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7. PREMEDITATING 
 

Bella and I 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, I 

was waitingBella kept forgetting they were there and tried to start a game of 

“keep-away,” as in, I had to keep her hands away from the waistband of my trousers. After 

our successful experience of the previous night, I was happy to parry Bella’s advances. I 

had plans for a few advances of my own after our visitors were gone. 

I explained to Gustavo in Portuguese that my bride and I 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 I 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?” I asked, amused. 

“Nope. Healthy as a horse,” she declared. “Did you want to go survey the 

demolition zone now?” 

I 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, I didn’t entirely regret what had happened, though. The 

experience had opened up new possibilities for me and my human wife which I 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 I had gripped it 

along the top. I was sure Esme would forgive me and, of course, I would replace the 

bedframe. We’d talked about Bella’s request for a “real” honeymoon, so presumably she 

was somewhat prepared for destruction. 



Breaking Dawn: Edward  82 

P.A. Lassiter  Twilight: The Missing Pieces 

Come to think of it, I wonder whether Carlisle and Esme had been worried about 

Bella’s welfare. I 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 I 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 I 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. I would ask him one day. At the moment, I couldn’t 

think about the possibility that he might have spoken about Bella and me to Tanya, the 

coven leader. The way she’d behaved at our weddingwrapping herself around me in the 

receiving line and implying that we’d been intimate in front of Bellamade me wonder if 

she’d not gotten over my rejection of her altogether. I would be deeply regretful if Carlisle 

accidentally added salt to her wounds. All I needed was another Rosalie in my family. 

I suppose if it weren’t for the Denali ladies’ practice of seducing human men, I 

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 I had no idea if my being a man 

made Bella’s risk level better or worse. 

Thinking about it, I 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, I wouldn’t have believed it, though, and if I had known 

how badly I would injure Bella the first night, I 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 I would, so he must 

have agreed that a body covered in bruises was an acceptable trade for giving Bella the 

honeymoon she wantedhis wedding gift to her. I wondered whether I 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 I set an embarrassed and blushing Bella 
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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 I am, or close enough. They have 

their own legends here. The Libishomen—a blood-drinking demon who preys exclusively 

on beautiful women.” I 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. I 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 I 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. I suppose that spending all night and much of 

the day in bed was acceptable honeymoon behavior—expected even.  

When I suggested she might want lunch before going back to bed, I saw the 

vacillation in Bella’s eyes. Despite her eagerness to make love, she couldn’t deny her 

hunger. With a smile, I 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 I was 

trying to be diligent in that husbandly duty. 

Marriage seemed to agree with Bella, for I 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 I would look into when we got back to the States. 

It seemed possible now that I 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, I 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?” I asked with a smile. 
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“Well, there’s an awful lot of headboard left—” 

I 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 I 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 I thought that was a 

delightful idea. I suspected we’d be doing less hiking, climbing, and swimming this week 

than we had the week before. I just had to remember to feed the human and let her sleep 

once in a while. 

No rending of garments this time. Sadly, I wouldn’t see Bella in the black lace 

again. I laid my wife on her back and untied her short, satin dressing gown, pulling the 

cloth aside to gaze at her. Gorgeous. As I laid myself down beside her, I 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. I 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 I 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 I 

intercepted her hand and held it in mine. I had something else in mind first.  

“I want—” Bella started before I interrupted her words with another kiss. She 

reached for my waistband with her free hand and I pinned it to the mattress with mine. She 

began to protest, but stopped when I skimmed my lips across her jaw and down her throat. 

Her heart pounded out a jungle rhythm that I felt as her blood pulsed through her veins. I 

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 I was beyond caring about that. 

On our wedding night, I had been thrilled and honored to touch my love in her most 

private places, but I had not seen her there—and I wanted to. When she raised her knees on 

either side of me, opening herself, I accepted the invitation.  

I 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. I 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. I touched her there with my 

tongue and she cried out. 

