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!! ATTENTION !! 

Twilight and its characters belong to Stephenie Meyer, kay? 

No copyright infringement is intended with the writing and 

distribution of this story. 

.¦¢Χ 

Http://angstgoddess003.livejournal.com 

Http://www.FanFiction.net/~angstgoddess003 

Http://www.Twitter.com/angstgoddess003 

Credit is awesome, you know? LikeΧ baked goods. 

Like ŜǾŜƴ ƛŦ L ōŀƪŜŘ ȅƻǳ ŎƻƻƪƛŜǎ ŦǊƻƳ ŀ ǊŜŎƛǇŜ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ƴƻǘ ƳƛƴŜΣ 

ȅƻǳ ǎǘƛƭƭ ǎŀȅΣ άIŜȅΣ ŘǳŘŜΣ ƭƻƻƪΗ !D ƳŀŘŜ ǳǎ ŎƻƻƪƛŜǎ ŦǊƻƳ 

{ǘŜǇƘŜƴƛŜ aŜȅŜǊΩǎ ǊŜŎƛǇŜΗέ 

¢ƘŜƴ ȅƻǳ ƻƳƴƻƳƴƻƳ ǘƘŜƳΣ ŀƴŘ LΩƳ ŀƭƭ smiley happy, 

because you gave me credit for the baking of the cookies. 

LǘΩǎ totally like that. 

9ȄŎŜǇǘ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ƳŀƪŜ ŎƻƻƪƛŜǎΦ 

I make FanFiction. 

XD 

tΦ{Φ LΩŘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ŀǇǇǊŜŎƛŀǘŜ ƛǘ ƛŦ ȅƻǳ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŘƛǎǘǊƛōǳǘŜ ǘƘƛǎ ƻƴ ȅƻǳǊ ƻǿƴΣ ŀƴŘ ƛƴǎǘŜŀŘ Ƨǳǎǘ ƭƛƴƪŜŘ 

people to my LJ or FFn page? Thanks. 

http://angstgoddess003.livejournal.com/
http://www.fanfiction.net/~angstgoddess003
http://www.twitter.com/angstgoddess003
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P.S.S. If it mattersΚ L ŘƻƴΩǘ support any translations of this story.
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Wide Awake 

Chapter 1. Gingerbread Zombies 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

I hated this room with a deep-ǎŜŀǘŜŘ ŦƛŜǊȅ Ǉŀǎǎƛƻƴ ƻŦ ŀ Ƴƛƭƭƛƻƴ ƘŜƭƭǎΦ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƳŜŀƴ ǘƻ ōŜ 

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. I could feel the familiar fear and panic creeping up my chest just opening 

ǘƘŜ ŘƻƻǊΦ L ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ Ǝet an ounce of comfort from the full moon tonight, blocked by the 

ŎƭƻǳŘǎ ǎƻ ŎƻƳƳƻƴ ƘŜǊŜ ŀƴŘ ŜǾŜƴ ƳƻǊŜ ǎƻ ōȅ ǘƘŜ /ǳƭƭŜƴǎΩ ŦǊŜŀƪƛǎƘƭȅ ƭŀǊƎŜ Ƴŀƴǎƛƻƴ ǘƻǿŜǊƛƴƎ 

outside my window. Aunt Esme and Alice had worked so hard to decorate this room for me. I 

almost felt a swelling of guilt when I reached in just far enough to snatch my school bag from 

the floor beside the door. Then I bolted away from the room towards the kitchen.   

 

This was where I had been spending my nights since I moved up here to Forks, Washington a 

week ago. The kitchen was warm and open. Always bright, and full of good memories. Nothing 

ŀǿŦǳƭ Ƙŀǎ ŜǾŜǊ ƘŀǇǇŜƴŜŘ ǘƻ ƳŜ ƛƴ ŀ ƪƛǘŎƘŜƴΦ LΩŘ ōŜŜƴ ŘƻƛƴƎ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ ŎƻƻƪƛƴƎ ǎƛƴŎŜ L ŀǊǊƛǾŜŘΦ 9ǎƳŜ 

was slightly peeved at first, surrendering her kitchen duties to a 17 year old girl, but she 

eventually gave in, seeing how much I enjoyed the tasks. And it was such a rarity to witness me 

enjoying anything.   

 

{ƻ LΩŘ ƳŀŘŜ ŀ ŎŀǊŜŦǳƭ ǊƻǳǘƛƴŜ ƻŦ ǎǇŜƴŘƛƴƎ Ƴȅ ƴƛƎƘǘǎ ƛƴ ƘŜǊŜΥ ōŀƪƛƴƎΣ ŎƻƻƪƛƴƎΣ ŀƴŘ ŘƻƛƴƎ 

homework... anything but sleeping in that wretched, dark bedroom. Everyone in Phoenix called 

ƛǘ ƛƴǎƻƳƴƛŀΦ LΩǾŜ ŀƭǊŜŀŘȅ ƘŀŘ ǘƘŜ ƭŜŎǘǳǊŜǎ ŦǊƻƳ ǇƘȅǎƛŎƛŀƴǎ ŀƴŘ ǇǊƻŦŜǎǎƛƻƴŀƭǎΣ ŀƭƭ ǎǇŜŎƛŦƛŎŀƭƭȅ 

ǘǊŀƛƴŜŘ ŀƴŘ ŦƻǊƳŀƭƭȅ ŜŘǳŎŀǘŜŘ ǘƻ ƪŜŜǇ Ƴȅ άǿŜƭƭ ōŜƛƴƎέ ǘƘŜƛǊ άǘƻǇ ǇǊƛƻǊƛǘȅΦέ LΩǾŜ ƘŀŘ ǘƘŜ 

sleeping pills and courses of medication meant to keep me knocked out for the customary eight 

ƘƻǳǊǎ ǇŜǊ ƴƛƎƘǘΦ hŦ ŎƻǳǊǎŜΣ ǘƘŜȅΩŘ ƴŜǾŜǊ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘƻƻŘΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎ ƴƻǘ ǎƻ ƳǳŎƘ ǘƘŀǘ 

I ŎŀƴΩǘ sleep, but I ǿƻƴΩǘ. I caught my sleep in 10 minute bouts during the day, though even 
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then I would try to fend it off. It was difficult to do, and I 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 

ŎƻƭŘΣ ƭƛƳǇ ōƻŘȅ ǎƭǳƴƎ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƘŜ ŎƻǳŎƘ ƛƴ ŀ Ǉƻƻƭ ƻŦ ƘŜǊ ƻǿƴ ōƭƻƻŘΦ !ƴŘ ƘŜǊ ŜȅŜǎΧ   

 

I snapped out of that line of thinking and began immersing myself in my English paper while 

ǿŀƛǘƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ Ƴȅ ŎƻƻƪƛŜǎ ǘƻ ōŀƪŜΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎ ŀ ƴŜǿ ǊŜŎƛǇŜΦ LΩŘ ōŜŜƴ ōŀƪƛƴƎ ŀ ƴŜǿ ŎƻƻƪƛŜ ŜǾŜǊȅ ƴƛƎƘǘ 

ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ƭŀǎǘ ǿŜŜƪΦ LΩŘ ŀŘƻǇǘŜŘ ƛǘ ŀǎ Ƴȅ ƴŜǿ ƘŀōƛǘΦ ²ƘŜƴ L ƭƛǾŜŘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƎǊƻǳǇ ƘƻƳŜ ƛƴ tƘƻŜƴƛȄΣ L 

could cook up a lot of things during the night and the boys would always eat it up long before it 

ƘŀŘ ǘƘŜ ŎƘŀƴŎŜ ǘƻ ǎǇƻƛƭΦ .ǳǘ !ƭƛŎŜ ŀƴŘ 9ǎƳŜΩǎ ŀǇǇŜǘƛǘŜǎ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ŀŎŎƻƳƳƻŘŀǘŜ Ƴȅ ǇŀǊǘƛŎǳƭŀǊ 

level of nighttime boredom. So I settled for cookies. They always enjoyed my creative recipes 

and names.   

 

¢ƘŀƴƪŦǳƭƭȅΣ ǘƘŜȅ ƘŀǾŜƴΩǘ ǉǳŜǎǘƛƻƴŜŘ Ƴȅ ǿŜƛǊŘ ƭŀǘŜ ƴƛƎƘǘ ƳŀƴƴŜǊƛǎƳǎΦ ¢ƘŜȅ ǿŜǊŜ ƻƴƭȅ ǘƻƻ ƘŀǇǇȅ 

that I finally gave in and moved here with them. They would not chance pushing me away with 

questions that they knew I had absolutely no desire to answer. Esme begged me to come here a 

ȅŜŀǊ ŀƎƻΣ ǿƘŜƴ wŜƴŜŜ ŘƛŜŘΣ ōǳǘ L ǎŀƛŘ άƴƻΦέ L ƘŀŘ ǿŀƴǘŜŘ ǘƻ ǎǇŀǊŜ ǘƘŜƳ Ƴȅ ŘŀǊƪ ƳƻƻŘ ŀƴŘ 

reclusive behavior, I hated to burden them. Yet here I am, I thought bitterly.   

