeymoon,
Edward?” Bella liked to throw out that question at random moments, hoping futilely that she
would catch me off-guard and I’d blurt out our destination.

“It’s a surprise,” | reminded her.
“North, South, East, or West?”
“Yes. Now go to sleep.”

“You’re impossible,” Bella sighed, but | could hear the fatigue in her words. | began to
hum her lullaby and within five minutes, she had dropped off.

Well before dawn, | crept out the window and ran home to check in with Esme and to change
clothes. | planned to be back before Bella awoke, so she wouldn’t be startled by my absence.
Esme was in her office, happily piecing together some lengths of bridal netting and satin on her
sewing machine. | couldn’t tell exactly what she was working on.

“Hello, Mom,” | greeted her. How are things going with the preparations?”

“Oh, Edward, it’s going to be a beautiful wedding. Alice has considered everything. And
while I'm thinking about it, let me give you the keys to the honeymoon cottage.” She darted to
her closet where a small safe was tucked behind rods and racks of clothing. She had it open in
an instant and placed the keys in my outstretched hand.



“Thank you so much for this. Bella will love it! Plus, the heat will be more comfortable
for her. I'm really looking forward to seeing the place again.”

“Well, it’s just sitting there empty right now, and | thought it would be nice privacy for
you two in the sunshine. Gustavo will come once a week to look after things and get you
anything you need that isn’t already there.”

“It will be magnificent!” | exclaimed, leaning forward to kiss her on the cheek. Then |
went in search of Carlisle. It was time for that talk.

“Carlisle,” I called, once I'd located him outside heading toward the river.
“Edward! I’'m surprised to see you without Bella.”

“Just giving Charlie a break,” | said, smiling.

Not too keen on giving away his daughter is he? Carlisle asked silently.

“No, | don’t think he’s buying into the old adage, “You’re not losing a daughter; you're
gaining a son,” | said ruefully.

Hard to blame him, | guess. Bella’s been with him for only a couple of years.

“I'm starting to think that Charlie has a talent for precognition. He’s been sensing that
Bella is going to ‘disappear.’ That’s what he told her.”

It will be hard on both Charlie and Bella to be apart, won’t it?

“Yes, it’s one of the things that worries me about her choice. | don’t know if she can
really predict what it will feel like being separated from her parents.”

I think you have to trust Bella with the decisions she’s making. She knows who and what
you are, so she has all the information you can give her. You can’t protect her from yourself,

son.

“l suppose not, which brings me to why | came looking for you.”

| was just heading into the forest for a quick hunt. Would you like to come along?

“Yes, I'll come with you for a ways, but | want to head back to Bella’s within an hour or
so.”

“Let’s go, then.” We took off running for several miles before catching the scent of
Wapiti about fifty yards away.



| dipped my head in that direction, indicating that Carlisle should take the prey. He
nodded once, then dropped into a hunting crouch and dashed off. In a few minutes, he rejoined
me.

So what did you want to discuss, Edward?

| stared at my hands for a moment before meeting his eyes. “Can you guess? The
traditional topic for a groom-to-be, | suppose...the wedding night.”

Carlisle just smiled and waited attentively for me to continue.

“Bella and | have made a series of bargains regarding our nuptials. She’s been raised
with a healthy mistrust for the institution of marriage and if she had her way, we wouldn’t
marry at all for another ten years, if then. |, on the other hand, still believe in the traditional
values surrounding marriage.” | paused, thinking how to present my questions. “What Bella
does want is something | never intended to give her, but it became part of our bargain....”
Another pause while | stared at my hands, still uncomfortable with our agreement. “Bella wants
to have a ‘real’ honeymoon, as she puts it—as a human. She wants to make love with me
before she changes.” | looked up to see Carlisle’s reaction, but he just nodded at me to
continue.

“Heaven knows we’ve been pushing the boundaries in that direction anyway, but I'm
terribly afraid that I'll hurt her. I’d prefer to wait until after she’s changed, but she argues that
she won’t have the same feelings then as she does now without all those hormones flowing
through her system.”

She has a point, though to the best of my knowledge, she’ll be happily surprised.
“Will she? Will she be as passionate later as she is now?”

Well, I can’t say how Bella will feel, but Esme was extremely happy with our sex life after
we married.

“Her former husband was not kind.”

That’s true, though that wasn’t the only difference. We are capable of feeling everything
that humans feel and with our heightened senses, a lot more besides. But that is neither here
nor there if she doesn’t want to wait.

“l am glad to hear that. It seems that way for me. My desire for her is extremely
powerful.”



We only become more of what we already are when we change, so if Bella is passionate
now, then she is likely to be even more so as one of us.

“I don’t think I’ll share that information with her. She’s already in much too much of a
hurry to give up her life.”

But | haven’t answered your original question, have I?

“No, not exactly. | guess there are several things | need to know. My real problem is that
I’'m terrified | will hurt Bella. | can already tell that it’s next to impossible to concentrate on
being gentle with her in the heat of the moment. | could even kill her! | thought that if | knew a
little more of what to expect with intercourse, it might help me figure out a way to keep myself
in check.” | knew | hadn’t really asked a question, but | looked at Carlisle’s face, with a question
in my eyes.

Well, you’re right that coupling with you will be dangerous for Bella, but with your level
of sensitivity and control, not impossible, | should think.

“What will happen? How can | keep from hurting her?”

It’s primarily an issue of strength and weight. | think your challenge will be to become as
still as you can when your release approaches—you will know when. The less you move, the less
you flex your muscles, the less likely you will be to hurt her. It won’t be your first instinct—as
sexual tension builds in your body, your natural reaction will be to grip and push and contract
your muscles. Instead, you should try to relax and be passive. If Bella is as anxious to go through
with this as you say, then she won’t mind taking the lead. That’s the best advice I can give you.
It is a risk, certainly.

I nodded, digesting what he had said and considering whether it would be possible to
become still at the right moment. Carlisle surprised me by continuing.

If you were anyone but who you are, | would almost be more worried about what
physical intimacy might do to you. It’s not something to be taken lightly. As vampires, we rarely
undergo dramatic changes in our beings, but experiences that are as profound and emotional as
sexual love can permanently alter us. In your case, though, Bella has already changed you to
such a degree that I’'m not so concerned about the impact of the physical act itself. She has been
so good for you, Edward. | can’t imagine that you won’t be good together, in whatever way you
choose to be with her.

Carlisle had given me much to consider. | carried his words in my head all the way back
to Bella’s house.






3. BIG DAY

“l miss you already.”
“l don’t need to leave. | can stay...”
llem.lI

It was the eve of our wedding and Bella and | were lying in her narrow bed together, as
was our habit. Though it was August, she was wrapped in her usual swaddling blanket, a
protection against the chill of my skin.

The bulky afghan did not prevent Bella’s hands from wandering about, exploring the
unclothed parts of my body. If she had her way, both of us would be even less clothed. | found
shirtless to be challenge enough. With Bella’s fingers probing the outlines of each muscle and
bone above my waistband, her lips on mine, | was both awash in pleasure and sinking into
concern. Some might call it performance anxiety and | could not deny it. When one’s
performance was a matter of life and death, there was no shame in that.

Bella dragged her tongue across my top lip and a surge of desire shot through me. It was
all I could do to remain still and let the sensation fade. If she were a vampire, | would have
rolled on top of her, stripped off the bulky afghan and pressed my entire body into hers. | would
have kissed her passionately, tasting her lips, her tongue, and pulling her as close to me as the
laws of physics would allow. Ahhh... | groaned and retreated from her caressing hands and her
delicious, warm tongue.

“Wait,” Bella murmured, clutching my arms. | watched as she kicked her right leg free
from the blanket and wrapped it around my waist. “Practice makes perfect.”

| chuckled. I'd heard that one before. Numerous times.

“Well, we should be fairly close to perfection by this point, then, shouldn’t we? Have
you slept at all in the last month?”

“But this is the dress rehearsal,” she protested, “and we’ve only practiced certain
scenes. It’s no time for playing safe.”

Playing safe. My body froze as | considered how easy it would be to break Bella’s arm, or
tear out a handful of her beautiful hair, or snap her spine, or...

“Bella...”



“Don’t start this again. A deal’s a deal.”

“I don’t know. It’s too hard to concentrate when you’re with me like this. |—I can’t think
straight. | won’t be able to control myself. You’ll get hurt.”

“I'll be fine.”
“Bella...”
“Shhh!”

Bella put her hands on either side of my face and pressed her lips against mine. | would
like to have been distracted by that, but it was too late. My mind was already elsewhere,
drifting from the thousand-and-one ways | could harm Bella to enumerating all she was giving
up for me...her family, her friends...her chance to be a mother, to grow old, to become
something more than what she was right now. It was too much to sacrifice just to be with me.
In my mounting distress, | revisited an argument that Bella and | had had repeatedly. I'd never
convinced her before; | don’t know why | thought she might change her mind now.

“It’s not right! | don’t want you to have to make sacrifices for me. | want to give you
things, not take things away from you. | don’t want to steal your future. If | were human—"

Bella stifled my objections by putting her hand over my mouth.

“You are my future. Now stop. No moping, or I’'m calling your brothers to come and get
you. Maybe you need a bachelor party.”

My brothers must have agreed with her, for Emmett’s thoughts suddenly interrupted
my own. Maybe we’ll catch them with their clothes off! Hope so. Ha, ha!

“Oh, for the love of all that’s holy!”
“What’s wrong?”

“You don’t have to call my brothers. Apparently Emmett and Jasper are not going to let
me bow out tonight.”

Bella tightened her grip for a moment before releasing me. “Have fun,” she said.

Perhaps it would be better for Bella if | left. Then | wouldn’t upset her with the “cold
feet” I'd told her | didn’t have. | had no second thoughts about marrying Bella—I could hardly
wait to do that! My second thoughts were all about the wedding night. Yes, | should leave.
Maybe she would get some sleep if | did.



“If you don’t send Edward out,” Emmett threatened in his best, creepy-monster voice,
“we’re coming in after him!”

Bella laughed. “Go! Before they break my house.”

Kissing her forehead, | advised, “Get to sleep. You’ve got a big day tomorrow.”
“Thanks! That’s sure to help me wind down.”

“I'll meet you at the altar.” | gave her a sly smile, reaching for my shirt.

“I'll be the one in white,” Bella announced nonchalantly, as if we were planning a
rendezvous at the mall.

| chuckled at that, considering the anxiety attacks that overcame her every time |
mentioned the wedding. “Very convincing,” | tossed over my shoulder as | leaped out the
window. My feet landed squarely on Emmett’s head, knocking him to the ground.

“Dammit, that hurt!” Emmett stage whispered, as he jumped up and took a swing at
me. | dodged the punch easily. His thoughts always gave him away.

“You’'d better not make him late,” | heard Bella warn my brothers.

Jasper leaped up and grabbed the eaves outside Bella’s window. He turned on his
soothing vibes.

“Don’t worry, Bella. We'll get him home in plenty of time.”

“Jasper? What do vampires do for bachelor parties? You’re not taking him to a strip
club, are you?” she whispered and | had to smile. As if that would be fun for me! No woman
had ever affected me like Bella did. Women could dip themselves in blood and parade around
naked all day and it wouldn’t do a thing for me. | should know—Tanya had tried such tricks
many times to get me into her bed.

“Don’t tell her anything!” Emmett hissed at Jasper, earning himself a friendly forearm
shove that knocked him to the ground...again. | could never beat Emmett if we fought strength
to strength, but with my mind-reading skill, he rarely got in a good punch. | laughed at his
expression as he stood up and brushed the grass off his jeans. He tried to look casual as he
readied himself for a “surprise” counterattack. Just as he launched himself at me, | took off
running, knowing he couldn’t catch me at full speed.

“Relax,” | heard Jasper reply to Bella. “We Cullens have our own version. Just a few
mountain lions, a couple of grizzly bears. Pretty much an ordinary night out.”



Jasper had told Bella the truth. We would be celebrating our boys’ night out with a hunt.
| didn’t need the blood at the moment, but it was still a good idea. If | fed now, then | wouldn’t
have to leave Bella to hunt for the first two weeks of our honeymoon. Besides, | only had one
more day to remain chaste until Bella and | were married. | did not want to slip-up at this late
date—getting out of Bella’s bed would make that a whole lot easier.

Running gave me time to think about the last couple of months. As my fiancé, Bella had
accepted the black credit card with her name on it attached to my account. Like the cell phone,
I'd presented it as a “safety precaution,” but she’d started to use it for other things too, and
that had been the point.

Bella had quit her job at Newton’s Olympic Outfitters, so she didn’t have any pocket
money to speak of. | was glad that she’d quit. | preferred not giving Mike Newton the
opportunity to gape at, and entertain salacious thoughts about, my bride-to-be as was his habit.
Also, | was happy that we could spend more time together. | didn’t have to part with her
company for the three or four days a week she would have worked for what | considered to be
spare change. Unless she really liked the job—and | knew that she didn’t—I saw no point in
sacrificing our time together.

It had been a great summer. The only slight comedown was the “father-in-law talk”
Charlie had initiated with me. | haven’t encountered many people who could surprise me in the
last eighty years, but Charlie was one who could. His mind was so quiet—in the sense of
relatively impenetrable to me—that while | could perceive his feelings, | often couldn’t hear the
inner dialogue that went with them. | didn’t like the sense of insecurity it gave me not knowing
what he was thinking. | was used to having more time to consider how to react to people than |
ever had with Charlie.

One evening five weeks earlier, Charlie had grabbed my arm as Bella and | were leaving
his house for the evening. We’d found a number of private parking spots around the area and
we liked to visit them as often as possible. Because he’d surprised me, | reflexively yanked my
arm out of his grip at my natural strength.

Immediately, he’d put both palms up as if he was surrendering. He’d mistaken my quick
reflex as a sign of anger. The interaction reminded me of the television show “Cops,” in which
hooligans whirl around and punch an arresting police officer just on principle. Charlie must get
that a lot. | quickly raised my palms to indicate a mutual surrender. | would have smiled if |
hadn’t thought Charlie would interpret it as a taunt. Bella had missed our interaction and was
continuing toward the car.

“What can | do for you, Charlie?” | inquired politely.



“I was just wondering what your folks think about you proposing to my daughter.”
“Oh, they love her, they really do.”

“That’s not exactly what | meant.”

“No?” | wasn’t going to help him interrogate me.

“No...uh...I meant what do they think of you getting married right out of high school?”

“Oh! Well, you know they got married quite young themselves. Esme already had Jasper
and Rosalie to look after when she met Carlisle. They fell in love and Carlisle wanted to help
support the kids, so he proposed when Esme was younger than he might have otherwise.
They’ve been extremely happy, so they don’t have any prejudice against getting married
young.”

“Do you think you’re old enough to handle this kind of responsibility? That’s my
daughter you’re promising to support for the rest of your life. Are you one hundred percent
sure that you’re ready for that?”

“I will be there for Bella always. | can assure you of that.”
“What if you screw it up and things fall apart?” Charlie pressed.

| thought about that for a moment before answering. | knew what he was referring to
without having to read his thoughts.

“There are many ways | could mess things up,” | admitted. “I've already made mistakes
with Bella. | know that. | wasn’t here for her when she needed me. | swear to you, Charlie, | left
because | wanted Bella to have a chance to find somebody better than me. But | found that |
couldn’t live without her and so | came back. Jacob might be a better choice for her, but she still
wants me and as long as she does, | won’t leave her. | don’t make the same mistakes twice.”

Charlie just gave me his dark-eyed, policeman’s stare. | didn’t blame him. He’d watched
Bella suffer daily after | abandoned her. Jacob had impressed upon me all the painful details he
could summon about that time.

“Jacob’s a good young man,” Charlie finally responded, “but | wouldn’t want him
marrying her at his age, either.”

| took another moment to consider my response, and then sighed, knowing I'd never
convince him with words.



“The only way to know whether I'll be good for Bella is with time. | can’t offer you proof,
but | love her more than my own life and | will take care of her, Charlie. | just hope that | can
make her as happy as she makes me, though | hardly think it’s possible.”

Charlie’s stare didn’t change, so | continued.

“If it makes you feel any better, my family is behind us, and you know Carlisle well
enough to know that he would never let Bella down...even if | did. My family would step in for
me. That’s just the way my parents are. They’re great people.”

“l know they are...Edward. | trust Carlisle and that’s why I’'m not making more of a fuss
about this.”

I acknowledged his statement with a nod. “Just so you know, Charlie...Bella and |
discussed eloping to Las Vegas and marrying without telling anyone. But Bella didn’t want to cut
you out of her decision in that way, so we decided to make it a family event.”

“I knew there was something going on!” Charlie exclaimed. “I had a feeling you two
were going to take off together!”

“Bella wants you there to walk her down the aisle, or the stairs, rather. | hope you can
see your way clear to do that for her on her day.”

Charlie nodded stiffly and | turned to follow Bella to the car. “That’s a fancy car you got
my daughter.”

“Yes, it’s a loaner. Carlisle called in a favor for me. It’s a very safe car.”

“Well, that’s good. You can hardly get a car that’s safe enough to share the roads with
all the bad drivers and drunk drivers out there.”

“l agree. Goodnight, Charlie.”
“’Night.”

Charlie shut the front door and | saw that Bella was coming back to get me. | hurried
toward her.

“What was all that about?”

“Charlie wanted to have a little ‘man-to-man’ talk about his precious daughter, but | told
him | agreed with everything he said, so he loves me now.” | grinned and winked at Bella. She
didn’t buy it.



“No, what did he really want?” she demanded. “Tell me, or I'll march right back and ask
him!”

| sighed. “Charlie just wanted to warn me about the dangers of marrying too young and
make sure | knew what | was doing.”

“What did you say?”

“I said that | was old for my age,” | replied, giving her a crooked smile.
“You did not!”

“Sure, why not? | am, aren’t I?” | teased.

“Ancient. | should be grossed out being with someone as old as you.”

“Fortunately, I still look good and that’s what really counts.” We both laughed and, to
my relief, Bella dropped the subject.

Bella’s mother, Renee, had flown in two days earlier and Bella was sticking close to her except
when our mothers worked on the wedding. It was odd behavior for a bride-to-be, but | wasn’t
marrying Bella because she was like everyone else. Quite the opposite.

When I’d come home two evenings previous, Renee was visiting Esme. In an attempt to
demonstrate her acceptance of me as her almost son-in-law, Renee had dashed across the
living room and thrown her arms around my neck.

“Welcome to our family, Edward!” she’d said. | thought perhaps she was overexcited by
the trip or by meeting my family. | hadn’t expected such an exuberant greeting, though she had
no particular misgivings about Bella marrying me. Renee ended the hug abruptly when her arms
encountered my cold, hard self.

“Hmm,” she mumbled as she broke off contact. Hard body! was her thought, and |
almost laughed out loud. The picture in her mind was complimentary, not literal. She was
imagining what my upper body looked like without a shirt. I'd already gotten acquainted
enough with Renee when Bella and | went to Florida that | knew she didn’t mean anything by it.
A cougar...just like Bella, | thought, and smiled to myself.



It was a little sad to meet Renee again, knowing that this was the last time Bella would
see her, or possibly even talk to her on the phone. As | watched Bella over the course of the
two days, | sensed that she was saying her goodbyes. If I’d had to give up Carlisle and Esme to
be with Bella, | could have done it. | had given them up once before. But it was hard to accept
that | could make Bella happy enough to give up seeing her parents. I'd asked her again last
night whether she was prepared to do that and her response had been, “Are you trying to ditch
me?” Then we’d started laughing and the question had gotten lost.

My brothers and | didn’t get back from hunting until a couple of hours before the
wedding. Esme collared us immediately and sent us to the back garden to hang flower garlands
for Alice. It had to be done at the last minute or the August day would wilt them.

Alice had prohibited me from going anywhere near where she was preparing Bella, so |
headed to my third-floor room to make myself presentable. Alice had changed my old-
fashioned tux just enough to convert it from “vintage” to “vintage chic,” as she put it. It did look
good, | had to admit.

| tried to neaten my normally unruly hair. | put some hair gel on it and convinced it to lie
down in a semi-orderly fashion. After a time, Jasper came upstairs to tell me that the first
guests were arriving. He and Emmett would be ushering them to their seats. Of course, Jasper
could have told me that from downstairs, but Alice had specifically asked him to come get me,
so that | wouldn’t be parading down the bride’s decorated stairway in full view of the guests. |
walked outside through the kitchen door, telling Carlisle that I’d be waiting out back. He and
Esme were standing by the front door to greet everyone as they arrived.

This was the most important day of my life, but | hoped to have infinitely more
wonderful days to enjoy with my Bella. | felt exceedingly fortunate that she wanted me as |
wanted her. | could have lost her so easily.

| heard the Denali clan arrive and recognized Tanya’s mental voice: Where’s Edward? It
will be good to see that man again...mmm hmm! Who is this human girl? | can’t imagine
Edward with a woman, not even a vampire woman. This will be interesting...

| smiled, glad to be escaping Tanya’s clutches for good. She’d given me a hard time
when we were living in Alaska. She wasn’t used to being told “no thank you.” Neither vampires
nor humans ever turned down Tanya’s advances. She was beautiful and charming, everything a
man could want. She just wasn’t for me and she never could accept that. It was one of the
reasons Carlisle decided to move our family farther south. He told everyone that we were too
conspicuous and perhaps we were, all there together, but I'd had the chance to hear another
reason in his mind—that Tanya can’t leave Edward alone.



My father empathized when Tanya set her sights on me. Carlisle had had plenty of
pushy admirers in his life. During his first few weeks at any new hospital, nurses would line up
three deep to ogle him. He had to temper that initial interest by telling some number of them
that he was happily married, thank you. Of course, he wore a wedding ring, but that didn’t
discourage everyone. Once people met Esme, though, they usually stopped chasing Carlisle. She
was simply too beautiful, inside and out, to compete with.

| know Esme had always worried that | wasn’t fully mature as a man when Carlisle
changed me and that | might never find, or even wish for, a mate. It was true that | wasn’t
interested in any of the Denali ladies. And after the trouble I’d had with Rosalie when she
joined our family, | didn’t expect anything good could come of such interest anyway. When the
Denalis met the only bachelor vampire they’d seen in years, each of them had set about seeking
my affection. | didn’t blame them, particularly. Perhaps they’d gotten tired of human men and
wanted someone more durable to partner with for a change. | could understand that to a
certain degree.

| didn’t go inside to greet the Denalis or any of the other arrivals. | couldn’t focus on
anyone but Bella—it seemed like such a long time since I'd seen her. | was trying to reason
myself out of an irrational fear that she wasn’t really there in our house, that she had changed
her mind and would leave me standing alone at the altar. If | listened, | could hear her voice
now and then, but | couldn’t hear her thoughts and that had never bothered me so much as it
did at that moment.

To distract myself, | listened at random to our guests’ thoughts and found that everyone
was astonished by the decorations. Alice had put her all into planning this wedding and it
showed. The flowers alone were beyond imagining. Exquisitely fragrant arrangements covered
every surface of our living room and the reception area outside. Alice was particularly fond of
flowers. | thought perhaps it was because she’d been deprived of beauty for so many years at
the asylum. Whatever the reason, it was a boon for us all.

Rosalie had started playing my grand piano, making the one instrument sound like
several. | knew that Pachelbel’s Canon in D was my cue to enter the living room with Carlisle
and stand in front of the flower-covered archway. He would come looking for me in the kitchen
when the time came, so | walked back into the house.

In due course, Carlisle came to retrieve me and after a final, heartfelt hug, we took our
assigned places in front of the assembled crowd. | stood, frozen with emotion, and watched
anxiously for my beloved to appear at the top of the stairs on her father’s arm. | had waited a
lifetime to stand in front of these witnesses and declare my undying devotion to the one and
only woman | would ever love.



Time had stopped making sense when | finally heard the familiar C-F-F-F notes of “Here
Comes the Bride.” | could not believe my eyes when an angel from heaven began to descend
the stairs, one by one, her eyes lowered to watch her feet. It was only when | heard her whisper
“Don’t let me fall, Dad,” that | knew for sure it was Bella...my Bella.

| fretted for a second that my angel might fall and | readied myself to dash across the
room to catch her. Seeing the groom disappear and reappear somewhere else would not go
over well with anybody, though | reasoned that all of the guests would be looking at Bella, not
at me. Still, perhaps we should have served champagne before the ceremony, just in case
something like that did happen...but then, Bella was descending the final step. She lifted her
face, searching for me.

When our eyes finally met, a look of such utter joy crossed her face that | broke into an
ecstatic smile. Bella’s feelings often were written on her face, but today her expression was
utterly transparent. The adoration in her eyes was unmistakable and | was jubilant enough to
break out in song...almost.

Our eyes remained glued to each other while Bella carefully traversed the fifteen-foot
aisle that Alice had kept short to give Bella a fair chance of remaining upright. With the way she
looked in that dress, with that makeup, with everything...the glow, the scarlet blush, the prisms
of tears in her eyes...| wanted to rush down the aisle to meet her and carry her back to the
altar. But | remained patient, stretching out my palm so that Charlie could place Bella’s hand in
mine. He regarded me seriously as he did so and | nodded my thank you to him for his great
sacrifice.

Charlie seated himself beside Renee, with Phil on her other side, and Bella and | turned
to face the minister. | loved the traditional wedding ceremony with its promises and
pronouncements, but on this occasion, each word resonated with newly unveiled meaning.
When | declared “l do” to my beloved, I'd never been happier in my life. | wanted to repeat the
words in every language | knew.

My lovely new wife was overcome with emotion. When | leaned over to kiss her for the
first time as her husband, Bella’s arms encircled my neck and she held on as if she would never
let me go. The audience had disappeared—she only had eyes for me. | kissed her with a swell of
love and tenderness that made my eyes burn with the tears that didn’t come, and she met my
passion with her own. Emotion poured from her as she clung to me, melding her lips with mine
as if we were utterly alone in that moment. | did not mind in the least. Bella was happy to be
married to me—I could feel it in my bones.

When the guests began to titter, | eased my love’s face gently away from mine and
looked into her tear-filled eyes. | felt my happiness radiate from me like the heat of a coal fire



and | wondered briefly if my skin was sparkling in its glow. When Emmett cleared his throat
unsubtly, | turned us both to face the loved ones who had gathered there and everyone broke
into smiles and quiet laughter.

| could not let go of Bella for a second. | wrapped my arm around her waist and
practically carried her down the aisle when she forgot to move her feet. Fortunately, they were
hidden by the length of her dress. Another detail that Alice had not overlooked.

Bella was so stunningly beautiful that | wasn’t surprised to hear a number of
inappropriate thoughts as the reception line shuffled slowly past us and on to the buffet. Alice
had timed things well, so that the vampires would not have to step outside until twilight, just in
case the sun came out. It was good that she did, because we had a beautiful wedding day with
plenty of sunshine filtering through the ancient cedars.

| was extraordinarily pleased that Billy Black and Sue and Seth Clearwater had come to
the wedding. Despite the Cullens’ official status as “mortal enemies” of their tribe, the three of
them were there in support of Bella and Charlie, and perhaps as a gesture of gratitude to
Carlisle as well. Seth was there for me, too. Our friendship had not faded since we’d joined
forces to battle Victoria and Riley.

“Congrats, guys,” Seth said, coming toward me with his arms out. | hugged him with one
arm while | held Bella tightly with the other. “It’s good to see things work out for you, man. I'm
happy for you.”

“Thank you, Seth. That means a lot to me.” Releasing Seth, | faced Billy and Sue with
honest gratitude. | knew they were not there for me.

“Thank you, as well. For letting Seth come. For supporting Bella today.”

“You’re welcome,” Billy replied cordially and | hoped his attitude boded well for the
change that was coming.

| didn’t know how | was going to approach the Quileute wolf pack about Bella’s
upcoming transformation. It was possible that if we left the area to avoid their ancient
vendetta, that Jacob still would come to hunt us down. He had no motivation to let me change
Bella, but | hoped that he and all the wolves would agree to the one exception to our treaty.
Billy wasn’t giving anything away with his thoughts, but Sue’s mind was full of concern about
being in a house with so many vampires.

As the receiving line moved along, the only slightly awkward moment was introducing
Tanya to Bella.



“Ah, Edward, I've missed you,” Tanya said, pulling herself close to me in an intimate
embrace. She lingered a bit too long in my one-armed hug—on purpose. | chuckled at her
audacity as | employed one of Carlisle’s tricks for dealing with forward women...to press her
shoulder away as if to admire the full length of her.

“It’s been too long, Tanya. You look well.” Though Bella would never believe it, her
beauty outshone Tanya’s many times over in my eyes.

“So do you,” Tanya replied, a familiar note of longing in her voice.

With a great swelling of pride, | interjected, “Let me introduce you to my wife.” Kate and
Carmen giggled at the emphasis. My joy at using that word for the first time sang in my words.
“Tanya, this is my Bella.”

Bella had been uncertain about inviting Tanya and her coven, but I’d convinced her that
as extended family—orphans, to boot—they must be included. | also wanted Tanya there
specifically to underscore the point that | was officially and permanently unavailable.

“Welcome to the family, Bella,” Tanya responded appropriately, if not altogether
enthusiastically. “We consider ourselves Carlisle's extended family, and | am sorry about the, er,
recent incident when we did not behave as such. We should have met you sooner. Can you
forgive us?”

“Of course. It’s so nice to meet you,” Bella replied, blushing. | noted the brief flare of
excitement among my cousins at the rush of blood before each of them contained it.

“The Cullens are all evened up in numbers now. Perhaps it will be our turn next, eh,
Kate?” Tanya grinned.

Kate's sarcastic sense of humor kicked in. “Keep the dream alive,” she said, rolling her
eyes. “Welcome, Bella.” Kate took Bella’s hand and Carmen stepped up to add hers.

“I’'m Carmen, this is Eleazar. We're all so very pleased to finally meet you.”

“M-me, too,” Bella stuttered. | thought she was holding up well considering she was
meeting my “relatives” for the first time.

“We'll get to know each other later. We'll have eons of time for that!” Tanya remarked,
laughing.

| enjoyed performing the rituals of the wedding celebration. Alice had ordered a
gorgeous, artfully decorated cake, its beauty being the only aspect of it | could truly appreciate.
| did not relish swallowing the chunky blob Bella pushed toward my face, but that could not be



avoided with such an attentive audience. Flashbulbs popped, capturing the uncomfortable
moment for all time. Bella tossed her bouquet to Angela, who blushed puce and carefully
avoided the eyes of her escort, Ben, which are six inches lower than her own.

When it came time to lift Bella’s skirt and remove her garter with my teeth, she blushed
hotly while Jasper and Emmett guffawed at her embarrassment. | wasn’t allowed to venture
too far up her dress, since she slid the garter below her knee before | got the chance. Still, it
was a fun moment, biting the elastic band and dragging it slowly down her calf. After detaching
it from her leg, | stretched the elastic into a slingshot, aiming for Mike Newton’s head. The
garter snapped him in the forehead and his mouth dropped open.

Ha! I win!'| thought triumphantly, as the blood rushed to Mike’s face. Cameras flashed
simultaneously. That would teach him to ogle my bride!

Soon thereafter, the dancing music began and | gladly swept Bella onto the dance floor,
proud of her for not hanging back in fear. | held her slightly off the ground so she wouldn’t
stumble and whirled her around to a waltz.

“Enjoying the party, Mrs. Cullen?” | murmured in her ear.
“That will take a while to get used to,” Bella replied, chuckling.

“We have a while,” | said, thrilled at the truth in that. In high spirits, | leaned over to kiss
my wife and once again, the cameras flashed in our direction.

When the song ended, Charlie approached me from behind and tapped my shoulder. |
returned his daughter to him as graciously as | could now that she was mine and went to find
Esme for the exhibition dance. Esme had taught me how to dance, so our efforts were well-
rehearsed and we moved together flawlessly.

| couldn’t take my eyes off Bella as | danced gingerly with Renee—My goodness, he
moves well!l Lucky Bella!—and then with my sisters. While all the men jostled for a dance with
my wife, no human women (except for Bella’s mother) stepped up to claim a dance with me.
Though | was happier and more genial than I'd ever been, my vampire nature still frightened
them away to a degree. It didn’t bother the Denalis, though, and | danced with Carmen, Tanya,
and Kate.

When Mike Newton finally got his chance to dance with Bella, | didn’t wait long before
cutting in, much to his annoyance.

“Still not that fond of Mike, eh?” Bella asked, raising an eyebrow.



