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Wide Awake

Chapter 1. Gingerbread Zombies

W II)[ \\":\l\[.

| hated this room with a deep-seated fiery passion of a million hells. | didn’t mean to be
melodramatic, really. But it was a fact. In the brighter daylight hours, it could be nearly
bearable. But here, near midnight, it was anything but. Dark, desolate, suffocating, with hidden
corners and crevices. | could feel the familiar fear and panic creeping up my chest just opening
the door. | couldn’t even get an ounce of comfort from the full moon tonight, blocked by the
clouds so common here and even more so by the Cullens’ freakishly large mansion towering
outside my window. Aunt Esme and Alice had worked so hard to decorate this room for me. |
almost felt a swelling of guilt when | reached in just far enough to snatch my school bag from
the floor beside the door. Then | bolted away from the room towards the kitchen.

This was where | had been spending my nights since | moved up here to Forks, Washington a
week ago. The kitchen was warm and open. Always bright, and full of good memories. Nothing
awful has ever happened to me in a kitchen. I’d been doing all the cooking since | arrived. Esme
was slightly peeved at first, surrendering her kitchen duties to a 17 year old girl, but she
eventually gave in, seeing how much | enjoyed the tasks. And it was such a rarity to witness me
enjoying anything.

So I'd made a careful routine of spending my nights in here: baking, cooking, and doing
homework... anything but sleeping in that wretched, dark bedroom. Everyone in Phoenix called
it insomnia. I've already had the lectures from physicians and professionals, all specifically
trained and formally educated to keep my “well being” their “top priority.” I've had the
sleeping pills and courses of medication meant to keep me knocked out for the customary eight
hours per night. Of course, they’d never really understood. It was not so much that

| can’t sleep, but | won’t. | caught my sleep in 10 minute bouts during the day, though even



then | would try to fend it off. It was difficult to do, and | spent my days in a cloudy lethargic
haze, but it was better than having the dreams. Dreams full of hitting and scratching, screaming
and hiding, bruises and tears, and monsters that hide in my closet, biding their time. And those
were among the more pleasant ones. The ones of my mom, Renee, were the worst by far. Her
cold, limp body slung over the couch in a pool of her own blood. And her eyes...

| snapped out of that line of thinking and began immersing myself in my English paper while
waiting for my cookies to bake. It was a new recipe. I'd been baking a new cookie every night
for the last week. I’d adopted it as my new habit. When | lived in the group home in Phoenix, |
could cook up a lot of things during the night and the boys would always eat it up long before it
had the chance to spoil. But Alice and Esme’s appetites couldn’t accommodate my particular
level of nighttime boredom. So | settled for cookies. They always enjoyed my creative recipes
and names.

Thankfully, they haven’t questioned my weird late night mannerisms. They were only too happy
that | finally gave in and moved here with them. They would not chance pushing me away with
guestions that they knew | had absolutely no desire to answer. Esme begged me to come here a
year ago, when Renee died, but | said “no.” | had wanted to spare them my dark mood and
reclusive behavior, | hated to burden them. Yet here I am, | thought bitterly.

| let them think they had a kind of victory in my decision to move here from the group home in
Phoenix, but really, | just couldn’t stay there anymore. There were too many people. Too many
males crammed against me in such a small space. | was in a near-constant state of panic, and it
was exhausting, which isn’t exactly beneficial to someone who’s trying to stay awake. | didn’t
like boys, and | despised men. They terrified me after Phil. It’s irrational, | know. Not all of them
are out to get me. Even if | wanted to take the chance, my mind and body had an automatic
reaction that | simply couldn’t stop. My old psychologist mentioned something about defense
mechanisms and anxiety attacks or what not. | didn’t care what they called it, | hated it. Never
being able to get close to anyone of the opposite sex without hyperventilating was a major
inconvenience in a co-ed group home. Suddenly, the prospect of living with two women was
too appealing. Maybe they did have some kind of victory after all.

But Forks was better. Small and quaint. | wouldn’t say | was happy here, because I'd never be
happy, no matter the place or company | kept. | had seen too much. But it was a few steps

closer to happiness than Phoenix was, so | couldn’t regret my decision.

DING



| jumped up, dropping my pencil, startled from the loud sound of the timer signaling that the
cookies were done baking.

Get a Grip Bella, Jeez.

| waited for them to cool before | began decorating the little man-shaped cookies.

Once the men had their costumes complete, | produced three Ziplock bags and used my marker
to write the name of the cookie on each white rectangle label. Gingerbread Zombies. It seemed
all too fitting to the fact that | was, in fact, in a zombie state for most of the day today, as |
would be tomorrow, as | have been for months.

Five hours, four cups of coffee, and two English papers later, | had breakfast made and was
already dressed for school, donning my usual black hoodie and jeans, and wearing my long
brown hair down. Esme had already rushed out for work, Gingerbread Zombies in hand,
sending a wry smile when she saw my newest creations. Alice arrived to breakfast perfectly
awake, as usual, and bounced in bright, shiny and bushytailed. She positively radiated
refreshed, positive attitude. It made me want to vomit.

Her usual attitude was bubbly and excited. My cousin Alice was slightly shorter than me, with
short, spiky black hair. We were born within a month of each other and our mothers were
sisters. Still, gene pool aside, we were polar opposites. She was popular at Forks High School
and could make friends with anyone. | naturally shied away from everybody. She kept up to
date on all the latest fashion trends. | went out of my way to wear nothing attention grabbing.
She was excited and graceful. | was introverted and clumsy.

See where I’'m going with this?

“Goood Morning! Mmm, Bacon and eggs! Are those Waffles? With Blueberries?!” she chirped
and slid into one of the stools. Her little legs were swinging from the stool back and forth like a
seventeen year old toddler. “So help me God, Bella, I’'m going to gain so much weight while
you’re here. Is there syrup? Maybe | should pass on that anyways...”

| just rolled my eyes at her and stuffed some eggs into my mouth. | loved Alice like a sister, but
there was no getting a word in edgewise with her in the morning. When she looked up from her
plate she stopped mid-sentence. Then she got that look that | instantly recognized as
“Concerned Alice Face.”



Here we go...

“Good grief Bella! You look terrible! Didn’t you get any sleep at all last night?”

| cringed. I look terrible... Jeez, thanks, Alice for the self image boost. | simply gave a non
committal shrug like | always did when she asked me that question, and kept eating.

With a deep sigh and a disapproving shake of her little head, she let the matter drop.

Alice was like this often when it came to me—concerned but cautious. She was always trying to
get me to open up to her. She wanted to understand. | knew she only meddled like this because
she cared, but | stayed quiet about my problems. | couldn’t explain it to her right, and she’d just

get even more worried if | tried.

Where the fuck did I put that lighter?! | spun around in the middle of my bedroom for the third
time, raking my fingers through my hair utterly frustrated. | had just woken up after a whopping
twenty minutes of sleep—from a particularly fucked up dream—and | really needed a fucking
cigarette.

Leave it to me to have a full pack and nothing to light one with. I really need to clean this shit
hole and get organized. Think, Edward! Fuck! Last time | had it... Oh, right! | flung open the door
to my balcony and immediately spotted it lying on the railing. There you are, | smirked.

| lit the cigarette and performed a reverent pull. Ahh, much better. | never smoked inside my
room. Because that shit clings and stinks. Carlisle was having a moment of precognition when
he gave me the room with the balcony. Daddy C. sure knows how to put up his orphans. He
adopted me four years ago, from a rather unseemly “foster situation.” Dr. Carlisle Cullen was a
fundamentally good man and upstanding citizen of the Greater Forks Community. We didn’t
usually butt heads much, but then again, the good doctor was rarely home enough to do

so. Fine by me. He kept me clothed and fed and rarely asked questions.

| supposed to most seventeen year olds, it would be the ideal living situation. | was probably as
close to happy as | was ever going to get. Emmett lived with us too. Another one of Carlisle’s
acquisitions. Emmett was a year older than me and was here first. He loved throwing that up to



me. As if | cared. He was the fucking golden boy of Forks, and a constant kiss ass. When the
elders weren’t about, he was also crude as hell. We didn’t get along. At all. After a year of
constant fighting and bitching from Carlisle, we made an unspoken agreement to stay out of
each other’s hair. He’ll be gone in a year anyways.

| looked out over the balcony from our rather ambiguously large house to the dark back yard
and took another pull from my cigarette. Fucking nighttime. | loathed this time of day. Much
like a bad piece of Russian literature, it was long as fuck—and boring as hell. | had my hobbies,
and sure, | could spend nine hours sketching and listening to music. But if | was being honest
with myself—and | very rarely am—there was only one thing | wanted to do in this world more
than anything.