 

I let them think they had a kind of victory in my decision to move here from the group home in 

tƘƻŜƴƛȄΣ ōǳǘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅΣ L Ƨǳǎǘ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǎǘŀȅ ǘƘŜǊŜ ŀƴȅƳƻǊŜΦ ¢ƘŜǊŜ ǿŜǊŜ ǘƻƻ Ƴŀƴȅ ǇŜƻǇƭŜΦ ¢ƻƻ Ƴŀƴȅ 

males crammed against me in such a small space. I was in a near-constant state of panic, and it 

was ŜȄƘŀǳǎǘƛƴƎΣ ǿƘƛŎƘ ƛǎƴΩǘ ŜȄŀŎǘƭȅ ōŜƴŜŦƛŎƛŀƭ ǘƻ ǎƻƳŜƻƴŜ ǿƘƻΩǎ ǘǊȅƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǎǘŀȅ ŀǿŀƪŜΦ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ 

ƭƛƪŜ ōƻȅǎΣ ŀƴŘ L ŘŜǎǇƛǎŜŘ ƳŜƴΦ ¢ƘŜȅ ǘŜǊǊƛŦƛŜŘ ƳŜ ŀŦǘŜǊ tƘƛƭΦ LǘΩǎ ƛǊǊŀǘƛƻƴŀƭΣ L ƪƴƻǿΦ bƻǘ ŀƭƭ ƻŦ ǘƘŜƳ 

are out to get me. Even if I wanted to take the chance, my mind and body had an automatic 

ǊŜŀŎǘƛƻƴ ǘƘŀǘ L ǎƛƳǇƭȅ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǎǘƻǇΦ aȅ ƻƭŘ ǇǎȅŎƘƻƭƻƎƛǎǘ ƳŜƴǘƛƻƴŜŘ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ŀōƻǳǘ ŘŜŦŜƴǎŜ 

ƳŜŎƘŀƴƛǎƳǎ ŀƴŘ ŀƴȄƛŜǘȅ ŀǘǘŀŎƪǎ ƻǊ ǿƘŀǘ ƴƻǘΦ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŎŀǊŜ ǿƘŀǘ ǘƘŜȅ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ ƛǘΣ L 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. I wouƭŘƴΩǘ ǎŀȅ L ǿŀǎ ƘŀǇǇȅ ƘŜǊŜΣ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ LΩŘ ƴŜǾŜǊ ōŜ 

happy, no matter the place or company I kept. I had seen too much. But it was a few steps 

ŎƭƻǎŜǊ ǘƻ ƘŀǇǇƛƴŜǎǎ ǘƘŀƴ tƘƻŜƴƛȄ ǿŀǎΣ ǎƻ L ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǊŜƎǊŜǘ Ƴȅ ŘŜŎƛǎƛƻƴΦ   

 

DING   
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I 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. 

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

 

Once the men had their costumes complete, I 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 I was, in fact, in a zombie state for most of the day today, as I 

would be tomorrow, as I have been for months.   

 

Five hours, four cups of coffee, and two English papers later, I 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. I naturally shied away from everybody. She kept up to 

date on all the latest fashion trends. I went out of my way to wear nothing attention grabbing. 

She was excited and graceful. I was introverted and clumsy.  

{ŜŜ ǿƘŜǊŜ LΩƳ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘƛǎΚ   

 

άDƻƻƻŘ aƻǊƴƛƴƎΗ aƳƳΣ .ŀŎƻƴ ŀƴŘ ŜƎƎǎΗ !ǊŜ ǘƘƻǎŜ ²ŀŦŦƭŜǎΚ ²ƛǘƘ .ƭǳŜōŜǊǊƛŜǎΚΗέ ǎƘŜ ŎƘƛǊǇŜŘ 

and slid into one of the stools. Her little legs were swinging from the stool back and forth like a 

seventeen year ƻƭŘ ǘƻŘŘƭŜǊΦ ά{ƻ ƘŜƭǇ ƳŜ DƻŘΣ .ŜƭƭŀΣ LΩƳ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ Ǝŀƛƴ ǎƻ ƳǳŎƘ ǿŜƛƎƘǘ ǿƘƛƭŜ 

ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ƘŜǊŜΦ Lǎ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǎȅǊǳǇΚ aŀȅōŜ L ǎƘƻǳƭŘ Ǉŀǎǎ ƻƴ ǘƘŀǘ ŀƴȅǿŀȅǎΧέ   

 

I just rolled my eyes at her and stuffed some eggs into my mouth. I 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 I instantly recognized as 

ά/ƻƴŎŜǊƴŜŘ !ƭƛŎŜ CŀŎŜΦέ  
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IŜǊŜ ǿŜ ƎƻΧ   

 

άDƻƻŘ ƎǊƛŜŦ .ŜƭƭŀΗ ¸ƻǳ ƭƻƻƪ ǘŜǊǊƛōƭŜΗ 5ƛŘƴΩǘ ȅƻǳ ƎŜǘ ŀƴȅ ǎƭŜŜǇ ŀǘ ŀƭƭ ƭŀǎǘ ƴƛƎƘǘΚέ  

I cringed. L ƭƻƻƪ ǘŜǊǊƛōƭŜΧ WŜŜȊΣ ǘƘŀƴƪǎΣ !ƭƛŎŜ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ǎŜƭŦ ƛƳŀƎŜ ōƻƻǎǘΦ I simply gave a non 

committal shrug like I 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 meτconcerned but cautious. She was always trying to 

get me to open up to her. She wanted to understand. I knew she only meddled like this because 

she cared, but I stŀȅŜŘ ǉǳƛŜǘ ŀōƻǳǘ Ƴȅ ǇǊƻōƭŜƳǎΦ L ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ŜȄǇƭŀƛƴ ƛǘ ǘƻ ƘŜǊ ǊƛƎƘǘΣ ŀƴŘ ǎƘŜΩŘ Ƨǳǎǘ 

get even more worried if I tried.   

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Where the fuck did I put that lighter?! I spun around in the middle of my bedroom for the third 

time, raking my fingers through my hair utterly frustrated. I had just woken up after a whopping 

twenty minutes of sleepτfrom a particularly fucked up dreamτand I 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! [ŀǎǘ ǘƛƳŜ L ƘŀŘ ƛǘΧ hƘΣ ǊƛƎƘǘΗ I flung open the door 

to my balcony and immediately spotted it lying on the railing. There you are, I smirked.   

 

I lit the cigarette and performed a reverent pull. Ahh, much better. I 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 ǳƴǎŜŜƳƭȅ άŦƻǎǘŜǊ ǎƛǘǳŀǘƛƻƴΦέ 5ǊΦ /ŀǊƭƛǎƭŜ /ǳƭƭŜƴ ǿŀǎ ŀ 

ŦǳƴŘŀƳŜƴǘŀƭƭȅ ƎƻƻŘ Ƴŀƴ ŀƴŘ ǳǇǎǘŀƴŘƛƴƎ ŎƛǘƛȊŜƴ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ DǊŜŀǘŜǊ CƻǊƪǎ /ƻƳƳǳƴƛǘȅΦ ²Ŝ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ 

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.   

 

I supposed to most seventeen year olds, it would be the ideal living situation. I was probably as 

close to happy as I was ever going to get. Emmett ƭƛǾŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ǳǎ ǘƻƻΦ !ƴƻǘƘŜǊ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ /ŀǊƭƛǎƭŜΩǎ 

acquisitions. Emmett was a year older than me and was here first. He loved throwing that up to 
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me. As if I cared. He was the fucking golden boy of Forks, and a constant kiss ass. When the 

ŜƭŘŜǊǎ ǿŜǊŜƴΩǘ ŀōƻǳǘΣ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ŀƭǎƻ ŎǊǳŘŜ ŀǎ ƘŜƭƭΦ ²Ŝ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƎŜǘ ŀƭƻƴƎΦ !ǘ ŀƭƭΦ !ŦǘŜǊ a year of 

constant fighting and bitching from Carlisle, we made an unspoken agreement to stay out of 

ŜŀŎƘ ƻǘƘŜǊΩǎ ƘŀƛǊΦ IŜΩƭƭ ōŜ ƎƻƴŜ ƛƴ ŀ ȅŜŀǊ ŀƴȅǿŀȅǎΦ   

 

I 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. I loathed this time of day. Much 

like a bad piece of Russian literature, it was long as fuckτand boring as hell. I had my hobbies, 

and sure, I could spend nine hours sketching and listening to music. But if I was being honest 

with myselfτand I very rarely amτthere was only one thing I wanted to do in this world more 

than anything.  

Sleep.  