“Not when | have to listen to his thoughts,” | snarled. “He’s lucky | didn’t kick him out.
Or worse.”

Mike was still Mike, and his mental pictures were nearly as vivid as Jacob’s, though less
respectful. (If that freak Cullen hadn’t been around, Bella would have done it with me last year!
We’d still be doing it! I’d sure like a taste of...)

Bella didn’t believe that Mike lusted after her.
“Yeah, right,” she challenged.

“Have you had a chance to look at yourself?”
“Uh, no, | guess not. Why?”

“Then | suppose you don’t realize how utterly, heart-breakingly beautiful you are
tonight. I'm not surprised Mike’s having difficulty with improper thoughts about a married
woman. | am disappointed that Alice didn’t make sure you were forced to look in a mirror.”

| couldn’t believe she hadn’t, in fact. Bella could not see herself as others saw her and
tonight of all nights, she ought to. Perhaps then she would believe me when | told her she was
beautiful.

“You are very biased, you know.”
| sighed. She would never get it.
“Biased, am I?”

| gestured toward the reflective glass windows of our living room. | sensed her initial
confusion and then, finally, saw her eyes grow large in recognition that the stunning princess in
the glass was her. Bella’s mouth dropped open and | smiled.

Then out of nowhere, | heard my name being called in someone’s thoughts. | directed
my attention to the wooded area behind the dance floor. Mind reader! Bloodsucker! That was
familiar enough. For a moment, | thought that we were in for trouble, but then the thought
continued. I've come to see Bella.

“Oh!” Jacob Black! We hadn’t heard from him for weeks. Billy’s gracious calm in the
receiving line might have had something to do with his son’s return home. | grinned happily,
grateful for the gift Jacob was giving Bella.

“What is it?”



“A surprise wedding gift,” | told her. This one was from Jacob and me.
llHuh?II

| twirled Bella to the rear of the dance floor beyond the twinkling lights and into the
shadows of one of the ancient cedar trees that stood sentry over our home.

“Thank you.” | spoke with heartfelt appreciation into the darkness of the forest. “This is
very...kind of you.”

“Kind is my middle name. Can | cut in?”

Bella gasped at the sound of the familiar voice. | felt her body slump against my arm
momentarily as her legs faltered beneath her.

“Jacob!” Bella sputtered breathlessly. “Jacob!”
“Hey there, Bells.”

| guided Bella to Jacob’s huge, hot hand, and he engulfed her in his arms, throwing me a
curt nod.

“Rosalie won’t forgive me if she doesn’t get her official turn on the dance floor,” | said,
excusing myself so that Bella could have some private time with her best friend.

Jacob’s thoughts were a mixture of joy at seeing Bella and sadness at seeing her in her
wedding dress, but only because it was a wedding dress and he was not the groom. Bella was
too beautiful not to inspire his awe.

As | danced easily with Rosalie—Esme had perfected her skills—I listened for any sounds
of trouble. Then | realized that Sam and Quil—in their wolf forms—were waiting in the woods
nearby as a precaution. They were there mainly to protect Jacob and Seth, but also to protect
their secrets in case Jacob lost control of himself. | breathed a little easier, grateful for their
protective presence, although feeling that way rather surprised me.

Rosalie and | took a few more turns around the floor before | heard Bella’s angry voice
behind the music and the chattering of the guests. The humans probably could not hear it, but
to me it sounded like Big Ben chiming midnight.

“...and yes | can have a real honeymoon! | can do anything | want! Butt out!”

| stiffened, all my senses directed toward the rising emotion of the conversation
amongst the trees.



“What? What did you say?” Jacob’s voice rang with alarm, which confused Bella.
“About what...? Jake? What's wrong?”

“What do you mean? Have a real honeymoon? While you're still human? Are you
kidding? That’s a sick joke, Bella!” Jacob’s stress was mounting. | was riveted to the
conversation, preparing to dart to Bella’s side in an instant. Alice turned up the music.

“I said butt out, Jake. This is so not your business. | shouldn’t have...we shouldn’t even
be talking about this. It’s private—Ow, Jake! Let go!”

“Bella! Have you lost your mind? You can’t be that stupid! Tell me you’re joking!”

| knew that Rosalie and the rest of my family could hear the altercation, even if the
humans couldn’t over the sound of the music.

Do you have this? | looked around for Emmett so | could nod yes, and that gave Jacob a
half second more than he should have had.

“Jake—stop!” Bella’s voice rang out in pain.
Rage burned through me and | shot to Bella’s side.

“Take your hands off her!” | commanded Jacob in what Bella calls my “razor-blade”
voice. | could have struck him down in that moment without a second thought, but his hands
still gripped Bella’s arms. | struggled to contain my fury. The wolves were becoming restless in
the woods. With Jacob still in human form, he was ignoring Sam’s commands to let go and
move away. He seemed frozen in shock. Suddenly Seth was there too.

“Jake, bro, back away. You're losing it. You’ll hurt her,” Seth begged in a whisper. “Let
her go.”

“Now!” I snarled. It would be my last warning. My brothers were hovering nearby and
would join me instantly if | signaled them.

Within the same quarter-second that Jacob released Bella’s arms, | whisked her to
safety behind me and swung around to face him. Instantaneously, Sam and Quil had positioned
themselves as a barrier between us, facing Jacob. | was startled out of my anger by the trust
that their stance signified—turning their backs on a vampire.

Seth had moved close to Jacob, his arms wrapped around the big man’s waist, and was
trying to pull him backwards. His effort was like a mouse tugging at an elephant and just as
dangerous for him.



“C’'mon, Jake. Let’s go,” Seth implored, but Jacob didn’t budge.
“I'll kill you. I'll kill you myself! I'll do it now!”

Jacob’s fury had risen to a peak and | could see the desire to attack me in his mind, but
his muscles were frozen. | suddenly realized that he couldn’t phase to his wolf form. | stood
ready to assist in removing Jacob from our property, but Sam’s thoughts told me that he would
take care of it. Sam pressed his huge skull into Jacob’s chest and put his enormous power to
work shoving Jacob backward into the forest.

“I'm sorry,” Bella whispered.

“It’s all right now, Bella,” | replied, before | saw that she wasn’t talking to me. One wolf
remained, staring me down. Quil warned that he and Embry would back up Jacob if a fight
started. | nodded tersely and he launched himself into the forest.

“All right,” | said, steadying myself. The problem was under control. Time to put the
supernatural back into its box and rejoin the party, pretend that nothing had happened. “Let’s
get back,” | said to Bella.

“But Jake—" Bella was worried about Jacob? Really? | was concerned only for her. Jacob
had crossed the line.

“Sam has him in hand. He’s gone.”
“Edward, I'm so sorry. | was stupid—"

Of course, Bella would blame herself. | was the guilty one for having invited Jacob Black
to our wedding and he was guilty for losing his temper on Bella’s special day.

“You did nothing wrong—"
Bella interrupted me to berate herself.

“1 have such a big mouth! Why would I...I shouldn’t have let him get to me like that.
What was | thinking?”

“Don’t worry. We need to get back to the reception before someone notices our
absence.” Bella looked at me as if | were asking the impossible before she suddenly took charge
of herself.

“Give me two seconds,” she gulped, seeming to remember who and where she was. It
was not always comfortable to be a Cullen, but we had responsibilities.



“My dress?” Bella asked, as she smoothed the skirt with her hands.
“You look fine. Not a hair out of place.”
“Okay. Let’s go.”

| wrapped my arms around my wife protectively and escorted her back to the dance
floor. We twirled into the crowd as if we’d never left.

“Are you—" | began, before Bella cut off my inquiry.
“I'm fine. | can’t believe | did that. What’s wrong with me?”

“Nothing is wrong with you,” | said, barely controlling the anger in my voice. | wasn’t
angry just at Jacob, though. | was furious and disgusted with myself for having agreed to
endanger my bride’s life.

“It’s over. Let’s not think of it again tonight,” Bella advised, but my thoughts were
already focused on the folly of the promise | had made.

“Edward?”
| shut my eyes against my dismay and leaned my forehead against Bella’s.
“Jacob is right. What am | thinking?”

“He is not. Jacob is way too prejudiced to see anything clearly.” Bella’s words didn’t
quell my misery.

“I should let him kill me for even thinking...” | began under my breath.

“Stop it.” | knew Bella was talking to me, but | couldn’t attend to her words in my
sudden, acute wretchedness. Then | felt her hands cup my face and realized that she had
stopped speaking. | opened my eyes and found her gazing into them.

“You and me. That’s the only thing that matters. The only thing you’re allowed to think
about now. Do you hear me?”

“Yes,” | replied, sighing.

“Forget Jacob came. For me. Promise that you'll let this go.” How could | disregard the
pleas of my beloved Bella? | decided that | would try to do as she asked and put the issue aside
for the moment. This was Bella’s day and | had to make it a happy one for her.

“l promise.”



“Thank you, Edward. I’'m not afraid,” she added.
“lam,” | muttered.
“Don’t be.” Bella smiled. “By the way, | love you.”

“That’s why we’re here,” | said and tried to give her a genuine smile in return. Just then
Emmett saved me from myself by cutting in.

“You’re monopolizing the bride. Let me dance with my little sister. This could be my last
chance to make her blush.” Emmett let loose with a raucous laugh.

That was a great idea. | bowed out and went to find Esme. Maybe she could help me
calm down and let go of my worries. | tapped my father on the shoulder.

”May I?”
“Of course.” Are you okay?

| nodded, though he knew me well enough to know that that wasn’t entirely true. He
put his hand on my shoulder for a moment and then exited the dance floor. It wasn’t a minute
before Tanya had her arm around his waist, pulling him back out.

“Is everything all right, Edward?” Esme inquired.

“Yes. I'm just concerned about Bella.

“Why? Did Jacob hurt her?” She pulled back abruptly to look at my face.

“Slightly, but that’s not why.”

She raised her eyebrows and waited for my explanation.

“Did Carlisle tell you of our agreement regarding our honeymoon?”

She nodded. “Is that what Jacob was upset about?”

“Yes, he knows the danger. So do I...that’s the problem. I'm concerned for her welfare.”
“You talked to Carlisle about it?”

“Yes, he advised me that it was dangerous, but he doesn’t seem as worried as | am.”

“Edward, all you have to do is remember that you love her. If this is what she wants and
she understands the ramifications, can you try to give that to her?”



“I have promised exactly that...to try. | just can’t be sure she’ll be safe.”

“No, | suppose not, but the fact that you are so worried about it makes me think that
she will be.”

“l can’t know.”

“Not until you try. And that brings us back to where we started. | think you’ve made a
promise that you can keep.”

| thought over what she had said and saw that she was right. If things didn’t work out,
Bella had already agreed that we wouldn’t go through with it. | kept that thought in my mind as
Carlisle returned and swung my vampire mother away.

| watched from the sidelines as one man after another lined up to dance with my
gorgeous wife. The first man | saw who tried for a second dance would be disappointed,
though, because | would step in and reclaim her.

Alice approached and pulled me onto the dance floor. She was a skilled dancer, but with
almost eighteen inches difference in our heights, our dancing together was somewhat amusing.
Jasper was an inch taller than me, though, so Alice was used to it. | gripped her waist and lifted
her to a more comfortable height so | wouldn’t have to bend over.

“Edward! Put me down! You’ll wrinkle my dress!”

| just laughed and twirled faster until my tiny sister threatened to bite me on the neck. |
knew she would do it.

“All right, all right,” | said, chuckling. | flipped her laterally around my waist in an
extreme country-swing maneuver before releasing her to the floor. She stomped on my foot
without losing a beat and then adopted a superior expression. | grinned at her and she pursed
her lips, trying not to smile. Alice could always cheer me up.

| continued my duties by dancing again with each of the Denali sisters. | stepped up to
ask Carmen for a dance and saw that Eleazar was approaching Rosalie. Tanya had been
relatively well behaved, so | danced with her next. It seemed she was prepared to accept my
new status, though | knew she didn’t always respect marital boundaries. With me, she would
have no choice.

“Bella is lovely, Edward.”

“Yes, she is,” | said, smiling down at her.



“So someone finally stole your heart...I’'m surprised, | must say.”

| smiled again, but made no comment.

“l suppose it was just a matter of time. A /ot of time,” she added a bit spitefully.
“Bella is very special.”

“She must be, being human and all,” Tanya said in a low voice. “Are you going to change
her?”

“When the time is right.”
“So, your honeymoon...?”

“Is our private concern,” | said firmly, cutting her off. I'd already learned my lesson
about sharing such information and | knew Tanya. Give her an inch and she’d take a mile.

“Really, Edward, | wish you all the best. I’'m glad you’ve finally found her.”

“Thank you Tanya, that means a lot to me. I’'m sure you all will love her too once you get
to know her.” | rewarded my cousin with a dramatic dip at the end of the dance. She laughed.

Just then, | glanced over Tanya’s shoulder and saw Mike Newton heading toward Bella
with scheming thoughts in his head. Under the guise of their “close friendship” and the festive
setting, he was planning to steal a kiss.

“Can you excuse me, please? | need to rescue my wife,” | said, moving away.
“By all means,” she replied, watching to see what | meant.
| subtly cut off Mike’s progress toward Bella and took her hands from Eleazar.

“May I?” | said, stepping in. | swung Bella away from Mike, leaving him stranded on the
dance floor looking surprised and a little forlorn. This was not his night. Ha! | should have sic’'d
Tanya on him.

Bella seemed relaxed now as | pulled her to me. “I could get used to this,” she
murmured.

“Don’t tell me you’ve gotten over your dancing issues?”

“Dancing isn’t so bad—with you. But | was thinking more of this,” Bella said, hugging
herself tightly to my chest, “of never having to let you go.”



“Never.” | bent my lips to hers. As we kissed, | felt the heat rise in my body and |
clutched Bella closer to me. Mmm. Perhaps my talk with Esme had settled my nerves. | was
becoming more engrossed in the kiss the longer it continued.

“Bella! It’s time!” Alice called, but | had no intention of letting Bella go. My sister’s
attempt to separate us only made me want to clutch her more tightly.

“Do you want to miss your plane?” Alice was standing next to us now. “I’'m sure you’ll
have a lovely honeymoon camped out in the airport waiting for another flight.”

“Go away, Alice,” | murmured, moving my lips intently against Bella’s.

“Bella, do you want to wear that dress on the airplane?” Alice warned menacingly. Bella
paid no more heed than | had. We were only with each other now, joined at the lips.

Alice hissed, “I'll tell her where you’re taking her, Edward. So help me, | will.”

Arrrgh! Damn Alice’s pesky, persevering personality! But | could not ignore her threat
after all the effort I'd expended to keep the honeymoon destination a surprise.

“You’re awfully small to be so hugely irritating.”
“I didn't pick out the perfect going-away dress to have it wasted,” Alice barked.

“Come with me, Bella,” she said imperiously, taking Bella’s hand to lead her off. |
released her reluctantly, but she clung to me and stretched her lips toward mine one more
time. Her heart was racing in a highly exciting way. Alice yanked on Bella’s arm, pulling her
along and | heard snickers throughout the assembly. We were making a spectacle of ourselves,
but | could not care less.

Ahhh...I | was beginning to wonder how | could wait eighteen more hours before Bella
and | were alone. Then the realization struck me—Bella and | were married! Nothing stood
between us now. All the rules had been satisfied and we were free to love each other as we
wished, without hesitation or encumbrance. Suddenly, | knew that despite my fear, | could
make love to Bella and | would do so to the best of my ability.

| had over-prepared actually, studying Carlisle’s anatomy and physiology texts to review
the mechanics of human female sexuality. | had read every guide to marital union that | could
acquire, including the classic, The Joy of Sex, which was particularly informative. Emmett had
teased me mercilessly when he found me reading it.

“Now you can tell everyone that you learned about sex the hard way—by reading
books!” He roared with laughter.



Emmett, of all people, should have recognized that he was standing a little too close to
me to make such a comment. | was surprised he’d overlooked it. Not moving my eyes from the
sexual positions for women’s pleasure that | was studying, | smacked his nose with my fist.

“Ow!!” he bellowed and | leaned six inches to my left to avoid his return punch, then
ducked six inches down to avoid his second...all without looking up from my book. Frustrated,
he stomped away.

| had to admit that his joke was a little funny...by reading books! That was so like me! |
chuckled.

| heard the women approach the top of the staircase and took a position at the bottom,
waiting to take my new wife’s hand. She looked absolutely stunning...again. She was dressed in
a knee-length, linen sheath in the deep blue color that was so beautiful against her skin tone.
Her cheeks were flushed in gorgeous contrast to the rest of her ivory skin and long, dark hair.
While | gazed at her descending the stairs, she looked past me.

“Dad?” she called.

“Over here,” | said, directing her toward Charlie who was standing against the farthest
wall, shielding his emotional state from probing eyes.

Bella hugged her father, tears flowing down her face.
“There, now. You don’t want to miss your plane,” he comforted her awkwardly.

“l love you forever, Dad. Don’t forget that.” Bella was saying goodbye for the last time.
No wonder she was crying. | could assume that she’d just had the same scene with her mother
upstairs.

“You too, Bells. Always have, always will.”
They kissed each other’s cheeks.

“Call me,” Charlie added.

“Soon,” Bella replied.

“Go on, then. Don’t want to be late.” Though Charlie was always awkward in situations
such as this, the emotion | felt rushing out of him ran deep.

“Are you ready?” | asked Bella quietly, wanting to know whether she was resolved to
leave her parents. She could still change her mind about that by deciding not to change.



“I'am,” Bella replied firmly.

I nodded and we drove away to the sound of a lone wolf howling in the distance.



4. SWIMMING

| felt the warm water of the South Atlantic slap against my skin as | stood in the gentle surf and
gazed at the scenery by the light of the nearly full moon. It was the first hour of my
honeymoon, an occasion that, had | followed the typical path for a man of my era, I'd have
experienced eighty-five or ninety years earlier. Now, as a married man, one hundred seven
years old, give or take, | had to laugh at my status as the planet’s oldest, “living” virgin, which,
very likely, | was. Though the reality of it was absurd, | was no different than any man in this
situation—I felt my inexperience keenly.

The new Mrs. Edward Cullen (I couldn’t hear it enough!) and | had landed on Isle Esme
after one long, drawn-out day. First came the wedding ceremony and the never-ending
reception line, the dinner and dancing, Jacob’s surprise visit and the ensuing near-brawl, two
continent-hopping flights, a taxi ride through Rio de Janeiro, and the final boat trip to this
idyllic, tropical island off the southern coast of Brazil.

The island was Carlisle’s gift to Esme on their fiftieth wedding anniversary. That next
year, Esme had traveled frequently between Calgary, Alberta—where we were living at the
time—to Brazil to oversee the construction of the cottage before inviting the whole family to
visit upon its completion. I’d become acquainted with its shoreline, its jungle and wildlife, the
nearby reef, and some of the neighboring islands then, and had always wanted to come back.
Esme was loaning it to Bella and myself as a wedding gift, and it was the perfect place for us to
celebrate our nuptials privately in the sunshine.

Bella was in the cottage taking some time to herself before joining me for a late-night
swim. Thirty-five minutes after leaving her there, | was still waiting... nervously...eagerly...it was
hard to tell. I'd decided to give her ten more minutes before going back to check on her.
Perhaps she had fallen asleep.

After forty-two minutes, seventeen seconds, | was relieved to hear Bella’s soft footsteps
in the sand as she approached the water. Facing out to sea, | had taken a vampire’s
stance—statue stil—while | waited for her to join me. As she drew near, | wanted to turn
around and watch her make her way down the beach and into the ocean, but | did not, as she
might feel self-conscious when my nakedness was hidden by the water and hers was not,
assuming that she was naked, of course.

“Beautiful,” Bella declared, referring to the bright, almost-round moon as she took my
hand.



| turned to face her then, my fingers twining through hers, my eyes drinking her in. My
wife was lovely in the moonlight...dazzling. And yes, she was naked.

“It’s okay,” | told her, “But | wouldn’t use the word beautiful. Not with you standing here
in comparison.” A low wave rolled into us, splashing tiny drops of water that glistened on her
bare skin.

She placed her soft hand over my heart and an electric pulse shivered through my body.
Desire welled up in me.

“l promised we would try,” | said, suddenly anxious. “If...if | do something wrong, if | hurt
you, you must tell me at once.”

Bella stepped forward and dropped her head onto my chest.
“Don’t be afraid,” she murmured. “We belong together.”

| wrapped my arms around her and pulled her close. Her calm assurance soothed me
and | felt the tension of fear yield to a different kind of tension. | drew in my breath and, before
desire sidetracked me completely, grasped her hands and pulled her deeper into the warm sea
until neither of us could touch the bottom. When she began treading water, | released her and
ducked beneath the water’s surface.

Until now, | had seen Bella’s curves only to the edges of her clothing...sinuous
collarbones disappearing behind necklines, gentle angles that nipped in at her waist, the
beginnings of softly rounded hips that filled her jeans. Except for a few teasing glimpses
through Alice’s eyes, this was the first time | could see how all the curves fit together. My
beloved was absolutely exquisite.

The moonlight shining on the water turned Bella’s skin to alabaster, the same color as
mine. | could make out the blush of contrasting pigmentation at the apex of her breasts. The
flesh of her nipples looked even softer and more tender than her lips. | wanted to touch them. |
wanted to skim my hands along the in-curves and out-curves of her topography. | wanted to
touch her in all of her soft, tender places.

These desires, powerful as they were, did not completely quell my anxiety. | was
nervous about becoming more physically intimate with my luscious bride. It still seemed far too
dangerous to risk losing control with her so close to me. There were dozens of ways | could hurt
her accidentally. Even now, it was enough to make me consider breaking my promise and
refusing to make love until she was changed. But | didn’t want to push herinto a
transformation for the wrong reasons either.



| understood her need to bring our “practice sessions” to fruition, but it was easier for
me to postpone—we immortals tend to take a longer view of things. | didn’t know, though,
how much longer Bella could tolerate our current level of intimacy without fulfillment.

Being with her and sharing what physical contact I'd allowed these past months had
been wondrous—beyond any physical pleasure | had known. It was right up there with drinking
human blood.

It had also been trying and difficult. It was like swinging a golf club halfway to the ball, or
even right down next to the ball, then stopping cold, mid-swing. It took a great deal of effort
and self-discipline, and was always uncomfortable. But I'd known there was a line beyond
which | could not guarantee | wouldn’t hurt Bella, and I'd been meticulous about not crossing it.
She had struggled and schemed against the limits, but fortunately, | was a lot stronger than she.

Recalling Bella’s impromptu, “full-body press” and “south-sliding hand” contests over
the past couple of months, | had to laugh. She had given me plenty of practice at intercepting
her roaming hands and peeling her body off mine. It would be so satisfying just to go with it...to
complete the swing, as it were. If | were human, that is precisely what | would do with my
beautiful new wife—ride our momentum through the arc and see where things led, see how it
all ended.

And right there was the problem, of course. How would it end? Every time | let myself
fantasize about making love with Bella, the dream ended abruptly when | sank my teeth into
her throat, or her wrist, or—God help me—her femoral artery. That last image had become a
particular obsession in my never-ending “Why you, Edward the vampire, should not make love
with your human wife” arguments with myself.

Almost worse than that was the other awful ending—worse, because it had no pleasure
at all associated with it. | was haunted by distressing images like squeezing my beloved’s arm
until it broke, like reaching to stroke her hair and cracking her skull, like entering that warm,
soft place between her thighs and shattering her pelvis.

As in golf, though, the “drive” moves one around the course. (The “bases,” | could hear
Emmett say, correcting my lingo.) Bella had awakened my dormant human feelings, and like the
others, my desire for physical intimacy was all the more powerful because it was new. Even the
frightful endings I’d imagined hadn’t lessened my desire. | wanted her.

Despite that, I'd been holding my ground pretty well until the night before our battle

"

with the newborns, the night Bella negotiated—"extracted” is probably more accurate—our

agreement that “we would try.” Once I'd said those words aloud, there was no retreating, not
only because | couldn’t let her down, but also because my body wouldn’t let me forget them.



My animal-like need for Bella had been unrelenting since that day. | couldn’t let on—she
already had far too many weapons in her campaign to make love with me while she was still
human. Ahh! Even now, just thinking about it sent an electrical jolt to my groin. Such an
amazing sensation...powerful.

Now, after all we’d been through...all the danger and all the desire...here we were, Bella
and I, swimming naked together in the sea. Part of my motivation for the swim was to warm
the temperature of my skin at least to the mid-seventies. Even at seventy-five degrees, or
eighty, my skin would feel cool to her, but that should prove beneficial in this hot climate.

| grasped Bella’s hands and floated her toward me as | maneuvered my body beneath
hers. | tucked my back against her front, elevating her slightly out of the water. | would swim
and she could lie atop me and relax. It had been a tremendously eventful day for her.

The sensation was astounding...an entire five feet, four inches of Bella’s bare skin
molding itself to the back of my body. She wrapped her arms around my neck and laid her
cheek against my right shoulder blade as | swam, an animated pool lounger. | felt her petite,
round breasts pressing against my ribcage. My buttocks arched perfectly into the concave nest
where her legs met her torso. The springy texture of her pubic hair tickled my skin.

| guessed that Bella had shut her eyes, as | could feel her muscles soften into me. That
was good. | didn’t want her to feel anxious like | did. Fleetingly, | wondered whether | would be
this uneasy if | were human. Perhaps so, as a virgin. Still, with the danger of injuring Bella—or
worse—looming over me, | decided that our circumstances were much more difficult than the

norm.

At least | escaped one worry that plagued human men when nervous...impotence. Male
vampires didn’t have to rely on fickle, blood-fueled erections to make love, as our petrified
flesh made us naturally solid. That was more or less of an inconvenience, depending on men’s
fashion of the times.

| felt Bella’s hips undulating slightly against me. The movement seemed entirely
unconscious, possibly signaling arousal. She dipped her face into the water to kiss the back of
my neck, and then let her hands wander to my shoulders and down my arms, stopping at the
curve of my biceps to explore. | let my arms drift to my sides and kept us afloat by kicking my
legs.

Bella continued skimming the inner curves of my elbows and down my forearms to my
hands, then she laced her fingers through mine. We swam like that for a time, the warm water
flowing over my body and around hers, before she continued her exploration. She released my
hands and smoothed hers up the sides of my hips to my waist, then to the front of my torso,



tracing the lines of muscle and rib. Her hands followed the contours of my chest—side to side,
up and down—and stroked my rigid nipples, lingering there a moment. Wherever she touched
me, electricity leaped from her hands, shot through my torso and settled between my legs,
creating a strong pulsing sensation. | ached for her to touch me there.

And then she did...slowly, a bit uncertainly, perhaps half expecting me to pull her hands
away, as | had done time after time. Not this time. I'd promised us both that | would allow this
as far as was safely possible.

Bella slid down my back, eager to touch me intimately now that she had my tacit
consent. | felt the slight friction of her soft breasts and stiff nipples as they dragged along my
skin. | wasn’t swimming now, so much as animating my limbs just enough to keep us afloat and
off the sand.

Bella’s hands felt warm and yielding against my cooler, marble-hard skin. Her fingers
fluttered down my hips and along the outside of my thighs, then circled to the front on their
upward path. The intense pleasure of that stroke, though | had imagined it often, was utterly
shocking. | gasped, gulping down saltwater I'd have to cough up later. | did not care. At all.

Oh, my gawd! Emmett and Jasper weren’t kidding!

“A great pleasure,” Jasper had said, describing the gratifications of physical love.
Emmett had put it more bluntly. Now | knew this was something that could not be appreciated
fully through words, or even mind reading. When she touched me there, the rest of my
body—and my mind, for that matter—became completely irrelevant.

Bella passed her hands over my belly and down the sides of my hips and thighs, stroking,
exploring. The anticipation of her fingers moving between my legs again became almost
unbearable. She traced the inside curves of my thighs, then stroked from the base of me
upward, one hand trailing the other.

“Ahh!” | groaned, feeling the deep rumble in my chest. | could no longer concentrate
sufficiently to keep Bella’s head above water. | kicked us toward shore and, when | could touch
bottom, swung her to the front of my body and stood.

She wrapped her legs tightly around my waist. Ah! The scent of her! My lips sought hers
and she leaned toward me eagerly. In a rush of desire, | locked her body against mine, pulling
all of her into me, my lips to hers, my chest to her breasts, my waist to her inner thighs.

| wanted her now. My body craved to be closer, and yet closer. | walked us to the beach,
our lips moving together hungrily. | tasted her scent on my tongue and remembered the



ecstasy it had been to suck her dangerously delicious blood into my mouth, to feel it slide down
my burning throat, so very satisfying...

It was too much. | pulled her away from my perilous teeth, clamped down my jaw, and
pressed her head onto my shoulder. With an unrestrained swiftness, | snatched the towel she
had hung in the tree and laid it on the soft white sand, then lowered her onto it.

I lay on my side next to her, my head propped in my hand. Her eyes swept the length of
my body before returning to gaze lustfully into mine. She reached to cup her hand against my
cheek, her mouth moving toward me. As our lips touched, | levered myself on top of her,
hovering, but connecting each inch of her skin to an inch of mine. As excited as | was by her, she
also seemed to be by me. She was panting wildly, her heart racing as fast as I'd ever heard it. It
was almost more than | could manage not to bury myself in her—but | had another plan.

| had done my research on human female anatomy and sexuality. Of course, I'd studied
it in medical school, but had never been much interested before | met Bella. Now | most
assuredly was!

“You are so beautiful, my love,” | said softly into her ear as | smoothed her hair from her
face.

“So...are...you,” Bella stuttered with ragged breath. She stroked my chest, caressing my
shallow curves, and then raised her head, seeking my mouth. As our lips touched, | pressed my
hips against her and felt her respond in kind. Ahh! | pushed again, as did she. Ahh...!

Wait! | thought, one brief second before | completely lost myself.

“l love you, my darling...my wife,” | murmured, looking into Bella’s deep, liquid eyes and
stroking her cheek. “Can you trust me?” Can I trust myself?

“Oh...Edward...yes, | ...t...trust you...of...c...course...” Bella stuttered, breathless.

“l want this first time to be as easy for you as it can be, Bella. Promise me again that you
will tell me at once if | hurt you.” Bella nodded her head dreamily.

“l have to modulate my strength to your delicious, delicate body.” | brushed my lips
along her jaw line and onto her throat, an emphasis to the last three words. Then | dragged the
sensitive skin of my lips along her left collar bone. “Do you promise?”

“Yes...| promise...” Bella gasped the words through panting breaths.

“Try not to hyperventilate, my love,” | chuckled.



“Mmmmm...,” was all she could manage.

For the first time, | allowed my lips to trail downward from Bella’s collarbone onto the
gentle rise of her breast. | moved my lips along this smooth, silky skin that had never seen the
eyes of a lover.

| laid my right ear over her pounding heart and caressed her right breast with my
fingers. Such a sensuous shape and so, so soft. | traced its curve all the way around and then
cupped my hand around it, a perfect fit. Her pink areola had contracted with my touch, causing
her nipple to stand above it. | stroked across it with my index finger and felt Bella’s body
shudder. The electrical current zinged through me and | shuddered too.

“How are you, my darling?” | asked, as | stroked her nipple again.
“F...f..fine,” she stammered. Bella seemed to be losing her power of speech. | chuckled.

| raised my head from her heart and reached over to kiss that beautiful pink petal, ever
so lightly. | brushed my lips across it, back and forth. Bella moaned and rocked her pelvis
against me. Not wanting to play favorites, | stroked her left breast with my fingertips, dragging
my middle finger across the areola. It, too, had contracted, pushing her nipple upward. |
squeezed it gently between my thumb and forefinger.

Bella gasped and then stopped breathing altogether.
“Are you all right? Did | hurt you?” | exclaimed, freezing instantly in place.

After a moment, she put her hand over mine and guided my fingers back to the place
that had arrested her breath. Experimentally, | stroked her nipple again and listened to her
catch her breath. | squeezed, very gently, and she gasped again. | smiled, understanding
without a doubt, that she was not in pain. | cupped her milky-white breast in my hand and
sucked on her nipple.

Bella closed her eyes and groaned throatily. It was the most exciting sound | had ever
heard. | raised my fingers to her mouth and skimmed along the outside edges of her lips. They
were slightly swollen, full of blood. She raised her head and kissed me with a thrilling urgency.
Pressing my lips to hers slowed down her panting. | did not want her to faint tonight.