Sleep.

The last time | had a good, entire night’s sleep, was so many years ago—I don’t even remember
what it was like. Carlisle was worried at first, probably still is, but there’s nothing he can do. It
was like this every single night. Barely any sleep at all, if | even made an attempt to do so. It was
the dreames... always with the fucking dreames. It literally wasn’t even worth it to try to sleep
anymore.

| threw my spent cigarette over the edge of the balcony just as the rain drops started to fall in
typical Forks fashion. Once back inside the warmth of my spacious, albeit cluttered bedroom, |
plopped down on my bed and resumed my sketch from earlier in the evening. It kept me awake
almost as well as Daddy C’s secret stash of amphetamines, which was in serious threat of total
depletion | might add. I’d always limited my drugs to uppers for obvious reasons. Occasionally
I’d go get drunk with my friend Jasper—but not often.

Jasper Hale and | have been friends since the first day of freshman year, and | told Mr.
Johnson—our horribly undereducated History teacher—to “go fuck himself.”

Jazz loved that shit. He was the only friend | ever had, or needed here in Forks. We often had a
rather silent relationship. We could always read each other through looks and body language.
It’s not a bromance or anything, it was just how we were. But even though Jazz always had my
back, and was always there to listen to all my fucked up problems, | couldn’t help feeling alone.
He tried to understand, but how could he? When he asked why | was always tired, | told him
the truth. I'd rather walk around like a fucking zombie than experience the dreams that
haunted me.

Of course, he thought | was crazy.



So | never brought it up again.

| finished my sketch and signed my name and date in the bottom right corner, shutting the
book with a sigh. What to do now?

I drummed my fingers on the hard leather bound cover of the book. Schoolwork.

| suppressed a groan.

| had been out of school for the past week due to a minor disciplinary infraction. Suspended five
days for smoking on campus. Wow, what a punishment, five days of freedom—boredom is
more like it. | always got good grades in school. Especially here, where | could probably teach
most of the AP classes, even half awake. | mean, | did have nine free hours a night to study and
work.

With that thought, | began a rather lengthy Trig worksheet. Sleep deprivation makes every task
more difficult. Most people would not realize how important it is to your health, both mental
and physical. No one knew it better than me. Before the incident eight years ago, | had never
realized how much | took a good night’s rest for granted. My mother would always hum me to
sleep after tucking me in. Of course that was before she hated me. Before she sent me away
and left me in the hands of underpaid social workers and poorly run institutions.

She couldn’t even look at me after what happened—couldn’t even bear to be in the same room
as me. She never even fucking said goodbye. | wish | could say | blamed her, but | really can’t.

| took away the one person she loved more than anything.
More than me, obviously.

Even now, eight years later, | could see the flames clearly in my mind. | could feel the heat and
smell the smoke. And if | slept deeply enough, | could watch perfectly as my father lay burning
on the floor, screaming for help that would never come. | began shaking my head, unwilling to
take that train of thought any further.

Once the sun was beginning to show signs of rising, | closed my textbook and started getting
ready for my grand re-appearance at Forks High.

| never really put much thought into what | wore, usually a simple t-shirt and jeans, my favorite
black leather jacket, and scuffed boots. | probably looked much less well-to-do than | actually
was, but | could hardly find it in me to give a fuck. The only real reason | even went to school
anyways was to hang with Jazz and have something to occupy my time. Well, that and the fact
that if my GPA dropped below a 3.5 Daddy C. took my Volvo away. All things considered, the



good doctor knew how to bribe effectively.

Once | managed to dodge any and all contact with Emmett, | made my way out to said coveted
vehicle and lightly trailed a finger up the hood to the driver’s door. Oh so pretty. | took note
that Brandon, my next door neighbor, had already left for school, as her yellow Porsche was
absent from the driveway. Of course she’s already left. She was all too willing to be up this
early. | got in my Volvo and started towards Jasper’s house to pick him up.

He was waiting at the curb of his modest middle class home and jumped in before | even had
the chance to pull into his driveway.

“It’s about fucking time, man. Rose has been up my ass all morning about this party you're
throwing tonight,” he said while buckling his seat belt.

| scoffed “The party I’'m throwing? | never wanted to have the damn thing in the first place. |
would have put up more of a fight if Emmett hadn’t threatened to tell Carlisle about my
suspension.” | lazily laid my head back on the seat and started the drive towards school. “You
coming?” | asked, lolling my head in his direction.

He snorted. “Yeah, sure. I'm going to a party with a bunch of fucking drunken obnoxious seniors
with a combined I.Q. of my mom’s credit score.”

| chuckled. “Now, now Jazz, you're insulting your future wife, you know. You're not going to bag
Brandon by insulting her intelligence.”

“Alice is going to be there?” he asked, sounding curiously disappointed.
| nodded and raised an eyebrow at him.

“Well, fuck! | already told my mom I’d stay home this weekend and help her with lesson plans.”
He frowned and slumped down into his seat defeated. | rolled my eyes.

Jasper had been secretly carrying the torch for my neighbor ever since I've known him. | was
starting to wonder if he’d ever get the balls to talk to her. How fucking hard can it be? Every
time | see him staring at her across the cafeteria or in the halls, | had to physically resist the
urge to call her over and get it over with. Hey Brandon, this is my friend Jasper. Could you do me
a favor and fuck him senseless so he’ll stop pining over you like a lost puppy dog? | suppressed a
chuckle at the thought.



When we pulled up to school, | made it a point to park next to Brandon’s Porsche. It was the
least | could do for the sorry bastard. She was still in her car, arms flailing about, talking
animatedly to someone in the passenger seat.

“Oh Shit!” Jasper shot up in his seat and turned to me with a smirk. “You missed all the
excitement over the new girl didn’t you?”

“New girl?” | asked in a bored tone and closed my eyes. People around here always went ape
shit over fresh meat. | could care less.

Jasper rolled his eyes at my obvious indifference. “No way, man. You're going to get a kick out
of this. New Girl is Alice’s crazy cousin. She moved in with her a week ago.”

| frowned. | had a new neighbor and didn’t even notice. No. | had a new crazy neighbor, and |
didn’t even notice. Suddenly, | was interested. It’s not exactly comforting to be living in such
close proximity to someone who’s crazy. | waved my hand for him to continue and opened my
eyes to look at him. Pleased by my reaction, Jasper settled back down and continued.

“Wednesday, Newton tried to work his ‘charm’ on her in Bio, and she completely fucking
freaked out. Had some kind of weird, random emotional breakdown or some shit. She started
crying and shaking then ran out of class. It was quite the event. Usually, I'd figure Mike just
finally got a normal reaction from his usual ‘ass grab technique,” but when Crowley tried to help
her up yesterday after she tripped, she did the same thing,” he finished with a shrug.

Just then, Brandon and her passenger exited her car, and began walking towards the building. |
couldn’t see the passenger’s face because it was hidden behind long brown hair peeking out
from under her black hoodie. | assumed this was Crazy Cousin, or New Girl. She seemed to drag
her feet lazily while she was walking towards the school.

| was about to question Jasper further on New Girl’s obvious mental instability, but his

attention was entirely fixated on Brandon’s retreating rear. | sighed and got out of the car to
make my way to class.

WIDE AWAKE



Alice just wouldn’t shut up about this party tonight. We were in her rather ostentatious
screaming yellow Porsche, waiting for the bell to ring to go to class.

“It’s going to be so much fun, Bella! Emmett’s parties are landmark events! You have to come—
everybody’s going to be there

'II

she squealed at me.

That was the exact reason | didn’t want to go. The thought of being in a house filled to the brim
with drunk guys made me shudder.

“Alice,” | pleaded quietly. “Please don’t make me go to this thing. I'm really uncomfortable
about the whole idea.” | didn’t want to tell her the real reason why | didn’t want to go, it would
make her suspicious, and the rumors flying around school were already drawing her attention
to my behavior.

It was silent for a moment, and | thought for sure | had finally won this argument, but when |
looked up at her, | knew | had lost. She was giving me the classic “Alice pout.” No one could
deny that look even if they wanted to. And honestly, | wanted to show her that | could try to be
normal for an hour or two, hoping maybe it would suppress her worries about me for a while.

“Ugh! Fine! I'll go in with you and chat with Rose for a few minutes, then I’'m going back home!”
| said, annoyed.