¢ƘŜ ƭŀǎǘ ǘƛƳŜ L ƘŀŘ ŀ ƎƻƻŘΣ ŜƴǘƛǊŜ ƴƛƎƘǘΩǎ ǎƭŜŜǇΣ ǿŀǎ ǎƻ Ƴŀƴȅ ȅŜŀǊǎ ŀƎƻτL ŘƻƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊ 

what it was like. CarliǎƭŜ ǿŀǎ ǿƻǊǊƛŜŘ ŀǘ ŦƛǊǎǘΣ ǇǊƻōŀōƭȅ ǎǘƛƭƭ ƛǎΣ ōǳǘ ǘƘŜǊŜΩǎ ƴƻǘƘƛƴƎ ƘŜ Ŏŀƴ ŘƻΦ Lǘ 

was like this every single night. Barely any sleep at all, if I even made an attempt to do so. It was 

ǘƘŜ ŘǊŜŀƳǎΧ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ŦǳŎƪƛƴƎ ŘǊŜŀƳǎΦ Lǘ ƭƛǘŜǊŀƭƭȅ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ ǿƻǊǘƘ it to try to sleep 

anymore.   

 

I 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, I 

plopped down on my bed and resumed my sketch from earlier in the evening. It kept me awake 

ŀƭƳƻǎǘ ŀǎ ǿŜƭƭ ŀǎ 5ŀŘŘȅ /Ωǎ ǎŜŎǊŜǘ ǎǘŀǎƘ ƻŦ ŀƳǇƘŜǘŀƳƛƴŜǎΣ ǿƘƛŎƘ ǿŀǎ ƛƴ ǎŜǊƛƻǳǎ ǘƘǊŜŀǘ ƻŦ ǘƻǘŀƭ 

ŘŜǇƭŜǘƛƻƴ L ƳƛƎƘǘ ŀŘŘΦ LΩŘ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ƭƛƳƛǘŜŘ Ƴȅ ŘǊǳƎǎ ǘƻ ǳǇǇŜǊǎ ŦƻǊ ƻōǾƛƻǳǎ ǊŜŀǎƻƴǎΦ hŎŎŀǎƛƻƴŀƭƭȅ 

LΩŘ Ǝƻ get drunk with my friend Jasperτbut not often.   

 

Jasper Hale and I have been friends since the first day of freshman year, and I told Mr. 

Johnsonτour horribly undereducated History teacherτǘƻ άƎƻ ŦǳŎƪ ƘƛƳǎŜƭŦΦέ  

Jazz loved that shit. He was the only friend I 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. 

LǘΩǎ ƴƻǘ ŀ ōǊƻƳŀƴŎŜ ƻǊ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎΣ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ Ƨǳǎǘ Ƙƻǿ ǿŜ ǿŜǊŜΦ .ǳǘ ŜǾŜƴ ǘƘƻǳƎƘ WŀȊȊ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ƘŀŘ Ƴȅ 

back, and was alǿŀȅǎ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǘƻ ƭƛǎǘŜƴ ǘƻ ŀƭƭ Ƴȅ ŦǳŎƪŜŘ ǳǇ ǇǊƻōƭŜƳǎΣ L ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƘŜƭǇ ŦŜŜƭƛƴƎ ŀƭƻƴŜΦ 

He tried to understand, but how could he? When he asked why I was always tired, I told him 

ǘƘŜ ǘǊǳǘƘΦ LΩŘ ǊŀǘƘŜǊ ǿŀƭƪ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ƭƛƪŜ ŀ ŦǳŎƪƛƴƎ ȊƻƳōƛŜ ǘƘŀƴ ŜȄǇŜǊƛŜƴŎŜ ǘƘŜ ŘǊŜŀƳǎ that 

haunted me.  

Of course, he thought I was crazy.  
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So I never brought it up again.   

 

I 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.  

I suppressed a groan.   

 

I 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 freedomτboredom is 

more like it. I always got good grades in school. Especially here, where I could probably teach 

most of the AP classes, even half awake. I mean, I did have nine free hours a night to study and 

work.   

 

With that thought, I 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, I had never 

ǊŜŀƭƛȊŜŘ Ƙƻǿ ƳǳŎƘ L ǘƻƻƪ ŀ ƎƻƻŘ ƴƛƎƘǘΩǎ 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.   

 

{ƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ ƭƻƻƪ ŀǘ ƳŜ after what happenedτŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ ōŜŀǊ ǘƻ ōŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǎŀƳŜ ǊƻƻƳ 

ŀǎ ƳŜΦ {ƘŜ ƴŜǾŜǊ ŜǾŜƴ ŦǳŎƪƛƴƎ ǎŀƛŘ ƎƻƻŘōȅŜΦ L ǿƛǎƘ L ŎƻǳƭŘ ǎŀȅ L ōƭŀƳŜŘ ƘŜǊΣ ōǳǘ L ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ŎŀƴΩǘΦ 

 I took away the one person she loved more than anything.  

More than me, obviously.  

Even now, eight years later, I could see the flames clearly in my mind. I could feel the heat and 

smell the smoke. And if I slept deeply enough, I could watch perfectly as my father lay burning 

on the floor, screaming for help that would never come. I began shaking my head, unwilling to 

take that train of thought any further.   

Once the sun was beginning to show signs of rising, I closed my textbook and started getting 

ready for my grand re-appearance at Forks High.  

I never really put much thought into what I wore, usually a simple t-shirt and jeans, my favorite 

black leather jacket, and scuffed boots. I probably looked much less well-to-do than I actually 

was, but I could hardly find it in me to give a fuck. The only real reason I 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 
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good doctor knew how to bribe effectively.   

 

Once I managed to dodge any and all contact with Emmett, I made my way out to said coveted 

ǾŜƘƛŎƭŜ ŀƴŘ ƭƛƎƘǘƭȅ ǘǊŀƛƭŜŘ ŀ ŦƛƴƎŜǊ ǳǇ ǘƘŜ ƘƻƻŘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŘǊƛǾŜǊΩǎ ŘƻƻǊΦ Oh so pretty. I took note 

that Brandon, my next door neighbor, had already left for school, as her yellow Porsche was 

absent from the driveway. hŦ ŎƻǳǊǎŜ ǎƘŜΩǎ ŀƭǊŜŀŘȅ ƭŜŦǘΦ She was all too willing to be up this 

ŜŀǊƭȅΦ L Ǝƻǘ ƛƴ Ƴȅ ±ƻƭǾƻ ŀƴŘ ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘ ǘƻǿŀǊŘǎ WŀǎǇŜǊΩǎ ƘƻǳǎŜ ǘƻ ǇƛŎƪ ƘƛƳ ǳǇΦ   

 

He was waiting at the curb of his modest middle class home and jumped in before I even had 

the chance to pull into his driveway.   

 

άLǘΩǎ ŀōƻǳǘ ŦǳŎƪƛƴƎ ǘƛƳŜΣ ƳŀƴΦ wƻǎŜ Ƙŀǎ ōŜŜƴ ǳǇ Ƴȅ ŀǎǎ ŀƭƭ ƳƻǊƴƛƴƎ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘƛǎ ǇŀǊǘȅ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ 

ǘƘǊƻǿƛƴƎ ǘƻƴƛƎƘǘΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ǿƘƛƭŜ ōǳŎƪƭƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ ǎŜŀǘ ōŜƭǘΦ   

 

L ǎŎƻŦŦŜŘ ά¢ƘŜ ǇŀǊǘȅ LΩƳ throwing? I never wanted to have the damn thing in the first place. I 

would have put up more of a fight if Emmett ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ǘƘǊŜŀǘŜƴŜŘ ǘƻ ǘŜƭƭ /ŀǊƭƛǎƭŜ ŀōƻǳǘ Ƴȅ 

ǎǳǎǇŜƴǎƛƻƴΦέ L ƭŀȊƛƭȅ ƭŀƛŘ Ƴȅ ƘŜŀŘ ōŀŎƪ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǎŜŀǘ ŀƴŘ ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘ ǘƘŜ ŘǊƛǾŜ ǘƻǿŀǊŘǎ ǎŎƘƻƻƭΦ ά¸ƻǳ 

ŎƻƳƛƴƎΚέ L ŀǎƪŜŘΣ ƭƻƭƭƛƴƎ Ƴȅ ƘŜŀŘ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ ŘƛǊŜŎǘƛƻƴΦ   

 

IŜ ǎƴƻǊǘŜŘΦ ά¸ŜŀƘΣ ǎǳǊŜΦ LΩƳ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ŀ ǇŀǊǘȅ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ōǳƴŎƘ ƻŦ ŦǳŎƪƛƴƎ ŘǊǳƴƪŜƴ ƻōƴƻȄƛƻǳǎ ǎŜƴƛƻǊǎ 

ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ŎƻƳōƛƴŜŘ LΦvΦ ƻŦ Ƴȅ ƳƻƳΩǎ ŎǊŜŘƛǘ ǎŎƻǊŜΦέ   

 

L ŎƘǳŎƪƭŜŘΦ άbƻǿΣ ƴƻǿ WŀȊȊΣ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ƛƴǎǳƭǘƛƴƎ ȅƻǳǊ ŦǳǘǳǊŜ ǿƛŦŜΣ ȅƻǳ ƪƴƻǿΦ ¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ƴƻǘ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ōŀƎ 

Brandon by ƛƴǎǳƭǘƛƴƎ ƘŜǊ ƛƴǘŜƭƭƛƎŜƴŎŜΦέ   

 

ά!ƭƛŎŜ ƛǎ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ōŜ ǘƘŜǊŜΚέ ƘŜ ŀǎƪŜŘΣ ǎƻǳƴŘƛƴƎ ŎǳǊƛƻǳǎƭȅ ŘƛǎŀǇǇƻƛƴǘŜŘΦ  

I nodded and raised an eyebrow at him.  