Without permission, my hips began to move, pressing into her rhythmically. She pushed
against me in the same rhythm. | knew at that moment that it would be very easy to lose my
head. | did not want to hurt her.

| rolled off her onto my side.



“No... Edward...come back...please...come back...” Bella moaned, reaching for me.
No, that was the most exciting sound I’d ever heard!

“I'm still here, my darling,” | assured her, my voice sounding thick in my throat. Could
she hear the trepidation as well?

It was easier to maintain control of myself when | was touching her than when she was
touching me. It was a safer way to start. | rolled Bella onto her side facing me, drew her close,
and laid my left arm beneath her head. With my free hand, | stroked her spine, moving slowly
down each vertebra from the top, for once not making myself stop at her waist. At the bottom,
| cradled her round buttocks in the palm of my hand, as | had longed to do many times. |
became intrigued with the crease where her buttocks met her thighs and dragged a finger
through it on each side.

The scent of her was indescribable. Along with the floral sweetness of her blood,
swirling just under the surface of her skin, the musky aroma of human pheromones permeated
the air around us. | slid my hand to her knee, cupped the back of it, and pulled her left leg
toward me. She recognized my intention and wrapped her leg over my waist. A wave of her
luscious scent washed over me.

When my fingers touched the inside of her right thigh, stretched out along my left leg,
she shuddered deliciously, and her hands, which had been caressing my back, chest, and
stomach in wonderfully distracting ways, gripped convulsively. | dragged my fingertips upwards,
across her divide, and down the satiny skin of her left inner thigh. She shuddered again and
moaned. When | stroked the wet V between her legs, my fingers came away drenched. Nothing
in my long, long life had ever been so exciting.

Bella’s lips lurched toward mine in a frenzy of desire, her hands clutching my hair. |
stroked her again gently. She shuddered and rocked into me, her movements becoming more
fevered. Her body latched onto mine, her left leg tightening around my waist, her arms pulling
at my neck.

| remembered a lesson | had learned recently from Carlisle—the desire for blood
becomes less pressing when you are focused intently on something else. | could still feel and
hear Bella’s blood rushing beneath her skin, especially in the erogenous areas of her body, and
her heart was pumping frantically, yet my attention was so drawn to her thrilling sexual
response that | thought about her blood only in passing.

| dragged a finger through her swollen labia ever so gently, stroking forward until | made
contact with the most sensitive part of her body, according to my anatomy texts. | was



rewarded with a deep, guttural moan. Her clitoris was easy to locate, not only because it was
engorged with blood, hot and hard against my fingertip, but because of the ecstatic sounds she
made when | touched her there.

She’d warned me once that if we continued kissing and touching as we had been
recently, she would spontaneously combust. | remembered her comment with wry amusement.
This was my attempt to give her some relief from the extraordinary sexual tension we had built
over the last several months, no matter what else happened—or didn’t happen—tonight.

I must have chuckled out loud, because Bella stiffened and said, “What’s funny?” her
voice husky in a way that made my innermost muscles contract.

“l was thinking about the night you warned me that you might spontaneously combust,”
| murmured, my voice gravelly.

“Ohhh...,” she whispered, closing her eyes. “Touch me...again...Edward... please...”

| could not have foreseen the extreme excitement | would feel at hearing the one | love
beg me to touch her. It was beyond thrilling. It was beyond beyond—and fortunately,
distracting enough to help me postpone my own pressing desires.

| gently stroked her clitoris again, feeling her body tremble and heave against me. The
tip of my finger established an easy rhythm, back and forth, and she began to rock her pelvis
against me to the same beat, moaning softly. Her pleasure was so exciting, so captivating, that |
almost forgot the other part of my plan.

From my studies, | knew most women were born with a hymen, a flap of tissue
stretched fully or partially across the inside of the vagina. To me, it seemed an odd quirk of
creation to “shrink-wrap” a woman in that way. Since time immemorial, it had been used to
enforce the tenet that a woman must remain a virgin until marriage. It was a convention not
without merit, to my mind, though it was no longer in vogue. What did seem wrong, unfair
even, was that a man had no corresponding gift to give. There was no physical alteration to a
man’s body when he lost his virginity. Also, my reading indicated that breaking through the
“shrink-wrap” could hurt rather a lot.

It was my fervent wish to cause Bella no pain. As | continued gently stroking—her
moans indicating | was on the right track—! whispered softly in her ear, “Bella, my love, may |
touch you inside?”

She groaned deeply, the whites of her eyes gleaming beneath her partially closed lids,
and panted, “...yes...yes...pleeease...” | exchanged my right thumb for my stroking finger and
continued the motion. She panted slightly faster and | kissed her slackened lips.



It had become truly difficult to contain my excitement. | felt a growl rumble through my
chest. To my surprise, the inadvertent sound did not frighten Bella. Rather, her throat made a
sound akin to my growl when | slowly pressed my middle finger into the center of her delicate
folds. Her vulva was so slick that my finger slid into her readily and | felt a slight sucking
sensation as her interior muscles pulled it along. The tremendous thrill of her heat, her
moisture, and the sounds she made distracted me, and my thumb slowed its motion, nearly
stopping altogether.

She moaned a protest and | quickly resumed the gentle rhythm, stroking the most
sensitive spot on her body. | could not feel any constriction inside her, my finger moved easily,
and deeply. At the deepest point, | pressed my finger toward the front side of her vagina and
she tried to raise herself up to push against it.

Ah, the G-spot. Not at all difficult to locate, really, especially with that kind of clear
response. | chuckled to myself at her exuberance. Then | spent a second worrying that my
marble-like finger might bruise her if she kept up such a vigorous motion. | decided to let her be
my guide. If it hurt, she would flinch, | would stop. Easy enough. More or less.

Stopping seemed to be the last thing on Bella’s mind. I'd kept the cadence of my
thumb’s motion deliberately slow. Nothing could go wrong with slow. It gave me time to focus
on her and also to keep myself in check. So far, so good.

She was open enough inside for the width of one finger. | would try two. The idea was to
stretch her gently with my fingers before trying full-on intercourse. | would have more control
with my hand, and one, or even two, fingers were substantially less bulky than a penis.

It was a wonder to me, hard to believe, that | was touching the inside of my beloved’s
body. My ice inside her fire, coexisting. It was true that the warm climate had increased my
body temperature over what it was in Forks and the warm water swim had raised it even
higher, though that effect was slowly wearing off. Bella seemed altogether oblivious to my
temperature. Either that or my coolness felt good to her against her own heat and the heat of
the night.

It was evident by the increasing pitch of Bella’s moans that her excitement level was
very high. | deliberately slowed the motion of my thumb to postpone her release. She
compensated by moving her hips faster against me. | was sure she was operating entirely on
instinct at this point, her mind completely out of the process. As it should be. | retracted my
finger from inside her and she moaned a protest. It was amazing how easily one could translate
grunts and moans to a “thumbs up” or “thumbs down” signal.



| pressed my fourth finger and little finger together, forming a tall triangular shape, and
gently slid the two back inside her.

“Ahh!” We moaned in harmony as my fingers re-entered her body. The inside heat of
her was more than exciting; it was magnetic. | wanted to crawl in.

Instead, | brushed my lips along the outside contour of her right breast. Her nipples
were scarlet now, hard and tight. | dragged my tongue from the base of her breast to her nipple
and licked it impulsively.

“Ohhh...,” Bella cried, so | did it again, then latched on with my lips and began to suckle
like a child. A low, humming sound resonated in her chest.

The deeper my two fingers moved inside my beloved, the tighter the space became. |
could feel the constricting ring of her hymen now. | pressed only until | felt significant
resistance, then pulled back, then pressed in again. Bella didn’t express any discomfort in her
heightened state of arousal, as she thrust herself onto my fingers. | let her determine the speed
and the depth by the movement of her hips. My thumb stopped sliding against her clitoris, as |
sensed she was close to climax. She groaned quietly, but didn’t slow her thrusting motions.
After perhaps half a minute, | felt my fingers slide deeper into her and their increasing girth
became tightly bound. Bella’s motion didn’t pause even slightly. She kept pressing herself onto
my fingers until | felt the tightness inside her suddenly give way. She had torn, | was certain.

“Oh!” she exclaimed sharply, but her hips kept moving. | slipped my thumb back into its
now familiar nook and resumed my gentle stroking. Bella didn’t seem to be experiencing any
pain—or perhaps she didn’t care about it. Her concentration was focused now on only one
thing. Even |, who had never had an experience such as this before, recognized her impending
release.

| removed my fingers from inside her and replaced them with my index and third fingers
together, the middle finger slightly crossed over the first. This triangle was both taller and wider
than the last and | pressed again between her drenched inner lips. She gasped as my fingers slid
into her, as did I.

It was a magnificent moment to be a vampire. My self-control was intact. It was easier
than | had expected, because | was so caught up in the thrill of Bella’s sexual arousal. That
balanced the animalistic part of me that wanted to take her, devour her, and to hell with the
consequences.

It was also a benefit to be able to follow several trains of thought and perform these
extremely sensitive physical manipulations all at once. My brain still had time to perceive every



nuance of Bella’s changing scent, to feel each minute muscle contraction inside her, to
appreciate every inch of her enticing body, and still to anticipate how it would feel to have the
most sensitive part of my body surrounded and hugged by her velvet recesses.

As my largest fingers moved inside Bella, slightly stretching the space, and my thumb
maintained its steady rhythm across her clitoris, her entire body suddenly became rigid. She
gulped air, then stopped breathing altogether. | froze. Had I hurt her? Then | felt the first
tremors of an interior muscle spasm shake her from the inside out.

“Oh, oh, oh...,” she cried, as her vagina constricted around my fingers in spasms, her
orgasm sucking my fingers deeper inside of her. | pressed against her G-spot and was rewarded
with another low, guttural moan.

Time stood still while | took in every subtle movement of her body, her muscles
twitching involuntarily, the changes in her heart rate, each alteration in her breath. Gradually,
her spasms slowed and then Bella relaxed altogether, her body sagging against me as her heart
rate dropped. | hugged her close to my chest and kissed her forehead. Her eyes were closed.

“l love you, Isabella Swan Cullen,” | murmured, marveling at the profound connection |
felt with this fearless, responsive woman, my beloved wife. How happy | was that | had won
her, that she was mine!

My fingers were still inside her as | stroked the back of her head and buried my nose in
her hair, inhaling her scent deeply. Once or twice she moved her pelvis on my fingers and
moaned softly. | pressed against her G-spot experimentally and she pushed back forcefully.
That must be a highly pleasurable sensation. | smiled.

Eventually, all her movements stopped and she lay limply against me. | slowly retracted
my fingers. She grunted with displeasure, but seemed otherwise to have dozed off in my arms. |
began singing her lullaby softly, rocking back and forth. This was the closest thing to heaven
that my mind could conceive, holding my love close as she recovered from what was, by all
indications, a satisfying experience. She deserved it. | knew the sexual tension had been
frustratingly difficult for her these last few weeks. Several times, I'd considered touching her in
this way to offer her some relief. But a deeply ingrained, old-fashioned propriety, along with
self-doubt, and a modicum of fear, held me back. | noticed now that all my anxiety was gone.

Now that the waiting was behind us, | was glad we hadn’t gotten more physical before
our wedding. It was a glorious gift to be holding my wife in my arms after our first sexual
experience. Neither of us had been through anything like this before. It was a magnificent way
to begin our life together, with so much more to be explored. | couldn’t wait.



It was then that | first detected the scent of Bella’s blood. Surely my mind had registered
it immediately, but | was so powerfully distracted that the information hadn’t risen to a
conscious level. With her dozing in my arms and my being loathe to disturb her, I lifted my hand
and examined my fingers. Under the bright moon, | could easily detect traces of blood.

That might have distressed me in a number of ways, but instead, | was intrigued. The
scent was as tempting as ever, more so—if that were possible—mixed with the musky scent of
her sexual arousal. Impulsively, | wrapped my lips around my index finger and sucked it clean.

Ohhhhhhh...! Stunning. Rapturous.

| recognized immediately the recklessness of my action. | wanted more! My throat
burned and my stomach ached for it. Venom streamed into my mouth and my muscles coiled in
anticipation. What an abomination | was!

Despite her exhaustion and the balmy atmosphere of the night air, Bella felt my body
tense and her eyes popped open.

“What’s wrong?” she asked, instantly alert.
Her voice brought me back to myself. | exhaled heavily.

“It’s nothing, my darling.” | wasn’t going to let my monstrous cravings ruin this moment
for her. “Just relax. Sleep if you wish.”

“No, no, what is it?” she demanded, suddenly wide awake and distraught. “Tell me,
Edward! Did | do something wrong? Are you okay?”

“I'm fine, Bella. Relax, please. It's just a bit of blood.”

“Oh!” she cried, removing her leg from my waist and rolling away from me into the
sand.

“It’s okay, darling, it’s okay. Everything’s fine,” | tried to reassure her. Perhaps she knew
better.

She jumped up and hurried through the sand back to the cottage. A few moments later,
| heard the sound of water splashing in the shower.

I'd been exposed to Bella’s blood a number of times and had discovered that | could
resist the cravings for it more easily now than in the past. Bella’s blood was Bella and | could no
more drink her blood than | could eat her flesh. That did not mean | didn’t still thirst for her



blood—I didl—or that her flavor no longer tempted me. Of course it did! With Bella at a safe
distance, | put my middle finger to my mouth and licked it clean.

Ahh! Just as potent, as intoxicating! It was glorious. | could not stop myself from licking
my fourth and fifth fingers and then my thumb. Her flavor was sweetly floral, but more complex
now with that musky lavender overtone. Interesting. No, better than interesting. Far better,

actually.

My vampire mind inevitably latched onto the idea that somehow | might enjoy the taste
of Bella’s blood in a limited way without harming her. That would be miraculous. | filed the
thought away for future examination. | was changing. | had changed tremendously. Who knew
what, ultimately, | might be capable of?

It was an intriguing thought. | stood up, shook the sand from the towel, wrapped it
around my waist, and collected my clothes hanging from the palm tree. My love awaited.



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.

| 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
drawing—Dali? 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 | 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 | would never tell him.)

| 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 | held out my arms, she moved toward
me and | folded them around her. She laid her cheek on my chest and | 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, | grasped her shoulders
and leaned back so that | could see her face. Would she even tell me if she were?

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

| raised her chin with my index finger and looked into her tear-filled eyes. She was
happy. | 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. | remembered then,
with a jolt, her blood on my fingers, her taste on my tongue. My throat burned. | 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.”

“Are you sure? Please tell me,” | implored, knowing she would try to minimize any pain.
“No, really, | feel wonderful, Edward.”

“Let me get you some Tylenol.”

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

She rose on her tiptoes and stretched up toward me. She was irresistible—and I'd
promised her that | wouldn’t resist. | felt my anxiety level rise. It was one thing to touch her and
thrill to her response—somehow, | had managed that safely—quite 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...?”

| felt myself start to freeze up under her sharp gaze. She looked at me thoughtfully for a
moment.

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

Though | felt one or two words of protest rise to my lips, | stifled them and took a deep
breath. We would try. | 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...,” | marveled. “Mmmm...”

| 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 | lowered
her to the bed, she tried to pull me down on top of her. My habitual caution melted as | fixed
my eyes on her tantalizing form, the love blush still evident. | would have won my bet! My
desire surged.

She reached for my towel, yanking it away and tossing it to the floor. | felt her eyes on
me as | lowered myself over her, hungry for her mouth. Our lips met, setting my body aflame. |
felt her tongue trace a line along my bottom lip and | 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 | 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, | kissed her passionately, my self-control losing ground.
Finally, she cupped her hands around my buttocks and pulled me fiercely to her. | 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 | was
overcome by sensation. | 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. | wondered idly if it was even possible to stop at this point.

“Bella,” I managed to whisper. “l don’t want to hurt you. Are you sure this is the right
time? You're not feeling sore?”

“No, Edward,” she gasped. “I'm only feeling one thing right now. | want you inside me.
Please...”

When she reached down and stroked me with her right hand, | 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. | stretched my head back, eyes closed, in
response to this electrifying sensation—her wet heat against my dry chill. Without intent, | slid
back and forth against her. If | were human, | would have fainted with pleasure. Bella cried
out—perhaps | did too. | raised my hips slightly then, my penis searching impatiently for entry.
She guided me there; | knew immediately when | was in the right place.

Each of us, human or vampire, possesses a set of instincts and reflexes with which we
were born. | 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 | heard that vulgar slang? Emmett? It had to be Emmett. | 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 | needed. | thought of what she
had already been through tonight and resolutely resisted the urge. Instead, | pressed gently and
waited for her body to accept me. My penis was definitely thicker than two fingers. Bella
gripped my buttocks and | let her pull me toward her at her own pace, while | tried to remain
alert to any pain | might cause her. That was the plan, anyway.

It was a good approach, in theory, and that’s what | 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. | heard a deep rumble erupt from my chest. Whether it was a growl or



a groan or some combination of the two, | don’t know. All | know is that at that moment my
mind went utterly blank. | was nothing, more or less, than this all-consuming sensation.

With my left arm supporting my weight, | instinctively reached to lift Bella’s buttocks so |
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 | remained still for a moment,
trying to recapture my wits.

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

I should stay shallow and give her tissue—and perhaps her mind—time 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 | hurting you?”
“You feel...just...amazing,” she murmured huskily. “It feels good way more than it hurts.”

| probably should have questioned her more diligently, should have been leery of her
words, but suddenly, it was just beyond me. | felt my self-control collapse after months of rigid
enforcement. | grabbed her buttocks and pushed. | slid further into her heat and felt her walls
give way to me. Bella gasped audibly. Still further, and | felt the back of her vagina cradle me.
She gasped again.

“‘S okay, ‘s okay, ‘s good...” she exhaled before | could collect myself sufficiently to ask.
“Mmm..mmm..mmm,” she hummed in a low, throaty tone, rocking her hips rhythmically.

| had to move inside her, to feel her walls close behind me as | pulled back, then yield
again as | pressed forward. There would be no question of stopping now. It
was...just...too...good.

| balanced on my left forearm, and with one hand still beneath her, | 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. | 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. | puffed air into her lungs, reminding her to breathe, while | watched and listened to
the thrilling escalation of her excitement. Mine rose along with hers.



Abruptly, | 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. | knew
intuitively that | was becoming dangerous to Bella. What if | jerked my hand or thrust too hard
or...?

In a quick motion, | rolled onto my side, holding Bella tightly to me. She began to groan
with dismay until | 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, |
would be less likely to injure her. | was self-aware enough to know that, barring an act of God
(or a cry of pain from Bella), | 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 | 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 | remained still, telegraphing my
intention to yield the reins. With both hands free, | stroked her arms, her sides, her back, her
hair, her beautiful buttocks, her lovely breasts, everything | 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 | felt her internal muscles clench. The feeling took
my breath away. | 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. | could tell she liked being in control, something I’d been unable to give
her until now. She was still at risk, | knew, but | 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.

| 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, | noticed that
each time Bella eased away from me, | unconsciously grabbed her and pulled her back, as if
afraid she would suddenly leap out of bed and run away. | also noticed, fleetingly, the red
stripes on her arm where my fingers had just been.

| could feel Bella subtly position herself so that, on each downward cycle, my penis
rubbed against what | 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. | liked
the idea that she was marking me, or | 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, | guessed, and she
craved release. | was startled by her boldness, but wildly aroused. Ecstatically lost in pleasure, |
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. | could feel her vaginal muscles contract each
time | 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 | was pretty sure that was impossible. And | felt more
swallowed up by her, more hugged, more squeezed.

Oh gawd, let this be safe for her, | thought anxiously, knowing there was nothing |
could—or would—do 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, | 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.

| 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 | felt something
inside me give way. Muscles | didn’t know | possessed began to spasm. A strange, but extremely
pleasurable, exploding sensation rolled upward from my scrotum to the tip of my penis. | cried
out in surprise—half groan, half growl—then again in pleasure as a second explosion began. In
that moment, | completely lost track of who, where, and what | was. There was no vampire, no
human, no Edward, no Bella. Everything that | was melted into her and all that she was
permeated me. We were one and the same.

When | returned to myself, | found that my teeth were clamped down on one of Esme’s
feather pillows. Better the pillow than Bella, | thought, mildly alarmed. The torture hadn’t done
it any good, | could see. | 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, | swept her hair out of her eyes and off of her face. | could
see that her left cheek was slightly bruised. | kissed the top of her head and stroked her hair.

| 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 now—-as a reality,
certainly—but also symbolically. | would like to talk to Carlisle about it sometime.

Bella made no move to lift herself off of me and | certainly didn’t mind remaining there
connected to her for as long as she liked. | noticed that her dark hair was covered with a heavy
dusting of goose down.

Oops! | 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). | simply felt honored to be there, and supremely fortunate,
and eternally in love.

Truly, | could stay like this forever.

Less than one hour after the most significant experience of my existence, | 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. | sang softly to her and stroked her hair, and marveled at this
transcendent—and most pleasurable—experience.

With perfect recall, | replayed the entire evening in my mind. | was happy that Bella had
pushed me into making our deal. Though | 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. | was also happy that the memories
would be with me forever and never fade.



Though the rest of my body was cool, one part of me was exactly the same temperature
as Bella. | wondered if my being inside her for so long would make her more tender than she
would be otherwise. | didn’t want to wake her.

| also wondered what she would say when | told her that male vampires have no
“down” time. Though | had experienced a tremendous release—not something | would have
imagined in a million years—I 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 | knew, that would never change. It was still true for
Emmett and Rosalie, and for Carlisle and Esme. Alice and Jasper, too, | thought, though they
were more reserved and private about their love.

Never in my vampire’s existence had | found being still a challenge—stillness 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. | 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. | 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. | was happy to be her drool
catcher, but | 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. | smiled, amused...and aroused, of course.

“Bella, darling, it’s okay,” | 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. |
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. | chuckled.

She began to extend her legs to get up and then exclaimed “Oh!” having forgotten our
connection—again. She was completely discombobulated. | put it down to exhaustion.

“Darling, you need to ease off of me slowly. Your insides are likely to be a little tender.”
| reached for her waist to support her weight and she flinched at my touch. It was only then
that | fell to earth from my joyful heights and recognized the developing shadows on her body
for what they were...bruises. Great, big, nasty bruises. | 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. | wasn’t sure whether her sharp inhalations were due to pain or
pleasure, but she was taking my breath away, and |, literally, could not speak to ask her. Also,
that moment required every ounce of focus and willpower | 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, | 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, | released the breath I’d been holding. Oh, my
gawd! She was black and blue from head to foot—uwell, red and blue, but the red would be blue
and the blue would be black by morning. What had | done? She must be in agony. How could
she hide it so well? How could she not be screaming in fright or in pain? | 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 | been thinking? | had injured my new wife. |
despised myself and my alienness. | cursed my utter existence.

Bella returned from the bathroom and | turned my head away. | couldn’t bear to look at
the damage I'd done. She seemed completely unfazed, though. Or maybe she was sleep-
walking...l 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 | 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...

| hated myself. | had damaged what was most important to me in the world. Well, that
was the end of that. We’d tried and failed. Rather, /’d tried and failed. | would not make that
mistake again. It was going to be a long night.

When the sun rose the next morning, full daylight revealed my worst fears to be true—nearly
everywhere that | could see, Bella’s body was battered black and blue. It was worse, even, than
| 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
contusions—my fingers—and separate bruises angled to the side—my thumbs. Her hips and
ribs were blackened with overlapping handprints. It appeared that wherever | had
touched—except for her breasts, thankfully—I'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? | asked when she finally awoke. She was lying across my
chest and | 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 | am now.”

| 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.”

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

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



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

Like that was relevant! | 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,” | whispered. “l knew better than this. | should not have—" |
choked back my self-disgust. “I am more sorry than | can tell you.” | covered my eyes with my
arm and fell into stillness. My eyes began to burn.

“Edward.”
| couldn’t respond.

“Edward!”

Pain gripped me. Bella would try to let me off the hook, pretend that | had done nothing
to her, which is what | should have insisted upon in the first place—doing nothing. | couldn’t
face it...or her.

“Im 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—"

“Do not say the word fine,” | cut her off. | couldn’t bear her underplaying what | 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 | am.”

“Bella...don’t,” | 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.”
| 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,” | whispered.
“Cut it out,” she snapped.
| 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
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mute
What? “That’s a new one. You love that | can’t read your mind.”
“Not today.”
Really? “Why?” Clearly, | 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 | feel right now! Or five minutes ago,
anyway. | was perfectly happy. Totally and completely blissed out. Now—well, I’'m sort of
pissed, actually.”

“You should be angry with me.”

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

| sighed in defeat. “No. | 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? | could have killed her!

Bella made a visible effort to calm herself, then said, “We knew this was going to be
tricky. | thought that was assumed. And then—well, it was a lot easier than | thought it would
be. And this is really nothing.” She brushed her fingers up her arm, indicating the damage / 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?! | could barely control my anger.
“Assumed? Did you expect this, Bella? Were you anticipating that | 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. |
loathed myself.

Bella grew quiet. | 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 | definitely did not expect
how...how...just wonderful and perfect it was.” Bella dropped her eyes and stared at her hands.
“I mean, | 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? | lifted her chin with my index finger
so | could see her eyes. “Is that what you’re worried about?” | asked tightly. “That | didn’t enjoy
myself?” Like that even mattered.

Bella kept her eyes lowered. “I know it’s not the same. You’re not human. | just was
trying to explain that, for a human, well, | 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 | had felt? And now she believed
that | 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 | begin to set things straight?
| frowned.

“It seems that | have more to apologize for. | didn’t dream that you would construe the
way | feel about what | did to you to mean that last night wasn’t...well, the best night of my
existence. But | don’t want to think of it that way, not when you were...”

“Really? The best ever?” Bella asked timidly.
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How could she not know? | took her face in my hands. | had to set the record straight.
spoke to Carlisle after you and | 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 |
didn’t deserve.”

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

“I also asked him what / should expect. | didn’t know what it would be for me...what
with my being a vampire.” | smiled. Like Bella, I’d had no idea, either. “Carlisle told me it was a
very powerful thing, like nothing else.” | smiled again. Now | understood what he had meant by
that.

“l 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... | don’t think they were wrong, really. Just that it was different for us. Something
more.” | 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. | can’t ignore the evidence, Bella. Or your history of trying to let me
off the hook when | 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? | 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 that you loved me
more than you wanted to kill me, or the first morning | woke up and you were there waiting for
me.... Not when | heard your voice in the ballet studio” —I flinched at the memory—“or when
you said ‘I do’ and | realized that, somehow, | get to keep you forever. Those are the happiest
memories | have, and this is better than any of it. So just deal with it.”

Her face had taken on a scowl. | smoothed over the indentations between her eyebrows
with my fingers. “I’'m making you unhappy now. | 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 | can’t do anything to
change it. There’s no sense in letting my mood sour this time for you. I'll do whatever | can to
make you happy now.” With an effort, | smoothed my expression, then smiled at her, resolved.

“Whatever makes me happy?”

| knew where her thoughts were headed and | couldn’t let myself be tempted. Just then,
her stomach growled and | took advantage of the diversion.

“You’re hungry,” | 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?”

“l don't know if | decided to do anything last night,” | mumbled. “We’re just lucky it was
the pillows and not you.” | sighed heavily before remembering my vow to let go of the past. |
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.

| gasped and turned my face away.
“Do | look that hideous?”

| didn’t dare speak. After she headed to the bathroom, | escaped to the kitchen to make
breakfast, grateful for the excuse. Then she groaned. Oh no! | 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.

| sighed in relief. “You would be worried about your hair,” | grumbled as | moved behind
her to help pull feathers from her long locks.

“How did you keep from laughing at this? | 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...

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 | wished | could! How | wished things could be different! But they weren’t. “I'd
better find some food for you,” | murmured as | unwound her arms from my waist—the /ast
thing | 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.

| cooked bacon and a cheese omelet and plated the food just as Bella sat down at the
kitchen table. “Here,” | 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. | 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,” | 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....” | was reminded of the violence I'd inflicted on my bride’s
gorgeous body and | couldn’t continue.

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

| responded instantly, before the picture of her battered body behind my eyelids jerked
me to my senses and | pulled away.

Bella tensed. “You aren’t going to touch me again while we’re here, are you?”
Of course | would. | reached up and stroked her unbruised cheek with my fingers.
“You know that’s not what | meant,” she accused, her jaw tense.

| sighed heavily and returned my hand to my lap. “I know. And you’re right.” | took a
moment to gather my willpower so my words would be convincing. “l will not make love with
you until you’ve been changed. | will never hurt you again.”

Let it be so.



6. DREAMS

It had been a long week. Bella was absolutely determined to try making love again. She thought
that practice, rather than abstaining, was the cure for our disastrous night. But | could see no
other possible outcome than what had already happened. What would make it turn out
differently? | was clearly incapable of controlling my strength.

So...I'd tried to distract her with other activities to take her mind off of making love...a
very difficult endeavor when it was practically all | could think about myself. | wanted her no
less for having harmed her. In fact, having experienced her body in such a profound way, | now
knew what I'd been missing, and | desired her all the more. | couldn’t let down my guard for a
second or she’d cotton on to that.

Alice had not helped matters. What women wore as swimming costumes in the twenty-
first century would have been taken for handkerchiefs in the early twentieth. Despite the
bruises, Bella looked scandalously appealing in the skimpy bikinis Alice had packed for her. She
also had stuffed Bella’s suitcase with fancy French lingerie. Bella had gotten bolder over the
course of the week and her nightwear had become increasingly provocative.

| was sure she had no idea how alluring she was, how attracted | was to her, or how
close | had come to ravishing her several times. | was a good dissembler, as | had to be. If |
showed any hint of faltering resolve, | knew she would take full advantage and | would hurt her
again, perhaps even more seriously.

So, whenever | felt my jaw go slack or my breath catch as Bella paraded around in one
sexy costume after another, day after day, night after night, | focused on the purple and black
continents adorning her body to cement my resolve.

The night of the injuries—sadly, the first night of our honeymoon—I was so upset that |
couldn’t stay in bed with Bella. | was too restless, too distraught, and frankly, too aroused. | was
afraid | might lose my head in the night, despite her terrible injuries. | disgusted myself.

Shortly after Bella fell asleep the second time, I’d carefully disentangled myself from her
arms—though the “carefully” part had been unnecessary, since she was sleeping like a
brick—and located my cell phone. Alice must have known | would call because my father picked
up on the first ring.

“Edward?” he inquired, sounding worried.

“I’'ve hurt her, Carlisle, I've hurt Bella,” | lamented, my voice breaking.



“Stay calm, Edward. Is Bella there with you? Tell me what happened.”

“She’s sleeping now, but she’s sleeping like the dead, almost like she’s comatose...”
“Did you check her eyes?”

“No, it’s not a concussion or anything...”

“Edward, tell me how Bella is injured.” He spoke firmly in the particular tone he used
when a patient was panicking. | realized | was panicking and made an effort to calm myself.

“Well, we made love and everything seemed to be fine, but she got up a little bit ago
and her body is...” The words wouldn’t come out.

“Son, tell me immediately what is going on,” Carlisle spoke sternly, like one would to an
out-of-control child...or a crazy person. It sobered me up.

“She’s bruised, Dad, black and blue, her whole body, my handprints are all over her
body.” The words finally came out in a rush.

Carlisle went silent for a moment. That frightened me.
“Is she in pain, Edward?”

“Well, she flinched away when | touched her, but she seemed to be sleep-walking or
something and | couldn’t talk...”

“So, there is no head injury.”

“No.”

“Does she have severe abdominal pain or cramping?”
“l don’t think so. She was walking around.”

“Blood?”

Oh! | scanned my body quickly and saw that there were traces of blood where | might
have expected them to be.

“A small amount.”

“Bella was a virgin, is that right, Edward? So that would be normal unless she’s bleeding
heavily.”

“Um, yes...um, no... | mean, she bled a little when she tore. “



“Okay, then. No unusual bleeding.”

“No.”

“As for the bruising, you said the bruises were in the shape of your hands?”
“Yes, | think | squeezed her too hard.”

“Edward, it sounds like the bruising is on the surface and not due to internal injuries, is
that right?”

“Yes, | think so.”
“Okay, and there are no other injuries? Broken bones?”

| panicked for a moment, wondering if | had broken any of her precious bones. Then |
recalled that when the fiend, James, had broken her bones, she couldn’t move without crying
out in pain. | cringed at the memory.

“No, | don’t think so.”