“You are so beautiful, my love,” I 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 I 
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could wait—there was something I wanted to try. I stroked her labia upward with my 

thumb until I felt that special place I’d known by touch a week beforeher clitoris. It was 

partially hidden, so I gently unveiled it with my fingers. Bright red, absolutely engorged 

with blood. Mmm…I reached out with my tongue and licked.  

Bella cried out in a high-pitched note. That sound! I had to hear it again! This time 

I 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. I remembered the finger motion she had 

used to touch herself and I 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. I 

shuddered in pleasure. 

Her excitement rose to a fever pitch, her knees splaying outward, everything that 

she was open to me. I craved feeling the inside of her again. As I continued moving my 

tongue, taking cues from the sounds she made and the finger motions she traced in my hair, 

I pressed my middle finger against her opening and her blood-swollen tissues welcomed 

me inside. I felt a sucking sensation on my finger as I 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 I obliged her with 

concentration now, feeling her need to let go. My index finger joined my third finger and I 

felt no constriction. I 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 I could 

tell by her pulling slightly away from my tongue. I lightened my touch and slowed my 

speed. Suddenly, she issued another high-pitched wail and I 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 I felt at that moment! 

I 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. I bounced my fingers 

forward and felt her heart stutter.  

“I 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 colorpost-orgasm pink. She 

smiled and her eyelids dropped shut again. Basking, I thought. 

I brought my lips to hers and kissed her lightly, as I pulled my fingers away. Her 

vagina made a very soft kissing sound in goodbye.  

I lifted myself onto Bella while she relaxed and kissed the hollow beneath her left 

ear. I 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. I aligned my center with hers and began pressing against her 
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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 I allowed it. It took her no time to conquer the one button and zipper 

and to ease the waistband over my hips.  

“Edward, I need you,” Bella whispered against my mouth. I opened my eyes and 

saw the intensity of that need. 

“I’m here, my darling,” I replied, helping her remove my extraneous garment. 

She reached between my legs then, and stroked me with her palm. Ahh… I 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. 

I pushed into her slowly, groaning a bass note at the stupefying pleasure of her heat 

and moisture. This time, she felt slightly tight inside. I pulled back and pushed forward 

again, gently, and she opened more to me. I 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 I moved with more 

focus, more urgency.  

At some point, I realized I was losing my head and I rolled us over, bringing her on 

top of me. I 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. I 

licked the tear from her cheek and reached for her lips. She kissed me gently, sweetly. I felt 

a rush of love and tenderness for this woman, my wife, and then another kind of 

rush…desire...strong desire. 

I 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 I thought she 

would separate from me, she pressed downall the way downuntil her buttocks touched 

the tops of my legs. 

Oh, my gawd… I wasn’t sure whether the words were audible, but Bella increased 

her intensity, raising, teasing, lowering. I 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, I reasoned, they cannot hurt Bella. It had worked before. When she next 
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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. I wanted to speed up the 

motion; I wanted to thrust into her as deeply as I could; I wanted to grab her buttocks and 

pull her down on me hard. It was almost painful, the slow build, but I 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. I felt small tremors inside her and on each of her downward strokes felt a 

powerful clenching. It was…so good…so good. I 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 I pushed to the back of her, 

she cried out and the wave began …the gripping, the squeezing, the milking. I lay in 

suspended animation as relentless pressure built deep in my loins. Bella held her breath, 

then stopped moving. 

“Ahhh…” I 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, I 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 headboardor 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, I let her embrace my body 

in sleep before I decided I should get up and take care of some business. 

But first, I had to extract myself from beneath my wife. I 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. 

I 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. I massaged her feet and legs to 
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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. 

“I do like it, actually. But it seems a little hard on your legs.” I chuckled. 

Bella sat up and I hurried to help her to her feet. She swayed, so I 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. I didn’t want to 

let go of her. She seemed almost to be sleep-walking. 

I waited outside the door and when she opened it again, I walked her back to the 

bedroom and sat her on the bed. She lay down and I sat beside her. 

“Kiss me,” she said, reaching for me. I leaned over and touched my lips to hers and 

then she promptly fell asleep again. I stayed with her for a while before leaving the room to 

make some phone calls. 