She squealed and started bouncing in her seat. “You'll see, Bella—you’ll have fun!” | rolled my
eyes and opened the car door just as the bell rang. | had a mantra | had to repeat to myself at
times like this, walking across the quad and feeling the eyes of every soul on my head. Hood up,
head down. | was feeling more tired by the second. The day hours always amplified my
drowsiness.

| heard snickers and whispers as | passed the groups of people. | didn’t make out what they
were saying because | was intently tuning them out. | was focused on returning to the numb
state | used to get through the school days. | had three episodes so far with guys touching me,
and | assumed | was probably the laughing stock of the entire school by now.

As if reading my mind, Alice leaned up into my ear. “I promise | won’t let anyone bother you,”
she whispered and patted my arm.



But | didn’t say anything back. | just continued walking with my head down, and my feet
dragged against the wave of exhaustion that was rising in me.

By the time lunch came, | realized | was being avoided like the plague by the entire student
body. This fact made me so relieved, | almost smiled. Almost. It made everything so much
easier, being avoided. They all still did the snicker-whisper thing, but that | could definitely
handle.

| never ate school food, so | produced my bag of Gingerbread Zombies and took my seat at the
end of the table next to Alice and across from Rosalie, Alice’s best friend and Emmett’s
girlfriend. Emmett and Rose were both seniors, but the two of them and Alice were nearly
inseparable. | was told that the three of them were the most popular in school, and | could
easily understand why. Rose, with her beauty, Alice, with her unbridled enthusiasm and
friendliness, and of course, Emmett, the big quarterback whom everyone was dying to

impress.

Emmett and | hadn’t really talked much—mostly because he scares the hell out of me, but Rose
and | are becoming something akin to friends.

| said a quick “hello” and dug into my bag for the book that | had just checked out from the
library. | didn’t have my old collection anymore, so | always had to settle. But even though the
books were usually bad, they still kept my attention focused and away from the crowded

room.

They knew better than to attempt to include me in their conversation—which seemed to center
around tonight’s party—so | just munched on my cookies and started reading with my head
down. This is what | did every day: try to be invisible.

The sound of the bell brought my attention back to the cafeteria, so | quickly put my book away
and headed for Biology. | liked this class because | had the lab table all to myself and could
sometimes even catch a few minutes of sleep. Mr. Banner never said anything because he knew
| had already taken this course in Phoenix.

| kept my head down all the way to the classroom, walking slightly slower than usual. My
exhaustion was quickly overwhelming me, making my eyelids droop and my footsteps falter
despite my efforts to stay coherent. The only thing keeping me awake at that moment was the
freezing cold rain soaking through my hood and hair. Wake up! Wake up! Wake up! | chided
myself mentally, rubbing my eyes furiously with my fist in an attempt to delay the inevitable.

Once | was in my seat in the warmth of the Biology classroom, | knew | had to catch at least ten



or twenty minutes of rest. | knew | was pushing it when | stayed awake in English, but | had
papers to turn in. It was better for me to sleep here, at school, where bells were constantly
blaring at regularly timed intervals. | knew | could never get to sleep deep enough to dream. |
crossed my arms on the lab table and laid my forehead down on them. Listening to the
footsteps around me as people made their way to their seats, and staring into the darkness
created by the veil of my arms and hair, | slowly let my eyes flutter closed and welcomed the
sweet release of unconsciousness.

Crazy New Cousin Girl was passed out at my lab table when | arrived to Bio. So, now I’'m sitting
here staring daggers at her soaked, black hood in unmasked disdain. Must be nice... | thought
bitterly, as | started my—no, our—lab assignment. | should wake her up like the prick | most
definitely am. | should rip that hood right off her head and start shaking her. | should have told
Mr. Banner that | wasn’t okay with it when he asked me—but | didn’t. It almost felt like
sacrilege to disturb something as peaceful and unattainable to me as sleep.

So | swallowed my annoyance and envy, did the fucking assignment, and hoped she enjoyed her
free A on the assignment. Once | was done, | immediately regretted going so fast. | had
absolutely nothing to keep my attention away from the fact | could barely keep my eyes open. |
started doing what | always did in these situations: eyes drooping, head dropping, and then
snapping back up. | did that five times before | ran a hand over my face nice and hard and shot
a look at the sleeping figure to my left. Fucking Bitch. | could hear her breathing deeply in the
silence of the classroom, and she was emitting the softest snoring sound, | was sure | was the
only one that could hear it.

It was quiet, deep, and repetitive, like a lullaby. And it was making me even more tired than |
already was. There was still thirty minutes of class left. Shaking my head furiously, | decided |
couldn’t take any more temptation. | raised my hand and cleared my throat to get Mr. Banner’s
attention when he didn’t look up from his desk.

“Yes, Mr. Cullen?” Mr. Banner asked in a knowing tone. | frequently requested early dismissal
from classes at times like these. Mr. Banner was one of my easier subjects when it came to such
privileges.



“Excuse me, Mr. Banner, but could | please be excused early today?” | asked as politely as |
could in my highly aggravated state. | hoped he missed how my words were slightly slurred.
When he got a defiant look on his face, | added “After all, | am working for two this afternoon.”
| nodded my head in Crazy Sleeping Bitch New Girl Cousin’s direction and smirked.

Mr. Banner let out a long sigh and nodded his head. He allowed her rude behavior, for reasons
unknown to me, so he couldn’t chance getting in trouble with the faculty. With a triumphant
smile, | gathered my things. Just as | was about to get up from my seat, | heard a quiet whimper
from the seat next to me. | looked over and noticed she was shaking lightly in her sleep. | stared
at her trembling form for a moment, and considered waking her from what was most likely a
nightmare, but decided against it. That’s what you get. | inwardly smiled.

With that final thought | rose from my seat and quickly exited the room, shutting the door
behind me. | paid no attention to the loud, strangled screams coming from the science building
behind me as | made my way to my Volvo.
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“I'll be home Sunday evening. I’'m trusting the two of you to not kill each other in my absence.”
Carlisle said distractedly as spun around the living room for the second time, patting at his
pockets, trying to locate his keys. Sometimes I'd swear we shared DNA.

“Aw, come on Carlisle, me and my buddy here?” Emmett threw his big sweaty arms around my
shoulders while | grimaced.

“Sweet Christ, Em. You fucking stink, go take a shower before | have Carlisle lecture you on the
benefits of deodorant,” | snapped as | slapped his arm away from me in disgust. He always
smelled bad when he came home from practice, and | couldn’t wait to remove myself from his
stench. But Carlisle was about to leave for some medical conference on the east coast, so | had
to see him off like the good son | wasn’t.

Carlisle shook his head disapprovingly and let out an exasperated sigh. “Please, Edward. Don’t
use that kind of language,” he chided as he continued his hunt.

| smirked, “Sure thing, Daddy C.”

He hated it when | called him that. Just as the words left my mouth, he spotted his keys on the
couch and retrieved them with a victorious grin. Once he had his suitcase in hand and was



walking past us to the door, he stopped mid stride and turned to Emmett, scrunching his nose
up at him. | perked up a bit at his obvious notice of Emmett’s foulness.

Please give him the deodorant speech. | pleaded with my eyes when Carlisle met my gaze. But
instead he furrowed his brow and frowned at me.

“Edward, when was the last time you slept?” he asked, concern lacing his tone. | had to
suppress a groan.

“I slept last night. | just had a long day.” It wasn’t a lie. He looked skeptical for a moment but
eventually nodded.

“Make it an early night, then. You look exhausted,” he said then went to turn back towards the
door, but stopped and added, “Emmett, deodorant. That's all I'm saying.” | chuckled darkly
while he exited the house, and made my way upstairs to my room to prepare for the long night
ahead of me.



Chapter 2. Bloody Newtons
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WIDE AWAKE

It was the same nightmare | had last week, the one where | hid in the closet. He always found
me, no matter how quiet | was being.

| awoke with a start, falling out of my seat and onto a hard, cold floor. | heard the most God
awful scream, and instinctively covered my ears to shield myself from the high pitched shriek. It
took me a moment to realize the scream was coming from me, and | instantly closed my mouth
with a snap. | realized then, to my mortification, that | was still in Biology.

When | looked around the classroom, everyone was staring at me lying on the floor in varying
degrees shock. The only sound in the room was my panting. | sat there shaking and silent for a
moment, save for my labored breathing, not really knowing what to do. Should | run? Should |
ask to be excused? Was there any way possible to get out of this situation with a shred of
dignity? | decided the answer to that question was a definite no. So | slowly lifted myself off the
floor, and picked up my lab stool, which | had knocked over in my panicked state.