“It sounds like Bella is going to be fine, Edward. If she has no head injury and she’s been
moving around without waking up, then | would assume she’s having no significant pain that
would indicate bone damage or internal injuries.”

“But she looks horrid and | don’t even remember doing it!”

“There is one thing to consider. If Bella is even slightly anemic, she would bruise easily
and that’s a very common condition for women in their child-bearing years. She would also feel
excessively tired and her hands and feet might be slightly cold, though that might not happen in
the warm climate you’re in.”

“What can | do?”

“Feed her. Anything animal-based. Seafood and red meat are especially good—and
chicken liver—but any animal-based protein has iron. Hold on a second...”

“What?”

“Alice says that she packed vitamins with iron, so have her take those. She’ll be fine,
Edward.”

“Are you sure?”



“Just ask her about any pain she has when she wakes up. If she has abdominal pain,
then take her to Rio. | can give you the name of a doctor there. Alice doesn’t think you’ll need
to go, but if you do, call me back in the morning...your morning.”

| waited anxiously as that first day passed. Then the second day passed and | began to breathe a
little easier. Bella would admit only to a little soreness, but not to being in pain. She showed no
other signs of injury besides the bruises from our one blissful night together. | reminded myself
that it couldn’t have been “blissful” when one of the participants came away from it so
damaged. Still...for me...

But | could not think about that.

After a week, Bella’s bruises had improved dramatically, the purple ones fading to
yellowish stains and the black ones turning light gray. The fading of Bella’s bruises seemed to be
inversely proportional to the strengthening of her will in her campaign to “try again.” Her
extreme exhaustion, probably due to iron deficiency, as Carlisle had suggested, helped along by
a constant flurry of outdoor activities, had been the only thing that had saved me from Bella’s
machinations and her from my desire. With all of the exercise | pressed on her each day—
swimming, walking, climbing—and the heavy meals | cooked for her afterwards, Bella had fallen
into a heavy sleep almost as soon as we lay down every night.

This had been the most difficult night so far. | could not believe what she was wearing. |
had very nearly leaped across the room and taken her when she appeared ready for bed. The
garment, if you could call such a concoction a garment, was a mere collection of threads tied
together in artful patterns. The black silk lace was as sheer as a window, though more
stimulating to peer through, and—draped from the shoulders of my Bella, with peek-a-boo
views of her perfect, round breasts and the cute, reddish, triangle of hair between her legs, and
a full-on view of her nearly bare buttocks—absolutely impossible for a red-blooded man to
resist. The fact that | was not red-blooded seemed to make little difference. | was bewitched.

Of course, | affected to be unaffected, though when she entered the bedroom in that
black negligee, my lust for her surely had registered for a moment or two. It was a little
disturbing to think that Alice, possibly having foreseen the outcome of our first night together
and our subsequent dispute, was conspiring to undermine my resolve—and coming very close
to success.



“What do you think?” Bella inquired, turning in a slow circle to give me a view of every
part of her.

I almost choked on the gush of venom that flowed into my mouth and had to cover by
clearing my throat. “You look beautiful,” | answered truthfully in the understatement of the
century. “You always do.”

“Thanks,” Bella responded with an equal lack of zest, though hers was genuine rather
than forced.

We had moved to the second bedroom in the cottage to avoid the white down
scattered copiously all over the other one. Gustavo was coming to clean the following day and |
would ask him to take care of the mess for us. Bella seemed to like the guest room though it
looked less like a bridal suite with its blue silk bed coverings and drapes and though the bed
was a queen-size, rather than the double-queen in the master bedroom.

| pulled Bella’s scantily clad body across my chest where she liked to sleep to stay cool
overnight. In Brazil, we didn’t require a heavy blanket between us.

“I'll make you a deal,” Bella said with a yawn.

| didn’t have to ask what she meant. “I will not make any deals with you,” | told her
firmly.

“You haven’t even heard what I’m offering.”
“It doesn’t matter.”

Bella huffed in disappointment. “Dang it. And | really wanted...” Her voice trailed off
without finishing the thought. “Oh well.”

I rolled my eyes. This had to be a trick to make me curious, since she never asked for
anything. Bella yawned and closed her eyes. Judging by previous nights, | knew she would be
asleep in a matter of minutes. The little vixen.

“All right,” | caved with a sigh. “What is it you want?”

“Well, | was thinking... | know that the whole Dartmouth thing was just supposed to be a
cover story, but honestly, one semester of college probably wouldn’t kill me.” She was
repeating the words I'd said to her when | originally tried to convince her to put off becoming
what | was. “Charlie would get a thrill out of Dartmouth stories, | bet.” Another point I'd made
to her. “Sure, it might be embarrassing if | can’t keep up with all the brainiacs. Still...eighteen,



nineteen. It’s really not such a big difference. It’s not like I’'m going to get crow’s feet in the next
year.”

I. Could. Not. Believe. My. Ears.
“You would wait,” | said in disbelief. “You would stay human.”
Bella didn’t answer.

“Why are you doing this to me?” | cried in frustration. “Isn’t it hard enough without all
of this?” | clutched a handful of sheer black lace adorning her upper thigh and crumpled it in my
hand. | had to concentrate not to rip it off of her in anger. That would only make things worse. |
tried to calm my voice. “It doesn’t matter. | won’t make any deals with you.”

“I want to go to college,” Bella argued.

“No, you don’t. And there is nothing that is worth risking your life again. That’s worth
hurting you.”

“But | do want to go. Well, it’s not college as much as it’s that | want—I want to be
human a little while longer.”

| shut my eyes and snorted like an angry bull...one of Maria’s most dangerous.

“You are making me insane, Bella. Haven’t we had this argument a million times, you
always begging to be a vampire without delay?”

“Yes, but...well, | have a reason to be human that | didn’t have before.”
“What's that?”

“Guess,” she teased and slithered up my body to steal a kiss. | wouldn’t wound her by
rejecting the kiss, but | would not let her seduce me with it either. | kept it light and pulled her
away when she tried to make more of it. | snuggled her into the crook of my arm, amused in
spite of myself.

“You are so human, Bella. Ruled by your hormones.” | chuckled, realizing how easy it
would be for me to be ruled by her hormones too. Thrilling even. But no...

“That’s the whole point, Edward. | like this part of being human. | don’t want to give it
up yet. | don’t want to wait through years of being a blood-crazed newborn for some part of
this to come back to me.”



Bella was fighting a losing battle in more ways than one. She yawned and | smiled,
knowing she would pass out any minute.

“You're tired. Sleep, love.” | began to hum Bella’s lullaby for her. It usually had the
desired effect.

“I wonder why I’'m so tired,” Bella complained. “That couldn’t be part of your scheme or
anything.”

| chuckled once and resumed humming. Of course it was. Exercise and food. Food and
exercise. Sunshine. Repeat to exhaustion. It was much easier to control my physical desire for
her when she was asleep, especially since she’d been snoring and drooling a lot lately.

“For as tired as I've been, you’d think I'd sleep better,” Bella remarked.

What? “You’ve been sleeping like the dead, Bella. You haven’t said a word in your sleep
since we got here. If it weren’t for the snoring, I'd worry you were slipping into a coma.”

“I haven’t been tossing? That’s weird. Usually I’'m all over the bed when I’'m having
nightmares. And shouting.” She didn’t mention the snoring, though it was something new for
her.

“You’ve been having nightmares?”

“Vivid ones. They make me so tired.” Bella yawned again. “I can’t believe | haven’t been
babbling about them all night.”

“What are they about?”
“Different things—but the same, you know, because of the colors.”
“Colors?”

“It’s all so bright and real. Usually, when I’'m dreaming, | know that | am. With these, |
don’t know I’'m asleep. It makes them scarier.”

Scarier? “What is frightening you?” | asked softly.
Bella shuddered. “Mostly...” She didn’t finish the thought.
“Mostly?” | prodded.

“The Volturi,” she whispered in an anxious voice.



| held her more tightly. “They aren’t going to bother us anymore. You’ll be immortal
soon, and they’ll have no reason.”

Bella’s face illustrated her fear as she played out some frightening scenario in her mind.
She would be scarred forever by that trip to Italy! Not to mention the return visit of the Volturi
guard, who casually tortured and burned a helpless newborn to death right in front of her.

“What can | do to help?” | asked softly, holding her close. It was my fault that she had
such nightmares.

“They’re just dreams, Edward,” she said, minimizing her distress, as usual.
“Do you want me to sing to you? I'll sing all night if it will keep the bad dreams away.”

“They’re not all bad. Some are nice. So...colorful. Underwater, with the fish and the
coral. It all seems like it’s really happening—I don’t know that I’'m dreaming. Maybe this island
is the problem. It’s really bright here.”

“Do you want to go home?”

“No. No, not yet. Can’t we stay awhile longer?”

“We can stay as long as you want, Bella,” | promised.

“When does the semester start? | wasn’t paying attention before.”

| ignored that insincere question, sighed heavily at her capriciousness, and began to
hum. Very soon, she started snoring.

It was after two or three hours of stone-still slumber that Bella began to shake and
moan. | assumed she was having one of the frightening dreams she’d described to me.

“Bella?” | whispered, rocking her in my arms to awaken her. “Are you all right,
sweetheart?”

She gasped and opened her eyes. “Oh.” She gasped again. Tears came washing down
her face in a torrent.

“Bellal” | cried. “What’s wrong?” | brushed at the tears with my fingers to no avail. They
kept coming.

“It was only a dream,” Bella explained, sobbing as if her heart would break.



“It’s okay, love, you’re fine. I’'m here.” | rocked her in my arms anxiously. What could |
do? “Did you have another nightmare? It wasn’t real, it wasn’t real,” | said, trying to soothe her,
but she didn’t stop crying.

“Not a nightmare,” she moaned. “It was a good dream.”
“Then why are you crying?” | couldn’t make sense of her anguish.
“Because | woke up,” Bella bawled, clinging to me desperately.

| chuckled, but the sound was choked off. “Everything’s all right, Bella. Take deep
breaths.”

“It was so real. | wanted it to be real.”
“Tell me about it,” | pressed. “Maybe that will help.”

“We were on the beach...” Bella’s thought hung in the air, unfinished, as she leaned
back and gazed into my face.

“And?” | prompted when she didn’t continue.
Bella had started to contain the tears when she moaned again. “Oh, Edward...”
Her voice both pained and worried me. What could | do? “Tell me, Bella,” | begged.

She hesitated for a moment, then raised her eyes to my face, wrapped her arms around
my neck, and kissed me with so much passion—desperation, really—that | faltered. | responded
immediately to her intense desire with my own before | caught myself.

“No, Bella,” | cautioned, pushing her away gently as | had to do.

Her sorrow turned into absolute desolation. She dropped her arms helplessly and began
sobbing anew. The sound ripped through my heart.

“I'm s-s-s-orry,” she stuttered through her tears.

| pulled her close again and held her, torn between her pain and her safety. It was
torture to deny her.

“l can’t, Bella, | can’t!” | moaned.

“Please,” she begged. “Please, Edward?”



She raised her tear-stained face to me, her eyes imploring. In that moment, | simply
could not bear to witness that kind of pain on my beloved’s face and not give her what she
wanted—especially since | wanted it as badly as she did.

| groaned with my own pain—of desire, of self-denial, and finally, of failure, as my
bulwark of determination cracked wide open. | returned her kiss and all of my pent-up need
burst through the breach. | wanted her. | wanted her.

Frighteningly, | had no control over the torrent of passion that flooded from me. |
needed to feel her skin on mine and | didn’t even try to be civilized about it. | seized the silk lace
and pulled, desperate to get at what was underneath. The fabric gave no resistance and | found
what | wanted. | latched onto her left breast with my lips and tongue, licking, sucking. |
burrowed one hand under her buttocks and began to knead handfuls of her soft flesh. Frenzied,
I moved my mouth to her right breast. Bella’s nipples, already erect, became flushed with
blood, swelled, and turned a deep rose color. | stroked one while | sucked the other and, like an
infant, | calmed down and became safer for her.

| kissed my way to her mouth and found her tongue. It was soft and sensuous, hot and
wet, like another part of her | remembered so vividly. I'd regained a measure of control, but |
was no less in need. | tore off my flannel pajama bottoms with one hand and rolled onto her,
holding my weight on my arms. She raised her knees, one on either side of me, and her
delicious scent floated into the air.

She took me in her hand and conveyed me to that heaven I’d ached for since our
wedding night. She was ready for me...more than ready.

| managed to whisper, “Bella, are you sure? You’re not sore inside?”
“Yes and no in that order...” she murmured.

| had no will to belabor the point. | groaned as | slipped inside of her, the memory I'd
relived all week paling next to the reality. Extreme pleasure and profound relief washed over
me...body and soul. All the pain of denying us both—my anguish, her need—healed with every
glide. Bella responded with a flood of pent-up desire seeking release. Within a couple minutes
of burying myself between her thighs, a cry rose from her throat and she began to orgasm
powerfully around me. | threw back my head and moaned as her velvet grip tugged at me,
urging all of me into her. It went on and on, stealing my breath, my wits, and all vestiges of
resistance to her pleasure. | climaxed hard then, shuddering on top of her as her hands moved
softly up and down my back, my sides, my front.



It was an hour, a minute, or maybe a day before | regained myself, lifted my head, and
saw Bella’s soft brown eyes on my face. Joy surged through me. | let go of the hardwood
headboard my hands were gripping and watched two handfuls of sawdust float to the floor. |
cradled Bella’s head between my forearms and kissed her softly. We had made love and she
was safe! It was going to be okay. It was all going to be okay. By the time | had disengaged
myself and settled at her side, she was asleep.

Bella was so worried that | would be angry with her for shattering my tenuous willpower that
she woke up apologizing. Feeling guilty for being utterly irresistible—it was cute.

“How much trouble am | in?” she asked meekly, propping herself on her elbows to look
at my face. | was lying with my arms beneath my head, looking at the ceiling.

“Heaps,” | warned before looking at her from the corners of my eyes and lifting one side
of my mouth.

Bella looked relieved. “l am sorry. | didn’t mean... Well, | don’t know exactly what that
was last night.” Bella shook her head in confusion.

“You never did tell me what your dream was about.”

“l guess | didn’t—" She looked away and laughed uncomfortably. “But | sort of showed
you what it was about.”

“Oh. Interesting.” I'd had no idea. | just thought she was frightened.
“It was a very good dream.” Bella paused. “Am | forgiven?”

“I'm thinking about it.” | was annoyed that I'd lost control of myself, but I’d have been
extremely angry if | had hurt her again. | noticed she was checking herself surreptitiously for
bruises, which I'd already done as she lay sleeping.

“Is the inventory complete?”
She nodded. “The pillows all appear to have survived.”

“Unfortunately, | can’t say the same for your, er, nightgown.” The filmy garment lay in
tatters at the foot of the bed.



“That’s too bad,” Bella said. “I liked that one.”
“l did too.” Too much, it would seem.

“Were there any other casualties?”

“I'll have to buy Esme a new bed frame.”

Bella’s eyes followed my gaze. Her mouth dropped open in surprise when she saw the
gouges and perforations in the headboard.

“Hmmm.” She frowned. “You’d think | would have heard that.”

“You seem to be extraordinarily unobservant when your attention is otherwise
involved.”

“l was a bit absorbed,” she admitted, blushing profusely.

Like a moth to a flame, | was drawn to the blood. Her face was hot and alive beneath my
palm.

“I’'m really going to miss that.”

“How are you feeling?” she asked tentatively.

| laughed at her expression.

“What?”

“You look so guilty—like you’ve committed a crime.”
“I feel guilty,” she muttered.

“So you seduced your all-too-willing husband. That’s not a capital offense.” It could have
been, though, | thought ruefully.

“The word seduced implies a certain amount of premeditation.” Bella’s face blushed
beautifully, humanly red.

“Maybe that was the wrong word.”
“You’re not angry?”
| smiled ruefully. “I’'m not angry.”

“Why not?”



“Well...I didn’t hurt you, for one thing. It was easier this time, to control myself, to
channel the excesses.” | glanced at the damaged headboard. “Maybe because | had a better
idea of what to expect.”

A triumphant smile lit up Bella’s face. “I told you that it was all about practice.”

I rolled my eyes, but | could see she was ecstatic at my change of attitude and hopeful
that | might no longer insist on abstinence. Even | had hope now that, despite my
disproportionate strength and Bella’s unfortunate status as my natural prey, we might share a
full marital relationship while she remained human.

“I like it here,” Bella commented after eating her usual breakfast of eggs. She had
cooked them herself and they were underdone to my eye. “We’ll probably have to leave soon,
though, won’t we, to make it to Dartmouth in time?”

Yeah, right. “You can give up the college pretense now—you’ve gotten what you
wanted. And we didn’t agree to a deal, so there are no strings attached.”

“It wasn’t a pretense, Edward,” Bella rebutted. “I don’t spend my free time plotting like
some people do. What can we do to wear Bella out today?” she said, mimicking my voice. |
chuckled. It was funny when she put it like that. “I really do want a little more time being
human.” Bella leaned across the table and stroked my bare chest with her hand. “I have not had
enough.”

“For this?” | questioned doubtfully as Bella’s hand continued down my stomach to the
top of my trousers where | halted its progress. “Sex was the key all along? Why didn’t / think of
that?” | rolled my eyes. “I could have saved myself a lot of arguments.”

Bella laughed. “Yeah, probably.”

“You are so human.”

“I know.”

But | was excited about the other part of the deal. “We’re going to Dartmouth? Really?”
“I'll probably fail out in one semester.”

“I'll tutor you.” | promised, grinning. “You’re going to love college. I'll have to see if we
can keep your ‘before’ car for a little longer....”

“Yes, heaven forbid | not be protected from tanks.”

| grinned happily.



After discussing our new plans for the months following our honeymoon, Bella brought
the subject back around to where we’d started...being human.

“So | was thinking...,” she began, a wheedling sound in her voice. “You know what | was
saying about practice before?”

I laughed. | had known she would try to take advantage! Maybe I'd even been counting
on it.

“Can you hold on to that thought?” | asked. “I hear a boat. The cleaning crew must be
here.”



7. PREMEDITATING

Bella and | snuggled on the couch, pretending to watch the 1950s video Seven Brides for Seven
Brothers while waiting for Gustavo and his wife, Kaure, to clean the cottage. Well, | was
waiting—Bella kept forgetting they were there and tried to start a game of “keep-away,” as in, |
had to keep her hands away from the waistband of my trousers. After our successful experience
of the previous night, | was happy to parry Bella’s advances. | had plans for a few advances of
my own after our visitors were gone.

| explained to Gustavo in Portuguese that my bride and | had had a “pillow fight” in the
bedroom and with apologies, asked if he could remove the feathers for us. He raised his
eyebrows knowingly, but made no comment, except to direct Kaure to the task.

“Will we move back into the white room now?” Bella asked.

“I don’t know.... I've already mangled the headboard in the other room beyond repair—
maybe if we limit the destruction to one area of the house, Esme might invite us back
someday.”

She grinned like the Cheshire cat. “So there will be more destruction?”

I laughed. “I think it might be safer if it’s premeditated, rather than if | wait for you to

assault me again.”

“It would only be a matter of time,” Bella said, feigning disinterest, but her racing pulse
gave her away.

“Is there something the matter with your heart?” | asked, amused.

“Nope. Healthy as a horse,” she declared. “Did you want to go survey the demolition
zone now?”

| chuckled. “Maybe it would be more polite to wait until we’re alone. You may not
notice me tearing the furniture apart, but it would probably scare them.”

“Right. Drat.”

Bella’s springing her desire on me in the middle of the night had been dangerous, as
evidenced by my subsequent carnal frenzy. Since everything had worked out fine in the end and
Bella wasn’t hurt, | didn’t entirely regret what had happened, though. The experience had



opened up new possibilities for me and my human wife which | never would have allowed
otherwise—too great a risk.

Our lovemaking had been at the expense of Esme’s bed, though. The headboard now
boasted two gaping voids in the shape of my clenched fingers where | had gripped it along the
top. | was sure Esme would forgive me and, of course, | would replace the bedframe. We’d

I”

talked about Bella’s request for a “real” honeymoon, so presumably she was somewhat

prepared for destruction.

Come to think of it, | wonder whether Carlisle and Esme had been worried about Bella’s
welfare. | know that Carlisle trusted me not to hurt her, but he, more than anyone else, knew
the extreme danger she was risking by making love with me. He knew the worst now, since |
had called him the first night of our honeymoon.

Carlisle had been amazingly accepting of Bella and me from the very beginning. It made
me wonder if he had talked to the Denalis about their experiences with human men when he
learned | was in love with her. As a natural scientist, it was his habit to research every topic of
inquiry, medical or otherwise, that might affect his family. He’d never mentioned it or thought
about it in my presence, but Carlisle was good at keeping things from me. He’d had almost a
century of practice.

So when he originally told me that he trusted me with Bella, maybe he’d had some
actual information to bolster that trust. | would ask him one day. At the moment, | couldn’t
think about the possibility that he might have spoken about Bella and me to Tanya leader. The
way she’d behaved at our wedding—wrapping herself around me in the receiving line and
implying that we’d been intimate in front of Bella—made me wonder if she’d not gotten over
my rejection of her altogether. | would be deeply regretful if Carlisle accidentally added salt to
her wounds. All | needed was another Rosalie in my family.

| suppose if it weren’t for the Denali ladies’ practice of seducing human men, | never
would have agreed to make love with Bella while she was human. The women had been doing
it for ages without killing their lovers, although previously, they had killed them all, either for
food or for fun. Unlike me, they’d had plenty of opportunities to learn what not to do. I'd had
only one chance to get it right and | had no idea if my being a man made Bella’s risk level better
or worse.

Thinking about it, | realized Alice must have foreseen that Bella would survive our
honeymoon or she would have warned me. Would she have mentioned Bella’s first night’s
injuries to Carlisle? Out of respect for my privacy, she probably wouldn’t unless he asked her,
but of course, after our conversation about the “deal” and his warnings to me, he surely would



have asked her. So Carlisle’s faith in me had been strengthened by reassurances from Alice that
Bella would be safe. It was too bad that nobody had bothered to share that information with
me! Probably, | wouldn’t have believed it, though, and if | had known how badly | would injure
Bella the first night, | wouldn’t have tried at all.

Oh! Alice was helping Bella to get what she wanted by not telling me! Carlisle never
would have let me seriously hurt Bella if Alice had warned him | would, so he must have agreed
that a body covered in bruises was an acceptable trade for giving Bella the honeymoon she
wanted—his wedding gift to her. | wondered whether | should confront my family when we got
home, or if it was better just to accept the gift. They’d had our best interests at heart, no doubt.

Kaure—who was part Ticuna Indian—suffered a shock when she entered the TV room
unexpectedly and saw me holding Bella off the ground, kissing her throat. The tiny woman
gasped and stared, frozen in terror, until | set an embarrassed and blushing Bella back on her
feet. Kaure hastily apologized for intruding, but she was frightened and wary of me.

“What’s with her?” Bella asked.

“She was raised to be more superstitious—or you could call it more aware—than those
who live in the modern world. She suspects what | am, or close enough. They have their own
legends here. The Libishomen—a blood-drinking demon who preys exclusively on beautiful
women.” | leered at my wife.

To Kaure, the kiss was evidence that I'd brought Bella to this isolated place to have my
way with her and then kill her. That would be the expected outcome in her tribe’s
understanding of vampire behavior. | introduced Bella as my new wife, but there was no
precedent for our kind of relationship in Kaure’s version of the mythology. Her version was
mostly correct anyway, so | decided there was no point in trying to explain myself. Perhaps we
would be back one day and she’d meet Bella again. Would Bella be changed by then or would
my amazing sexual prowess have convinced her to remain human forever?

Ha!

Though she had slept twelve hours overnight and had only been awake for three so far
that day, Bella dozed off in my arms while the musical comedy played and we waited for
Gustavo and Kaure to finish cleaning. When the couple left, Bella awoke ready to return
immediately to the bedroom with me. | suppose that spending all night and much of the day in
bed was acceptable honeymoon behavior—expected even.

When | suggested she might want lunch before going back to bed, | saw the vacillation
in Bella’s eyes. Despite her eagerness to make love, she couldn’t deny her hunger. With a smile,



| pulled her into the kitchen and cooked another batch of eggs, which she gobbled down in
record time. On the phone, Carlisle had told me to feed her and | was trying to be diligent in
that husbandly duty.

Marriage seemed to agree with Bella, for | had never seen her eat with such an appetite.
She’d gone through dozens of eggs in a week. I'd gotten good at cooking eggs for her in every
conceivable way eggs could be cooked. She wasn’t interested in eating much else, actually. It
was rather odd. Didn’t humans require a variety of foods to stay healthy? Human nutrition was
something | would look into when we got back to the States.

It seemed possible now that | would have lots of time to learn human husbandry skills,
given Bella’s new inclination to remain human. (On second thought, “husbandry” implies
breeding, so the word doesn’t apply in our case. If attempted procreation counts, though, |
intended to become an expert in human husbandry in the days, weeks, and months ahead!)

“This is getting out of hand,” Bella remarked after finishing her second plate of eggs.
“Do you want to swim with the dolphins this afternoon—burn off the calories?”
“Maybe later,” she replied. “I had another idea for burning calories.”

“And what was that?” | asked with a smile.

“Well, there’s an awful lot of headboard left—"

| didn’t let my wife finish her sentence before whisking her into my arms and carting her
to my lair, with much premeditation, of course, since | was all about the safety now. The silk-
draped bed with the curiously carved headboard awaited. Bella was determined to see it
completely destroyed before we left Isle Esme and | thought that was a delightful idea. |
suspected we’d be doing less hiking, climbing, and swimming this week than we had the week
before. | just had to remember to feed the human and let her sleep once in a while.

No rending of garments this time. Sadly, | wouldn’t see Bella in the black lace again. |
laid my wife on her back and untied her short, satin dressing gown, pulling the cloth aside to
gaze at her. Gorgeous. As | laid myself down beside her, | brushed my hand from the top of her
left foot, up the side of her calf, over her knee, and up her beautiful, soft thigh. She watched,
shivering deliciously. | ruffled my fingers through her startlingly red pubic hair and stroked up
her belly, over her left breast, up her throat and then cupped her cheek in my hand. She pulled
my body toward her as our lips met and | shifted myself on top of her, resting my legs between
hers.



This was the first time we would make love with forethought and without fear (on my
part). The buildup to that delight gave the moment a sweet tension that held no anxiety. My
confidence in my ability not to hurt Bella had been bolstered with more experience.

We kissed deeply, lingering, as our hands stroked each other’s skin and explored the
lines and curves that were still so new. Bella reached for the zipper on my khakis, but |
intercepted her hand and held it in mine. | had something else in mind first.

“lI want—" Bella started before | interrupted her words with another kiss. She reached
for my waistband with her free hand and | pinned it to the mattress with mine. She began to
protest, but stopped when | skimmed my lips across her jaw and down her throat. Her heart
pounded out a jungle rhythm that | felt as her blood pulsed through her veins. | put the tip of
my tongue on her jugular and felt the pumping sensation all the way back to my throat. It
sizzled, scorched, and burned, but | was beyond caring about that.

On our wedding night, | had been thrilled and honored to touch my love in her most
private places, but | had not seen her there—and | wanted to. When she raised her knees on
either side of me, opening herself, | accepted the invitation.

| brushed my lips over each of Bella’s breasts, licked each nipple, and felt the electric
rush in my groin when she pressed her head into the mattress and moaned. | kissed my way
down to her stomach and then lower while dragging my fingertips up the insides of her thighs.
She was beyond arousal, as was I. Her inner lips were glistening and swollen, spread apart, the
sensuous opening into her body laid bare. | touched her there with my tongue and she cried
out.

“You are so beautiful, my love,” | exclaimed softly, before running my tongue along her
labia, licking the wetness from the brightest pink parts of her.

Musky...sweet...salty... My need for her stabbed through my lower regions, but | could
wait—there was something | wanted to try. | stroked her labia upward with my thumb until |
felt that special place I'd known by touch a week before...her clitoris. It was partially hidden, so
| gently unveiled it with my fingers. Bright red, absolutely engorged with blood. Mmm...|
reached out with my tongue and licked.

Bella cried out in a high-pitched note. That sound! | had to hear it again! This time |
started licking at the base of her swollen lips and upward over her clitoris. Bella cried out a
second time and buried her hands in my hair. | remembered the finger motion she had used to
touch herself and | flicked my tongue across her at that speed, back and forth. She was
extremely sensitive to this kind of touch. Her cry became more of a continuous hum, a vibration
that entered me through my tongue and traveled throughout my body. | shuddered in pleasure.



Her excitement rose to a fever pitch, her knees splaying outward, everything that she
was open to me. | craved feeling the inside of her again. As | continued moving my tongue,
taking cues from the sounds she made and the finger motions she traced in my hair, | pressed
my middle finger against her opening and her blood-swollen tissues welcomed me inside. | felt
a sucking sensation on my finger as | continued to lick her.

“You must remember to breathe, my darling.” I'd raised my lips away from her just
enough to make the words audible.

She pressed her hips forward against my mouth and | obliged her with concentration
now, feeling her need to let go. My index finger joined my third finger and | felt no constriction.
| began massaging the internal spot that she’d liked before and licked faster. Her excitement
was electric. She was swimmingly wet and my fingers moved easily in her. Her clitoris was hard
like a pebble and had become extremely sensitive, as | could tell by her pulling slightly away
from my tongue. | lightened my touch and slowed my speed. Suddenly, she issued another
high-pitched wail and | felt the rolling waves begin inside her, squeezing my fingers. She
stopped moving and let her internal muscles take over as they spasmed in orgasm. I'd never
imagined such joy as | felt at that moment!

| slowed my caresses as the storm eventually calmed, then kissed her once more and
slid up next to her. Her breaths slowed and began to even out. | bounced my fingers forward
and felt her heart stutter.

“l love being inside of you, Bella. It makes me happy.”

Her eyes opened slowly, the look in them smoldering, lazy, provocative. Her cheeks
were flushed in what had become my new favorite color—post-orgasm pink. She smiled and
her eyelids dropped shut again. Basking, | thought.

| brought my lips to hers and kissed her lightly, as | pulled my fingers away. Her vagina
made a very soft kissing sound in goodbye.

| lifted myself onto Bella while she relaxed and kissed the hollow beneath her left ear. |
brushed my lips slowly down the side of her neck, across one collarbone and then the other,
and up the other side of her neck to the hollow beneath her right ear. Bella’s heart rate started
to increase again. | aligned my center with hers and began pressing against her in a slow
rhythm, my eyes shut, feeling her hips rise to meet me.

“Mmm, Bella...”

Her fingers tangled through my hair when she stretched up to kiss me. Her breath was
coming faster now; her lips were more demanding. She reached for the front of my khakis and



this time | allowed it. It took her no time to conquer the one button and zipper and to ease the
waistband over my hips.

“Edward, | need you,” Bella whispered against my mouth. | opened my eyes and saw the
intensity of that need.

“I'm here, my darling,” | replied, helping her remove my extraneous garment.

She reached between my legs then, and stroked me with her palm. Ahh... | could not
stop myself from grinding into her hand. She pressed back, wrapping her fingers around me.
The heat of her hand...and holding me like that...the sensation was extraordinary. She touched
me with more purpose now, directing me to her wet entry, placing the tip of my penis exactly
where it wanted to be.

| pushed into her slowly, groaning a bass note at the stupefying pleasure of her heat and
moisture. This time, she felt slightly tight inside. | pulled back and pushed forward again, gently,
and she opened more to me. | pulled back, pushed in, and sank deeper into her with another
groan. This gradual approach seemed productive and was intensely exciting. On the fifth stroke,
Bella opened fully and I slid to the very back of her. She gasped and pressed her hips toward
me. The sound spurred me on and | moved with more focus, more urgency.

At some point, | realized | was losing my head and | rolled us over, bringing her on top of
me. | reached for her face, cupped my hands around her cheeks and looked into her deep
chocolate eyes. She returned my gaze and we were still for several moments, more than our
bodies embracing.

“Bella, I love you. For always.”

“I love you, Edward,” she replied. “Forever.” And to my surprise, a tear rolled down her
cheek. She smiled. “Happy tears,” she said.

I smiled back, then took her chin in my hand and pulled her face toward mine. | licked
the tear from her cheek and reached for her lips. She kissed me gently, sweetly. | felt a rush of
love and tenderness for this woman, my wife, and then another kind of rush...desire...strong
desire.

| pressed my hips toward her and she understood. With her knees on either side of me,
she planted her palms on my chest and raised her pelvis away. Just when | thought she would
separate from me, she pressed down—all the way down—until her buttocks touched the tops
of my legs.