ά²ŜƭƭΣ ŦǳŎƪΗ L ŀƭǊŜŀŘȅ ǘƻƭŘ Ƴȅ ƳƻƳ LΩŘ ǎǘŀȅ ƘƻƳŜ ǘƘƛǎ ǿŜŜƪŜƴŘ ŀƴŘ ƘŜƭǇ ƘŜǊ ǿƛǘƘ ƭŜǎǎƻƴ ǇƭŀƴǎΦέ 

He frowned and slumped down into his seat defeated. I rolled my eyes.   

 

WŀǎǇŜǊ ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴ ǎŜŎǊŜǘƭȅ ŎŀǊǊȅƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǘƻǊŎƘ ŦƻǊ Ƴȅ ƴŜƛƎƘōƻǊ ŜǾŜǊ ǎƛƴŎŜ LΩǾŜ ƪƴƻǿƴ ƘƛƳΦ L ǿŀǎ 

ǎǘŀǊǘƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǿƻƴŘŜǊ ƛŦ ƘŜΩŘ ŜǾŜǊ ƎŜǘ ǘƘŜ ōŀƭƭǎ ǘƻ ǘŀƭƪ ǘƻ ƘŜǊΦ Iƻǿ ŦǳŎƪƛƴƎ ƘŀǊŘ Ŏŀƴ ƛǘ ōŜΚ 9ǾŜǊȅ 

time I see him staring at her across the cafeteria or in the halls, I 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 

ŀ ŦŀǾƻǊ ŀƴŘ ŦǳŎƪ ƘƛƳ ǎŜƴǎŜƭŜǎǎ ǎƻ ƘŜΩƭƭ ǎǘƻǇ ǇƛƴƛƴƎ ƻǾŜǊ ȅƻǳ ƭƛƪŜ a lost puppy dog? I suppressed a 

chuckle at the thought.   
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²ƘŜƴ ǿŜ ǇǳƭƭŜŘ ǳǇ ǘƻ ǎŎƘƻƻƭΣ L ƳŀŘŜ ƛǘ ŀ Ǉƻƛƴǘ ǘƻ ǇŀǊƪ ƴŜȄǘ ǘƻ .ǊŀƴŘƻƴΩǎ tƻǊǎŎƘŜΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜ 

least I could do for the sorry bastard. She was still in her car, arms flailing about, talking 

animatedly to someone in the passenger seat.   

 

άhƘ {ƘƛǘΗέ WŀǎǇŜǊ ǎƘƻǘ ǳǇ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ ǎŜŀǘ ŀƴŘ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ǘƻ ƳŜ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ǎƳƛǊƪΦ ά¸ƻǳ ƳƛǎǎŜŘ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ 

ŜȄŎƛǘŜƳŜƴǘ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƘŜ ƴŜǿ ƎƛǊƭ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ȅƻǳΚέ   

 

άbŜǿ ƎƛǊƭΚέ L ŀǎƪŜŘ ƛƴ ŀ ōƻǊŜŘ ǘƻƴŜ ŀƴŘ ŎƭƻǎŜŘ Ƴȅ ŜȅŜǎΦ tŜƻǇƭŜ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ƘŜǊŜ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ went ape 

shit over fresh meat. I could care less.   

 

WŀǎǇŜǊ ǊƻƭƭŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ŜȅŜǎ ŀǘ Ƴȅ ƻōǾƛƻǳǎ ƛƴŘƛŦŦŜǊŜƴŎŜΦ άbƻ ǿŀȅΣ ƳŀƴΦ ¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ŀ ƪƛŎƪ ƻǳǘ 

ƻŦ ǘƘƛǎΦ bŜǿ DƛǊƭ ƛǎ !ƭƛŎŜΩǎ ŎǊŀȊȅ ŎƻǳǎƛƴΦ {ƘŜ ƳƻǾŜŘ ƛƴ ǿƛǘƘ ƘŜǊ ŀ ǿŜŜƪ ŀƎƻΦέ  

I frowned. I had a new neighōƻǊ ŀƴŘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ ƴƻǘƛŎŜΦ bƻΦ L ƘŀŘ ŀ ƴŜǿ crazy neighbor, and I 

ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ ƴƻǘƛŎŜΦ {ǳŘŘŜƴƭȅΣ L ǿŀǎ ƛƴǘŜǊŜǎǘŜŘΦ LǘΩǎ ƴƻǘ ŜȄŀŎǘƭȅ ŎƻƳŦƻǊǘƛƴƎ ǘƻ ōŜ ƭƛǾƛƴƎ ƛƴ ǎǳŎƘ 

ŎƭƻǎŜ ǇǊƻȄƛƳƛǘȅ ǘƻ ǎƻƳŜƻƴŜ ǿƘƻΩǎ ŎǊŀȊȅΦ L ǿŀǾŜŘ Ƴȅ ƘŀƴŘ ŦƻǊ ƘƛƳ ǘƻ ŎƻƴǘƛƴǳŜ ŀƴŘ ƻǇŜƴŜŘ Ƴȅ 

eyes to look at him. Pleased by my reaction, Jasper settled back down and continued.   

 

ά²ŜŘƴŜǎŘŀȅΣ bŜǿǘƻƴ ǘǊƛŜŘ ǘƻ ǿƻǊƪ Ƙƛǎ ΨŎƘŀǊƳΩ ƻƴ ƘŜǊ ƛƴ .ƛƻΣ ŀƴŘ ǎƘŜ ŎƻƳǇƭŜǘŜƭȅ ŦǳŎƪƛƴƎ 

freaked out. Had some kind of weird, random emotional breakdown or some shit. She started 

ŎǊȅƛƴƎ ŀƴŘ ǎƘŀƪƛƴƎ ǘƘŜƴ Ǌŀƴ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ŎƭŀǎǎΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎ ǉǳƛǘŜ ǘƘŜ ŜǾŜƴǘΦ ¦ǎǳŀƭƭȅΣ LΩŘ ŦƛƎǳǊŜ aƛƪŜ Ƨǳǎǘ 

Ŧƛƴŀƭƭȅ Ǝƻǘ ŀ ƴƻǊƳŀƭ ǊŜŀŎǘƛƻƴ ŦǊƻƳ Ƙƛǎ ǳǎǳŀƭ Ψŀǎǎ ƎǊŀō ǘŜŎƘƴƛǉǳŜΣΩ ōǳǘ ǿƘŜƴ /ǊƻǿƭŜȅ ǘǊƛŜŘ ǘƻ ƘŜƭǇ 

her up yesterday after she tripped, she did the same thiƴƎΣέ ƘŜ ŦƛƴƛǎƘŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ǎƘǊǳƎΦ   

 

Just then, Brandon and her passenger exited her car, and began walking towards the building. I 

ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǎŜŜ ǘƘŜ ǇŀǎǎŜƴƎŜǊΩǎ ŦŀŎŜ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ƘƛŘŘŜƴ ōŜƘƛƴŘ ƭƻƴƎ ōǊƻǿƴ ƘŀƛǊ ǇŜŜƪƛƴƎ ƻǳǘ 

from under her black hoodie. I assumed this was Crazy Cousin, or New Girl. She seemed to drag 

her feet lazily while she was walking towards the school.   

 

L ǿŀǎ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƻ ǉǳŜǎǘƛƻƴ WŀǎǇŜǊ ŦǳǊǘƘŜǊ ƻƴ bŜǿ DƛǊƭΩǎ ƻōǾƛƻǳǎ ƳŜƴǘŀƭ ƛƴǎǘŀōƛƭƛǘȅΣ ōǳǘ Ƙƛǎ 

ŀǘǘŜƴǘƛƻƴ ǿŀǎ ŜƴǘƛǊŜƭȅ ŦƛȄŀǘŜŘ ƻƴ .ǊŀƴŘƻƴΩǎ ǊŜǘǊeating rear. I sighed and got out of the car to 

make my way to class.    
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!ƭƛŎŜ Ƨǳǎǘ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǎƘǳǘ ǳǇ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘƛǎ ǇŀǊǘȅ ǘƻƴƛƎƘǘΦ ²Ŝ ǿŜǊŜ ƛƴ ƘŜǊ ǊŀǘƘŜǊ ƻǎǘŜƴǘŀǘƛƻǳǎ 

screaming yellow Porsche, waiting for the bell to ring to go to class.   