Mike Newton was two lab tables in front of me staring at me, mouth wide open in shock.
Everyone else seemed to be mirroring his pose, and | felt compelled to say
something...anything. But | was completely and utterly frozen, standing there grasping my lab
stool like it was the only thing keeping me in the room, the school, the entire town. By now, |
was quite sure my face was flaming red in embarrassment. All | could do was dart my eyes
around the room and take in the stares of my astonished classmates.

Finally, Mr. Banner cleared his throat.

| snapped my gaze to his, silently pleading with my eyes—for what, | don’t know. He opened his
mouth like he was about to say something, then snapped it closed again. He did this four times



before finally speaking. “Miss Swan, do you need to be excused?” he asked so quietly | barely
made out the words.

Not trusting my voice enough to speak, | nodded vehemently and pried my grasp from the lab
stool to pick up my bag. Without waiting for any further confirmation of my dismissal, | hurried
out of the room with my eyes fixed on the floor.

Once outside, | collapsed on the grass and took deep, steadying breaths, not caring about the
light rain that was falling. | sat there for what seemed like hours, replaying the event in my
head. Any hope | once had of attempting to remain unnoticed, even despite my earlier
episodes, had just completely flew out the window.

With a groan, | lifted myself off the ground and made my way to Alice’s Porsche. There was no
way | was going to gym today.

| wasn’t sure if Alice had caught wind of the Biology incident, but if she did, she made no
mention of it when she got in the car at the end of the day. For that, | was grateful. On the way
home, she went on and on about this guy in her History class she liked. Jasper was his name.
She was dissecting his every glance and deciding on whether he either liked her or was staring
at something she had on her face from lunch.

“l mean, we did have pizza today, and that sauce can get all over if you’re not careful. | should
have gone to the bathroom before class! If there was something on my face at lunch, you’d tell
me right?” She eyed me nervously from her seat as she babbled on. She gave me no chance to
answer, of course. “God! He probably thinks I'm a complete spaz!” she groaned. | rolled my
eyes.

“He doesn’t think you’re a spaz, Alice. You’re being ridiculous.” | said in a monotone voice. She
did this every day, always thinking this guy was either completely in love with her, or
completely disgusted by her, and always deciding on the latter. Seeing her skeptical look made
me add, “Plus, | saw you after lunch and you looked absolutely perfect,” | lied. | really didn’t pay
enough attention at school to take in those kinds of details. She seemed placated somewhat by
my comment.

“Okay, maybe you’re right. Still, | hope he’s coming to Emmett’s party tonight. I’'m going to
make one hundred percent positive | look irresistible. | have this green dress I've been dying to
wear...” she babbled on, more excited now that she'd changed the conversation to one of her
happier topics; wardrobe. | internally groaned at the thought of going to this party. After my



behavior today, there was no way | could achieve my “go in, chat with Rose, leave” plan
without having drawing any attention. Still, | pushed it to the back of my mind, knowing there
was no way I'd get Alice off my back.

Once we were home, Alice began clawing through her closet, trying desperately to find the
coveted “Perfect Green Dress,” while | fixed dinner. Esme was going to be gone tonight, so Alice
and | ate alone in the kitchen while she prattled on about accessories. Idly, | wondered how
amusing it would be if this Jasper guy didn’t even come to Emmett’s party but didn’t even
dream of mentioning the possibility to Alice.

“So...” Alice said slowly while prodding her food with her fork, “What are... uh... you wearing?”
she attempted to ask casually while popping a broccoli spear into her mouth. | knew exactly
where this conversation was headed and decided to stop it before it went any farther.

“No,” | said firmly, trying to exude a look of defiance. “I’'m wearing what | have on now, and |
don’t want to hear anything else about it. Period. You’'re lucky I’'m even going to this thing in
the first place,” | mumbled the last part mostly to myself but loud enough so she could hear. |
could see her really wanting to object, and | internally praised her self-control when she didn’t.
| knew it took a lot. We ate the rest of the meal in companionable conversation. And by that, |
mean Alice talked a lot, and | listened... mostly.

By the time ten-o-clock rolled around, Alice was made up like she was going to a photo shoot
for Vogue, rather than a high school house party, and | kept to my word of wearing the same
outfit from school. I’d probably be in dire need of the hood, | figured.

We left the house, with her two hundred dollar peep toe heels clicking against the cement
driveway, and made our way next door. | didn’t know much about the Cullens, except what
Alice told me. Carlisle Cullen was some “hunky” doctor who had two adopted sons, Emmett,
and some other guy I've never met before. Edmund, or Edward or something. She didn’t say
much about him, because Jasper was his best friend, and of course the conversation never
went any further than that due to her inability to say Jasper’s name without swooning over
him. | had half the mind to find this Jasper guy and beg him for mercy. Would it kill you to just
talk to the poor girl?!

| was broken out of my thoughts by the loud music emanating from the large, white house in
front of me. Alice was so excited | thought she might have an aneurysm. She went ahead of me
up the walkway and disappeared into the doorway that was left open for the guests.



Not many people were outside, so | took the moment to give myself an inner pep talk before
going in behind her. Hood up, head down. | chanted in my mind. With a long, martyred sigh, |
drew up my hood and walked towards the door.

There seemed to be a fairly heavy crowd, but not quite as bad as | originally feared it would be.
| noticed a girl from my Trig class standing in the foyer attached at the lips with some guy |
didn’t know. | think her name was Jennifer, or Jessica or something. | decided | was really bad at
remembering names. | scooted past the make-out session, which appeared to be nearing
second base, and made my way deeper into the house to search for Rose. Once | entered the
living room, | could hear Emmett’s booming voice telling someone not to “hurl” on the carpet. |
turned my gaze toward his voice, figuring Rose would be somewhere nearby, when | heard my
name being called by a disappointingly familiar voice.

“BELLA!” Mike was across the room near a corner with a small group of people and waving me
over frantically with his arms. | groaned and kept my head down, hoping he would think |
couldn’t hear him over the loud rap music being played, and hopefully give up. | was wrong. He
started making his way around the people littering the living room, bumping shoulders with
some girl and forcing her to spill her drink. Still, he kept coming. Once he was within ten feet of
me, | completely panicked and started looking for an exit. | figured Mike had been drinking and
would be even more handsy than usual—a risk | did not want to take. Unfortunately, when |
turned around, | noticed a very large group of people blocking the doorway and knew there was
no way | could get past them. | looked to my right and noticed a large staircase leading to the
second story of the house that was completely clear of partygoers. Deciding | had no other
options, | darted up the staircase.

| could still hear Mike behind me calling my name, so | kept running, turning down the hall of
the second story. | reached the last door there and attempted to open it, only to find it locked. |
then noticed another set of stairs, likely leading to the top floor of the house, so | raced my way
up them and kept running until | was met with a wall.

“BELLA! WHERE’D Y’GO?!” Mike called from the bottom of the stairs. His voice was slurred,
verifying my suspicions about his drinking. Panicking again at his quickly approaching voice, |
located the only door | could see and tried the handle. Unlocked. | flung the door open, and
slammed it as quietly as | could in my alarmed state, and leaned my forehead against it.

| was panting and lightly shaking by now, and | worked to steady my breaths with my eyes
closed, while listening intently to see if | could still hear Mike. My shaking hand was still on the
knob, so | took a moment to lock the door, and backed away from it slightly.



When | didn’t hear anything on the other side of the door, | let out a deep sigh of relief, and
closed my eyes. Just then, someone in the room behind me cleared their throat. | jumped
around and hit my back against the door, making a surprised squeaking sound, and instinctively
brought my hand up to my mouth. There, sitting Indian style in a large four poster bed was a
guy who looked to be around my age. He had the strangest shade of disheveled bronze hair, a
pale complexion, much like mine, and startling green eyes that had dark circles under them and
were severely bloodshot. He looked almost as tired as | felt, but he was very... beautiful? Yes,
beautiful. It was one of those moments where | wished | could get closer to someone of the
male gender, because he was very good looking, almost inhumanly so.

But he was sitting there looking at me expectantly with his eyebrows raised. | was stunned in
silence for a moment before | realized this must be his room, and | was being very intrusive.

“Oh my....I'm s-so sorry... | had n-no idea... | was just t-trying...” | stammered, trying
unsuccessfully to explain my presence. | let out a deep breath and shuffled my feet
uncomfortably, looking everywhere but in his eyes.