Oh, my gawd... | wasn’t sure whether the words were audible, but Bella increased her
intensity, raising, teasing, lowering. | reached for the headboard behind me and gripped the top
of it in an new, unsullied location. As long as my hands were in contact with this piece of wood,
| reasoned, they cannot hurt Bella. It had worked before. When she next pushed herself onto
me, three of my fingers stabbed through, pulverizing the hardwood. It was better than the
alternative.

My urgency increased as tension built between my legs. | wanted to speed up the
motion; | wanted to thrust into her as deeply as | could; | wanted to grab her buttocks and pull
her down on me hard. It was almost painful, the slow build, but | hung onto that headboard like
a lifeline.

Bella grabbed for it too, using it to steady herself with one hand and reaching downward
with the other. Just the thought of her touching herself gave me a thrill of pleasure. | felt small
tremors inside her and on each of her downward strokes felt a powerful clenching. It was...so
good...so good. | commanded my hands to stay where they were, not to reach for her.

Soon enough, my love began moving with more fervor and single-mindedness, her walls
sliding apart to allow me into her furthest recesses. When | pushed to the back of her, she cried
out and the wave began ...the gripping, the squeezing, the milking. | lay in suspended animation
as relentless pressure built deep in my loins. Bella held her breath, then stopped moving.

“Ahhh...” | groaned in desperation, rising off the mattress to continue the vital motion.
Bella made a soft “mm, mm, mm...” noise at the back of her throat and when a final huge
spasm rolled through her, | joined her in bliss.

With a final moan, she leaned forward and laid her head against my shoulder. My hands
were, blessedly, still gripping the headboard—or what was left of it.

The newlyweds behaved very much like newlyweds on that seventh day of our honeymoon,
one or both of us remaining in bed for most of it. After making love, Bella fell asleep on top of
me just as she had the first time. For two hours, | let her embrace my body in sleep before |
decided | should get up and take care of some business.

But first, | had to extract myself from beneath my wife. | stroked her hair and spoke
softly until she stirred. She awoke as she had that first day, unsteady and extremely



groggy...with a need to use the bathroom. Having remained in her personal version of the
child’s pose for two hours, she was stiff and sore and found her knees locked when she tried to
lift herself off me.

“I can’t straighten my legs,” she mumbled, “And my foot’s asleep.”
“I’'m going to lift you, darling. Just relax.”
She mumbled something unintelligible. Though her eyes were open, she seemed dazed.

| grasped her about the waist and slid her upward toward my head until our bodies
detached from one another, then gently rolled her onto her side.

“Ow...,” she moaned, reaching for her numb foot. | massaged her feet and legs to get
the blood flowing and eventually, she straightened her legs.

“I don’t think I'll let you fall asleep like that again.”
“You don't like it?” she mumbled.
“1 do like it, actually. But it seems a little hard on your legs.” | chuckled.

Bella sat up and | hurried to help her to her feet. She swayed, so | held her up and
walked her to the bathroom.

“Do you need help?”

“No, no, go away,” she said groggily, grabbing for the door knob. | didn’t want to let go
of her. She seemed almost to be sleep-walking.

| waited outside the door and when she opened it again, | walked her back to the
bedroom and sat her on the bed. She lay down and | sat beside her.

“Kiss me,” she said, reaching for me. | leaned over and touched my lips to hers and then
she promptly fell asleep again. | stayed with her for a while before leaving the room to make
some phone calls.

| had been caught completely off guard by Bella’s announcement that she wanted to go
to Dartmouth after all. | smiled, remembering how | had tried everything | could think of to
convince her to remain human for a year or two longer. | had felt pretty confident that she
would agree to go to Dartmouth once she saw her acceptance letter—confident enough that I'd
hired an agent to find us a house in Hanover, New Hampshire, where we would live. | knew |
could rent it out if she refused to go.



Now she had decided all on her own that she wanted to stay human and attend
Dartmouth together. It was utterly absurd to me that sex should be the magical experience that
changed her entire perspective. | chuckled as | considered what a long road we had taken to get
to that point. How different everything might have been if | had let Bella seduce me when she
first tried! If she had survived, that is.

| dialed the RE/MAX agent and arranged for her to hire whomever was needed to get
the house ready for us within a few weeks. | wanted Bella to be comfortable when we arrived.
The agent would rent furniture, make sure the utilities were engaged, and handle any repairs
that needed to be made, all while Bella and | frolicked in the sun on a private island. Money was
certainly a useful commodity.

When | finished organizing some of the details of our move to the east coast, | went
back to check on Bella and found that she was sweating profusely. | laid down beside her to
cool her off.

“Mmm...Edward,” she murmured, putting her arms around my neck. She promptly fell
back to sleep and didn’t wake up for another hour.

“Good morning, darling,” | chuckled when she woke again. It was five in the afternoon
and the sun already was starting to move toward the horizon.

“Is it morning already?” Bella asked as | leaned over to kiss her.

“Only for you,” | replied. Bella’s stomach grumbled. “Are you hungry?”
“Starved.”

“Gustavo brought us some fresh fish. Shall | cook it for you?”

“I’d rather have some eggs, | think.”

While | played chef, Bella headed to the bathroom to take a shower and came back to
the kitchen combing her wet hair.

“ slept the whole day, | guess,” she commented as | cut a large piece from the spinach
and cheese frittata I'd cooked. “Wow, that looks yummy!” She flashed me a smile. “You’re too
good to me. I'm getting spoiled.”

Bella attacked the plate of food while | watched and then requested more. She
consumed five eggs before she was finished. Counting the two meals she’d eaten earlier that
day, her total came to an even dozen.



After we washed the dishes together, Bella put her arms around my waist. “Would it be
wrong to go back to bed?” She waggled her eyebrows at me.

“Still tired?” | asked with a straight face.

She smiled. “Not exactly.”

“You sure you don’t want to go outside, maybe take a walk on the beach?”
“Beach, schmeach.”

She took my hand and | let her lead me to the blue bedroom. She clambered onto the
bed and pulled me to her by grabbing the waistband of the shorts I'd slipped on. She
disengaged the four buttons one by one.

As | stepped out of my canvas shorts, it occurred to me how little hesitation Bella had
shown—none at all, really—to be physical with me. For such a shy person to be utterly fearless
about kissing, touching, and lying with (let alone making love to) anyone was rather surprising
and with me even more so. She had never been shy with me—she had never feared me either.
She’d been recklessly trusting of me since the beginning.

| stood by the bed, nude, with Bella sitting on her heels in front of me. The image was
inevitable, | suppose, almost a cliché. Though | hated the idea of being a cliché in the bedroom,
| decided to make that great sacrifice and not fight it. Ha!

A joke Emmett had once told me about somebody’s girlfriend donning her kneepads
flickered through my mind. | smiled ruefully to realize | had suddenly become eligible for
membership in the locker room fraternity, the men who gathered to share vulgar sexual tales
as a way to bond with other men. | could already hear Emmett pressing me for honeymoon
details. How fortunate it was that he wasn’t the one in the family who could read minds!

How did they tolerate me? | suddenly wondered. It was bad enough to know that Alice
had foreseen Bella’s need for seductive French lingerie—the nighttime garb that had tortured
me all week. | briefly wondered what all my sister had seen that she would never mention to
me. Discretion came with the territory.

Bella rose onto her knees and, placing one hand behind my neck and knotting the other
through my hair, pulled my mouth to hers. Her hands cupped my face before wandering
downward to my shoulders and onto my chest. She followed her hands with her lips, kissing
and caressing my marble skin. | threw my head back, my eyes shut, my hands in her hair, as she
slowly worked her way down to my ribs and my stomach before sliding her hand downwards.
She had wanted to touch me like this for so long and I'd been compelled to stop her every time,



which, despite what she may have thought, wasn’t my first preference. With our physical
horizons expanding, she seemed eager to proceed with “being human” together in some of its
variations. Not that | minded. Not at all.

How incredible it was to feel someone else—an alluring, seductive, someone else,
whom | loved—touch me all over with her two hands. Bella had always loved touching my skin
before we were married and as time went on and | gained experience in self-control, I'd
allowed her more latitude to touch my back, chest, and stomach. It had never gone this far,
despite Bella’s frequent efforts in this direction.

She dropped onto her heels and began stroking me with her fingers, seeming highly
curious about the details of my anatomy. | grasped the heavy overhead rail on the four-poster
bed and held onto it for safety’s sake. Judging by the thrill of this kind of touching, who knew
what my hands might do? | shuddered in delight.

Bella explored me thoroughly, like a sculptor memorizing a model’s form. Perhaps she
had ever seen a naked man, at least not in three dimensions. She’d never dated and had no
brothers, she’d grown up with her mother, and Charlie seemed a modest sort. No wonder she
was curious. I’'m not the standard model, but close enough, | suppose.

She tried touching me in different ways, with her fingertips, with her whole hand...and
with her lips. | was stunned into stillness when she began to kiss me intimately, unable to think,
move, or feel anything but the shocking sensations in that one part of my body. My gawd! The
pleasure!

Then | was glad I'd frozen into a statue, because | don’t know how | might otherwise
have reacted to what she did next. She opened her mouth and took me in. The heat and
wetness of her mouth, the softness of her lips and tongue...

I inhaled jaggedly, and exhaled a long, deep moan of ecstasy. This was a singular
feeling—isolated and intense—unlike anything | had ever experienced. In terms of self-
control—the control necessary to keep Bella safe—receiving pleasure was so much more
difficult than giving it. | wanted to press into her mouth, back out, and press in again, fast and
hard. The desire was fierce, but safety required that | remain frozen and so | could do nothing
to alter or speed the motion. It was a torturous exercise in living the moment. All extraneous
brain activity ceased. The extreme pleasure of this touching simply left no room for anything
else.

As heavenly as the experience was, | wished to be closer to my love, to kiss and explore
her while she explored me. | didn’t know how to tell her, though. | couldn’t breathe, much less
speak, and of course, | didn’t want her to stop either. | moaned when she traded her hand for



her mouth and growled when she traded back. Her free hand caressed the curves of my
buttocks. That alone was more stimulating than anything I'd allowed before our wedding.

With great, great effort, before Bella could stroke me beyond the point of no return, |
gently pressed her shoulders back. When she released me and looked up, | lifted her from her
knees and laid her on the bed, then lay down beside her.

“Did | do something wrong?” Bella worried.
“Oh no, my darling, not at all,” I murmured. “I just wanted to be closer to you before...”

| pulled her to me and sought her lips, kissing her hungrily, then opened her dressing
gown to press my nakedness against hers. Her gasp sent a dangerous surge of desire through
me and with a growl, | rolled her on top of me to let her lead. She began to move, stroking
herself against me in a sensuous dance and moaning to the back and forth rhythm. It felt like
being rubbed in warm honey. Inevitably, | sought to dip into the honey pot, to be swallowed
and immersed.

“I need to be inside you,” | rasped in Bella’s ear.
She kissed my neck and raised her hips.

“Ahh!” | gasped as she settled onto me and | slid slowly, inexorably, into her. Halfway
down, she paused and pulled back. | grabbed at her buttocks to prevent her lifting away, but
she was already lowering herself again, this time all...the...way...down...

“Ahh!” | cried, overcome.

She reached to touch herself, which stopped her motion, and in desperation, | seized
her hips and lifted and lowered her swiftly, once, twice, again. Too swiftly—recklessly—I
suddenly realized. | was too far gone. My hands had become dangerous. Instantly, | flipped us
and hovered with my weight on my hands to keep them from grabbing. Still, | ached to push, to
pull, to plunge into her and it was all | could do to constrain myself to a human-safe speed.
Bella’s fingers again strayed downward between us, her touch sparking a bolt of current up my
spine.

“Ahh...."” | gave myself over to it. Bella pressed against me and the milkmaid action
began in her deepest recesses. We cried out together.

When the lightning ceased, | lifted my head and found tears spilling from my love’s eyes,
running down into her ears.

“Happy tears?”



She could manage only a nod. | stroked her cheek and touched my lips to hers tenderly.

“My beloved.”



8-A. FOREBODING

Bella had fallen asleep again in the early evening and hadn’t reawakened. | didn’t understand
how she could sleep so much. I'd never seen her this weary back home. There were many
possible reasons...lingering anemia, the hot climate, jet lag, the swimming and walking, the
newness of everything, perhaps even our lovemaking. Come to think of it, she wasn’t just
sleeping a lot more than usual. Something else had changed—since coming to Isle Esme, she
had not talked in her sleep as she’d always done before. Even on the plane flight from Houston
to Rio, she was a virtual chatterbox after falling asleep in my arms.

Normally, | stayed in bed with Bella when she slept. | loved to hold her, to feel her
heartbeat, and listen to her talk (when she talked.) But | was oddly restless tonight. Something
at the back of my mind was troubling me and | thought if | went for a run or swim it might
shake loose. | carefully unwound myself from Bella, though | needn’t have troubled, since she
slept like a stone these days. My movements wouldn’t wake her.

We were so isolated that | didn’t bother to dress, just slipped through the French doors
and took off running. My top speed wasn’t feasible, as the island was too small to get far before
running into water. Indeed, it was only four minutes until | entered the small jungle at the
southern end of the island. | ran through it until | reached a rocky outcropping that dropped
down to a strip of white, sandy beach. It brought back a bad memory—when Alice saw Bella
jump off the cliff outside of La Push.

| had called to verify the truth of her vision and Jacob Black had answered Charlie’s
phone. When he said that Charlie was at “the funeral,” I'd assumed the obvious. That was the
worst day of my existence. Not only had | thought Bella was gone, but it was my patronizing
belief that  knew what was best for her that had caused her death...and would have caused
mine without her dangerous, heroic effort to save me.

| hoped | had changed in the last year. | was trying to trust Bella’s instincts more, since
the choices she made that sometimes seemed less safe, less ideal than the ones | insisted upon,
almost invariably worked out better for her in the end. It was a hard lesson. | couldn’t blame
myself too much for wanting to protect what mattered most to me in the world, but
relinquishing control was difficult. | had to remember that my motive for keeping Bella safe was
still a selfish one.

On the night of our wedding, I'd promised that | would let go of the dust-up with Jacob
that had threatened to ruin our wedding celebration, but the memory hadn’t faded. Jacob was
furious that | would risk Bella’s life by making love with her, and his anger was not misplaced. It



had been a huge risk. If Bella had chosen the werewolf over me, | would have reacted the same
way—!’d have wanted to kill him. In my opinion, he was even more dangerous to her than |
was.

Though the topic of Jacob hadn’t arisen on our honeymoon, | suspected that he crossed
Bella’s mind from time to time. If he did, she didn’t let on. | was certain she was trying to
protect me from her feelings for him. | would never forget that painful night when | held her as
she cried and cried, anguished over having to let Jacob go. | had caused her so much pain when
| left Forks and him so much pain when | returned. In some kind of karmic justice, | felt that |
would never be free of that legacy, that Jacob’s presence would loom over our lives always.

Being painfully honest with myself, | knew Jacob would have been a better choice for
Bella than me. Still, | was selfishly glad that she’d picked me, whatever it cost. If she became
immortal, her suffering over Jacob would fade along with her human memories and if she
remained human, as she now claimed to want, we would soon move to New Hampshire. The
distance might help Jacob move on with his life—though, admittedly, that strategy hadn’t
worked for Bella and me.

What | wouldn’t give for Jacob to imprint on someone! It would solve all our problems.
He would no longer be attached to Bella in the same way, and his bitterness would no longer
poison our life together.

What effect would it have on the Quileute if the Cullens left the area for good? Maybe
the pack would peter out and its members resume normal aging. That was another good reason
to go to New Hampshire—Jacob and his generation would eventually die. But then, if Bella
were going to remain human, she would age and die too. Our choices would never be easy.

Partially hidden by the trees, | looked out over the still water and saw an Atlantic
spotted dolphin fly through the air. Since dolphins jump and splash to signal danger, | assumed
that the leaper was the pod’s lookout. If so, it had undoubtedly recognized that | was here.
Dolphins were uncanny in their ability to avoid vampires, though they were perfectly willing to
play with Bella as long as | stayed a good distance away. | didn’t want to alarm the pod for no
reason, so | retreated through the jungle to continue my run and my meditations.

| was happier than | had ever been and the future looked brighter than ever. Bella and |
were husband and wife; miraculously, we were able to make love, something | never thought
would be possible; Bella had decided to remain human for now; and we were going back to
college. | couldn’t want for more. And yet, as content as | was, | had an odd sense of
foreboding. Maybe I'd gotten so used to trial and tribulation that | was needlessly expecting
some new obstacle to drop into our path.



In a few days, | would have to return to the mainland and hunt. | wondered briefly if |
could tolerate shark’s blood. Though they were marine animals, not our usual fare, they were
meat eaters. The thought was not at all appetizing, but it might be an interesting experiment. |
thought | could drink dolphin or whale blood. As mammals, | somehow knew their blood would
fit into the realm of my regular diet. | had no doubt that would upset Bella, though, and if it
worked for me, | couldn’t avoid telling her.

No, | would have to leave her one night soon to find some game. She’d been sleeping so
soundly lately that she wouldn’t even have to know | was gone. Ten or twelve hours gave me
more than enough time to feed and return.

Twelve hours...that’s what was troubling me. Bella continued to sleep for such long
stretches of time. Something about it just didn’t seem right. | couldn’t be wearing her out that
badly, could I? And in the last day or two, I'd also begun to notice that Bella’s balance seemed
crazily out of whack—not that her balance was ever very good, but it seemed worse than usual.

| chuckled, remembering the toilet-bowl incident, as I’d taken to calling it (only to
myself, of course). It was two days ago after we’d returned from a snorkeling trip to the coral
reef. We took the boat and stayed out for about four hours, chasing fish around the reef. Bella
only got to see them if | stayed at a distance, but | couldn’t stand being far from her, so the fish
kept coaxing her into athletic games of tag.

Bella picnicked on the boat afterwards—egg sandwiches and milk, no less—while |
steered us around to various empty islands in the area. Then she wanted to drive the boat, so |
showed her how to turn on the engines, how to increase and decrease the speed, and gave her
some pointers on steering—how to avoid over-steering, and how to address large waves. For a
human, Bella was a good driver, careful and confident, and maneuvering the boat posed no
problem for her. Finally, we’d returned to shore so she could take a nap.

| was checking the television news when | heard a loud bang from the bathroom. | raced
to her.

“Bella, are you okay? Is everything all right?” | could hear her heart pounding through
the door as she swore under her breath. “What’s wrong? Do you need help? Can | come in?”

“I’'m fine. | just fell down. Don’t come in.”
| stood outside the door, anxious, until she reappeared.

“What happened, love?” She was clutching her right elbow and | noticed a large scrape
on her arm. “You’re hurt!”



“I'just hit my arm on the vanity. I’'m okay.”

“But Bella, how did you fall? Did you trip on the bathmat, run into the tub?” | couldn’t
visualize any way to fall down in that small space. She looked at her feet and blushed, then
tried to brush past me, but | grabbed her around the waist and reeled her in.

“Well, if you must know,” she said, her face turning crimson, “I fell off the toilet.”
“What?” | looked at her, puzzled.

“I FELL OFF THE TOILET!” she hollered, much louder than necessary. “l reached for the
toilet paper and lost my balance.”

| held my neutral expression with difficulty and didn’t say a word, just waited for her to
go on.

She looked at me sheepishly, her face still red. “Yes, that’s right, Edward, | lost my
balance on the toilet.” She pursed her lips, trying not to smile and | began to snicker. “Yes, yes,
laugh as much as you want,” she said, as | tried and failed to contain myself. “I’'m sure | looked
hilarious.”

“l love you.” | took her face between my hands and tried to contain my amusement.
“Once | get the safety belt installed, we won’t mention it again.”

She tried to frown at my joke, but couldn’t manage it, then we both started heehawing
like a pair of donkeys (or maybe jackasses). | lifted her in the air and twirled her around.

“You probably haven’t gotten your land legs back after the boat ride, darling. It happens
to everyone.”

She gave me a mock scowl, knowing I'd just invented the excuse for her.

But the incident did concern me. | watched her more closely for the rest of the day and
saw her sway nearly every time she stood up. She tumbled backward into my lap when she rose
from the couch and almost ran into the kitchen door frame when she went for a drink of water.
Something was not right about that—it went beyond her usual awkwardness. | made it my job
to start monitoring her standing-ups and sitting-downs so | could catch her if she started to fall.
Maybe | should put a safety belt on the toilet!

Three-quarters of the way around the island, | dove into the water and swam away from
the shore as fast as | could go. The sea, warm and calm, felt good on my skin. It might be nice
for Bella if | came back to the house with a raised body temperature. She liked me to keep her
cool at night, but | also noticed that she would drag a blanket over herself sometimes after



midnight. Thinking about her in bed, | decided to cut my swim short and head back to be with
her.

It was about four o’clock in the morning when | returned and Bella was still asleep. Ten
hours so far. That was a lot, given that she’d slept twelve hours the day before. | moved quietly
into the blue bedroom and slipped into bed beside her. She wrapped her arms around my neck
without waking and lay her head on my chest.

Shortly before sunrise, Bella opened her eyes. | leaned over to kiss her awake, but she
put her hand over her mouth.

“Morning breath.” As far as | was concerned, there was no such thing, but | let her roll
out of bed and stumble toward the bathroom.

“Don’t fall in.”
“ won'’t. | never fall into the toilet, only off the toilet,” she called back. | chuckled.

As | made my way to the kitchen, | shuffled through my brain for a new way to prepare
eggs. Bella was hardly awake enough to consume sufficient calories. (I'd checked the numbers.)
Then | remembered a recipe for eggnog that Esme kept around the house. If obliged to bring
something to a human gathering, she offered punch or cocktail mixes or other types of drinks.
The ingredients were a little easier for us to tolerate than solid food, both in the making and in
the swallowing, should that be required.

Splashing sounds from the bathroom caught my attention and an image of warm water
sluicing over Bella’s body instantly distracted me. Aside from Alice’s teasing peeks of my wife
while she recovered from her broken leg, | had never seen her bathe.

| rinsed myself off as needed, which wasn’t often, but Bella showered nearly every day.
I’d grown familiar with the sounds of this human experience, the click of the shampoo bottle,
the swishing of soap on skin, the varying splash patterns of water against tile. Thinking now
about her standing naked, her hands skimming her wet skin while torrents of water rushed
down her delicate breasts, | suddenly longed to join her.

Hastily returning the perishables to the fridge, | went to the bathroom door and heard
Bella ruffle her hair under the cascade of water. | slipped in silently and was hit with a
memory—the first time I'd scented her in the rain and how it intensified her mouthwatering
aroma. It was the same now, though this time my rising hunger wasn’t for her blood. I slipped
off my boxer-briefs and tossed them away, then slid the shower curtain aside.



The slight draft alerted her to my presence and she looked up, eyes wide, the color
rising in her face. So alluring. Without a word, | stepped in and turned her toward me with my
hands on her waist. Rivulets of water coursed over her shoulders and snaked down her breasts,
winding along the landscape of her stomach, hips, and thighs. Could anything be more erotic?
Desire flashed through me like wildfire, bright and hot.

Though I'd come to bathe her, | didn’t resist when she nestled her hips against me and
wrapped a leg around to caress my calf with her foot. | swept her sodden hair over her shoulder
and trailed kisses up her neck to the hollow under her ear. She shuddered in my arms.

In such close confines with hard surfaces on all sides, it would be easy to lose my wits,
so for safety’s sake, | turned her around. In defiance, she pressed her bottom against me,
nestling my erect penis into the swoop of her lower back. | gasped in pleasure. Vixen!

I longed to pleasure her, but made considerable effort to force my thoughts in another
direction. With one hand on her hip for balance, | put a bit of distance between us, then
reached for the shampoo.

“Mmm, that feels nice,” she whispered as | worked the lather through her hair.

“Yes, it does.” More husbanding—I reveled in it. Caring for my Bella gave me sincere
pleasure.

| turned her again and she tilted her head back as | raked my fingers through her long
locks to rinse them. She closed her eyes and wrapped her arms around my waist and we kissed
under the gushing faucet. | kept some distance between my body and hers to focus on this act
of godliness, vowing to focus on other acts later when we were in safer surroundings.

| covered her neck with tender kisses and between each two whispered, “l need...to
fix...you something to eat...and you...might want...some human minutes.”

4

She laughed and lifted my face to meet hers. “I love you. You’re much too good to me.”

“As you are to me.” | gave her one last, long kiss and caressed her cheek, dazzling her
with my eyes and, likewise, being dazzled by hers. Such joy!

| stepped from the shower and pulled on my Calvins, leaving her to finish bathing while |
returned to another husbandly duty, nourishing the human. Back in the kitchen, | beat together
raw eggs, sugar, and milk, then sprinkled nutmeg on top. Bella was just exiting the bathroom in
a towel and pulling a comb through her hair when | brought her the drink.

“Eggnog, my dear?” | offered, holding out the glass. She wrinkled her nose in distaste.



“I've never really liked eggnog. It sounds so gross.” She accepted it anyway and gave it a
sniff. “Hmm...it actually smells pretty good.” She took a tentative sip. “Wow! | didn’t think |
liked this stuff!” She drained the glass in three giant swallows.

“Would you like more?”
“Um...yes, please.”

It took no time to whip up another batch. | made a full pitcher and stored it for later,
then handed her another glassful. She put down her comb and gulped about half of it.

“Thanks, this is great!”

| stepped close to her and wiped the milk moustache from around her mouth with my
fingers.

“You know what | think is great?” | asked, raising one eyebrow.

“What?” She gave me a suspicious look.

“You!” I snatched her up and tossed her over my shoulder to haul her back to bed.
She slapped my butt through the thin cotton. “Ow!”

Chuckling, | flopped her backward onto the bed and yanked off her towel in one swift
motion.

“Eek! The monster’s got me! Help! Help!”

“No one can hear you, my pretty...,” | cackled in my best ghoul’s voice. | growled, then
lunged for her throat.

“Eeeeeeeek!” Bella screeched as | grabbed the skin of her throat with my lips and
growled again. She reached for the waistband of my Calvin’s and | obligingly whisked them off.

| nipped and growled my way down to her bellybutton, then sealed my lips to her skin
and blew. She giggled at the rude sound and grabbed my hair, trying to pull my head away. |
blew again and she giggled harder. | looked up. “Nice view from down here.”

“Nice view from up here, too,” she replied.

| swiped her bellybutton with my tongue to hear her laugh again. The scent of her
arousal rose from between her thighs, my new favorite perfume.



“Mmm, Bella, you smell good...may I?” | stroked her inner thigh and her heart did a
double-take.

“Mmm hmm.”
“You sure?” | teased, trailing my fingers up, up, up, but not...quite...getting... there.

“Mmm hmm,” she repeated, beginning to pant. | pressed her thighs apart and she raised
her knees. Her scent intensified.

| slithered down her like a lizard, then lowered my mouth to her, stopping just before
touching her flesh. | rolled my eyes upward to see her expression. “Are you ab...so...lute...ly
certain?

She watched me with her eyes partly closed and her mouth partly open.
“Yes, Edward...yes...” She moaned the last word, trembling now.

| spread her glistening flesh with my thumbs. The bud of her clitoris, tucked in at the
top, was bright red and, engorged with blood. | flicked it with my tongue and her leg muscles
twitched.

“Oooh...,” she moaned.

| licked a long stroke through her center and then another. She felt scorching hot against
my tongue.

What must that feel like?

When she reached downward, | caught her hands and pinned them to her sides. In
response, she spread her thighs further apart and groaned, raising herself toward me. | tucked
her hands beneath her buttocks, trapping them.

“Touch me, Edward...,” she begged, her voice rough and pleading.
| stroked her with the tip of my tongue.

“Like that?” | teased

“Yes, yessss...,” her moan trailed off. “More, pleeeese...”

“Or more like this?” | wiggled my tongue. Her eyes were shut, but her mouth gaped
open.

“Ohhhhhh...” She rocked her hips. | wiggled my tongue. “Ohhhhhh...”



| couldn’t tease her any longer. She was simply too exciting.
“Ahh...” I moaned, slipping a finger inside her heat.

She rose off the mattress, frantic, and | pressed my hips into it to relieve some of the
pressure of my own arousal. Again her hand escaped and | waylaid it, tucking it firmly beneath
her. | licked her again and glanced up. She was positively writhing.

“More...”

| growled and began stroking her in earnest, my tongue moving quickly over her most
tender spot. A high-pitched cry broke from her, a single note, repeated over and over in time to
my stroking. Suddenly, her body went rigid and her interior muscles began to undulate. |
gasped with her, riding the wave of her pleasure.

When it was over, her body went limp. | looked up and saw she had dozed off again.
Chuckling, | crawled up beside her and nestled my front to her back, spoon-style. An hour
passed before Bella awoke.

“Edward?”

“Yes, Bella?”

“Sorry | fell asleep. I'm just so tired.”
“You have been sleeping a lot.”

“I know! Is this what happens to married ladies? Do we turn into big, fat slugs, just
eating and sleeping constantly?”

“And making love,” | added with a smile.

“It must be really boring for you, being married.”

“Nope, not a bit!”

Bella rolled over to face me.

“l love you, Edward...” She reached to kiss me and | happily responded.
When we finally broke apart, | remembered to ask, “Are you hungry?”
“Yes, | kind of am.”

“What would you like? Cereal, toast, yogurt, fruit?”



“Eggs, please.”

“Do you want some bacon?”

“No thanks, just eggs.”

“Whatever you say. Scrambled?”

“Sure. Do you have any more of that eggnog?”
“I do indeed.”

Dutifully, I retrieved a fresh glass and when | returned, found Bella had dozed off. | set it
on the bedside table and returned to the kitchen. When | came back carrying a plate of eggs, |
saw she had drunk the eggnog and fallen asleep again.

“Here’s your breakfast,” | said softly as | sat beside her. She opened her eyes and, sitting
up, wolfed down the plate of five scrambled eggs in less than two minutes.

“Mmm. Thank you, husband.”

“You’re welcome, wife.” | grinned.

“But I’'m still hungry,” she whispered.

As | began to rise, Bella threw one leg over my lap and both her arms around my neck.
“Not that kind of hungry. This kind of hungry.” She leaned in for a kiss.
| gave her a peck, then asked, “You don’t want to go swimming?”
“No.”

“Boating?”

“No.”

“Sunning?”

“No.”

“Fishing?”

“No.”

“Hiking?”



“No.”

“Video?”

“Uh...no.”

“Chess?”

“No.”

“You want to make a baby?” | raised one eyebrow.

“No, Edward,” she replied firmly. “I want to try to make a baby!” She grinned.

“At your service, my darling—/I’ll service you any time you like!”

We both started giggling, then Bella began to stroke my chest and we giggled no more.

Scooting close, she wrapped her legs around my waist. Ahhhh! | rotated us and set my
feet on the floor, then lifted her over me with my hands under her bottom. She guided me to
her and | lowered her slowly.

“Oh...Bella,” | groaned, as her body settled over mine in a thrilling caress. “I love you, my
darling.”

“l love you.”

Our eyes locked and we touched our lips together feeling and celebrating this powerful
new bond between us. | lifted her and let gravity pull her down again. She clutched at my hair
and gasped.

“Are you all right?” | murmured against her lips.
“Yes...do it again,” she whispered, throwing her head back.

| lifted her and let her sink slowly, then again, then again as her fingers twined tightly
through my hair and her voice rose in pitch. After several minutes, she pushed at my chest and,
catching on to what she desired, | lay back and let her take over. She crouched over me and
pushed my hand down between us. | was happy to touch her there, thrilled even, and focusing
on her pleasure kept me from the brink. When my fingers hit their mark, Bella groaned deep
and low. She dropped her head and her soft hair draped over my face engulfing me with its
sweet strawberry scent.



What did this feel like to her? It was impossible to know, but her facial expression
implied it was extraordinarily good. | had to concentrate so | wouldn’t accidentally hurt her with
my touch. Delicacy was required, even for a vampire.

When | felt her climax nearing, as an experiment, | stopped moving my finger. She
groaned with impatience. | counted to seven before starting again, whereupon she moaned in
relief. As her climax approached, again | stopped touching her. She cried out in frustration, but
the sound vibrated with passion, deep and guttural. | nearly lost control of myself. My lap and
the bedclothes beneath me were drenched with her arousal. Her heart pounded wildly and in
my excitement, | nipped at her neck, allowing my tongue to stroke her carotid artery to feel her
pulsating blood.