 

άLǘΩǎ Ǝƻƛƴg to be so much fun, Bella! EmmettΨǎ ǇŀǊǘƛŜǎ ŀǊŜ ƭŀƴŘƳŀǊƪ ŜǾŜƴǘǎΗ ¸ƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ŎƻƳŜτ

ŜǾŜǊȅōƻŘȅΩǎ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ōŜ ǘƘŜǊŜΗέ ǎƘŜ ǎǉǳŜŀƭŜŘ ŀǘ ƳŜΦ   

 

¢Ƙŀǘ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜ ŜȄŀŎǘ ǊŜŀǎƻƴ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ƎƻΦ ¢ƘŜ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ƻŦ ōŜƛƴƎ ƛƴ ŀ ƘƻǳǎŜ ŦƛƭƭŜŘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ōǊƛƳ 

with drunk guys made me shudder.   

 

ά!ƭƛŎŜΣέ L ǇƭŜŀŘŜŘ ǉǳƛŜǘƭȅΦ άtƭŜŀǎŜ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƳŀƪŜ ƳŜ Ǝƻ ǘƻ ǘƘƛǎ ǘƘƛƴƎΦ LΩƳ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ǳƴŎƻƳŦƻǊǘŀōƭŜ 

ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ǿƘƻƭŜ ƛŘŜŀΦέ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ǘŜƭƭ ƘŜǊ ǘƘŜ ǊŜŀƭ ǊŜŀǎƻƴ ǿƘȅ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ƎƻΣ ƛǘ ǿƻǳƭŘ 

make her suspicious, and the rumors flying around school were already drawing her attention 

to my behavior.   

 

It was silent for a moment, and I thought for sure I had finally won this argument, but when I 

ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ǳǇ ŀǘ ƘŜǊΣ L ƪƴŜǿ L ƘŀŘ ƭƻǎǘΦ {ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ƎƛǾƛƴƎ ƳŜ ǘƘŜ ŎƭŀǎǎƛŎ ά!ƭƛŎŜ ǇƻǳǘΦέ bƻ ƻƴŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ 

deny that look even if they wanted to. And honestly, I wanted to show her that I could try to be 

normal for an hour or two, hoping maybe it would suppress her worries about me for a while.   

 

ά¦ƎƘΗ CƛƴŜΗ LΩƭƭ Ǝƻ ƛƴ ǿƛǘƘ ȅƻǳ ŀƴŘ ŎƘŀǘ ǿƛǘƘ wƻǎŜ ŦƻǊ ŀ ŦŜǿ ƳƛƴǳǘŜǎΣ ǘƘŜƴ LΩƳ ƎƻƛƴƎ ōŀŎƪ ƘƻƳŜΗέ 

I said, annoyed.   

 

{ƘŜ ǎǉǳŜŀƭŜŘ ŀƴŘ ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘ ōƻǳƴŎƛƴƎ ƛƴ ƘŜǊ ǎŜŀǘΦ ά¸ƻǳΩƭƭ ǎŜŜΣ .ŜƭƭŀτȅƻǳΩƭƭ ƘŀǾŜ ŦǳƴΗέ L ǊƻƭƭŜŘ Ƴȅ 

eyes and opened the car door just as the bell rang. I had a mantra I 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. I was feeling more tired by the second. The day hours always amplified my 

drowsiness.   

 

L ƘŜŀǊŘ ǎƴƛŎƪŜǊǎ ŀƴŘ ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊǎ ŀǎ L ǇŀǎǎŜŘ ǘƘŜ ƎǊƻǳǇǎ ƻŦ ǇŜƻǇƭŜΦ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ Ƴake out what they 

were saying because I was intently tuning them out. I was focused on returning to the numb 

state I used to get through the school days. I had three episodes so far with guys touching me, 

and I assumed I was probably the laughing stock of the entire school by now.  

!ǎ ƛŦ ǊŜŀŘƛƴƎ Ƴȅ ƳƛƴŘΣ !ƭƛŎŜ ƭŜŀƴŜŘ ǳǇ ƛƴǘƻ Ƴȅ ŜŀǊΦ άL ǇǊƻƳƛǎŜ L ǿƻƴΩǘ ƭŜǘ ŀƴȅƻƴŜ ōƻǘƘŜǊ ȅƻǳΣέ 

she whispered and patted my arm.   
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.ǳǘ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǎŀȅ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ ōŀŎƪΦ L Ƨǳǎǘ ŎƻƴǘƛƴǳŜŘ ǿŀƭƪƛƴƎ ǿƛǘƘ Ƴȅ ƘŜŀŘ ŘƻǿƴΣ ŀƴŘ Ƴȅ ŦŜŜǘ 

dragged against the wave of exhaustion that was rising in me.   

 

By the time lunch came, I realized I was being avoided like the plague by the entire student 

body. This fact made me so relieved, I almost smiled. Almost. It made everything so much 

easier, being avoided. They all still did the snicker-whisper thing, but that I could definitely 

handle.   

 

I never ate school food, so I produced my bag of Gingerbread Zombies and took my seat at the 

ŜƴŘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǘŀōƭŜ ƴŜȄǘ ǘƻ !ƭƛŎŜ ŀƴŘ ŀŎǊƻǎǎ ŦǊƻƳ wƻǎŀƭƛŜΣ !ƭƛŎŜΩǎ ōŜǎǘ ŦǊƛŜƴd and EmmettΩǎ 

girlfriend. Emmett and Rose were both seniors, but the two of them and Alice were nearly 

inseparable. I was told that the three of them were the most popular in school, and I 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 ŀƴŘ L ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ǘŀƭƪŜŘ ƳǳŎƘτmostly because he scares the hell out of me, but Rose 

and I are becoming something akin to friends.   

 

L ǎŀƛŘ ŀ ǉǳƛŎƪ άƘŜƭƭƻέ ŀƴŘ ŘǳƎ ƛƴǘƻ Ƴȅ ōŀƎ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ōƻƻƪ ǘƘŀǘ L ƘŀŘ Ƨǳǎǘ ŎƘŜŎƪŜŘ ƻǳǘ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ 

ƭƛōǊŀǊȅΦ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ Ƴȅ ƻƭŘ ŎƻƭƭŜŎǘƛƻƴ ŀƴȅƳƻǊŜΣ ǎƻ L ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ƘŀŘ ǘƻ ǎŜǘǘƭŜΦ .ǳǘ ŜǾŜƴ ǘƘƻǳƎƘ ǘƘŜ 

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 conversationτwhich seemed to center 

ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ǘƻƴƛƎƘǘΩǎ ǇŀǊǘȅτso I just munched on my cookies and started reading with my head 

down. This is what I did every day: try to be invisible.   

 

The sound of the bell brought my attention back to the cafeteria, so I quickly put my book away 

and headed for Biology. I liked this class because I 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 

I had already taken this course in Phoenix.   

 

I 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! I chided 

myself mentally, rubbing my eyes furiously with my fist in an attempt to delay the inevitable.   

 

Once I was in my seat in the warmth of the Biology classroom, I knew I had to catch at least ten 
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or twenty minutes of rest. I knew I was pushing it when I stayed awake in English, but I had 

papers to turn in. It was better for me to sleep here, at school, where bells were constantly 

blaring at regularly timed intervals. I knew I could never get to sleep deep enough to dream. I 

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, I slowly let my eyes flutter closed and welcomed the 

sweet release of unconsciousness. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Crazy New Cousin Girl was passed out ŀǘ Ƴȅ ƭŀō ǘŀōƭŜ ǿƘŜƴ L ŀǊǊƛǾŜŘ ǘƻ .ƛƻΦ {ƻΣ ƴƻǿ LΩƳ ǎƛǘǘƛƴƎ 

here staring daggers at her soaked, black hood in unmasked disdain. Must be nice... I thought 

bitterly, as I started myτno, ourτlab assignment. I should wake her up like the prick I most 

definitely am. I should rip that hood right off her head and start shaking her. I should have told 

aǊΦ .ŀƴƴŜǊ ǘƘŀǘ L ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ƻƪŀȅ ǿƛǘƘ ƛǘ ǿƘŜƴ ƘŜ ŀǎƪŜŘ ƳŜτōǳǘ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘΦ Lǘ ŀƭƳƻǎǘ ŦŜƭǘ ƭƛƪŜ 

sacrilege to disturb something as peaceful and unattainable to me as sleep.   

 

So I swallowed my annoyance and envy, did the fucking assignment, and hoped she enjoyed her 

free A on the assignment. Once I was done, I immediately regretted going so fast. I had 

absolutely nothing to keep my attention away from the fact I could barely keep my eyes open. I 

started doing what I always did in these situations: eyes drooping, head dropping, and then 

snapping back up. I did that five times before I ran a hand over my face nice and hard and shot 

a look at the sleeping figure to my left. Fucking Bitch. I could hear her breathing deeply in the 

silence of the classroom, and she was emitting the softest snoring sound, I was sure I 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 I 

already was. There was still thirty minutes of class left. Shaking my head furiously, I decided I 

ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǘŀƪŜ ŀƴȅ ƳƻǊŜ ǘŜƳǇǘŀǘƛƻƴΦ L ǊŀƛǎŜŘ Ƴȅ ƘŀƴŘ ŀƴŘ ŎƭŜŀǊŜŘ Ƴȅ ǘƘǊƻŀǘ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ aǊΦ .ŀƴƴŜǊΩǎ 

ŀǘǘŜƴǘƛƻƴ ǿƘŜƴ ƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƭƻƻƪ ǳǇ ŦǊƻƳ Ƙƛǎ ŘŜǎƪ.   