“Oh, no, it’s not a problem, really. | have girls busting into my bedroom to have weird random
emotional breakdowns all the time.” He smirked.

Weird Random Emotional Breakdowns? | thought bitterly. You have no idea. | put on my best
apologetic face and tried to explain more coherently. My heart was still beating furiously, and |
was still slightly shaking from the surprise of finding this stranger here, but | tried my best to
explain.

“I was just trying to get away from this guy that was following me, and | ran up the stairs, but
the door | tried was locked, so | ran up the stairs more, and he was still coming behind me, so |
came in here,” | babbled on in a high pitched voice. | paused, trying to decipher his expression,
which appeared to be amused. | took in a deep breath to calm myself and let it out slowly.
“Please, excuse me for disturbing you,” | finished sincerely.

| turned to leave without his response, but then | heard a voice on the other side of the door
that made my hand freeze on the door knob.

“BELLA!” | could hear Mike yelling at the hallway. | stood there for a moment, hearing him
repeating my name before | turned around slowly to the guy on the bed who was looking at the
door with equal amounts of frustration and amusement.



“You’re hiding from Newton,” he said as more of statement then a question. | met his deep,
tired green eyes and nodded slowly. He chuckled then. It was a soft, musical sound that
temporarily distracted me from the rather awkward situation unfolding before me. | was
uncomfortable being in a strange guy’s bedroom, beautiful or not, but | couldn’t go back out in
the hall where Mike was waiting. | decided | could leave and confront a very drunk and forward
Mike Newton, or stay here until he left, and then take my chances with this stranger. Given a
choice between the two, | made up my mind.

“Umm...” | started, begging him with my eyes, “Would you mind... if maybe, if | waited here
until Mike leaves?” | asked in a whisper, biting on my bottom lip. His green eyes looked at me,
then to the door and back to me with a furrowed brow.

After a moment of indecision, he let out a heavy sigh. “Yeah, fine,” he said in a defeated tone.
“Just don’t fuck with anything,” He warned in a harsh voice. | bobbed my head in a quick
nodding motion, while he returned his attention to a sketch book, or journal of some sort on his
lap. While his gaze was averted, | took in the large space that was his bedroom. The bed he was
sitting on was to my right, about halfway in the room. Across the wall to my left sat a large
black leather sofa with a bookcase on the other end. The wall across the room in front of me
had large windows and a pair of French doors in the middle that led out to a patio. The room
was slightly cluttered, with a few articles of clothing hung over the couch and bed, and
textbooks on the floor, but not horribly so.

“So what’s your name?” His velvety voice broke me out of my visual exploration. | turned to see
him, his brow furrowed slightly, concentrating on the book in his lap, pencil moving back and
forth in a sweeping motion.

“Bella Swan,” | answered quietly. He nodded, but didn’t look up from his lap. | waited for him to
give me his name, but he didn’t. “What’s yours?” | asked, fidgeting awkwardly with the sleeves

of my hoodie.

“Edward Cullen,” he answered distractedly.



| looked up from my sketchbook to see her fiddling with her sleeves and looking around
awkwardly. | took her momentary distraction to really look at her. She had long brown hair, of
course, but | already knew that. She had on the same outfit from school today. Her hood was
still up, trying to hide her face. But | could actually see it now. She was... attractive | suppose. At
least her face was. But | couldn’t really get past her eyes. They had wide, dark circles
underneath them, and they looked flat, sad... tired. She looked almost as tired as | felt—which
was not fucking possible, | thought, remembering her nap in Bio this afternoon.

“You can sit down, you know,” | said with raised eyebrows, nodding my head at the sofa. She
met my gaze for a moment, and then hesitantly made her way to the wall across from my bed
where my couch was located. When she sat, she brought her knees up to her chest and hugged
them. | cringed, seeing her dirty, wet shoes on my new leather couch.

“If you're going to get all fucking fetal on my five-thousand dollar couch, at least have the
decency to take off your shoes,” | snapped. Her eyes widened for a moment before she shot up
off the couch and began rubbing frantically at the spot her shoes were touching.

“Oh my God, I’'m so sorry! | wasn’t even thinking! I’'m sorry.” She kept apologizing, while still
rubbing the seat. She apologizes way too fucking much. | almost felt guilty for saying anything in
the first place.

“It’s fine. Really, don’t worry about it,” | sighed. She stopped her hands and stood up straight,
inspecting the couch. Once she seemed satisfied my Italian leather hadn’t been harmed, she sat
back down, this time with her feet on the floor.

| returned my attentions back to my sketch for a few minutes. When | looked back up, Bella was
still in her spot but seemed to be inspecting the bookcase beside the couch with interest and...
longing? Did she like to read? “Do you like books?” | asked aloud.

Her head snapped towards me and nodded slowly, a light red creeping up her cheeks,
embarrassed | had caught her ogling my literature.



I mentally chuckled. “You can look if you’d like,” | said pointing at my bookshelf. Her eyes lit up
a little, and she stood up slowly and made her way to the bookshelf, eyes roaming the titles. |
had acquired a rather extensive collection since | moved here. Carlisle was never apprehensive
about buying me books.

Bella’s hand reached out like she wanted to grab one, but she stopped suddenly and turned
towards me. “May I?” she asked quietly, pointing to a book. | waved my hand in a gesture that
said “By all means...” She took a book from the shelf and opened it, running her hand down the
page reverently. Yes, she does like books, | decided.

She moved back to her spot on the couch and began reading. | couldn’t see which book it was,
but she looked very much immersed in it, so | returned to sketching.

It was a comfortable silence for a long while, the only sounds coming from the loud party below
us, my pencil moving on the paper, and the pages of Bella’s book being turned.

She never looked up from the book she was reading, and | got so caught up in my sketch that |
realized almost 2 hours had passed by the time | finished. | looked at her then. She looked
peaceful reading the book, and even though it was very large she appeared to already be
halfway through it. She also looked so tired.

“You know,” | started, breaking the silence. When she lifted her gaze to mine | continued,
“Twenty bucks says Newton is already passed out in a pile of his own vomit.” | smirked.

“Oh,” she said, looking distracted by something, then, “Oh, OH!” She shut the book and stood
up. “I'm so sorry! | got so lost in the book, | didn’t realize. | didn’t mean to be so rude,
honestly.” She made her way to the bookshelf.

“No, | don’t mind at all, it’s just...” | frowned then, not really knowing why | really didn’t mind,
but continued. “It’s just, you look really tired. You should go home and get some sleep,” | said
sincerely.

She turned then, after replacing the book to its spot on the shelf, and let out a humorless
chuckle. “Yeah, | should go home and get some sleep,” she said in what sounded like a sarcastic
voice. | furrowed my brows and looked at her quizzically. She grimaced and shook her head.

“l don’t really sleep,” she said, and then at the shocked look I’'m sure was written all over my
face, added “I mean, | try not to sleep. Bad dreams,” she finished lamely.



But now it all made a kind of sense to me. The tired look on her face, the fact she sleeps at
school, the nightmare she had in Bio today. She didn’t sleep either. Like me.

“You don’t sleep either? You try to stay awake?” | asked in an astonished voice. Her eyes got
wide then, and her face got paler. Then suddenly she furrowed her brow in confusion.

“Either? You don’t sleep?” she asked quietly.

| had never really spoken to anyone about my sleeping problems but figured why not since she
was in the same situation. | nodded my head slowly, holding her gaze.

“Nightmares?” she whispered quietly. | paused for a second, not really liking the term.

“You could call them that...” | answered with tight eyes.

She got a look of understanding on her face. So she knew what | meant? We stayed there for a
few moments, staring at each other in silent mutual respect for all the bullshit the other had to
go through, knowing what had to be accomplished in order to do something as difficult as
staying awake. Speaking of which...

“How do you do it? Stay awake?” | asked curiously.

“Coffee, cooking, homework...” she trailed off shrugging. “I try to catch a little here and there at
school when | can, because it’s so hard to sleep there.” She paused, and then shook her head.
“At least, until today. I'll probably never be doing that again,” she finished, averting her gaze to
my gold carpet.

| felt guilty then, figuring she was referring to her nap in Bio today, in which | just let her sleep
through. If her ‘nightmares’ were anything like mine, and | had no way of knowing, she
probably woke up in a complete panic. | frowned to myself.

“How do you do it?” she asked, tilting her head slightly.

| leaned back against my headboard. “Carlisle’s a doctor. | can score some shit from him
sometimes. Uppers, you know?”