Ahhh...| wanted...needed...

When | halted my touch again, she went still, joining me in this game of arousal and
deferral, build up and delay. Seven seconds, slow as minutes, ticked by, the strain of her denial
turning to the thrill of anticipation for us both. When my finger touched her sweet spot, she
instantly exploded—there was no other word for it. Her body quaked with the power of her
release. | propped her upright to watch. My gawd, she was beautiful!

How did I get so lucky?

| could no longer resist her pull. “Ahhhh...Bella...!” | cried, clutching her to me. My body
shuddered and shook as | joined her in ecstasy.

As Bella lay asleep beside me, | gazed at her and marveled at my good fortune at having won
her love. | never could have imagined how my immortal existence would be altered by this
chocolate-eyed beauty who stumbled into the Forks High School cafeteria on a dreary winter
day, a day no different than the thousand before it. She was mine. Heaven did exist.

The sensuous lines of her body, the curve of her buttocks, and the gentle swelling of her
breasts enchanted me. | couldn’t get enough of her silky skin against mine. | stroked her gently
from the back of her knee up the length of her thigh, over her hip and around her waist. |
caressed her ribcage and dragged my fingers over her breasts to her rosy pink nipples, soft and
relaxed as she slept.



Did my eyes deceive me or had her breasts changed? | cupped the left one, measuring
its girth, then let its weight settle in my palm. It was fuller and heavier than the week before. |
switched sides. The right one too—swollen.

| smiled, reminded of a joke Emmett had told me as a newborn.

“Human girls’ ‘tits’ get bigger the more you play with them,” he’d said and roared with
laughter while Rosalie threw daggers with her eyes.

I hadn’t known how to respond, given that I'd never played with any and couldn’t
imagine why one would want to particularly. Gads, had | ever changed!

It must be hormones. Bella’s body changed continuously during her monthly cycle. |
thought I'd tracked all its nuances over the previous three months, but maybe not. Or perhaps
Bella’s hormones had been altered by our sexual activity. I'd read that human men’s beards
grew faster and thicker during active sexual periods, stimulated by extra testosterone. And I'd
been in high school long enough to observe the phenomenon of boys with little facial or body
hair suddenly turning into Sasquatch at the loss of their virginity. That, in turn, made them
appear more masculine, which attracted more females. It made sense, biologically speaking.

In Bella’s case, the extra softness wasn’t unwelcome. | sighed and, for the thousandth
time that week, marveled at my great good fortune.



8-B. EXPLORING

Bella had gained weight. There was no doubt about it. She’d been wearing fewer clothes lately,
but just by looking at her, | could tell her traveling outfit would fit her tightly now. Her breasts
were getting larger and seemed to be more sensitive, as well. She liked my mouth on them.
Twice recently, she’d slid up my body until one or the other breast was in the vicinity of my lips
and wordlessly asked for favors. | was more than willing.

As far as clothes went, Bella had given up her shoes the day after we arrived on Isle
Esme. She kept a pair of flip-flops by the back door and a pair of deck shoes on the boat and
that’s pretty much where they stayed. Next she abandoned her brassieres. Soon after our
arrival, it seemed, she began spilling over the top of them and they’d grown uncomfortable,
digging ridges in her skin.

| looked forward to seeing what clothing she would discard next and | wasn’t
disappointed. Despite being naturally modest, Bella gave up her t-shirts (“too hot”) in favor of
bikini tops. During the second week of our stay, she began discarding even those in the
afternoons (“too tight”). | loved Bella topless, but suspected an ulterior motive.

My wife’s body enthralled me. | loved to try new things, to touch her in different ways
and watch her facial expressions transform from amused to interested to absorbed—and if | did
things right—to ecstatic. It was thrilling how responsive Bella was to me, stimulating in the
extreme.

Going topless meant we had to be careful she didn’t burn all that tender, pale skin. Bella
didn’t tan, just scorched red in the sun. Though a pretty color, apparently it was quite painful.
One of our first days in the sun, she turned pink after only fifteen minutes and since then, | had
made it my job to slather her with sun-blocking lotion. (Note to self: another item for the guide
to caring for a human.)

The more clothes Bella gave up, the more sun lotion | got to apply—nifty, how that
worked. She did her face, but let me do the rest. At first, | lotioned only her arms, upper chest
and throat, upper back, legs, and feet. When she started wearing bikinis, | got to add her
stomach and mid-back. The ritual made our first week better, because though | couldn’t make
love to her, at least | had an excuse to touch her. | always had to stop too soon, though, before
she got excessively wound up, and then frustrated and mad when | stopped. | was frustrated
too, but even more frightened of hurting her again.



After our headboard-gouging “leap forward” in the bedroom, Bella often abandoned
tops altogether and | got to rub her breasts with lotion several times a day. It made me want to
drag her outside at every possible turn. (Then back inside...or not.)

Two days prior, I'd brought a wet cloth to bed to wash the foul-tasting lotion off her
breasts. The instant | touched her, her nipples grew erect and she began humming in pleasure,
so | took the left one in my mouth and sucked vigorously. Bella squealed, then moaned. | was
trusting myself more to correctly interpret her sounds and | was pretty sure the former had
been a squeal of delight. To test the theory, | leaned over and pulled her right nipple into my
mouth. Another squeal. Her nipples were extraordinarily sensitive.

Bella’s hand moved south down her body and | intercepted it, twining my fingers
through hers. Could she climax if | touched only her breasts? My reading on the subject
indicated it was possible.

When | released her hand, it strayed down again and | stopped touching her. She
wriggled to encourage me to continue, but | didn’t respond until her hand touched my face,
checking whether | was still animate. | licked her right nipple and rolled the left between my
fingers. Her head flopped into the mattress and she closed her eyes, moaning in pleasure.

| kept on and as her sexual tension increased, she grew more restless. Her hips rolled
insistently in an alluring rhythm. Aching for her, | surrendered to my desire and shifted on top
of her, aligning my hips with hers. She raised her knees in welcome and as we kissed, | found
my way into her slick, heated center. She was enormously swollen inside, her tissues engorged
with blood.

Ahhh....

I’d intended to pleasure her, but my body insisted | gratify myself, to thrust and plunge,
hard and fast. | fought the urge and pushed deeply into her, pinning her hips to the mattress so
she couldn’t move, couldn’t tempt me. When | sucked hard on her nipple, she did so anyway by
clamping down around me, sending me into paroxysms of pleasure. It took several moments
for me to regain control of myself.

Proceeding with the experiment, | held my hips still and focused on her breasts,
mouthing, squeezing, and stroking. Soon | felt her hand burrow between our bodies as she
sought more direct stimulation. | stopped moving altogether.

“Edward, what’s wrong?” When her hand came back to touch my face, | resumed my
attentions.



She left her hand on my waist, the other buried in my hair, and | redoubled my efforts,
sucking hard on her left nipple and rolling the right one between my thumb and forefinger. She
moaned and clenched and tried to rock her hips to entice me to move inside her, which nearly
drove me to distraction, but | continued my stroking, sucking, and massaging. Five minutes
passed, then ten. Her excitement continued to rise along with the pitch of her cries. Then after
fifteen minutes of this stimulation, she went rigid, and it seemed she would tip over the edge.
Her fingers pushed between us and | stopped touching her.

With a groan of frustration, Bella grabbed my hair to pull me back, and with her hands
away from her crotch, | complied. But when she reached between us again, | stopped again.
The experiment was too engaging to abandon this late in the game.

Though | couldn’t read her mind, maybe she was beginning to read mine. She returned
her free hand to my waist and | bent to her nipples. She moved her hand to her crotch and |
pulled back.

To my waist.

Start.

Between her legs.

Stop.

She raised her hand above her head.
Start.

Toward her nether regions.

Stop.

Then she reached up and reached down quickly to see how fast | could respond to her
hand signals. | easily kept up and she burst out laughing.

“Edwarrrrrrd...,” she whined. Her hand was high, so | toyed with her breasts. “What are
you doooing?” Her voice rose an octave.

| didn’t stop. She reached down and | did.
“I’'m trying something.”

“What are you trying? You must think this is very funny.”



“Well, it is amusing to see how quickly you figured out the pattern. What | was actually
doing, though, was seeing if | could make you come without you using your hands.”

“Do you mind me using my hands?”

“No, not at all. It’s hot, actually.” | cringed to hear myself using Emmett slang. “I mean, it
excites me.”

“Well, then why are you discouraging me?”

“I was curious. It seems like you respond strongly to this...” | kneaded her breast and
sucked her nipple.

“Ahhh,” she groaned. She threw her arms over her head in a dramatic gesture that |
couldn’t miss.

| grinned. Such a saucy lady! Thank you, God!

| returned my focus to my wife’s body, giving her breasts my full attention. Eight
minutes passed and Bella’s excitement rose again slowly, a deep, smoldering fire. She panted
and her scent swirled around me in a delicious, confounding cloud. Her scarlet nipples were
hard as pebbles. | sucked harder until suddenly a wave began inside her, a series of long, slow
muscle contractions that gently massaged me. She hummed a single note—middle F—or more
accurately, a vibration poised around middle F. She was climaxing, but it felt different this time.
| kept sucking at her nipples, feeling her pleasure that went on and on.

How I'd kept myself in check till then, | had no idea, but suddenly, my body gave over,
fast and hard, catching me by surprise. My hips thrust into her and my lips clamped down on
her nipple. She jumped and | let go, but kept thrusting in her slowly, savoring my release.

Why had no one told me making love would be like this? Maybe I'd have taken Tanya up
on offers of sex long ago! But no. It wouldn’t have been the same with Tanya. I'd never felt one
iota of the physical attraction | felt toward Bella, though Tanya was absolutely desirable.

The difference was love.

“Sorry...,” | whispered after we’d both stopped moving.
“For what?”

“For biting your nipple like that.”

“You didn’t actually bite, did you?”



“No, of course not. | wouldn’t do that.”

“Then you have nothing to apologize for.”

“Didn’t it hurt? It seemed like it hurt.”

“It did a little, | guess, but | didn’t care. Everything felt too good.”

| lifted her chin with my finger and covered her lips with mine, kissing her tenderly.
“Does it hurt now?” | murmured, touching it with the tip of my finger.

“A little. Mostly, it’s just very sensitive. When you suck on my nipples...”—I watched the
blood flood up her neck to her face—"“...this electric charge shoots from there to between my
legs. It’s almost overwhelming.” She turned her face and lowered her eyes while her cheeks
turned a blazed crimson.

“Mmm, that sounds very, very nice,” | said, drawing my finger over the heat of her
blushing cheeks.

“Yes, it is. Thank you, Edward.”

“Anytime.” | smiled.

“Any time?” She raised her eyebrows.

| put my mouth back on the non-bruised nipple and sucked it gently.
“It feels so good!” Bella rasped.

“l must say I’'m a little envious,” | said, my lips moving against her breast. “l don’t think
that works on me.”

“Maybe I’'m just not strong enough yet.”

“Maybe not.” She could be right.

Whether due to “being played with,” | didn’t know, but Bella’s breasts had grown larger since

the beginning of our honeymoon by two or three inches. Her waist had thickened too and her
behind was more rounded. She looked beautiful with her new curves and her skin glowed with
the effects of the subtropical sunlight.



Still, it puzzled me how she could gain weight on eggs and milk and the occasional
energy bar. She’d accepted the latter from me one day when were caught in a tropical
rainstorm in the boat. | pulled us into a cove of one of the little islands and we waited it out
beneath some tall shoreline brush. The downpour lasted a long while and it had been at least
four hours since Bella last ate. She took the energy bar from me begrudgingly, but after eating
one, asked for another, then another. They were high in calories, which | thought she needed,
since eggs are a low-calorie food and she ate little else. | stuffed her omelets with meat and
vegetables when she let me and I'd switched her to drinking whole milk, which Gustavo
brought over every few days.

What a nice man, incidentally. He’d married Kaure over forty years before and they
were still happy together. He apologized for his wife’s superstitious ways. That first cleaning
day, he translated some of what she said in Ticuna to Portuguese, but | spoke Ticuna and
Gustavo’s translations were kind at best. He left things out, like “blood drinker” and “devil.” |
knew exactly what Kaure thought of me. She was frightened for Bella and felt the need to check
up on her. It was a kind impulse, actually, since she would never accept that Bella was truly my
wife, not my plaything or my dinner.

I might eat her later, though. The raunchy thought popped into my head and | grinned
guiltily. It was appalling how “male” I'd become since my initiation to the pleasures of sex. |
used to be above all that. Emmett had always thought | was prudish, but it wasn’t that exactly. |
had more of an inclination toward gentlemanliness than Emmett, but that wasn’t it either. | just
wasn’t interested in his male sense of humor before. Now | found Emmett’s jokes popping into
my head constantly, and not just his, but my own base puns and innuendo as well.

I’d kept these thoughts to myself until yesterday, when out of nowhere Bella asked, “Do
you know what those little bumps are around a lady’s nipples?” | stared at her in surprise.

She didn’t wait for my reply. “They’re Braille for ‘Suck Here’.” She cackled in mirth,
making me laugh.

“Did you get a choice of messages at birth?”
“No, | missed that.”
“Maybe | should check yours then. They might say something else.”

| materialized in front of her, untied her bikini top, and began to decipher her nipples,
which reacted instantly to my touch. | can read Braille, but the closest | got was “B-R-A” if | read
one letter on the right nipple and the other two on the left and ignored random bumps in
between.



“I'm getting ‘B-R-A’,” | said, “and I’'m thinking it stands for ‘Brava!’ What do you think?”
“‘Brava,’” huh? It could be short for ‘brazen.””
“Could be,” I said. “I think it needs closer inspection.”

| picked her up and hauled her to the bedroom. Yup, she’d gained 7.48 pounds on our
honeymoon, which | regarded as a good sign. Maybe | was doing okay with her care and
maintenance, though we had been spending a lot of time in bed lately. With Bella wearing so
little around the house—sometimes a pair of shorts, sometimes a bikini, sometimes only half a
bikini—we hadn’t been outside much for a couple of days. Soon we must add some vertical
activity to our horizontal exploits. Bella needed to stretch her muscles, get some exercise and
fresh air. But one more day wouldn’t hurt.

I laid her on the bed and leaped on top of her, landing with my arms and feet extended
just enough to create a tight cage around her body. She gasped and started laughing. We
giggled and kissed, kissed and giggled, and Bella reached for the waistband of my boxer-briefs
and gave them a yank. | whipped them off for her and she began to stroke me.

Ahhh! | would never grow accustomed to that feeling.

Bella was creative with her hands and good at divining what | liked by my response to
her touch. | rolled off her and began to reciprocate before discovering anew that though | could
maintain the motion of my fingers while she was distracting me in provocative ways, she could
not. When Bella was being erotically engaged, she lost herself to sensation and her hands
ceased to function.

As | touched her, she began to melt, becoming W-E-T, wet, her vulva so engorged that |
could smell the swirling blood distinctly and separately from her arousal. Her hands stopped
moving on me, not that | minded. | enjoyed stretching things out and making them last.

| vibrated my thumb against her sweet spot and Bella gasped, then wrapped her leg
around my waist, giving me greater access. | sank my middle finger into her and curved it
forward to rub against her front wall. She loved that. Every time | touched her there, she turned
feline, completely absorbed in massaging herself against my finger...starting, stopping, rotating
slightly in one direction or the other. She’d stay focused on it until reaching some plateau of
satisfaction, then she’d come back to me.

How would it feel to her if | touched her through a different wall? | dipped my little
finger in her wetness and slid it into the crack of her behind. | continued stroking her while
letting my little finger press against the folds of skin that marked the other entrance to her
body. She froze momentarily at my touch, then relaxed and let it be.



“Are you okay, my love?” | asked, hearing the gravel in my voice.
“I'm...good...”

“Darling, you must tell me at once if | hurt you in any way.”

She dutifully nodded.

“I’'m bound to try things you won’t like and you must say so, okay? | only want to make
you feel good.”

“Mmmm...” she replied, sort of.
| took her at her non-word and pressed against her back opening. She tightened down.

“Try pushing out when | press in,” | murmured. “It’s a trick they teach in medical
school.”

“Mmm hmm,” Bella hummed as | continued to stroke her.

Alice had put together a packet of sexual aids along with Bella’s toiletries kit, and a
medicine kit, a makeup kit, and a feminine products kit. There was even a manicure kit
complete with different colors of nail polish. Alice thought of everything. How sexy it would be
to paint Bella’s toenails. Later.

Alice’s sex kit was in a clear zippered bag and contained condoms (though | didn’t see us
needing those and they’d never stick to my marble skin, anyway), lubricant, scented candles in
tiny tins, some vibrating gadgets that looked like fun, and some natural plant oils. | reached for
the almond oil and dribbled some on my fingers. Bella moaned when | slid them across her
tender, private skin. She liked it. Me too.

This time when my little finger stroked her, | felt her push outward. “That’s right. That’s
how it works, love. May | touch you inside there?” It was always good to ask.

Bella nodded and hummed another “mmm hmm.” | pressed my oiled finger against her
and when she relaxed, slid it inside her.

“Ahhhh,” she gasped.

“I love you,” | groaned. My tongue sought her lips and pressed between them into her
mouth. | was shockingly aroused. That she would allow me to penetrate all of these portals to
her body was miraculous. It felt almost like | was sharing her warm human body, so different
than mine.



How she could be stirred by my chilly solidity? | wondered fleetingly.

“Edward, | love you,” she murmured, “with my heart and with my body. My body is your
body, like the wedding vows say, though more eloquently.”

“With my body | thee worship...” | quoted.

| stroked her inside, front and back and she shivered and moaned. My thumb kept up a
gentle rhythmic stroke across her clitoris until I could no longer resist her excitement.

“Bella, I need you now...,” | croaked.
“Yesss...”

| withdrew my fingers gently and she guided me to her wet, swollen tissues. | slid inside
with one long, slow stroke and a throaty growl emerged from my throat.

“I...will never...get used to...that feeling...my love,” | said between panting breaths.
She moaned in reply.

| wrapped my arm around her and pressed my finger again to her back entry. She
allowed me inside her with a sharp inhalation and then relaxed as | stroked her in tandem front
and back. Bella undulated, her eyes shut, and moaned a low, feral tone. | shuddered, wildly
excited.

She reached down to touch herself and when her fingers met their mark, her internal
muscles clamped down hard.

“Doit,” | whispered. “l want to feel you come.”

| moved my hips, in, out, slowly, slowly, and pressed another finger into her. Twisting
them left and right, | found myself stroking my own penis through her internal wall. | pressed
deeply into her, front and back, and she cried out.

“Okay, love?”

She just groaned and thrust herself forcefully onto my fingers.

“Bella, darling,” | whispered in her ear, “l can’t reach any deeper.”

“You could, though,” she muttered. | felt the heat of her blood as it rushed to her face.

“You want me inside you here?” | wiggled my fingers and she gasped.



“It’s extraordinary, Edward, absolutely extraordinary,” she murmured. “Let’s try it.”

“Really, Bella, are you sure?” | gazed into her eyes trying to read her, not at all sure this
was a good idea.

“Yes, | want to try it.”
“Why?” | asked, dubious.
“I want to try...everything...with you.”

| hung there immobilized at the power of her words. The depth of Bella’s trust stunned
me. That she should want me in such a way was inconceivable, considering how dangerous it
was for her to be intimate with me in any fashion. | wanted to give her everything she wanted,
of course, but....

As | hesitated, uncertainty claiming me, she blew her sweet breath across my face. My
mouth didn’t water as hers might have done, but at that moment, the act had a visceral effect
on me.

“We can try. No promises.”
“That’s all | ask,” she said in my ear.

| took a deep breath and withdrew from her, then let her guide me to her back
entrance. Slowly, gently, | pressed the tip of my marble-hard penis against her tight muscle. She
was a lot more relaxed than before, but she wasn’t that relaxed. | reached for Alice’s sex kit on
the nightstand and felt for a small metal disk with a twist-off lid. In it was a topical anesthetic
that could ease the way. | was curious what it would feel like to be inside her other passage, but
mostly, her desire aroused me...fiercely. | flicked off the lid on the container and smelled mint.

“Do you like this scent?” | asked. It was laced with lemon.

“Yes, a lot,” she breathed.

“It’s an anesthetic, so it won’t hurt you when | enter.”

“Alice thinks of everything, doesn’t she?”

“Yes, it’s scary. Even scarier that we’re finding a use for all of it.”
Bella giggled.

| applied the salve to my third finger and massaged it into her tight flesh. After several
moments, her sphincter muscle relaxed and | slipped my finger inside her.



“Ahh...” she groaned, the sound vibrating in her chest.

| pulled back and added another finger. As she relaxed, both slid in easily, the oils in the
anesthetic making her slippery. She lay beneath me, panting heavily, with her mouth half open,
her eyes half shut.

“What is your preference?”

She widened her eyes and gave me a perplexed look.

“Above? Below?”

She didn’t speak, but curled into a ball with her knees raised to her chest.
“Ready, darling?”

She nodded.

“I'love you,” | breathed, wild with desire. | tried to remain calm as she took me in her
hands and pulled me to her tender tissue.

With more experience behind me, | was able to control my movements in both pressure
and speed. At first, she was simply too tight to enter, but then she remembered to push
outward and her narrow opening widened. | slid inside her. She bore down and | slid in further.

“Okay, love?” | rasped.

“Yes,” she mouthed. “Go on.”

Slowly, | eased forward until our bodies were nearly flush. Then she wailed and | froze.
“S’good, s'good,” she slurred in reassurance.

| pushed in to the hilt and she shrieked. It was the sound of raw desire, no filter, no
restraint. Electrifying. | pushed again and her muscles contracted powerfully around me, tight
and strong.

“Keep doing...yes...,” she gasped. | continued the dance and she cried a steady, high-
pitched note.

“l want to come, | want..., | need...”

| growled, beside myself with excitement.



She seemed to have lost her fine motor coordination and so | took over, touching her
through the hood of her clitoris, a gentle circular motion.

“Faster...,” she breathed.

She glistened with moisture. Her arousal flowed from her onto me, a little river between
her buttocks, soaking us both and the bed sheets beneath us.

“Mmmmm...,” | moaned, and then growled when her muscles clamped down. | pulled
back, nearly exiting her body before pressing in again with a single, slow stroke. | bumped her
back wall and she shrieked.

“Again, do it again, do it...” she chanted softly. Her clitoris swelled under my fingers.

My woman was driving me mad! | hung on the edge, nearly as desperate as her. She
gripped me rhythmically. | couldn’t breathe. | could only melt into her as her muscles massaged
me in their tight, overheated chamber. Then she tightened down sharply.

Bella’s orgasm came hard and fast. The spasms were much stronger in her back passage.
Much. She shrieked, but her face registered jubilation, pure joy. | felt my own release
approaching and thrust into her. She squeezed down and, with my eyes screwed shut and my
jaw gaping open, | yielded to the explosion that rolled from the base of me through my aching
shaft.

“Grrrrrrr....” The sound tore from my chest as a second eruption followed the first. What
I wouldn’t give for her carotid! It wasn’t a thought so much as the memory of a feeling turning
to instinctive motion. | pushed her knees wide and leaned between them, moving my lips
toward her throat and the vein | could see jumping just beneath her skin. | wanted the
blood...wanted it...wanted it now!

Bella shrieked once more and her muscles clenched powerfully, startling me from my
murderous trance. | snapped my head back. To my surprise, tears were pouring from my love’s
eyes. Blinking rapidly, | altered the course of my lips from her neck to her cheek where | kissed
the tears away. She smiled and | looked into her eyes. She was happy.

So was |. | stroked her hair and rocked us both. Her throat muscles jumped invitingly
when she tried to swallow, but the perilous moment had passed.

After a time, she stilled, and as | gently withdrew from her, | saw she’d drifted to sleep. |
rolled her onto her side and buried my nose in her hair, inhaling her delicious scent. Then |
tucked myself against her back and wrapped my arm around her. If there were any way, any
way at all, that | could have slept, | would have liked to then.



To dream of my Bella. My forever love.






9. TRUTH

We had been on Isle Esme for nearly two weeks and it was time for me to hunt. | could have
put it off, but after the powerful craving I’d had for my wife’s blood the night before, it seemed
wiser not to wait. Bella had decided she wanted to stay a few more weeks, so | might as well go
sooner than later.

We had spent an active day outside. We walked through the jungle to see the colorful
birds, then | carried her down the cliff on my back and we swam in the waves off the white sand
beach below. We lounged in the sunshine until Bella’s suppertime, when we returned to the
cottage and | offered to cook something for her. All that time I'd spent learning to cook chicken
Marsala and sole Florentine and other gourmet dishes from “Emeril!” was completely wasted
because Bellawanted only eggs. She ate a large omelet, into which I'd stuffed some meat and
vegetables. She wasn’t crazy about the additions, but she was so hungry that she ate it anyway
and drank two glasses of eggnog. She was full and sleepy then and when | held her in my arms
on the couch with a video playing, she quickly dozed off.

After an hour’s nap, Bella woke up feeling frisky. She turned around in my arms and
pulled the cushions from beneath my back to lay me down flat. Then she stretched on top of
me and began to kiss my chest and throat, working her way up to my lips. With experience, |
had learned how not to destroy either Bella or the furniture by grabbing and squeezing the soft
upholstery to keep my hands safe. With new confidence, | let Bella have her way with me right
there on the couch. She wanted to kiss me—all of me—and | happily sacrificed myself to her
pleasure.

Once again, Bella had gone comatose after making love. | carried her into the bedroom
and tucked her into bed. If the last week was any indication, she wouldn’t wake for at least ten
hours. | wanted to hunt and get back before she awoke so that she wouldn’t have time to worry
or even to miss me. | wrote a note explaining where | was and left it on the pillow beside her
before heading out.

To make the trip as efficient as possible, | phoned Carlisle to ask where to find the
nearest game. He did some quick research and discovered much to his dismay, that since the
1970s when the whole family had stayed for an extended time, the number of game species
anywhere near Rio had dwindled to essentially none. There was still game to be found in the
Amazon rainforest and in the western marsh region of Brazil, the Pantanal, but Brazil is a huge
country, and both of those areas were at least 2000 miles from Rio.



Rio de Janeiro resides in what is called the Atlantic Rainforest zone, but 90% of the trees
had been cut down. There simply wasn’t room left for large game to survive. What larger
species did remain in the region were endangered or nearly endangered—the jaguar, the
spectacled bear, the woolly spider monkey and the lion tamarind. | didn’t think | could manage
feeding on the latter two even if they weren’t nearly extinct. Hunting primates was just not a
good idea for a vegetarian vampire.

There are lots of islands in the Atlantic, but they are volcanic, on the barren side, and
support only small mammal species. | couldn’t see myself draining fifty rats; marine mammals
were not an option; and, according to Carlisle, even the largest sharks didn’t have enough blood
in them to make the effort worthwhile. It seemed that along with the animal species,
vegetarian vampires soon would be extinct in the region too. Human prey was more than
abundant and Rio de Janeiro had loads of criminal gang members who truly deserved untimely
deaths, but that part of my life—hunting criminals—was long past.

Fortunately, through the internet, Carlisle found one place that still had some game. A
Brazilian island called Trinidade, northeast of Rio, had a small population of wild goats,
descendants of herds that had been brought to the island in the 1700s. The Brazilians had been
trying to eradicate them because they decimated the flora of the island and caused serious
erosion. In the 21st century, it would seem that the Cullens were their only natural predator.
This hunt would require a very long swim, which would still be much faster than taking the
boat.

After uttering a prayer for Bella’s comfort and safety while | was gone, | ran into the
ocean.

The swim to Trinidade, finding the goats, and swimming back took much longer than | had
hoped. Trinidade is twice as far from the Brazilian coast as Vancouver Island is long. It wasn’t an
impossible distance, but it wasn’t quick to traverse, either.

It was close to noon by the time | returned to Isle Esme and, entering the cottage, |
came upon a disturbing scene—Bella was lying asleep on the couch with the television spitting
static. The windows were open, though very little breeze was in evidence, and an odd scent of
fried fat hung in the air. She must have been lying there since before dawn, because all the
lights were on in the house. She had donned a blue silk sleeping outfit that was completely



soaked in sweat. As | sat down behind her and pulled her overheated body into my lap, she
opened her eyes.

“I'm sorry,” | said as | wiped her forehead. “So much for thoroughness. | didn’t think
about how hot you would be with me gone. I'll have an air conditioner installed before | leave
again.”

Bella’s eyes had gone glassy and a look of panic crossed her face.

“Excuse me!” she said sharply as she lurched out of my arms and launched herself
across the room toward the bathroom. | followed on her heels.

“Bella?”

She crouched over the toilet and began regurgitating the contents of her stomach. |
gathered her hair in one hand and supported her weight in the other. This was something | had
never witnessed. | went rigid with anxiety.

“Bella? What’s wrong?” | asked, the tension shrill in my voice.

She gasped for breath, her eyes shut, her head hanging down.

“Damn rancid chicken,” she groaned a moment later after spitting into the toilet.
“Are you all right?”

“Fine,” Bella replied, still trying to catch her breath. “It’s just food poisoning. You don’t
need to see this. Go away.”

“Not likely, Bella.” Clearly, she was anything but fine. She tried to push me off, but there
was no way | was leaving her alone, vomiting in the bathroom, especially not after the toilet-
bowl incident. Falling and hitting one’s head on bathroom porcelain was not an uncommon way
for humans to die.

| lifted her carefully to the sink and kept her balanced while she bent over to clean her
mouth, then | picked her up and carried her to the bedroom. | set her down on the bed, pulling
her back against my chest and wrapping my cool arms around her.

“Food poisoning?” My voice was tight.

“Yeah, | made some chicken last night. It tasted off, so | threw it out. But | ate a few
bites first.”



So she’d craved something besides eggs...that was news. Now that she had been sick on
the chicken, though, | doubted whether she’d try eating it again. I'd have to speak to Gustavo
about the spoiled meat.

| felt Bella’s forehead for a temperature, but with my skin against hers, it was impossible
for me to tell exactly how warm she was.

“How do you feel now?” | inquired again after a few moments.

“Pretty normal. A little hungry, actually.”

| didn’t see how that was possible considering how sick she had just been.
“Does anything sound good to you?”

“Eggs sound good.”

“You’re bound to be dehydrated. Let me get you some water and we’ll see whether that
stays down first.”

After bringing the glass, | held her in my arms and rocked her gently. I’'m not going to
panic. It was just a stomach upset. It happens to humans all the time.

She dozed in my arms and when she awoke twenty minutes later, she did seem fine. |
got up to boil her some eggs. She followed me to the kitchen to watch, then | turned on the
news while she wolfed down her breakfast. When she finished, | took the plate from her and
pulled her back into my arms. We had a good excuse to sit around and snuggle on the couch.

But | had relaxed too soon. Bella twisted around for a kiss, when suddenly she covered
her mouth with her hand and rushed headlong for the kitchen sink where she noisily lost her
breakfast. | began to panic.

“Maybe we should go back to Rio and see a doctor,” | suggested.

Bella wouldn’t have it and instead decided to dig through Alice’s medicine kit for
something to settle her stomach. Off to the bedroom she went while | washed dishes and
compiled arguments for why she should see a doctor. If she got sick again, | would at least call
my father and run through her symptoms with him.

Had | not been so distraught, | might have found it amusing that | was considering
calling my father for the third time while on my honeymoon. That couldn’t be normal practice
for new grooms. | was anything but an ordinary groom.



| was going to try trusting Bella with this. She had more experience with human
maladies than | did, but | knew that even if she was truly ill, she would do her best to hide it
from me.

With that thought, | tensed, suddenly aware that she had been out of the room for
much longer than finding medicine should have required. Listening, | heard absolutely no sound
from the bedroom. Had she passed out?

“Are you well? Did you get sick again?” | called through the closed door.
“Yes and no,” Bella said in a strained voice.

What was going on? Panic gripped me and | struggled to keep my voice even. “Bella, can
| please come in?”

“0...kay?” She sounded more confused thaniill.

| opened the door and joined her where she sat on the floor, staring into space. |
touched her forehead. She must be feverish.

“What’s wrong?”

“How many days has it been since the wedding?” she asked, her voice so quiet that
without my acute hearing, | wouldn’t have heard her.