 

ά¸ŜǎΣ aǊΦ /ǳƭƭŜƴΚέ aǊΦ .ŀƴƴŜǊ ŀǎƪŜŘ ƛƴ ŀ ƪƴƻǿƛƴƎ ǘƻƴŜΦ L ŦǊŜǉǳŜƴǘƭȅ ǊŜǉǳŜǎǘŜŘ ŜŀǊƭȅ ŘƛǎƳƛǎǎŀƭ 

from classes at times like these. Mr. Banner was one of my easier subjects when it came to such 

privileges.   
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ά9ȄŎǳǎŜ ƳŜΣ aǊΦ .ŀƴƴŜǊΣ ōǳǘ ŎƻǳƭŘ L ǇƭŜŀǎŜ ōŜ ŜȄŎǳǎŜŘ ŜŀǊƭȅ ǘƻŘŀȅΚέ L ŀǎƪŜŘ ŀǎ ǇƻƭƛǘŜƭȅ ŀǎ L 

could in my highly aggravated state. I hoped he missed how my words were slightly slurred. 

²ƘŜƴ ƘŜ Ǝƻǘ ŀ ŘŜŦƛŀƴǘ ƭƻƻƪ ƻƴ Ƙƛǎ ŦŀŎŜΣ L ŀŘŘŜŘ ά!ŦǘŜǊ ŀƭƭΣ L am ǿƻǊƪƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ ǘǿƻ ǘƘƛǎ ŀŦǘŜǊƴƻƻƴΦέ 

I nodded my head in /ǊŀȊȅ {ƭŜŜǇƛƴƎ .ƛǘŎƘ bŜǿ DƛǊƭ /ƻǳǎƛƴΩǎ ŘƛǊŜŎǘƛƻƴ ŀƴŘ ǎƳƛǊƪŜŘΦ   

 

Mr. Banner let out a long sigh and nodded his head. He allowed her rude behavior, for reasons 

ǳƴƪƴƻǿƴ ǘƻ ƳŜΣ ǎƻ ƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ŎƘŀƴŎŜ ƎŜǘǘƛƴƎ ƛƴ ǘǊƻǳōƭŜ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ŦŀŎǳƭǘȅΦ ²ƛǘƘ ŀ ǘǊƛǳƳǇƘŀƴǘ 

smile, I gathered my things. Just as I was about to get up from my seat, I heard a quiet whimper 

from the seat next to me. I looked over and noticed she was shaking lightly in her sleep. I stared 

at her trembling form for a moment, and considered waking her from what was most likely a 

nightmare, but decided against it. ¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ǿƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ ƎŜǘΦ I inwardly smiled.   

 

With that final thought I rose from my seat and quickly exited the room, shutting the door 

behind me. I paid no attention to the loud, strangled screams coming from the science building 

behind me as I made my way to my Volvo.   

× 

άLΩƭƭ ōŜ ƘƻƳŜ {ǳƴŘŀȅ ŜǾŜƴƛƴƎΦ LΩƳ ǘǊǳǎǘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǘǿƻ ƻŦ ȅƻǳ ǘƻ ƴƻǘ ƪƛƭƭ ŜŀŎƘ ƻǘƘŜǊ ƛƴ Ƴȅ ŀōǎŜƴŎŜΦέ 

Carlisle said distractedly as spun around the living room for the second time, patting at his 

ǇƻŎƪŜǘǎΣ ǘǊȅƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƭƻŎŀǘŜ Ƙƛǎ ƪŜȅǎΦ {ƻƳŜǘƛƳŜǎ LΩŘ ǎǿŜŀǊ ǿŜ ǎƘŀǊŜŘ 5b!Φ   

 

ά!ǿΣ ŎƻƳŜ ƻƴ /ŀǊƭƛǎƭŜΣ ƳŜ ŀƴŘ Ƴȅ ōǳŘŘȅ ƘŜǊŜΚέ Emmett threw his big sweaty arms around my 

shoulders while I grimaced.   

 

ά{ǿŜŜǘ /ƘǊƛǎǘΣ 9ƳΦ ¸ƻǳ ŦǳŎƪƛƴƎ ǎǘƛƴƪΣ Ǝƻ ǘŀƪŜ ŀ ǎƘower before I have Carlisle lecture you on the 

ōŜƴŜŦƛǘǎ ƻŦ ŘŜƻŘƻǊŀƴǘΣέ L ǎƴŀǇǇŜŘ ŀǎ L ǎƭŀǇǇŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ŀǊƳ ŀǿŀȅ ŦǊƻƳ ƳŜ ƛƴ ŘƛǎƎǳǎǘΦ IŜ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ 

ǎƳŜƭƭŜŘ ōŀŘ ǿƘŜƴ ƘŜ ŎŀƳŜ ƘƻƳŜ ŦǊƻƳ ǇǊŀŎǘƛŎŜΣ ŀƴŘ L ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǿŀƛǘ ǘƻ ǊŜƳƻǾŜ ƳȅǎŜƭŦ ŦǊƻƳ Ƙƛǎ 

stench. But Carlisle was about to leave for some medical conference on the east coast, so I had 

ǘƻ ǎŜŜ ƘƛƳ ƻŦŦ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘŜ ƎƻƻŘ ǎƻƴ L ǿŀǎƴΩǘΦ   

 

/ŀǊƭƛǎƭŜ ǎƘƻƻƪ Ƙƛǎ ƘŜŀŘ ŘƛǎŀǇǇǊƻǾƛƴƎƭȅ ŀƴŘ ƭŜǘ ƻǳǘ ŀƴ ŜȄŀǎǇŜǊŀǘŜŘ ǎƛƎƘΦ άtƭŜŀǎŜΣ 9ŘǿŀǊŘΦ 5ƻƴΩǘ 

ǳǎŜ ǘƘŀǘ ƪƛƴŘ ƻŦ ƭŀƴƎǳŀƎŜΣέ ƘŜ ŎƘƛŘŜŘ ŀǎ ƘŜ Ŏƻƴtinued his hunt.   

 

L ǎƳƛǊƪŜŘΣ ά{ǳǊŜ ǘƘƛƴƎΣ 5ŀŘŘȅ /Φέ  

He hated it when I 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 



 
 

19 

walking past us to the door, he stopped mid stride and turned to Emmett, scrunching his nose 

up at him. I perked up a bit at his obvious notice of EmmettΩǎ ŦƻǳƭƴŜǎǎΦ   

 

Please give him the deodorant speech. I pleaded with my eyes when Carlisle met my gaze. But 

instead he furrowed his brow and frowned at me.   

 

ά9ŘǿŀǊŘΣ ǿƘŜƴ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜ ƭŀǎǘ ǘƛƳŜ ȅƻǳ ǎƭŜǇǘΚέ ƘŜ ŀǎƪŜŘΣ ŎƻƴŎŜǊƴ ƭŀŎƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ ǘƻƴŜΦ L ƘŀŘ ǘƻ 

suppress a groan.   

 

άL ǎƭŜǇǘ ƭŀǎǘ ƴƛƎƘǘΦ L Ƨǳǎǘ ƘŀŘ ŀ ƭƻƴƎ ŘŀȅΦέ Lǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŀ ƭƛŜΦ IŜ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ǎƪŜǇǘƛŎŀƭ ŦƻǊ ŀ ƳƻƳŜƴǘ ōǳǘ 

eventually nodded.   

 

άaŀƪŜ ƛǘ ŀƴ ŜŀǊƭȅ ƴƛƎƘǘΣ ǘƘŜƴΦ ¸ƻǳ ƭƻƻƪ ŜȄƘŀǳǎǘŜŘΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘŜƴ ǿŜƴǘ ǘƻ ǘǳǊƴ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻǿŀǊŘǎ ǘƘŜ 

ŘƻƻǊΣ ōǳǘ ǎǘƻǇǇŜŘ ŀƴŘ ŀŘŘŜŘΣ άEmmett, deodorantΦ ¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ŀƭƭ LΩƳ ǎŀȅƛƴƎΦέ L ŎƘǳŎƪƭŜŘ ŘŀǊƪƭȅ 

while he exited the house, and made my way upstairs to my room to prepare for the long night 

ahead of me. 
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Chapter  2. Bloody Newtons  
 

 

 

 

 

It was the same nightmare I had last week, the one where I hid in the closet. He always found 

me, no matter how quiet I was being.  

I awoke with a start, falling out of my seat and onto a hard, cold floor. I 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 I instantly closed my mouth 

with a snap. I realized then, to my mortification, that I was still in Biology. 