She looked slightly taken aback by my casual talk of drug use.



| shrugged. “Or, | can just sketch and it will keep me awake... concentration and all,” | added,
not wanting her to think | was some kind of drug addict. “I mean, coffee?” | scoffed. Seriously?
All she had was coffee? How the fuck does she do it? And sleeping at school? I’d never make a
mistake like that.

She just shrugged and then looked towards the door and back to me, seeming hesitant.
“Umm... | should probably go. | don’t want Alice to worry about me—but thanks for letting me
hide from Mike.” Then one side of her mouth quirked up into a grin.

| nodded and matched her grin with my own. This Bella Swan wasn’t so bad after all. When she
made her way to the door, | thought for a moment before making my next remark.

“Hey!” | called.
She turned around and gave me a questioning glance.

“You know the gazebo out back?” | asked referring to the covered gazebo Carlisle and Esme,
Alice’s mom, had built straddling the property lines of the two back yards.

Bella nodded at me, so | continued. “Sometimes at night | like to go out there. The cold helps
me stay awake.” | paused then, considering how to phrase what | wanted to ask. “Maybe I'll see
you there some night,” | finished in a casual tone.

Bella’s eyes lit up a little at the mention of seeing me again, and she nodded, smiling, before
opening the door, and walking out of my room.

I’d be going to the gazebo tomorrow night. The idea of having someone to at least talk to at
night was enough to make me go. But | was also very interested in getting to know Bella. It was
nice, for once, not to feel alone.



Edward was right. Mike was, in fact, passed out in a pile of his own vomit... lying in the second
story bathroom with the door wide opened. There goes twenty bucks, | thought. | looked closer
and noticed he had a bloody nose. It looked like he hit it on the sink or something when he
passed out. | let a dark chuckle slip through my lips. Quietly, | made my way down the stairs,
avoiding the remaining conscious people, and slipped into the foyer.

| walked out of the Cullen house in lifted spirits, and strolled back home breathing the misty air
in deeply. The night had ended on a surprisingly good note. Edward was harsh at times—and
irritable, but | was interested in knowing more about him. | didn’t necessarily agree with his
drug use, but who was | to say anything? | know how hard it could be to stay awake.

When | got home | noticed Alice was already asleep in her bed, still wearing the green dress. |
smiled to myself, hoping she found Jasper tonight and made my way to my room to change my
clothes.

| hesitated at the door with my hand hovering over the knob. Deciding to be brave and mentally
cursing myself for not setting out my night clothes earlier in the day, | opened the door, and
raced to my dresser as fast as possible. | plucked out the first thing | felt and bolted out of the
room towards the kitchen without looking back.

Panting with anxiety, | got sudden inspiration for a cookie recipe, so | abandoned my clothes on
the kitchen table and began whipping up a batch of Bloody Newtons. While | whipped the
raspberries and dough, | thought back to Edward Cullen. I’d be going to the gazebo tomorrow
night, and | hoped with everything in me, he’d be there.



Chapter 3. Double Fudge Rendezvous
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I'd had a really hard time staying coherent today. There was no school, because it was a
Saturday, so | had to battle to find tasks to occupy my time with. Alice, gratefully, kept babbling
in my ear, which made it near impossible to sleep.

“l mean...” Alice huffed out dramatically, “Everyone in Forks High was at that party, Bella!” she
said exasperatedly while | mopped the kitchen floor. “Why the hell wasn’t he there! Do you
think it was me? No—no, that couldn’t be it—maybe he doesn’t like Emmett? But Edward was
there—and he’s his best friend! You’d think he’d go to his best friend’s party!” She whined. At
the mention of Edward’s name, my attention piqued. | halted my mop and slowly turned
towards her.

“Hey, Al...” | started cautiously. How to ask her this without drawing undue attention to myself?

She stopped her tirade at the sound of my voice, and looked at me quizzically from her seat at
the bar. “Umm, this Edward guy you talk about? What’s his deal, anyways?” | asked as
nonchalantly as possible. | was worried she’d get suspicious and start questioning my motives,
so | added, “I mean, if he’s Jasper best friend, | might be more helpful to your predicament if |
knew more about the company he kept,” | finished craftily.

Curiously, Alice grimaced at my mention of Edward. “Well... Edward is...” she trailed off, cocking
her head to the side thoughtfully in an attempt to find the proper word to describe him. |
thought | could help with this. Gorgeous? Interesting? Has impressive literature collections and
a five thousand dollar black leather sofa? “Trouble,” she finished decidedly with a nod.

| frowned. “Trouble?” | hedged. Sure, Edward might have seemed a little... abrasive, but
trouble?

She nodded then continued. “He’s... well, let’s just say Edward doesn’t exactly play well with
others,” she added cryptically.



Figures that the one time | could actually benefit from her over abundance of conversational
enthusiasm, and she starts walking on egg shells. “Alice, could you maybe be a little more
specific?” | huffed, aggravated that | actually had to ask her to continue. She rolled her eyes.

“He has issues, okay? He’s a trouble maker. Bad seed. He’s mean to everyone but Jasper, he
doesn’t like talking to people, he’s been arrested before, he hates Emmett, he has the foulest
mouth I've ever heard, and freshman year he scratched my BMW by ‘accident’, and didn’t even
apologize,” she spat in a harsher tone than | was accustomed to ever hearing Alice use.

| blanched, a bit shocked at her tone and description of Edward. He didn’t seem so bad last
night. Again, a little abrasive, but | know how much sleep deprivation can affect moods, so |
could easily write it off. Alice, apparently—couldn’t. | felt strongly compelled to defend Edward
for some reason, but knew doing so would give me away, so | stuck to my earlier ruse and
continued with my false intentions of learning more about Jasper. “Hmm, well is Jasper like that
too? Mean to people, | mean?” | asked, not really caring. | decided to store the information on
Edward away for later inspection.

Alice shook her head frantically. “No! No, Jasper isn’t like that at all. He parties some, but no
more than Emmett. One time when | stayed the night with Rose, | saw him helping his mom
with her work—she’s a professor at the college in Port Angeles—and he was really sweet to
her...” She trailed off in a whimsical voice.

| just shrugged and continued mopping the floor while Alice pointed out Jasper's stronger
points.

Hoping to get a better impression of Edward tonight, | decided not to judge him based solely on
Alice’s assumptions. | knew if he was judging me by other’s assumptions, he probably thought |
was completely insane. My shoulder slumped a bit when | realized that was probably exactly
what he thought of me by now. How could he not, with all the rumors going around school? For
some reason | really did want Edward to like me... or at the very least remain on polite speaking
terms with me, which as Alice made quite clear, was more of a rarity than | had originally
expected.

In a marginally worse mood, | continued cleaning the house for the rest of the day, anticipating
another encounter with Edward in equal parts of excitement and dread.

At eleven o’clock, | decided to stick to my strengths in order to win Edward’s approval and came
up with a new cookie recipe. Esme told me once that no one could resist my company when



cookies were involved. | was hoping she was being honest as | whipped the fudgy dough and
prepared it on the cookie sheet. Alice and Esme—quite tired from her trip to Seattle last
night—had already called it a night and were sleeping peacefully in their beds. | usually felt
quite envious of them at this time of night, but | was far too anxious about meeting Edward to
give it a second thought. Idly, | wondered how stupid | would feel if he didn’t even show up at
the gazebo. Then | realized | was sounding too much like Alice and mentally slapped myself for
being such a teenage girl.

Once my cookies were cooled, | put them in their Ziplock bags and labeled them accordingly as |
always did. Double Fudge Rendezvous. They looked and tasted delicious, which satisfied me
because | was a tough critic when it came to such things. | sat myself at the breakfast bar and
drummed my fingers on the granite while sipping a new cup of coffee. | was officially out of
things to do, and | could feel my eye lids drooping against my will. | wondered what time
Edward usually went out, and deciding to save my sanity, concluded | would make an
appearance at exactly midnight. No need to seem so eager. | mentally slapped myself again for
being so eager. Although, | took some comfort in the fact there were no green mini dresses
involved.