Though the question was entirely a non sequitur, relating neither to her health nor
anything else that had gone on this morning, the answer was straightforward.

“Seventeen. Bella, what is it?”

She motioned for me to wait while she began mouthing numbers to herself. | was
becoming absolutely frantic.

“Bellal” I hissed. “I’'m losing my mind over here.” Answer me! | wanted to shout. Was
she in danger?

Still, Bella made no reply and instead, shuffled interminably through the open suitcase
on the floor. Finally, she held up a package containing menstrual products and looked at me in a
meaningful way.

My mind felt slow and thick, a river of mud. Why didn’t she speak? “What? Are you
trying to pass this illness off as PMS?”



Then she spoke, but it was a tongue | did not know. The words she said made no sense,
did not parse. They landed in the mud flowing between my ears and were sucked under.

Somewhere beneath the oozing, gloppy mud, | could hear Bella’s voice. The strange
sounds she made became lower and grew softer like a train whistle fading into the distance.
The Doppler Effect—the phenomenon whereby sound waves made by an object moving toward
the listener “bunch up,” creating a higher frequency tone, and sound waves made by an object
moving away from the listener spread out, creating a lower frequency tone.

| heard the whistle blowing ...starting...stopping...starting again. It was so far away. It
had nothing to do with Bella and me. We were on an island. There were no trains here. | could
still hear it, though. Perhaps a ship was passing. That must be it. It was blowing its horn, over
and over. It must be moving very slowly through the water. A heavy swishing sound floated on
the air like old-fashioned static on a television...like a radio tuned between stations.

Then through the disturbing white noise, a voice rang through, high and clear. “...| swear
something moved inside me just now.”

Moved inside...her? Living...inside her?

Slowly, | absorbed the words and the shock jolted me back to that room, on that island,
on my honeymoon...with my wife. Bella was speaking, telling Carlisle her symptoms. | hadn’t
called him, but | could hear his voice clearly through the phone line. | reached out and felt the
phone pressed into my hand.

| raised the phone to my ear robotically, not yet ready to hear our idyll fracture into a
million pieces.

“Edward? Edward? Are you there?” My father’s voice.

“Is it possible?” | let the words move from my throat to my tongue and through my lips
without absorbing them into my brain. | could hear them being uttered from a distance. My
father was speaking again, rushing through his words. | tried to attend, to focus on what he was
telling me.

“Edward, | am more sorry than | can say. | never thought this was possible. Humans
have twenty-three chromosomal pairs and we have twenty-five. There are legends of the
vampire incubus, but I’'ve never known it to happen in real life. | don’t know what it means for
the offspring, either. It might die in utero. It might be...” He hesitated on the words before he
could bring himself to say them to me. “Might be...not...right.” | knew what he meant. Visions
of a hundred deformities flashed through my mind in an instant.



“And Bella?” Saying her name abruptly cleared my head and | reached out for her. Her
cheeks were wet. | hugged her close as if | could ward off the danger threatening her from the
inside.

“I don’t know, son. With chromosomal anomalies like this, there’s truly no telling what
is growing in her. It does seem evident, though, that it is developing at an impossible rate. A
rate that, were it to continue, could pose a serious threat. It could be like a cancer that pulls all
the resources from her body until she has nothing left. Or it could simply tear her apart from
the inside. We need to assess her condition and act quickly. You must bring Bella home,
Edward, as soon as you possibly can. Do you understand?”

“Yes. Yes, | will.” | cut the connection. If | could have carried Bella back to Forks on my
back, | would have picked her up at that moment and started running. Unfortunately, we had to
get home by conventional means. | set to the task immediately. Every minute could mean the
difference between...

But | could not afford to let my thoughts go in that direction. We could fix this!
Everything was going to be okay. Bella would be safe. | would not let anything happen to my
Bella. Not now.

Not ever.



10. DIVIDED

Pregnant? Pregnant??? What the hell???

I'd looked at Bella’s round little bump after hanging up the phone and it was
just...obvious. Of course she was gaining weight! Of course she was eating strange food! Of
course she cried every time we made love! Jesus Christos...!! Why hadn’t | seen it? I'd studied
this stuff.

My gawd! | was going to be the father of a...thing!

But no, | wouldn’t. Carlisle would take care of it. It would be okay. Everything was going
to be fine. Bella would be fine. It would all be fine, just fine. Right now, that outcome was on
my shoulders. Time was vital. With the rate the thing was growing, she could practically be in
her second trimester before we got home.

The Brazilian travel agent was infuriating. “No, there aren’t any other flights... No, you
couldn’t possibly... | could never... Let me ask my boss. No, my boss agrees with me...” Blah,
blah, blah...

Who do you have to fuck in this useless party town to get a yes??

| was glad that I'd troubled myself to learn Portuguese when we were here thirty years
ago. It wasn’t just useful for talking to Gustavo. If | were speaking English on the phone, instead
of patrician Portuguese, | certainly would have been told to call back tomorrow. That was just
the way things operated in Rio. Nobody was in a hurry; nobody could be bothered. One could
offer money, though, and that’s what | finally resorted to—bribes, kickbacks, whatever you
called them, two thousand reias for an agent to find us tickets out of the country—TODAY! |
didn’t care what it cost. We had to get on a plane as quickly as possible and I'd have paid
anything.

After what seemed like dozens of phone calls...with agents, with agents’ bosses, with
the airlines, with the airport authorities, with more agents...eventually, an independent “tour
guide” with connections agreed to help get us out of the country immediately. He’d meet us at
the airport and grease the skids, buying the tickets off other passengers if need be. We’'d get
two first-class seats, maybe to Houston, maybe to Atlanta, or if we were unlucky, to Mexico
City. That airport was an entirely different Carnival. It didn’t matter. | was responsible for this
disaster and | had to get my wife home. | cursed my ignorance...my helplessness...my fear.



| found Bella in the kitchen, talking to herself and eating pretzels. (Pretzels? That was
new.) She was crying, obviously terrified.

“Bella!” The frenetic, robotic daze that had taken over me cleared at once. | rushed to
her side and held her face in my hands. “Are you in pain?”

”NO, no_u

| pulled her close to me. “Don’t be afraid. We’ll be home in sixteen hours. You’ll be fine.
Carlisle will be ready when we get there. We’ll take care of this, and you’ll be fine, you'll be
fine.”

“Take care of this? What do you mean?” She didn’t understand! Of course not! | hadn’t
shared my conversation with Carlisle. What was | thinking??

I looked into her eyes and stated with confidence, “We’re going to get that thing out
before it can hurt any part of you. Don’t be scared. | won’t let it hurt you.”

Just then, | heard footsteps approaching the house. “Dammit! | forgot Gustavo was due
today. I'll get rid of him and be right back.”

Gustavo and Kaure stood at the door, a covered dish in Kaure’s hands. Gustavo
explained that she had made us dinner and wanted to give it to Bella personally. | knew what
was going on. Kaure was worried about Bella, afraid that | had hurt her. Well, yes | had, and
that fact made me angry. | told him it was all unnecessary, that Bella wasn’t feeling well, we
needed to leave immediately, could they please come back later to clean?

“Shall | prepare your boat for departure?” he asked, concerned. | nodded gratefully and
he quickly retraced his steps to the dock to check our fuel tank and oil reservoir and to test the

engines.

But Kaure would not be deterred. She insisted on seeing Bella and presenting her gift.
Exasperated, | marched to the kitchen to explain the situation to Bella. The woman could see
her and then | would demand that she leave.

Kaure entered timidly, holding out the disgusting covered dish. Ugh...human food! She
gazed at Bella’s face, then looked at me, and then back at Bella, trying to determine if Bella was
afraid of me. Then she set the dish on the counter.

“Are you satisfied?” | barked at her in Portuguese. “Please leave us now!”

Kaure turned to go and as she did, Bella’s face suddenly turned green. My wife lurched
toward the sink and vomited loudly. At least | knew why now, but it didn’t ease my distress. |



grabbed the dish of food and hurriedly deposited it in the refrigerator, slamming the door shut
to rid the room of the nauseating scent. | returned to Bella, holding her head in my hands while
she heaved up the pretzels. After she finished rinsing her mouth, | pulled my suffering wife into
my arms. To my surprise, | saw that Kaure was still there.

Bella had donned linen traveling pants with a drawstring waist to accommodate her
bump. When she encircled her stomach with her hands and forearms in the way that pregnant
women seem to do instinctively, Kaure stared, her eyes growing wide. Then | heard what she
was thinking.

She is with child! A monster! It must be destroyed!

| whirled toward her in shock, stretching my arm out to protect Bella from assault. Kaure
began screaming at me in her native Ticuna, shaking her fist, vilifying me for what | had done.

“You have seeded her womb?” she accused. “It is not allowed! It is demon! It must die!”

Kaure knew something about what Bella was carrying! She almost certainly knew more
than we did. | tried to calm her then so | could ask her some questions.

“What? What is it?” | asked in her native tongue. Kaure seemed too frightened to reply
and | didn’t blame her, since I'd been harsh with her before.

“Please, Kaure, please tell us what you know! My wife is afraid,” | begged her in a
gentler tone.

She mustered her courage and asked somberly, “She carries your seed?” She made the
universal sign of the pregnant woman, two hands forming a bulge at the belly. | nodded sadly.
Kaure stepped away from me and crossed herself, uttering frantic prayers to “vanquish the
demon,” as best | could tell.

| placed my hand on Bella’s pale cheek and spoke softly in Ticuna. “We didn’t know. We
had no idea this could happen.”

“You have brought her here to die!” she accused.

Humbly, | looked Kaure in the eye and said, “Bella is my wife. | love her more than
anything else in the world, more than myself. | do not wish to harm her. Everything that has
happened is due to ignorance, but please, you can help us now. Tell me, what will become of
her? Have you seen such things before?”



Kaure’s stricken expression told me all | needed to know. | saw in her mind’s eye
fragments of the stories she knew that had been passed down for generations. She glanced at
Bella’s frightened face, then back at me.

“You do not drink her blood?”

“I drink only the blood of animals.” Kaure seemed taken aback, but continued.

“She has conceived with you.” It was more a statement of resignation than a question.
“We think so.”

A look of sadness crossed Kaure’s face.

“Will my Bella survive?”

Kaure dropped her head and slowly shook it side to side. A stab of pain pierced my
chest.

“Is there no hope?”

Kaure stepped toward Bella then and placed one hand over Bella’s, their two hands
addressing the bump.

“Morte,” she said in Portuguese, her body sagging with regret. She shuffled slowly out
of the room, head bowed, her hands cupped together in prayer.

| knew that Bella would recognize the word “death.” She turned away and | reached for
her shoulder, afraid of her reaction.

“Where are you going?” | whispered.
“To brush my teeth again.”

Oh. “Don’t worry about what she said. It’s nothing but legends, old lies for the sake of
entertainment.”

“l didn’t understand anything,” Bella replied, but | didn’t believe her. The sadness in her
eyes convinced me otherwise.

Bella went to brush her teeth. When she finished, | repacked her toothbrush and
prepared to load the bags onto the boat.

“Edward—"
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“Could you...pack some of the food? You know, in case | get hungry again.”

“Of course.” It was a good sign that she was thinking about food, but | could see the
tension in her face.

“Don’t worry about anything,” | said, trying to comfort her. “We’ll get to Carlisle in just a
few hours, really. This will all be over soon.”

Bella seemed to sink inside of herself. Her eyes went flat, she became silent, and a wall
went up around her. | focused all the more intently on getting us out of there.

It was a nightmare. | was living a nightmare written by Stephen King. How | wished | dreamed
so | could wake up now!

Bella was dying. She was going to die and there wasn’t a blessed thing | could do about
it, except plan for my own demise.

We’d been home two weeks and Bella declined every day, every hour. The thing was
growing like a cancer inside of her, kicking her, battering her body. The bruises I'd inflicted on
my wife on our wedding night were nothing to what the thing was doing to her now. If it hadn’t
been so tremendously painful to see the damage, it would have sickened me, frightened me, |
don’t know what. | just wanted to kill something—preferably my sister. | wanted to rip off her
stubborn, blond head with my teeth, tear her apart bit by bit, set her on fire. But even that
fantasy couldn’t console me.

Aside from a brief physical exam, Bella wouldn’t let Carlisle touch her. | wanted to drug
her and get her on the surgery table, but Rosalie...ROSALIE!...was playing bodyguard.

Once Bella had made her wishes known—that she would die for the thing! —the women
in my family stood by her decision (except for Alice, who remained neutral). Rosalie growled at
me whenever | got too close to Bella. Emmett was protecting Rosalie from my wrath and
Carlisle reluctantly refused to support me when Esme took Bella’s side. Not that there were
“sides” here, really. There was life and there was death. But it didn’t make any difference.
There was nothing | could do. Bella /oved the thing!



My wife had hardly spoken the entire way home from Brazil and | thought she was sick,
or frightened, or angry at me, but it was none of those things. She was scheming, trying to hide
her intentions. When we arrived at SeaTac airport, Bella flew into Rosalie’s waiting arms. She’d
engaged my sister’s help to keep Carlisle and me away from “the baby.” She didn’t get it that
the thing inside her was a blob, a creature from the deep, a killer. It probably had two heads!

| didn’t care what it did or didn’t have. It was visibly draining the life from my Bella day
by day and | detested it with a passion | rarely felt. | would do anything, say anything, sacrifice
anything to convince Bella to give it up. But Rose kept egging her on, talking about “the baby”
this, “the baby” that, like that’s what it was. It was a genetic mutation, an anomaly, something
for the garbage can. But Bella wouldn’t see it.

And she’d gotten so much worse in the last few days. She looked like a Tinker Toy figure,
her joints the knobby connectors, her limbs the sticks. Her eyes were hollow and all her
roundness was gone. She had no curves at all anymore except for the bloated bump. It was the
main mass of her body now—the bump that ate Manhattan, the bump that was murdering my
beloved wife. Why couldn’t | talk her out of this? Why wouldn’t she listen to me?

| sat on the floor by the couch, my head against Bella’s knees, my face hidden from her.
She grew sicker if she was made too aware of my pain. | could feel her bony skeleton through
her skin wherever | touched her. She simply couldn’t keep her food down. Carlisle said she was
starving and we were helpless to stop it. It was a matter of days now, or maybe only hours.

| had done this to her. It was my fault, my responsibility, and there was nothing | could
do now but see it through to the bitter end. | wanted to take off running, to get away and leave
this slow-burning agony behind. | would, as soon as she was gone. | would return to Italy and
face the Volturi. | had no interest in existing without her.

How | longed to turn back the clock! The words of an old poem kept rattling through my
head:



For want of a nail, the shoe was lost.
For want of the shoe, the horse was lost
For want of the horse, the rider was lost.
For want of the rider, the battle was lost.
For want of the battle, the kingdom was lost

All for the want of a horseshoe nail.

If only we had known! If ever we’d imagined!

Alice had packed condoms for Bella, even though | told her they were useless, not to
mention unnecessary. As it turned out, attaching the damn things with rubber bands, super
glue, or even nails, would have been a better solution than using nothing at all. For want of
contraception, Paradise was lost.

After we’'d arrived home and Rosalie began treating me like a convicted wife beater for
wanting Bella to abort the “thing,” I'd stepped back a few paces and tried to reconsider my
view of the situation. First off, | had been shocked to realize that Bella was diametrically
opposed to terminating the fetus, when | had assumed it was indisputably the right thing to do.
She was so opposed that she chose not to tell me of her decision, afraid that | would pressure
her to change her mind. (I would have, of course.)

All those long hours of silence on the trip home, she had been worrying about how to
hold her own against what she perceived to be my stronger will. My will stronger than Bella’s? |
don’t see it. Reuniting with our family at the airport, Bella had run into Rosalie’s arms and it was
only then that | read my sister’s thoughts and realized what was going on. Rosalie was there to
back up Bella’s choice and threaten anybody who ventured a different point of view. After that,
there was no hope of changing Bella’s mind.

How could a person fall in love with a tiny mass of cells, anyway? It was
incomprehensible. She claimed that she could feel it moving around inside of her. Something
about that experience was so profound that Bella would risk her life and our future to hang
onto it. Perhaps it was beyond a man’s understanding. It was beyond mine.

After overcoming the shock of Bella’s decision, and after recognizing that Rosalie had
become Bella’s personal bodyguard, | tried to look at things from Bella’s point of view. | had
assumed that the thing was either dead or deadly, deformed or a killer. Perhaps | was wrong.



| retreated to Carlisle’s office to discuss it with him. He conceded that he didn’t know for
sure that the fetus would be a monster, or brain-dead, or a lump of stone with indeterminate
parts. After all, certain other species had interbred and produced viable offspring—mating
horses with donkeys yields mules, for example. It was possible. | still had no desire to
experiment on my beautiful wife with such a fundamental phenomenon as genetics. And if it
was possible, why had we never heard of such creatures?

Carlisle shared with me everything he had unearthed since I'd told him of our
predicament. His brief research had reminded him of the horse/donkey compatibility and also
that different species of canis (wild dogs) and panthera (big cats) could interbreed. He even
showed me a story about a geneticist who claimed to have impregnated a chimpanzee with his
own sperm, before aborting the fetus in a bout of ethical remorse. Vampires were at least as
genetically compatible with humans as orangutans and chimpanzees...more so, probably. There
was no obvious reason why humans couldn’t reproduce with vampires.

Okay, so what if Bella and | did create a child? If | knew that Bella would survive its
gestation and birth intact, and that the baby would not be an atrocity of nature, | would be
thrilled! | would be ecstatic to father a child with my true love! And that is precisely how Bella
felt. She had faith that the fetus in her womb was as legitimate a child as any other. She also
seemed to believe that since her body had conceived it, she could bear it to term.

What did | know that she didn’t? Nothing, really. It was possible that she was right,
though seeing how quickly the thing was growing made me highly suspicious. It frightened me
to the core to risk her welfare, but given her certainty and determination, | decided to trust her
instincts at least for a short while. Maybe it would become obvious to all of us that this was the
wrong choice and | would not need to convince Bella of anything. Or perhaps the fetus wouldn’t
survive the week if it was defective, or if its biology wasn’t compatible with Bella’s. Carlisle
agreed that a few days “just to see” probably wouldn’t make a great deal of difference in the
outcome. Bella agreed to a sonogram so that we could get a look at what was in there. If | saw
one head and one body, | might be convinced.

Bella continued to have morning sickness (at any time of the day or night), but she
found that, for the most part, she got sick when her stomach was empty, so she kept a bag of
pretzels nearby and nibbled on them all day. It probably helped that we didn’t cook in the
house, except for whatever she might crave, which was mostly eggs—Ilots and lots of eggs. She
also drank milk and Carlisle insisted that she take prenatal vitamins. It was always possible that
the fetus was more human than not, in which case, it only made sense to give it all the benefits
of proper prenatal care.



Once I'd resolved to go along with Bella for the short term, Rosalie backed off and Bella
began talking excitedly about being a mother. “Our child this...” and “our child that...” became
the nature of all her conversation. | hated to see her get so attached to the idea in case she had
to terminate the fetus, but it seemed | had no real say in the matter.

Though it had hurt a great deal knowing that Bella hadn’t trusted me with her plan, |
knew that | would have reacted exactly as she had feared. | would have done everything in my
rhetorical power to convince her to change her mind. | couldn’t be too angry with her for
knowing me well enough to predict me.

And everything was fine at first. | was still the doting husband—even more so—
concerned about every little stomach upset, every trip to the bathroom, every time she lost her
balance. | cooked for her, we went for walks, and we often retired to our (!) bedroom, where |
gave Bella massages and she tried to do “something similar” for me. | resisted. Of course, |
wanted her as much as ever—more really, since the honeymoon—but | couldn’t forget that it
was my fault we were in this mess and | was a little frightened that something else might
happen. What if, for example, | impregnated her twice, like a canine? No, it made no biological
sense, but | didn’t want to be surprised again. Things were already bad enough.

She tried to wear me down, of course, but | refused to take my clothes off—not all of
them anyway—and she hadn’t mastered the art of removing my boxer-briefs without my
assistance. | did pamper her, though. | rubbed her back and front with lotion; | brushed her
hair; | even convinced her to let me paint her toenails with a bronze-colored nail polish—the
color of my hair—her favorite, she said.

| was beginning to “get over myself” (as Rosalie would say) by our fourth night back
when Bella decided | needed some enticement to make love with her. She’d loaded our CD
player with Marvin Gaye, Al Green, and Isaac Hayes, turned the lights low, and lit the candles
Alice had given us. After talking to Carlisle Thursday evening, | went looking for her and found
her lying on our bed in the center of this sexy setting. She’d broken out the honeymoon lingerie
too. My-oh-my!

She rose to greet me and | let her drag me toward the bed and unbutton my shirt. She
was stunningly beautiful in a shell pink, full-length nightgown. It was sleeveless, with a low-cut,
scooped neckline, perfectly tailored to highlight her more curvaceous form. There were eight
panels to the gown, each one swirling to the left around her body and flaring out at the bottom.
Four of the panels—every other one—were semi-sheer lace, while the alternating panels were
sheer, pink silk. All the panels gave provocative glimpses of the views beneath, including the
tiniest lace panties that | had ever seen, my wife’s pregnant belly pooching out above them.



Bella twirled around to show me “how the skirt flared out” and I didn’t even bother to mask my
desire.

Prone on the bed, Bella’s hands were all over me in an instant, stroking my chest and
back, pulling my shirt off of my shoulders. As | kissed her, she directed my right hand to a long
row of tiny pearl buttons that held together two panels at the front of her gown. An obstacle
course for a human, but for me, it was a simple matter to undo them one at a time. She began
to pant as | slipped my fingers behind the fabric to stroke her sensitive skin.

We hadn’t made love for five days and Bella had become increasingly wound up. The
hormones running through her system seemed to be driving her to distraction. She smelled
different too, I'd noticed, even sweeter than usual. Her breasts were larger since we’d gotten
home—her belly too, of course. It had become a bulge the size of half a soccer ball, sloping
downward to her pubic hair, which was so much redder than the mahogany hair on her head.
How many people knew the color of that hair? Not many.

How | longed to be inside of her, to feel her heat surround me. But when she reached
for my waistband, | pulled my hips away. | was spooked by my own fertility, not at all used to
the idea that | could create a life—whatever that life might look like. It was a shocking
revelation and felt like a huge burden, an enormous responsibility.

With my hands and my mouth, | gave my pregnant wife what she needed, pressing my
body tightly against her as she shuddered and shook. After a time, she shut her eyes and lay
quietly, breathing softly through her mouth. | thought she had dropped off to sleep when | felt
her hand moving between my legs, caressing me through my canvas trousers. Caught off-guard,
| pressed into her hand, but when she tried to undo the metal buttons, | pulled away.

“l want to...,” Bella murmured, but | stopped her words with a kiss. Already her belly
was round enough that intercourse would be awkward, front to front. My mind took off in a
hundred directions, imagining making love to her side-by-side, from behind, standing up. |
groaned inwardly, my desire gaining ground on the fear.

“l want you inside me...please, Edward.” Bella’s voice rang with longing.

Resistance to her was futile. | needed her too—badly. Without further thought, |
frantically tore off what remained of both my clothing and hers and covered her body with
mine, making myself concave where her belly was convex. My mouth sought hers and | kissed
her hard...too hard, | think. | hoped that her lips weren’t bruised in the morning. Then | shifted
off of her.



“Roll onto your side, Bella,” | murmured, pressing my hand against her hips to indicate
the direction | meant. She turned away from me onto her right side and | pushed her left knee
forward, making a space for myself between her legs. With my left leg between hers, | pressed
into her tender, wet folds and she guided me inside.

“Ahhh!” | groaned as her interior walls slid apart in welcome. I'd missed her body these
last few days, more than I'd realized. | rocked gently into her.

Then without warning, a spate of ignoble emotions that I'd been suppressing—
frustration, anger, resentment—surged through me, fierce and intense. | pushed into Bella
harder then, banging against her, knocking her body forward. | knew that | was being rougher
than | ought to be, but at that moment, | had frighteningly little control over myself. Each time |
hammered into her, | heard myself grunt like a pro tennis player slamming a serve. | was
moving faster and faster—too fast, considering that Bella was soft flesh and | was hard stone,
but | could not stop. | pounded away until my orgasm exploded from me with great force.
Bella’s body had gone rigid. She gripped the bed sheets with white hands.

As suddenly as they’d come on, the powerful emotions dissipated and | collapsed
against Bella’s back. My breath was jerky and | felt raw, out of control, but lighter too,
somehow.

“I’'m so sorry, my darling, so sorry.”

“What for?” Bella asked quietly, having become passive and overtly tolerant at my show
of aggression. Though she appeared to be unhurt, | was chastened.

“For putting you in this situation, for endangering your life, for being so frightened. |
can’t lose you, Bella, | can’t,” | cried out, my voice breaking at the end. My eyes stung.

“Shh, shh, Edward,” she said, reaching over her shoulder to stroke my face. “Everything
is going to be fine. It’s all going to work out.”

“l don’t think so, Bella,” | replied, surprised by the certainty of my own words. “l don’t
think this is going to work out well at all. I'm frightened for you...and for me.”

She didn’t answer, but kept stroking my face and hair. | pressed my forehead against her
shoulder and tried to calm my breathing.

“I love you, Bella. | can’t stand the thought that | might lose you again.”

“You’re not going to lose me, darling. | won’t let that happen.”



| wrapped my arm around her swollen stomach and felt a sudden shaking movement
inside of her. | jerked my hand away, startled and unnerved.

“That was him, Edward. That was our child doing a little somersault.” | carefully put my
hand back on her swollen bulge, but the movement had stopped. “I love him. | have to protect
our baby.”

“But Bella, what if he, or she, isn’t...right?” | asked hesitantly. “What if it's a vegetable or
a creature with two heads? What then? We don’t know what it could be. It’s just too risky to
take this chance. Can’t you see that?”

“No, Edward, | can’t. This is our baby. However he turns out, | will love him.”

| knew that it was time to stop speaking. If | didn’t, | might say things | wished | could
take back. | disengaged from Bella and pulled her onto her back so that | could see her face.

“Bella, | love you. You are more important to me than all the babies in the world. If
there’s even a slight chance that you will be hurt by this thing inside you, | don’t want to take
that risk,” | said, my eyes stinging again.

“l know, Edward, | know. And I’'m sorry, too. But you see, it’s not a choice for me. There
is no choice. | already love him.”

She searched my eyes as she spoke these words, looking for understanding, but | could
only look away.

Suddenly, Bella jolted to a sitting position.

“Edward!” she cried, louder than we had been speaking. Emmett & Rosalie had gone
hunting with Carlisle and Esme, but Alice and Jasper were still around somewhere and we’d
been trying to maintain the illusion of privacy. Of course, with vampire ears in the house, there
really was no such thing. Her tone shook me to attention and | looked at her face, but she was
staring at her breasts. Then | saw what had startled her. A small amount of fluid was running
from her nipples.

“Bella, you're lactating! It’s impossible! You can’t even be three weeks pregnant yet!”

Bella just stared at her breasts like they were alien creatures. Several minutes ticked by
before she looked up at me again. Tears were running down her face.

“Oh, Bella!” | exclaimed and took her in my arms, holding her head against my shoulder.
“Are you frightened?”



“N...n...00, not frightened, just surprised, and emotional, | guess. I'm fine, really.”

I should have been used to Bella’s crying by now, but it still tore me up every time. |
leaned down and licked the fluid from her left breast and then her right.

“It tastes like you,” | said, then leaned in to kiss her. | touched her lips with my tongue.
llsee?”

“Very bland,” Bella replied drolly.



11. SONOGRAM

After my emotional breakdown of the previous night and Bella’s shock at seeing herself lactate,
we’d spent a long night trying to talk through what was happening. | was roundly ashamed of
myself for losing control the way | had, but Bella assured me that | hadn’t hurt her. She said
that | was so used to treating her like a porcelain doll that what | considered to be “handling her
roughly” was completely within the realm of normal human-to-human contact. | wasn’t sure |
believed her, but it didn’t matter. Even if | hadn’t hurt her, I'd been way too out-of-control to
have been “handling” her at all. | didn’t know what had come over me.

Bella thought she did, though. With her head on my chest, she’d spoken softly as if
soothing the proverbial irritated grizzly.

“Edward, you’re furious that | won’t end this pregnancy. You think I’'m risking my life
and it’s hurting you that you have no say. Of course, you’re angry. Of course, you want to hurt
me back.”

| buried my face in her hair. “No, Bella, no...no, | swear | don’t want to hurt you. I'd
rather...”

“l know, darling,” Bella interrupted, stroking my hand. “It’s just a part of you that you
weren’t aware of, | think. | don’t blame you ...it"s natural, in a way.”

“Stop making excuses for me, please,” | begged. “I lost control of myself and that is
unacceptable and | can’t tell you enough how sorry | am. | think | just lost my mind a little bit
thinking of losing you...” My voice trailed off into that unhappy place | remembered so well.

“It's completely understandable, Edward. And besides, you didn’t hurt me. You needed
to get it out of your system and | know you’ll make it up to me later.” Bella smirked.

She was saying that she’d forgiven me, though | didn’t know if | could forgive myself...or
trust myself with her while that “thing” was inside her. | just knew in my heart that it was not
good, that at the rate it was growing, it could not be good in any way for Bella. It was then that |
understood that | hadn’t been trying to hurt Bella...I'd been trying to destroy the “thing.” In an
utterly irrational way, I'd declared war on it.

Understanding why I'd lost control with my precious wife didn’t make me feel any
better about it, but it did ensure that | wouldn’t do it again. If | really wanted to get rid of the
cancerous thing, that was no way to accomplish it.



After we talked about our predicament until neither of us could talk about it anymore, |
had made it up to Bella, giving her everything she wanted from me precisely as she wanted it
for as long as she wanted it. It wasn’t exactly a hardship. She’d finally passed out in the same
manner as she had the first night of our honeymoon. That was not a hardship either.
Altogether, it almost made me forget how upset I'd been earlier.

It was a good thing that Emmett had been out hunting. At least Alice and Jasper would
be discrete about anything they might have heard. Alice had been practicing her English to
Korean translations so that | wouldn’t be bothered by her thoughts while making love with my
wife. It was extremely considerate of her. Jasper, knowing how stressed out Bella and | were,
had been promoting a calm, serene environment. That was kind too, though it didn’t solve
anything. | wondered whether Bella and | would ever get to move into the private cottage that
was Bella’s wedding present from the family. Work had slowed down on it since we’d returned
home earlier than expected.

The following morning, Carlisle asked Bella and me to come to his office. Rosalie tagged
along suspiciously. While we were flying home from Brazil, Carlisle not only had started
researching Bella’s condition, but also had arranged for the delivery of extra medical
equipment. During the night, he had reorganized his office to make room for an exam table and
a portable sonogram machine—a great idea.

Bella had agreed to the sonogram. Like all of us, she wanted to see what was inside her,
though she was happily excited about it, while | was filled with trepidation. At Bella’s invitation,
Rosalie stood impatiently by her side, waiting for “the baby” to appear on the video screen.

First, Carlisle tried the standard exterior approach, moving the sonic transducer along
Bella’s abdomen which had been smeared with copious amounts of conducting gel. The image
was odd. Where one normally would see a fan-shaped hollow with shadows moving through it
as the probe was repositioned, we could see only a semicircular band of white...nothing. | was
not experienced at reading sonogram images, but even an amateur could tell that this wasn’t
the expected outcome.

Carlisle asked Bella if he could try a transvaginal approach and she (blushing) agreed,
still hoping to catch a glimpse of “the baby.” He and Rosalie left the room after he handed Bella
a sheet for covering herself and showed her the probe that she was to insert before calling him
back. Bella followed them out to visit the bathroom first.

When she returned, Bella removed her sweatpants and panties, then picked up the
probe and handed it to me before arranging herself under the sheet. | visited the covered end
of her and ducked my head beneath the cloth. She laughed at my theatrics. The view was
lovely...my voluptuous wife naked below the waist with her knees up and spread apart,



Carlisle’s rolling stool providing a close-up view. | couldn’t help myself...I leaned forward and
kissed her on her sensitive spot.

“Mmm...mmm,” she moaned softly. If my family hadn’t been waiting, | would have
enjoyed lingering under the sheet for a time. Instead, | placed the lubricated probe at the pink
entrance to Bella’s vagina and pushed it gently inside of her. Being pregnant had made her so
erotically charged that she reached to touch herself, despite our nearby audience. The thrill of
watching her was almost more than | could stand without leaping onto the table with her. She
spasmed hard, though quietly, and when | emerged from beneath the sheet, | saw that blood
had rushed into her cheeks and lips, turning them a luscious pink as well. Beautiful.