 

When I 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. I sat there shaking and silent for a 

moment, save for my labored breathing, not really knowing what to do. Should I run? Should I 

ask to be excused? Was there any way possible to get out of this situation with a shred of 

dignity? I decided the answer to that question was a definite no. So I slowly lifted myself off the 

floor, and picked up my lab stool, which I 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 I felt compelled to say 

ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎΧŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎΦ .ǳǘ L ǿŀǎ ŎƻƳǇƭŜǘŜƭȅ ŀƴŘ ǳǘǘŜǊƭȅ ŦǊƻȊŜƴΣ ǎǘŀƴŘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜǊŜ ƎǊŀǎǇƛƴƎ Ƴȅ ƭŀō 

stool like it was the only thing keeping me in the room, the school, the entire town. By now, I 

was quite sure my face was flaming red in embarrassment. All I could do was dart my eyes 

around the room and take in the stares of my astonished classmates. 

 

Finally, Mr. Banner cleared his throat.  

I snapped my gaze to his, silently pleading with my eyesτŦƻǊ ǿƘŀǘΣ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ. He opened his 

mouth like he was about to say something, then snapped it closed again. He did this four times 
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ōŜŦƻǊŜ Ŧƛƴŀƭƭȅ ǎǇŜŀƪƛƴƎΦ άaƛǎǎ {ǿŀƴΣ Řƻ ȅƻǳ ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ ōŜ ŜȄŎǳǎŜŘΚέ ƘŜ ŀǎƪŜŘ ǎƻ ǉǳƛŜǘƭȅ L ōŀǊŜƭȅ 

made out the words.  

Not trusting my voice enough to speak, I nodded vehemently and pried my grasp from the lab 

stool to pick up my bag. Without waiting for any further confirmation of my dismissal, I hurried 

out of the room with my eyes fixed on the floor. 

 

Once outside, I collapsed on the grass and took deep, steadying breaths, not caring about the 

light rain that was falling. I sat there for what seemed like hours, replaying the event in my 

head. Any hope I once had of attempting to remain unnoticed, even despite my earlier 

episodes, had just completely flew out the window. 

 

With ŀ ƎǊƻŀƴΣ L ƭƛŦǘŜŘ ƳȅǎŜƭŦ ƻŦŦ ǘƘŜ ƎǊƻǳƴŘ ŀƴŘ ƳŀŘŜ Ƴȅ ǿŀȅ ǘƻ !ƭƛŎŜΩǎ tƻǊǎŎƘŜΦ ¢ƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎ ƴƻ 

way I was going to gym today. 

 

L ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǎǳǊŜ ƛŦ !ƭƛŎŜ ƘŀŘ ŎŀǳƎƘǘ ǿƛƴŘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ .ƛƻƭƻƎȅ ƛƴŎƛŘŜƴǘΣ ōǳǘ ƛŦ ǎƘŜ ŘƛŘΣ ǎƘŜ ƳŀŘŜ ƴƻ 

mention of it when she got in the car at the end of the day. For that, I 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. 

 

άL ƳŜŀƴΣ ǿŜ ŘƛŘ ƘŀǾŜ ǇƛȊȊŀ ǘƻŘŀȅΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŀǘ ǎŀǳŎŜ Ŏŀƴ ƎŜǘ ŀƭƭ ƻǾŜǊ ƛŦ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ƴƻǘ ŎŀǊŜŦǳƭΦ L ǎƘƻǳƭŘ 

ƘŀǾŜ ƎƻƴŜ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ōŀǘƘǊƻƻƳ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ŎƭŀǎǎΗ LŦ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ƻƴ Ƴȅ ŦŀŎŜ ŀǘ ƭǳƴŎƘΣ ȅƻǳΩŘ ǘŜƭƭ 

ƳŜ ǊƛƎƘǘΚέ {ƘŜ ŜȅŜŘ ƳŜ ƴŜǊǾƻǳǎƭy from her seat as she babbled on. She gave me no chance to 

ŀƴǎǿŜǊΣ ƻŦ ŎƻǳǊǎŜΦ άDƻŘΗ IŜ ǇǊƻōŀōƭȅ ǘƘƛƴƪǎ LΩƳ ŀ ŎƻƳǇƭŜǘŜ ǎǇŀȊΗέ ǎƘŜ ƎǊƻŀƴŜŘΦ L ǊƻƭƭŜŘ Ƴȅ 

eyes. 

 

άIŜ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ǘƘƛƴƪ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ŀ ǎǇŀȊΣ !ƭƛŎŜΦ ¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ōŜƛƴƎ ǊƛŘƛŎǳƭƻǳǎΦέ L ǎŀƛŘ ƛƴ ŀ ƳƻƴƻǘƻƴŜ ǾƻƛŎŜΦ {ƘŜ 

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 

ƳŜ ŀŘŘΣ άtƭǳǎΣ L ǎŀǿ ȅƻǳ ŀŦǘŜǊ ƭǳƴŎƘ ŀƴŘ ȅƻǳ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ŀōǎƻƭǳǘŜƭȅ ǇŜǊŦŜŎǘΣέ L ƭƛŜŘΦ L ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ Ǉŀȅ 

enough attention at school to take in those kinds of details. She seemed placated somewhat by 

my comment. 

 

άhƪŀȅΣ ƳŀȅōŜ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ǊƛƎƘǘΦ {ǘƛƭƭΣ L ƘƻǇŜ ƘŜΩǎ ŎƻƳƛƴƎ ǘƻ EmmettΩǎ ǇŀǊǘȅ ǘƻƴƛƎƘǘΦ LΩƳ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ 

make one hundred percent posƛǘƛǾŜ L ƭƻƻƪ ƛǊǊŜǎƛǎǘƛōƭŜΦ L ƘŀǾŜ ǘƘƛǎ ƎǊŜŜƴ ŘǊŜǎǎ LΩǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ŘȅƛƴƎ ǘƻ 

ǿŜŀǊΧέ ǎƘŜ ōŀōōƭŜŘ ƻƴΣ ƳƻǊŜ ŜȄŎƛǘŜŘ ƴƻǿ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƘŜϥŘ ŎƘŀƴƎŜŘ ǘƘŜ ŎƻƴǾŜǊǎŀǘƛƻƴ ǘƻ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ ƘŜǊ 

happier topics; wardrobe. I internally groaned at the thought of going to this party. After my 
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bŜƘŀǾƛƻǊ ǘƻŘŀȅΣ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎ ƴƻ ǿŀȅ L ŎƻǳƭŘ ŀŎƘƛŜǾŜ Ƴȅ άƎƻ ƛƴΣ ŎƘŀǘ ǿƛǘƘ wƻǎŜΣ ƭŜŀǾŜέ Ǉƭŀƴ 

without having drawing any attention. Still, I pushed it to the back of my mind, knowing there 

ǿŀǎ ƴƻ ǿŀȅ LΩŘ ƎŜǘ !ƭƛŎŜ ƻŦŦ Ƴȅ ōŀŎƪΦ 

 

Once we were home, Alice began clawing through her closet, trying desperately to find the 

ŎƻǾŜǘŜŘ άtŜǊŦŜŎǘ DǊŜŜƴ 5ǊŜǎǎΣέ ǿƘƛƭŜ L ŦƛȄŜŘ ŘƛƴƴŜǊΦ 9ǎƳŜ ǿŀǎ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ōŜ ƎƻƴŜ ǘƻƴƛƎƘǘΣ ǎƻ !ƭƛŎŜ 

and I ate alone in the kitchen while she prattled on about accessories. Idly, I wondered how 

amusing it ǿƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ƛŦ ǘƘƛǎ WŀǎǇŜǊ Ǝǳȅ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ ŎƻƳŜ ǘƻ EmmettΩǎ ǇŀǊǘȅ ōǳǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ 

dream of mentioning the possibility to Alice. 

 

ά{ƻΧέ !ƭƛŎŜ ǎŀƛŘ ǎƭƻǿƭȅ ǿƘƛƭŜ ǇǊƻŘŘƛƴƎ ƘŜǊ ŦƻƻŘ ǿƛǘƘ ƘŜǊ ŦƻǊƪΣ ά²Ƙŀǘ ŀǊŜΧ ǳƘΦΦΦ ȅƻǳ ǿŜŀǊƛƴƎΚέ 

she attempted to ask casually while popping a broccoli spear into her mouth. I knew exactly 

where this conversation was headed and decided to stop it before it went any farther. 