Once the clock on the microwave read midnight, | got up and put my hoodie on. Grasping my
bag of Double Fudge Rendezvous, | made my way out the back door leading to the yard. It was
lightly drizzling outside with just enough moonlight that | could make out the general shape of
the gazebo located at the far end of the yard. | looked towards the Cullen house and noticed
Edward’s bedroom window was illuminated. | exhaled a deep breath and began stumbling my
way towards to gazebo through the darkness. It was rather large, with vines running up the
sides and spilling onto the shingled roof that covered it. | took the two steps up onto the
platform and looked around. I'd never actually been out here before. There was a picnic table in
the center with benches on either side. | sat with my back to the houses and looked out toward
the little river that extended past the property. My eyes had adjusted enough that | could
actually see the reflection of the clouds in the rippling water. All in all it was a very peaceful
place.

Edward was partially correct. The slight cold bite of the breeze did keep me coherent, but the
soft soothing sounds of the river were lulling me. | rubbed at my eyes with my fists and started
eating a cookie, figuring a sugar high wouldn’t hurt matters any.

| sat there on the bench for a while eating cookies and watching the river before | heard soft
footsteps coming from behind me. | was initially alarmed before | remembered | was waiting for
someone. | slowly turned around on the bench and saw Edward approaching the gazebo. He



was wearing a black leather jacket and dark jeans. | couldn’t make out his expression as clearly
as | would have liked, but he didn’t seem to have a “mean” look on his face. He took a seat at
the opposite end of the bench | was sitting on without speaking and stared out towards the
river.

| allowed myself a moment to do a mental happy dance at the fact he’d come out, before |
realized that he had yet to speak. He was just sitting there staring at the river. The light breeze
was gently rustling his hair, sending his scent wafting in my direction. Edward smelled divine.
Like soap and shampoo and a vague twinge of cigarette smoke that wasn’t nearly as repulsive
as it should have been.

Uncertain how to proceed, | remembered my secret weapon. “Cookie?” | asked in a whisper
and slid the bag down toward Edward’s end of the wooden table.

He glanced sideways at the bag and furrowed his brow. Tentatively, he reached in the bag and
pulled one out, inspecting it like | was offering him a severed puppy’s head rather than a simple
cookie.

With an annoyed sigh, | reached in the bag and produced a cookie. | took a bite slowly and
dramatically, demonstrating that he wouldn’t collapse in a seizure from eating my confections.

He quirked an eyebrow at me, then popped the cookie in his mouth, taking a rather large bite
and chewing it bravely. His eyes lit up a little bit when he tasted the cookie, and | resumed my
mental happy dance. | knew he’d like it. “These are really good cookies. What kind are they?”
His velvety voice finally spoke after he finished chewing.

| lifted one side of my mouth into a grin. “Double Fudge Rendezvous” | answered quietly.

“Hmm...” he hummed while chewing another bite and swallowing. “That’s a rather odd name
for a cookie,” he questioned.

I shrugged. “I always get inspirations from events that happen in my day. Then | name the
cookie after it,” | stated coolly. “Last night | made Bloody Newtons,” | added with a smirk.

Edward was silent for a moment before throwing his head back in laughter, both startling and
dazzling me at the same time. Once he composed himself, he turned towards me, amusement
lighting up his features and a half grin on his face. “That’s fucking priceless. You’ll have to make
me a batch of those sometime.” He winked. Yes, he winked. Good God, he winked!



| took a moment to compose the seventeen year-old giggling girl inside of me before agreeing
with a nod. We were silent again for a few minutes, just gazing out at the moonlit river through
the mist of the rain that was barely falling and eating our Double Fudge Rendezvous. My head
was swimming with the fact | was so comfortable around this guy when, if it were anyone else,
I’d be shaking and looking for escape routes.

“What are your nightmares about?” Edward asked in a whisper, breaking me from my thoughts.
| turned towards him. His gaze was fixed on his hands, and | frowned. | didn't really want to
relay my sordid past to him. When | didn’t answer his green eyes met mine, and he frowned.
“You don’t have to tell me, | was just curious. | wasn’t trying to pry,” he said softly with a
sincere expression.

“No...” | said quickly. “It’s okay, really. | just... | don’t really talk about it to anyone,” | explained
while shifting my gaze to my hands folded on the tabletop. “You probably think I’'m crazy
enough with all the rumors going around. No need to add more fuel to the fire,” | added sourly.

He snorted, but made no attempt to deny my accusations. He sat, silently looking into the
distance with a faraway look on his face. After a few minutes he turned towards me with a
decisive expression. “I'll show you mine if you show me yours,” he said firmly.

She sat with a dumbfounded expression on her face, blinking a few times. | didn’t want to spill
the beans any more than she did, but | had to know what was up with this girl.

| had spoken to Emmett earlier in the day, which was only one sign | was far more interested in
Bella Swan than was necessarily characteristic of my normal behavior. Luckily, Em was suffering
from a nasty hangover and was too miserable to fight with me when | approached him. Once
the words “Bella Swan” were out of my mouth, though, he got the strangest look on his face.

“Don’t fuck with Bella, dude,” he rasped with narrowed eyes, attempting a forceful tone and
failing quite miserably.



I was highly fucking annoyed by his obvious dismissal of my question. “Stop being so fucking
difficult and just tell me what you know, dickhead,” | snapped in a tone loud enough to make
him cringe away from the sound. | smiled a bit at having made his headache flare

“She’s just weird, dude,” he groaned, putting his hands over his ears in an attempt to shield
himself from any sound. “She had some kind of weird traumatic experience before she moved
here, and she doesn’t like being touched. Alice never talks about it, and we aren’t allowed to
ask questions.” After saying his piece, he left the kitchen to go vomit some more, and | spent
the rest of my day wondering. Wondering what happened to Bella before she moved here that
was so fucking bad she couldn’t sleep or be touched. | cringed at all the possibilities. After
spending my day and evening completely occupied by worst case scenarios, | vowed before
leaving the house | would find out.

So here | was, offering the only thing | could in return and hoping she was somewhat as curious
about my past as | was about hers. | could only imagine all the shit Alice had been telling her
about me. She never could get past the accident with her BMW. | wasn’t even the one who
scratched the damned thing. | just took the blame for Jasper who was freaking out so badly
about it | couldn’t help but take the bullet for the sorry bastard.

“You go first,” Bella’s soft voice broke me out of my thoughts.
| snapped my gaze to her deep brown eyes and digested her statement.

Shit. Me first. | let out a frustrated sigh and ran my fingers through my hair. | averted my gaze
to the wooden table and tried to decide how much | really wanted to give away in return for
her story. Feeling more anxious than | was comfortable with, | reached into my jacket pocket
and pulled out my pack of cigarettes and a lighter. Bringing one up to my mouth, I lit the
cigarette but sat staring at the flame for a long moment before releasing it and enveloping us
once again in darkness. Making my decision, | took a long draw off the cigarette, making the
orange ember glow brightly, before exhaling a steady breath of smoke.

“When | was nine, | was in a house fire, and | watched my father burn to death,” | blurted
quickly in a tight voice. | decided to leave the exact cause of the fire out of my confession. |
didn’t look at her reaction to that statement before | continued. “My mom sent me away after
that,” | said in a bitter tone, scratching at the wood tabletop with my fingernail. “That’s what
my nightmares are about. Some nights it’s the fire, other nights it’s about her leaving.
Sometimes they’re about the fucked up things that happened to me in foster homes,” | finished
with a shrug and took another deep drag from my glowing cigarette.



She was quiet for a moment, so | looked up at her to gauge her reaction. Her wide, worn brown
eyes were filled with shock, concern, and... pity. | fucking hated seeing people looking at me
with pity, so | averted my gaze back towards the river with a sour look on my face.

“I'm sorry...” she whispered in a low pained voice.

| let out one humorless chuckle recalling my earlier assumptions of her apologizing too much. |
just shrugged and waved the hand holding my cigarette in a dismissive fashion, and went back
to scratching the wooden table. | knew it was her turn to explain, but | sat patiently waiting for
her to gather her courage and continued smoking my cigarette. Eventually it was burned
thoroughly, so | flicked it out of the gazebo, following the glowing ember with my eyes, making
sure it hit the wet ground and nothing else.

The sound of her quietly clearing her throat brought my attention back to her. She was staring
down at her hands entwined on the table with a nervous, yet tired expression.

“A year ago, my mom and | were victims of a month-long home invasion,” she whispered so
quietly | could barely hear.

My eyes widened, not really expecting that particular scenario—which is saying a lot, because |
worked through many in my head. | waited patiently for her to continue.