After Bella took a moment to compose herself and let her heart rate settle, | called for
Carlisle. Wisely, he and Rosalie had retreated downstairs. Giving newlyweds plenty of space
was just considered good manners in our house...having lived with Emmett and Rosalie for so
long had trained all of us. After seventy-plus years, they still behaved like newlyweds.

Carlisle reached under the sheet and rotated the probe this way and that inside of Bella,
looking for recognizable images to appear on the screen, but it was obvious to all of us that
there was some kind of shield blocking the fetus from view. Carlisle asked Bella if he could
examine her internally and she agreed. While | held my wife’s hand and Rosalie stood nearby,
he reached beneath the sheet with one hand and placed the other on Bella’s bulge. A look of
puzzlement crossed my father’s face when he pressed down on Bella’s abdomen to palpate her
internal organs.

“What is it?” Bella asked anxiously when she saw his perplexity. He pressed and
concentrated for a few more seconds before withdrawing his hand from beneath the sheet and
peeling off his latex gloves.

“Well, nothing like I've ever seen before, that’s for certain,” Carlisle replied, “but
probably nothing to worry about. It seems that there is a hard shell around the fetus that is
impervious to sonogram imaging...it’s too dense to allow sound waves through.

“What does that mean?” Rosalie asked, before Bella could ask the question herself. |
scowled at her for being intrusive.

“It appears that the membrane surrounding the fetus is made of a harder material than
usual. | can only assume that it is a protective shield of vampire-like skin.”

Bella gasped and put her hand over her mouth, then recovered quickly.

“1 guess that makes sense,” she said thoughtfully, glancing at me. “The baby /s half
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vampire, after al



“That’s true,” my father replied. “It’s just inconvenient because we can’t get any kind of
image through the barrier. Would you consent to an amniocentesis?”

“Is that where you stick a needle into the sac around the baby and pull out fluid?” Bella
asked.

“Essentially, yes.”

“Absolutely not,” Rosalie replied for Bella. “What difference would that make, anyway?”
| scowled at my sister again. Bella was interested in Carlisle’s answer.

“It might not make any difference. If the membrane is dense enough to prevent sound
waves bouncing through it, it might also be too hard for a needle to pass through.”

“And even if you did,” Rosalie cut in, “how would that help you know that the baby is
okay?”

“It would let me analyze the fetus’s DNA and perhaps discover something of its nature.
Or maybe not. It’s not a certainty.”

“But medically, it wouldn’t really do anything for Bella, right?” Rosalie pressed.

“Nothing directly, but in nonstandard pregnancies, it’s often useful to simply gather as
much information as possible. Sometimes different pieces fit together to reveal more about the
whole. | would compare its DNA to both yours and Edward’s, Bella, and look for any obvious
genetic anomalies.”

“Well, | definitely fit into the nonstandard pregnancy category,” Bella joked. | squeezed
her hand.

“I say ‘no,’ Bella. It might hurt the baby, for no good reason,” Rosalie asserted. In her
mind, | could also see she was worried that Carlisle would find something seriously wrong with
it and then Bella might agree to an abortion.

“Carlisle,” Bella said, “do you think a needle would penetrate the membrane?”

“That’s a good question. It would have to be a somewhat large needle, most likely heavy
steel.”

“If you think it would really help, | can do it,” Bella said, “but it does sound rather painful
for not much benefit.”

“We'd use a local anesthetic, but it can be uncomfortable,” Carlisle replied. “It’s up to

”

you.



“Don’t do it,” Rosalie commanded. “What if it hurts the baby? You know he’s alive and
growing, because you can feel him move. What else is there to know?”

| hissed a warning at Rosalie. She was behaving as if this were her decision, not Bella’s
and, peripherally, mine.

Bella looked at me uncertainly and said, “I do agree with Rose, Edward. I’'m not anxious
to take any more risks than necessary.”

“But what if it’s a risk not to know something we could find out from the procedure?”

“I guess it’s a risk either way, but it just frightens me to think of having a needle poke
around near the baby. | don’t want to chance it.”

| stroked Bella’s forehead and nodded, then glanced at Carlisle.

“Okay, you can let me know later if you change your mind,” he said, as he prepared to
leave the room.

“Rose, let’s leave these two alone.” Carlisle motioned for Rosalie to lead the way out of
the room. With reluctance and a quick look at Bella, she did so.

Before | could move to help Bella sit up, she propped herself on her elbows and caught
my eyes with hers. Peripherally, | could see that she was easing the sheet up her calves and
over her knees slowly, higher and higher. | couldn’t help but look as she teased me with
another brief, but fine, view of what lay beneath. When | tore my eyes back to her face, she
grinned and waggled her eyebrows at me, her silly expression making me smile. Despite all the
tension and anxiety, we were still newlyweds. Leaning over to kiss her, | reached under the
sheet and heard the suddenly frantic racing of her heartbeat. She wrapped her arms tightly
around my neck and | picked her up then, sheet and all, and dashed her up to our third-floor
bedroom.

| had profoundly mixed feelings about Bella’s pregnancy and was suspicious that no
matter what happened to her or what we discovered about the fetus, she was not going to give
it up. | had to come to terms with what that would mean for her, for me, and for our future
together, but one thing was certain right now—-Bella was extremely lusty since this pregnancy
had taken hold. If she had her way, she would make love with me continually, maybe taking
time out now and then to eat and sleep. It was the only aspect of this situation that | could be
happy about.

| appreciated our family’s giving us space to be alone together. If this fetus survived to
be born, then we would have much less time to enjoy each other privately, and if it didn't,



well...Bella’s health might be at issue. It might be at issue anyway. It was a huge worry, but | set
it aside for the moment.

When | laid her on the bed, Bella took the lead. She pulled me down and kissed me,
unbuttoning my shirt as she did so. Her hands didn’t hesitate at the bottom, but continued with
the buttons of my trousers. | tried to stop thinking about the fetus, the pregnancy, and our
future, and just allow her to use me as she would. But that wasn’t what she had in mind.

When | pulled up her sweatshirt, she raised her arms over her head so | could remove it,
but when | ducked down to kiss her breasts, she put her hands on my cheeks and pulled my
head back up. She kissed me again, and then started moving her lips down my body. She
wanted to do something for me. | wondered if she was, in part, trying to make up for the pain
she knew she was causing me by clinging to her potentially life-threatening pregnancy.

| touched the long dark locks that flowed down her bare back as she stroked my chest
and tried sucking on my nipples. Her lips almost tickled, they were so soft against my skin, but
the tickling was nice. Her hands smoothed their way across my belly, into the small of my back,
and downward onto my buttocks, and then between them, running her fingers across a place
I’d never been touched. It aroused me and | reached to pull her onto me, but she resisted. She
kissed her way farther down, watching my face as she slowly took me to her mouth. | pressed
my head back into the mattress and moaned in pleasure.

Her fingers were touching me everywhere, stroking and tickling as her lips moved
around me, over and over. Slowly, inexorably, the tension mounted until | ached to let go. | held
back when it occurred to me that | didn’t know if this was safe for Bella. Was semen venomous?
Then | remembered an image of Rosalie (ugh!) in Emmett’s mind, stroking him this way. It must
be okay...but then, Rosalie wasn’t human. Bella was obviously not concerned.

Then all of a sudden, neither was I.

Ahhh! My body surrendered to her coaxing in a whoosh of intense pleasure. | lay there
stunned and immobilized, overcome by the extremity of the sensation. In all the moments of a
man’s life, this must be his most vulnerable time, | thought. Delilah didn’t have to wait for
Samson to fall asleep. | could hardly have been more helpless if | were unconscious.

Well, at least this wouldn’t impregnate her, | thought wryly when | had partially
recovered my senses.

Bella was slowly working her way back up my body with her hands and lips, already
accustomed to one benefit of my species—no recovery time required. Crouching above me, she



guided me into her and slowly lowered herself. Her heat was almost searing. | rose impatiently,
too aroused to remain passive. | had to move, to take some control. | had so little, it seemed.

I slid us down to the bottom of the bed. Bella looked into my eyes, wondering, and |
stroked her cheek and then her lips with my fingers. She took my first two fingers into her
mouth and sucked on them like a lollipop, watching my expression.

After a moment, | lifted my voluptuous wife off me and back onto the bed, then stood
up and wrapped my arm around her waist, hoisting her onto her hands and knees. | pressed
between her thighs from behind, then reached around and guided myself to her center, slowly
pushing into her. She moaned a deep, guttural sound that mirrored my own.

My gawd! Entering her rearward was an entirely new experience...so deep, so tight, so
good. Bella rocked back and moaned loudly.

As | moved inside her, her beauty presented at a new angle, | abruptly hit the hard wall
of the fetus’s shell and aggression surged through me. | froze. Sensing something was seriously
wrong, Bella froze too, and then tried to scramble away. Instantly, | grabbed her waist and
pulled her back. Though | might have done anything at that moment, | just held her there, her
softness softening me, until the wave of anger and frustration subsided. My eyes stung with
emotion.

Frightened at myself, but chastened, | curled around Bella’s back and pulled her tightly
against me, cradling the protruding soccer ball in my hands. | stroked it, held it, and tried to
love it as best | could. | felt a gentle movement beneath my hands and had the distinct
impression the fetus was making itself known. | marveled at this terrifying miracle.

When the movements stopped, | ran my hands up the front of Bella’s fecund body,
cupping her heavy breasts and squeezing her nipples simultaneously between my thumbs and
forefingers. Bella squealed softly and began pushing back onto me, repeatedly stroking a
particular spot inside her body. Something about the tightness of her deep inside, the way her
pubic bone rubbed against me, or just the angle of the penetration took my breath away. |
gulped air and tried to remain still to let Bella ride me from her hands and knees. | massaged
her breasts and squeezed her nipples, feeling her deep muscles clench when | did. | pressed
into her as far as | could when she orgasmed hard around me.

My hands were wet. | took my fingers to my mouth and licked them—mother’s milk.
Something about that was highly erotic. | suppose it gave me a powerful feeling to have caused
her body to change in such a profound way. | pressed deeply into her and massaged her breasts
until | felt the last spasms inside her. Then | withdrew, easing her down onto her left side so |
could lie facing her with our legs intertwined. Her cheeks, lips, and nipples were bright pink, the



color | loved. She looked so ripe, so lush and beautiful. | was simply awed by the changes in her.
The stomach bulge had pushed her belly button outward and the blue veins beneath her skin
pulsed full of blood. The miracle of conception. It was mind-blowing. Not your everyday
experience for a vampire.

| leaned down and sucked on her right nipple and felt the warm fluid flow into my
mouth. She moaned, seeming to take great pleasure in this. Nature’s way of encouraging a
mother to feed her newborn child, | supposed. | ran my fingers through the crack between her
buttocks and felt her moan vibrate through her chest. Wetting my fingers in her abundant fluid,
| pressed my little finger against her sphincter muscle and felt her relax to let me in. | found her
clitoris with my thumb and pulled at her nipples with my lips and tongue. Bella squeezed down
on my finger and | pushed it deeper inside her. She moaned. | wanted to make her come again.
My thumb moved at vampire speed, causing her to became paralyzed with pleasure. She
started to spasm and | pushed into her feeling her muscles squeezing around me.

“Come, Bella,” | urged. Her body jerked roughly as her orgasm shook her inside and out,
then | lost control as my body followed suit. | clamped my lips down on her right nipple and
pulled at it. She cried out and | felt her shudder and shake inside.

“Bella, I love you,” | said softly, releasing her nipple for a short second, then resuming on
the other side. She writhed in pleasure.

How could | have known this would be the last time?



12. STARVING

The first bruise appeared six days after we’d gotten home, by which time Bella’s bulge had
ballooned to three-quarters the size of a basketball. My concern was mounting day by day.
What kind of thing could grow at this rate inside my tiny wife? Just a few days ago, Bella had
been round and voluptuous, but now her breasts and hips were shrinking as the belly bulge
grew. Her face was thinning and she was beginning to look like a straw with a pea stuck in it.

| was with her in the bath, washing her body as she relaxed in a tub of scented bubbles,
the latter courtesy of Alice. | had made it my job to settle her into the bath once a day and
gently sponge her down. The hot water and the private time together calmed and soothed us
both.

Despite the truce I'd tried to make with it two days earlier, the bulge was starting to feel
like the enemy. | could see that it was pulling the flesh from Bella’s bones to support its
ridiculous, monstrous growth. I'd been right, of course—the longer the thing grew in Bella, the
more attached to it she became.

It’s not as if we could have forced, or even pressured, her to abort the fetus earlier,
though. Rosalie never strayed far from Bella and any such suggestion brought on a fierce,
growling, volley of threats. If | menaced Rosalie in any way, Emmett appeared instantly by her
side to prevent me from attacking. Though he did it with a half-smile of regret and sympathy,
he protected her faithfully. Rosalie was his mate. He would never allow me to hurt her.

Conflicts between my sister and me drove Bella wild with anxiety. When distressed, she
would begin vomiting, which instantly dissolved my temper (though not Rosalie’s). | was
learning to bite my tongue and swallow my fury for Bella’s sake.

The vomiting hadn’t stopped since we’d been home, but early on, it had been
infrequent and not particularly violent. Bella would rush to the bathroom and spit up into the
toilet a couple of times a day. I'd be at her heels, ready to catch her if she stumbled, and to
support her as she knelt at the porcelain altar.

Carlisle had said that vomiting was to be expected, and at first, | let his words convince
me that it was normal, more or less, despite her discomfort. But it had gotten worse. She kept
nibbling on pretzels and saltine crackers, but they were becoming less effective. By the end of
the week, she couldn’t handle solid food. Anything that wasn’t mostly liquid or boiled into
mush came up right away. She drank eggnog, heavy on the eggs, but she couldn’t live on that
alone, so we used a blender to emulsify soups with noodles and vegetables and to make



protein shakes from yogurt and fruit. That strategy worked for a while before anything with
fiber, no matter how mushy it was, started coming back up.

| felt horribly guilty for having let her use her mouth on me two days before. About an
hour after that, she had begun vomiting violently. Though she tried to deny that my semen had
had anything to do with it, | felt sure it had. Who knows how acidic, or caustic, or even
poisonous it might be to her? Especially in her condition. Emmett used to say that when he was
a human teenager, his “brain lived in his dick.” Sadly, | now knew from firsthand experience
what he’d meant.

But that was just one of the troubling things that had happened. I'd asked Bella again to
consider letting the fetus go, to allow Carlisle to take it out of her. Just saying the words at that
point sent a look of fear and then fierce protectiveness across her face. We were less likely to
convince her to give it up the larger her stomach became, and no doubt the process was getting
more dangerous too. The amount of blood supply to her uterus had to be enormous to keep
the thing growing at such a rate. Trying to detach the parasite from her body would
undoubtedly result in blood loss, perhaps dangerous blood loss. | was now caught between a
rock and a hard place. Even if | could have convinced her to give up the thing, it might kill her to
do so.

It was becoming abundantly clear that not doing so might kill her as well. After I'd
frightened Bella by pleading with her vociferously to abort, sort of half-heartedly implying that
we could do it against her will, she’d called on Rosalie to protect “the baby” from me. Even
now, Rose was just outside the bathroom door, listening for a cry for help from Bella in case |
accosted her. Which | never would do—of course not!!

As soon as Esme learned of Bella’s and my dispute, she—quite out of
character—ordered me to her office.

“Edward, you must leave Bella alone,” she’d said.
“What do you mean?”
“You cannot try to take this baby away from her.”

“But she will die trying to keep this thing alive! She’s not strong enough. Have you seen
how thin she’s becoming? And she’s less than three weeks along! We have to do something
while there’s still time!” | argued and implored, but she stood firm.

“You cannot force Bella to give up her child. It’s unconscionable!”



“But what if it kills her?” I nearly yelled at my loving, gentle mother, who just stared at
me with her unblinking vampire eyes until | had to look away.

Once Carlisle learned of Esme’s stance on the issue, he had backed out of his offer to
remove the fetus against Bella’s will, if necessary. He would not defy Esme’s wishes on the
matter.

“Son, | agree with you,” he’d told me. “It's much too dangerous for Bella to continue on
this course, trying to support a fetus that her body never was meant to carry. If Bella would give
her permission, I'd do the surgery immediately. But Esme feels very strongly that it must be
Bella’s decision—I know, | know, you’re the father—but it seems that in these matters, the
woman rules. | cannot act against Esme’s wishes—losing her baby is what killed her.”

There wasn’t much | could say to that. | understood Carlisle’s point, but | didn’t want to
accept it. Anyone could see that this situation was only going to degenerate further. Would
Bella see reason before it was too late?

“If Bella changes her mind, Edward, | will do everything in my power to remove the fetus
from her body safely. But you must understand that, given how well-protected it is, the
procedure is likely to be dangerous. She might not make it.”

My heart sank at his words and my anxiety rose. | was quickly becoming trapped in a
scenario | couldn’t allow, couldn’t bear!

“But if Bella changes her mind, you still would try?” | verified.
“Yes, Son, | would do my best.”
| nodded once, and abruptly turned and left his office.

And now, here | was, washing my darling’s distorted body, when | saw the outline of the
thing’s heel move across her bulge like a shark’s fin rising above the water line. Bella doubled
over, holding her stomach, a grunt of air escaping from her lungs.

“Bella! You’re hurt!” | cried, frightened by the violence of the kick | had just witnessed.

“No, no, Edward, I'm fine,” Bella gasped, trying to persuade me even as she sat in the
bathtub bent double in shock and pain. Then | saw the blood spreading beneath the surface of
her skin, the red patch that moved outward from the site of the kick and began turning blue. |
knew from bitter experience that the injury would be black within a few hours.

“Oh, Bella, you’re not! It’s hurt you! Look at this bruise you’re going to have!”



Bella looked at her own stomach and rubbed small circles over the hemorrhaged area.
“It’s nothing, Edward, please don’t worry,” Bella tried to soothe me, to calm me.
“l can’t take it, Bella! | can’t watch it hurting you and just do nothing!”

Bella smiled sadly at me and | could read the determination on her face. She wouldn’t
argue with me—she just wouldn’t agree. Passive resistance. It seemed we would follow this
course no matter the cost.

“Bella,” Rosalie called from outside the door, “do you need me?”

I snarled in Rosalie’s direction as Bella replied, “No, Rose, it’s okay.” If Bella had said
yes,” | knew Rosalie would have crashed right through the door and tackled me. My marriage

"

had turned into an uncomfortable threesome.

Every day Bella grew worse. By the eighth day home, her eyes had become hollow as
her body rejected more and more of her food. She felt hungry, but two out of three times she
ate something, it came back up. She kept drinking eggnog, which mostly stayed down, but
otherwise, she could tolerate only broth, powdered white rice, apple sauce, and sometimes
yogurt. We tried other things...bananas, pureed carrots, baby food in jars, soft-serve ice cream.
She gamely tried all of it, though some things, like the pureed vegetables, made her throw up
before she could even get the food in her mouth.

As Bella grew weaker, the bump kept growing. It grew so rapidly that the skin on her
stomach was tearing. | kept rubbing cocoa butter into her belly, having read that it was good for
preventing stretch marks, but she was beyond worrying about stretch marks at this point. Little
red fissures opened in her skin overnight as she slept—the time when the thing seemed to
develop most rapidly. | cradled her in my arms at night and sometimes | cupped my hands
around her belly. The thing was getting so active. It would twist and roll and more and more
often, it would kick or punch her from inside. She often grunted in her sleep and sometimes the
blows woke her up. It became clear to me that she was suppressing any expressions of pain
when she was awake. The sounds she made in her sleep could not lie.

Each day she awoke with more bruises—bruises over bruises over bruises. Her stomach
had become a mottled mountain of purple and black.

“Bella,” | begged, as she sat on the couch and | crouched at her feet on our tenth day
home, “Please, please, please don’t do this. Please stop now. It’s stronger than you. It’'s going to
tear your body apart! For all we know, it could be strong enough now to live outside your body.
Please let us take it out. We can get an incubator, set up a neonatal intensive care unit,



whatever it needs. We'll take care of it, no expenses spared to save it, but you have to get it out
of your body. Please, don’t die. Please, please don’t die...”

| bent my head onto her lap and shook with emotion. Rosalie stood ready to knock me
away if she thought Bella was in danger. It wasn’t me who was a danger to her! Couldn’t she
see that?

Two days later, it was obvious to everybody—except Bella. She had wasted away to skin
and bones, her eyes were hollow and dark, her legs like sticks. She could no longer rise from the
couch without help.

Alice, who in our first week back had been present as a counterbalance to Rosalie’s
psychotic focus on “saving the baby,” had moved away from Bella where she sat on the couch.
At first, Alice had stood near Bella or sat on the floor beside her. Then gradually, she moved
herself across the room, first to a chair at the conference table, and then further across the
room to sit at the bottom of the staircase. After eight days, Alice had moved to the top of the
first-floor staircase, far away from Bella, ceding her influence by default to Rosalie, who now
never left Bella’s side.

Rosalie had taken over caring for my wife, holding the bowl under her mouth when she
vomited, lifting her to go to the bathroom, and preventing anyone else from approaching her. |
no longer had the strength to fight Rosalie.

Periodically, Jasper joined Alice at the top of the stairs before retreating to assist Carlisle
and Emmett with research on Bella’s condition. They were scouring online libraries and
websites all over the world to find any information pertaining to vampire myths and legends.
Carlisle also spent a lot of time on the telephone tracking down old friends and acquaintances,
grilling them for any knowledge they might have of a human who had become pregnant by one
of us.

The best leads were still from Brazil, it seemed. Carlisle had made contact with an old
acquaintance living near the Amazon rainforest where Kaure’s tribe originated. The elder
Ticuna natives had a rich oral history that included stories of the libishoman and human women
who bore their children. As far as Carlisle could determine, all the stories ended in the mother’s
death, either while carrying the child or during its birth. It seemed we would have to travel back
to Brazil to find the old storytellers, since nothing was written down. We couldn’t afford to do
that now, though. Time was running out.

Bella no longer trusted me. She knew how desperate | had become to save her life.
Though | told her that Carlisle would not perform any procedure on her without Esme’s
approval (and Esme did not approve of flouting Bella’s wishes), and she knew that | didn’t have



the expertise to do it myself, she still didn’t trust me not to try something that might hurt the
thing.

Rosalie stood as her guardian with Emmett reluctantly backing her up. | was alone in my
desperation and despair. At times | felt resigned to Bella’s decision and to our mutual
fate—death—and at other times, | found the energy to struggle against it again. | wracked my
brain for ideas or ways to negotiate with her, but she was firm in her resolve. She seemed to
think, delusively, that she would survive this ordeal, that our baby would have a mother and a
father and that we would be a happy family. Where she got that idea | didn’t know. It seemed
painfully obvious, at least to me, that that would never happen. Bella was weakening by the
day, if not the hour.

“Carlisle, what’s happening?” I'd asked in desperation on the tenth day. “Is there
nothing we can do?”

“I’'m afraid that Bella is starving, Son, and the fetus too, for that matter. | don’t
understand why, but her body is rejecting sustenance of any kind. At some point, we’ll need to
start feeding her intravenously. It makes no sense at all, biologically, that a mother would be
capable of conceiving a child and yet not be able to nourish it while it gestates.”

“She’s starving...” | repeated in disbelief, though the fact was blatantly obvious when
you looked at her. Maybe the IV would save her from that horrendous outcome, but so far, she
had refused it. She didn’t like needles and she claimed that some of her food was still staying
down. | would have to take Rosalie aside and convince her that without the IV, the “baby”
would die. With pressure from me and Rosalie, maybe Bella would agree to it.

At day ten, | was still “allowed” to bathe Bella, but Rosalie insisted upon carrying her to
the bathtub herself, then she would sit on the toilet seat until Bella told her it was okay for her
to leave. Rosalie always answered that she would be right outside the door if Bella needed her,
and then she would step into the hallway, leaving the door ajar. She was letting me know in her
transparent way that she was right there to protect Bella from me should | “try anything.”

| wanted to rip Rosalie’s hair from its blonde roots. | wanted to light her on fire. |
wanted to wrench her apart joint by joint. Whenever | growled or otherwise threatened her,
though, Emmett appeared out of nowhere to hold me back. Rosalie took advantage of his
protection to say whatever cruel or spiteful thing that came into her pretty little head. Bella
was my wife and Rosalie should have no voice in the matter! But as long as Bella wanted her,
she was there every moment.



Alice, on the other hand, could no longer be found in the same room as Bella. When |
asked her why she was leaving me to deal with Rosalie alone, she said that the thing was
hurting her. Hurting her?

“Yes. Bella’s body is wrapped around the...fetus...and her future is completely bound up
in its future.”

“Yeah, so?”

“So, the reason | haven’t told you what is going to happen is that the fetus is blocking
my vision. It’s like the wolves, a half-breed—that must be why.”

Consequently, Bella’s future had become cloudy and fuzzy to Alice. Trying to see her
way through the fog gave Alice severe headaches. I'd looked at her mind and she wasn’t
kidding. Whenever she approached Bella, or even entered the room where Bella sat, an
overwhelming pressure began building in her head. My heart sank with dismay. If Alice couldn’t
predict Bella’s future, perhaps she didn’t have one. | tried unsuccessfully to put the thought
aside.

Alice felt almost as badly as | did about how things were going, but she was just as
helpless as | was. And that was not something that Alice was accustomed to. It made her cranky
and difficult, and she was no use to me in halting Bella’s death march.

As | cast about desperately for any possible solution to the nightmare, I'd begun to think
about Jacob Black. Bella no longer trusted what | said about her health or that of the fetus. She
knew that | would do or say anything to try to save her life. But Jacob...she might listen to
Jacob. Maybe he could convince her to change her mind. The problem was that the last | knew
of Jacob, he had run off the night of our wedding and we had no idea where he was. | could
track him, certainly, but | didn’t know how long it would take.

By the twelfth day, | was afraid to leave Bella, anyway. She was so fragile that | didn’t
know how much time | had left with her at the rate she was deteriorating. And still, the little
monster kicked and punched her from the inside, bowing her over in pain. Her entire abdomen
was a single continent of black and blue. Bella stubbornly refused to acknowledge the pain.

“He’s strong,” she would say, “and I’'m just a weak human. He can’t help it. It’s too
crowded in there.”

| dropped my face into her lap to prevent her from seeing my reaction. | wanted to rip
the thing out of her with my bare hands. Bella would stroke my hair, whispering that everything
was going to turn out fine. | couldn’t bear it. | just couldn’t.



Fortunately, on the thirteenth day, Jacob came to kill me.



13.JACOB

| heard his thoughts before | heard the motorcycle zooming up our driveway. He was enraged
enough to storm the vampires’ den and take us all out singlehandedly.

The fiasco of Jacob’s appearance occurred because Charlie called Carlisle after Bella and
| had been honeymooning for almost two weeks to find out when we would be back. Carlisle
told him that we were enjoying our trip and planned to stay two more weeks in Brazil, then
would return before heading off to Dartmouth.

It was right about then that we realized Bella was pregnant, that we raced back to Forks,
and that | discovered my wife had resolved to keep the monstrous fetus. She understood that
she could not see Charlie on our return. There would be no way to explain the expanding bulge.
Even if we let him assume that Bella had been pregnant before the wedding—a conclusion he
jumped to immediately when we announced our engagement and which Bella had vehemently
denied—the fetus’s growth was advanced far beyond what was normal for the two weeks, now
three, since then.

Charlie called again about a week later—still one week before Carlisle told him we
would return—and, excited and not thinking clearly, Bella hollered, “Carlisle, is that my dad?”

Charlie heard her voice through the phone and Carlisle was forced to tell him “the kids”
had returned early from South America and Bella was ill. He would call Charlie back within the
hour after assessing her condition. It was a spur-of-the-moment solution to keep Charlie from
showing up at our door.

After we all powwowed over the crisis, Carlisle called Charlie and told him Bella had
contracted a communicable disease in South America and that after conferring with the Center
for Disease Control, he had agreed to quarantine her at our house. | only bothered listening to
Carlisle’s side of the conversation.

“Our family has already been exposed, Charlie, so there’s no point now in moving Bella
someplace else where she can expose others.”

“No, Edward seems fine, but we don’t know what it is yet, so he may be a carrier too.
I’'m taking blood samples and overnighting them to Atlanta.”

“No, Charlie, don’t come. | can’t be responsible for infecting the Forks’ Chief of Police
with an unknown agent...not after the scares we’ve had in the U.S. with SARS, HIN1, the West
Nile virus, and dengue fever, to name a few. We just have no idea at this point what it might be.



Also, I’'m sure you can appreciate that it’s absolutely illegal for a doctor to allow a known
pathogen to be released into a community when we’ve already identified its existence.”

“No, she doesn’t seem that sick right now, but she is having trouble keeping her food
down, and she has some swelling in her body. She’s experiencing dizziness and fever and chills
as well.”

“She’s sleeping now, but | will have her call you as soon as she feels well enough. Please
try not to worry, Charlie. We'll stay on top of this and do everything that we can. It isn’t
necessarily a serious disease; we just have to be cautious under these circumstances where
someone’s returned from a foreign country. | will keep you informed.”

When Bella found out that Charlie had called again the next day, she insisted on talking
to him.

“But Bella, what will you say? He can’t see you like this and we know it’s only going to
get wor—...more obvious.”

“I don’t know what I'll say, but | have to talk to him. | can’t let him sit at home all alone
and worry about me when I'm right here in town.”

Charlie should have been worried about Bella. We all were. But with her unable to stand
up or walk on her own, and with her condition worsening every day, | didn’t have the heart to
deny her anything. Just getting slightly upset made her turn all shades of green and lose
whatever she might have put in her stomach that day. And if her heart should fail... | handed
her Carlisle’s phone and lifted her legs onto my lap while she called her father.

“Hi Dad,” Bella croaked in what was now her everyday voice, weak and hoarse. | heard
Charlie’s alarmed exclamation in the background at the sound of it. He was instantly agitated.
Bella tried to calm him down.

“No, Dad, | feel fine,” she said, and | rolled my eyes facing away from her so she
wouldn’t see my reaction to her words. Rosalie gave me a nasty look.

“No, | don’t think it’s anything serious. I'm not particularly worried. | just sleep a lot and
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my food doesn’t stay down too wel

“No, so far Edward is fine, though | know my illness is wearing him out. Rosalie’s been
nurse-maiding me a lot too.”

“No, she can’t. Alice doesn’t feel well.” Bella stroked her fingers through my hair, as |
shut my eyes and concentrated on keeping my mouth shut.



“Yeah, everybody else pretty much keeps away from me. There’s no point in exposing
the whole family if we can avoid it.”

“I'love you, Dad,” Bella rasped. “I'll see you soon, | promise.” | squinted my eyes and
clamped my lips shut, knowing that she would not.

Now that Charlie knew we were back, it was only a matter of time before word got
around. As it happened, he called Sue Clearwater, Seth and Leah’s mom, looking for Billy. Of
course, Charlie was full of the distressing news about Bella and shared the information with
Sue. Seth found out from his mother and hastened to tell the Quileute wolf pack that we were
home and that Bella was quarantined under Carlisle’s care.

Contrary to my belief, Jacob wasn’t on the run, but had come back to La Push before
Bella and | returned from Brazil. Thus, almost immediately after Charlie’s phone call to Carlisle,
Jacob knew that we were back and that my family was not allowing anyone to see Bella.
Naturally, he interpreted that to mean that | had changed my wife. Under a thin guise of my
breaking our treaty with the Quileute, Jacob was coming to kill me.

It was the thirteenth day of the crisis and our whole family—including Alice, headache
notwithstanding—had joined Bella in the living room. Emmett, Jasper, and Carlisle had put
their frenetic research into Bella’s condition on hold because it was becoming apparent that
very soon research would not matter.

Bella must have realized she was approaching the top step of the gallows, for everyone
had gathered spontaneously to await the final scene, each saying goodbye in his or her own
way. Emmett cracked half-hearted jokes about making babies that moved no one to laugh.
Alice spoke quietly to Bella about wardrobe ideas for the new little one, while Jasper stood
beside her, silent and stoic, remembering his human days when childbirth was often fatal.
Carlisle hovered anxiously at the back of the group, wracking his brain for some kind of
solution, while Esme told Bella gentle stories about her short time as the mother of a newborn.

Bella’