I had been caught completely off guard by Bella’s announcement that she wanted to 

go to Dartmouth after all. I smiled, remembering how I had tried everything I could think 

of to convince her to remain human for a year or two longer. I 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. I knew I 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. I chuckled as I considered what a long road we had 

taken to get to that point. How different everything might have been if I had let Bella 

seduce me when she first tried! If she had survived, that is. 

I 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. I 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 I frolicked in the sun on a private 

island. Money was certainly a useful commodity. 

When I finished organizing some of the details of our move to the east coast, I went 

back to check on Bella and found that she was sweating profusely. I 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,” I 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 I leaned over to kiss her. 

“Only for you,” I replied. Bella’s stomach grumbled. “Are you hungry?” 

“Starved.” 
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“Gustavo brought us some fresh fish. Shall I cook it for you?” 

“I’d rather have some eggs, I think.” 

While I played chef, Bella headed to the bathroom to take a shower and came back 

to the kitchen combing her wet hair. 

“I slept the whole day, I guess,” she commented as I 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 I 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?” I 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 I 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 I stepped out of my canvas shorts, it occurred to me how little hesitation Bella 

had shownnone at all, reallyto 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 meshe had 

never feared me either. She’d been recklessly trusting of me since the beginning.  

I stood by the bed, nude, with Bella sitting on her heels in front of me. The image 

was inevitable, I suppose, almost a cliché. Though I hated the idea of being a cliché in the 

bedroom, I 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. I smiled ruefully to realize I had 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. I 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? I suddenly wondered. It was bad enough to know that 

Alice had foreseen Bella’s need for seductive French lingeriethe nighttime garb that had 

tortured me all week. I 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 
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lips, kissing and caressing my marble skin. I 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 I minded. Not at all.  

How incredible it was to feel someone elsean alluring, seductive, someone else, 

whom I lovedtouch me all over with her two hands. Bella had always loved touching my 

skin before we were married and as time went on and I 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. I 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? I shuddered in delight. 

Bella explored me thoroughly, like a sculptor memorizing a model’s form. Perhaps 

she had never seen a naked man 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, I suppose. 

She tried touching me in different ways, with her fingertips, with her whole 

hand…and with her lips. I 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 I was glad I’d frozen into a statue, because I don’t know how I 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 

feelingisolated and intenseunlike anything I had ever experienced. In terms of 

self-controlthe control necessary to keep Bella safereceiving pleasure was so much 

more difficult than giving it. I wanted to press into her mouth, back out, and press in again, 

fast and hard. The desire was fierce, but safety required that I remain frozen and so I 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, I wished to be closer to my love, to kiss and 

explore her while she explored me. I didn’t know how to tell her, though. I couldn’t 

breathe, much less speak, and of course, I didn’t want her to stop either. I 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. 
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With great, great effort, before Bella could stroke me beyond the point of no return, 

I gently pressed her shoulders back. When she released me and looked up, I lifted her from 

her knees and laid her on the bed, then lay down beside her. 

“Did I do something wrong?” Bella worried. 

“Oh no, my darling, not at all,” I murmured. “I just wanted to be closer to you 

before…”  

I 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, I 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, I sought to dip into the honey 

pot, to be swallowed and immersed.  

“I need to be inside you,” I rasped in Bella’s ear.  

She kissed my neck and raised her hips.  

“Ahh!” I gasped as she settled onto me and I slid slowly, inexorably, into her. 

Halfway down, she paused and pulled back. I grabbed at her buttocks to prevent her lifting 

away, but she was already lowering herself again, this time all…the…way…down...  

“Ahh!” I cried, overcome.  

She reached to touch herself, which stopped her motion, and in desperation, I 

seized her hips and lifted and lowered her swiftly, once, twice, again. Too 

swiftly—recklessly—I suddenly realized. I was too far gone. My hands had become 

dangerous. Instantly, I flipped us and hovered with my weight on my hands to keep them 

from grabbing. Still, I ached to push, to pull, to plunge into her and it was all I 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….” I 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, I 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. I stroked her cheek and touched my lips to hers 

tenderly. I was learning. 

“My beloved.” 