Her eyes were tight, likely recalling her past horrors and never left her hands. “The man... Phil...
was one of my mom'’s old boyfriends. He broke in and held us in the house for almost four
weeks.” She paused then, darting her eyes around the yard in front of her like someone was
going to jump out of the darkness unexpectedly. She licked her lips and started again. “He
tortured my mother and me... doing awful things...” She shuddered and closed her eyes tightly.

| wanted to reach out to her and comfort her in some way but knew | couldn’t. Emmett told me
she didn’t like being touched, so | just sat and listened, hoping my mere presence gave her
some amount of comfort.

“He killed her in front of me,” she added in an emotionless voice, now staring in the direction of
the river with a hard look marring her features. Then she crossed her arms on the table in front

of her and laid her head down on them, facing me. “That’s what my nightmares are about,” she
finished in a tired, slurred voice and closed her eyes.

| knew instinctively that she was editing the experience, making it seem less bad for reasons |
didn’t know. But seeing as how | did the same thing, | let the matter drop. | got the general idea



of what happened. It was awful to think of Bella being... tortured. | wanted to ask her what
happened to the Phil guy, but when she opened her eyes to meet my gaze again, her expression
made it clear the discussion was closed.

And | didn’t want to upset her further, so | just nodded and gave her a small smile, showing her
| didn’t think she was crazy. She attempted to return it, but it came out more like a grimace, so
she busied herself by eating another cookie.

| turned forward then and began digesting Bella’s story. After a long while, | decided, since her
incident happened recently, | could most likely find more information regarding it on the
internet.

“So,” Bella spoke in a lighter tone, finally breaking the silence. Her head was still lying on her
arms. “What’s your favorite cookie?” she asked with a small smile, obviously trying to change
the course of conversation.

| returned her grin, and laid my head down on my arms facing her and mirroring her pose.
“Well.... It used to peanut butter, but now, I’'m thinking Double Fudge Rendezvous,” | said with a
smirk. Bella’s cookies were positively divine, possibly the best thing I’d ever eaten. In the Cullen
household, when it came to food, it was an “Every Man for Himself” situation, and since none
of us had anything resembling good culinary skills, | rarely had the opportunity to eat anything
really appealing.

Bella’s face lit up a bit at my hidden compliment, and she lightly chuckled. “I know five peanut
butter cookie recipes. You’d like them all,” she replied smugly, before her face fell a bit.
“Maybe...” she paused and looked away biting her lip before she met my eyes again. “Maybe
tomorrow | could bring you some.” Her statement came out sounding more like a question.

| rolled my eyes are her very unsubtle attempt at questioning whether or not | was returning.
“Yeah, yeah, I'll be here tomorrow. Who am | to refuse perfectly good cookies?” | joked.

She grinned, and | could just barely make out the light pink on her cheeks in the moonlight
when she blushed. So fucking cute.

She freed her left arm to lightly draw patterns in the grains on the wood with her index finger.
“So what’s life like in Forks?” she asked quietly.

| shrugged. “Boring as fuck mostly. | usually hang with Jazz or something to pass the time on the



weekends,” | snorted. “When he isn’t completely obsessing over your bitch of a cousin.”

Bella shot straight upright then with an angry expression on her face. “Hey! Alice is NOT a
bitch!” She sneered.

| sat up slowly with my hands up in the air in a defensive gesture.

Then curiously she furrowed her little brow, “What do you mean obsessing?” she asked
cautiously.

| let out a frustrated sigh and swung my leg over the bench so | was straddling it facing her, and
leaned with my elbow on the table. “He’s been madly in love with Alice ever since I’'ve known
him. | have to hear about her every day,” | sighed.

Bella was frozen for a moment and then doubled over in the softest laugh I've ever heard.

| held my lips together tightly trying not to smile at her amusement and then quirked an
eyebrow at her questioningly.

She composed herself before doing this weird snort-laugh. “I’'m sorry, it’s just...” she trailed off
with a chuckle.

| sent her a frustrated glare. It was fucking annoying being out of the loop.

She looked at me with apologetic eyes and continued. “Ever since | got here a week ago, | have
heard nothing but Jasper this—Jasper that.” She chuckled again and then added in a high
pitched tone obviously meant to mock Alice, “Oh my God, Bella! Isn’t Jasper, like sooo
dreamy?”

Then we both doubled over laughter.

Fucking figures. Neither one of those two had any balls.

When our laughter finally quieted down, | lifted my head to Bella and shook it. “Well,
personally, | think we should keep our mouths shut a bit longer. Serves them right for making
us suffer.” | smirked conspiratorially.

Bella chuckled and nodded at me.



We returned to our previous positions with our heads down on the table and sat in silence for a
bit longer, just listening to the river and enjoying each other’s presence.

| had my eyes closed, enjoying the cold breeze on my face. | was still tired... exhausted actually.
But having Bella with me made it easier to stay awake. | was momentarily glad she was so eager
for me to return, saving me the embarrassment of asking her to do so, since | so obviously
enjoyed her company. It was a definite rarity for me. | was commonly known as social outcast
by choice. As a general rule, | had learned years ago that people fucking sucked. It was a rule |
lived by. If you don’t get close to people, the assholes of the world can’t fuck you over, and in
return you can’t hurt the nicer people who don’t deserve it.

“Alice said you were arrested,” Bella said in a slurred, accusing voice. | opened my eyes to look
at her and she had her eyes closed still.

| snorted. “Yeah, well Alice would know. She was the one who pressed charges,” | said lazily and
let my eyes close again.

“Oh, really? Is that a story | get to hear?” she half chuckled, half yawned.

| let out a deep sigh and kept my eyes closed. “There was this whole incident with her BMW
freshman year. She was fucking bitter. She didn’t press charges for it, probably because Jazz
begged her not to, but she kept an eye on me, and eventually caught me doing something... less
than legal.” | shrugged in avoidance and yawned, hoping she’d drop it.

“Well...what was it?” she asked sleepily when | didn’t continue.

| opened my eyes then to find her staring at me expectantly. | was by no means proud of my
criminal record, so | was somewhat frustrated at her persistence, but | decided to be honest.
The past was the past after all. “Possession of a controlled substance,” | said carefully while
gauging her reaction.

Then, God bless her heart, she just fucking shrugged and closed her eyes again, like it was no
big deal. | smiled a little bit, pleasantly surprised by her reaction. “You’ll have to excuse Alice.
She has a slight tendency to hold grudges. Sometimes | find it admirable, but in other cases it
can be a bit of a pain,” she replied quietly.

| snorted, and then closed my eyes again. A bit of a pain? More like a fucking huge
inconvenience .| had other incidents on my rap sheet, but decided not to give it all away in one
night. Better to ease her into the fact she’s spending her night with a complete fuck up. Once



again, we were silent for a long while, just the sounds of our breathing and the river filling the
space.

Eventually the silence was broken by a soft snoring sound | immediately recognized as Bella’s.
Opening my eyes and looking at her peaceful face, | realized she had fallen asleep. | hesitantly
lifted my foot and tapped her leg with my boot. Her eyes flew opened and she shot up on the
bench, rubbing frantically at her eyes with her fists.

| chuckled, mumbling, “Amateur,” under my breath.

She looked momentarily disoriented, but quickly recovered. “Sorry. Thanks,” she murmured,
slowly putting her head back down but keeping her eyes opened.

This was something that was bugging the shit out of me to no end. “Why do you always do
that?” At her confused expression | added, “Apologize. You say you’re sorry entirely too fucking
much,” | said with narrowed eyes. She shrugged and looked like she was about to apologize for
apologizing before catching my warning glare, then she chuckled.

“ don’t know why | do it. | guess it was just a polite habit | got into, and now it’s like second
nature,” she admitted quietly.

| closed my eyes again. “Well, you don’t have to apologize to me constantly. So cut that shit
out,” I replied in a hard voice. Seriously, it was annoying spending time with someone so utterly
fucking apologetic. It kind of makes you feel like shit.

| was sitting, comfortable with my head down still, listening to the water again, and being lulled
by its soothing sounds. Suddenly | felt a tap on my leg, and my eyes shot opened.

Bella was grinning at me. “You fell asleep,” she teased in a musical tone. | rolled my eyes at her
teasing but kept my eyes wide open.

It was then | noticed the sun was showing signs of rising. Tentatively, | sat up on the bench and
rubbed my face with my hands. “Sun’s rising soon,” | mumbled into my hands, and then glanced
into clouds that were becoming lighter. With a deep sigh, | stood up from the bench and began
stretching my stiff limbs. Bella slowly followed my lead, picking up her bag of cookies from the
middle of the table.

She stood there shuffling her feet in an awkward gesture beside the bench. “Well, | guess I'll
see you to