 

άbƻΣέ L ǎŀƛŘ ŦƛǊƳƭȅΣ ǘǊȅƛƴƎ ǘƻ ŜȄǳŘŜ ŀ ƭƻƻƪ ƻŦ ŘŜŦƛŀƴŎŜΦ άLΩƳ ǿŜŀǊƛƴƎ ǿƘŀǘ L ƘŀǾŜ ƻƴ ƴƻǿΣ ŀƴŘ L 

ŘƻƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ƘŜŀǊ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ ŜƭǎŜ ŀōƻǳǘ ƛǘΦ tŜǊƛƻŘΦ ¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ƭǳŎƪȅ LΩƳ ŜǾŜƴ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǘƘƛǎ ǘƘƛƴƎ ƛƴ 

ǘƘŜ ŦƛǊǎǘ ǇƭŀŎŜΣέ L ƳǳƳōƭŜŘ ǘƘŜ ƭŀǎǘ ǇŀǊǘ Ƴƻǎǘƭȅ ǘƻ ƳȅǎŜƭŦ ōǳǘ ƭƻǳŘ ŜƴƻǳƎƘ ǎƻ ǎƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ ƘŜŀǊΦ L 

could see her really wanting to object, and I internally praised her self-control ǿƘŜƴ ǎƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘΦ 

I knew it took a lot. We ate the rest of the meal in companionable conversation. And by that, I 

ƳŜŀƴ !ƭƛŎŜ ǘŀƭƪŜŘ ŀ ƭƻǘΣ ŀƴŘ L ƭƛǎǘŜƴŜŘΧ ƳƻǎǘƭȅΦ 

 

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 I kept to my word of wearing the same 

ƻǳǘŦƛǘ ŦǊƻƳ ǎŎƘƻƻƭΦ LΩŘ ǇǊƻōŀōƭȅ ōŜ ƛƴ ŘƛǊŜ ƴŜŜŘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƘƻƻŘΣ L ŦƛƎǳǊŜŘΦ 

 

We left the house, with her two hundred dollar peep toe heels clicking against the cement 

ŘǊƛǾŜǿŀȅΣ ŀƴŘ ƳŀŘŜ ƻǳǊ ǿŀȅ ƴŜȄǘ ŘƻƻǊΦ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ƳǳŎƘ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ /ǳƭƭŜƴǎΣ ŜȄŎŜǇǘ ǿƘŀǘ 

!ƭƛŎŜ ǘƻƭŘ ƳŜΦ /ŀǊƭƛǎƭŜ /ǳƭƭŜƴ ǿŀǎ ǎƻƳŜ άƘǳƴƪȅέ ŘƻŎǘƻǊ ǿƘƻ ƘŀŘ ǘǿƻ ŀŘƻǇǘŜŘ ǎƻƴǎΣ Emmett, 

ŀƴŘ ǎƻƳŜ ƻǘƘŜǊ Ǝǳȅ LΩǾŜ ƴŜǾŜǊ ƳŜǘ ōŜŦƻǊŜΦ 9ŘƳǳƴŘΣ ƻǊ 9ŘǿŀǊŘ ƻǊ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎΦ {ƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǎŀȅ 

much about him, because Jasper was his best friend, and of course the conversation never 

ǿŜƴǘ ŀƴȅ ŦǳǊǘƘŜǊ ǘƘŀƴ ǘƘŀǘ ŘǳŜ ǘƻ ƘŜǊ ƛƴŀōƛƭƛǘȅ ǘƻ ǎŀȅ WŀǎǇŜǊΩǎ ƴŀƳŜ ǿƛǘƘƻǳǘ ǎǿƻƻƴƛƴƎ ƻǾŜǊ 

him. I 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?! 

 

I was broken out of my thoughts by the loud music emanating from the large, white house in 

front of me. Alice was so excited I 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.  
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Not many people were outside, so I took the moment to give myself an inner pep talk before 

going in behind her. Hood up, head down. I chanted in my mind. With a long, martyred sigh, I 

drew up my hood and walked towards the door. 

 

There seemed to be a fairly heavy crowd, but not quite as bad as I originally feared it would be. 

I noticed a girl from my Trig class standing in the foyer attached at the lips with some guy I 

ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿΦ L ǘƘƛƴk her name was Jennifer, or Jessica or something. I decided I was really bad at 

remembering names. I 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 I entered the 

living room, I could hear EmmettΩǎ ōƻƻƳƛƴƎ ǾƻƛŎŜ ǘŜƭƭƛƴƎ ǎƻƳŜƻƴŜ ƴƻǘ ǘƻ άƘǳǊƭέ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ŎŀǊǇŜǘΦ L 

turned my gaze toward his voice, figuring Rose would be somewhere nearby, when I heard my 

name being called by a disappointingly familiar voice. 

 

ά.9[[!Ηέ aƛƪŜ ǿas across the room near a corner with a small group of people and waving me 

over frantically with his arms. I groaned and kept my head down, hoping he would think I 

ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƘŜŀǊ ƘƛƳ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƘŜ ƭƻǳŘ ǊŀǇ ƳǳǎƛŎ ōŜƛƴƎ ǇƭŀȅŜŘΣ ŀƴŘ ƘƻǇŜŦǳƭƭȅ ƎƛǾŜ ǳǇΦ L ǿŀǎ ǿǊƻƴƎΦ 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, I completely panicked and started looking for an exit. I figured Mike had been drinking and 

would be even more handsy than usualτa risk I did not want to take. Unfortunately, when I 

turned around, I noticed a very large group of people blocking the doorway and knew there was 

no way I could get past them. I looked to my right and noticed a large staircase leading to the 

second story of the house that was completely clear of partygoers. Deciding I had no other 

options, I darted up the staircase. 

 

I could still hear Mike behind me calling my name, so I kept running, turning down the hall of 

the second story. I reached the last door there and attempted to open it, only to find it locked. I 

then noticed another set of stairs, likely leading to the top floor of the house, so I raced my way 

up them and kept running until I was met with a wall. 

 

ά.9[[!Η ²I9w9Ω5 ¸ΩDhΚΗέ aƛƪŜ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ōƻǘǘƻƳ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǎǘŀƛǊǎΦ Iƛǎ ǾƻƛŎŜ ǿŀǎ ǎƭǳǊǊŜŘΣ 

verifying my suspicions about his drinking. Panicking again at his quickly approaching voice, I 

located the only door I could see and tried the handle. Unlocked. I flung the door open, and 

slammed it as quietly as I could in my alarmed state, and leaned my forehead against it. 

 

I was panting and lightly shaking by now, and I worked to steady my breaths with my eyes 

closed, while listening intently to see if I could still hear Mike. My shaking hand was still on the 

knob, so I took a moment to lock the door, and backed away from it slightly. 
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²ƘŜƴ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƘŜŀǊ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊ ǎƛŘŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŘƻƻǊΣ L ƭŜǘ ƻǳǘ ŀ ŘŜŜǇ ǎƛƎƘ ƻŦ ǊŜƭƛŜŦΣ ŀƴŘ 

closed my eyes. Just then, someone in the room behind me cleared their throat. I 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 I felǘΣ ōǳǘ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ǾŜǊȅΧ beautiful? Yes, 

beautiful. It was one of those moments where I wished I 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. I was stunned in 

silence for a moment before I realized this must be his room, and I was being very intrusive. 

 

άhƘ ƳȅΧΦLΩƳ ǎ-ǎƻ ǎƻǊǊȅΧ L ƘŀŘ ƴ-no idea... I was just t-ǘǊȅƛƴƎΧέ L ǎǘŀƳƳŜǊŜŘΣ ǘǊȅƛƴƎ 

unsuccessfully to explain my presence. I let out a deep breath and shuffled my feet 

uncomfortably, looking everywhere but in his eyes. 

 

άhƘΣ ƴƻΣ ƛǘΩǎ ƴƻǘ ŀ ǇǊƻōƭŜƳΣ ǊŜŀƭƭȅΦ L ƘŀǾŜ ƎƛǊƭǎ ōǳǎǘƛƴƎ ƛƴǘƻ Ƴȅ ōŜŘǊƻƻƳ ǘƻ ƘŀǾŜ ǿŜƛǊŘ ǊŀƴŘƻƳ 

ŜƳƻǘƛƻƴŀƭ ōǊŜŀƪŘƻǿƴǎ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ ǘƛƳŜΦέ IŜ ǎƳƛǊƪŜŘΦ 

 

Weird Random Emotional Breakdowns? I thought bitterly. You have no idea. I put on my best 

apologetic face and tried to explain more coherently. My heart was still beating furiously, and I 

was still slightly shaking from the surprise of finding this stranger here, but I tried my best to 

explain. 

 

άL ǿŀǎ Ƨǳǎǘ ǘǊȅƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ŀǿŀȅ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘƛǎ Ǝǳȅ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŀǎ ŦƻƭƭƻǿƛƴƎ ƳŜΣ ŀƴŘ L Ǌŀƴ ǳǇ ǘƘŜ ǎǘŀƛǊǎΣ ōǳǘ 

the door I tried was locked, so I ran up the stairs more, and he was still coming behind me, so I 

ŎŀƳŜ ƛƴ ƘŜǊŜΣέ L ōŀōōƭŜŘ ƻƴ ƛƴ ŀ ƘƛƎƘ pitched voice. I paused, trying to decipher his expression, 

which appeared to be amused. I took in a deep breath to calm myself and let it out slowly. 

άtƭŜŀǎŜΣ ŜȄŎǳǎŜ ƳŜ ŦƻǊ ŘƛǎǘǳǊōƛƴƎ ȅƻǳΣέ L ŦƛƴƛǎƘŜŘ ǎƛƴŎŜǊŜƭȅΦ 

 

I turned to leave without his response, but then I heard a voice on the other side of the door 

that made my hand freeze on the door knob. 

 

ά.9[[!Ηέ L ŎƻǳƭŘ ƘŜŀǊ aƛƪŜ ȅŜƭƭƛƴƎ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ƘŀƭƭǿŀȅΦ L ǎǘƻƻŘ ǘƘŜǊŜ ŦƻǊ ŀ ƳƻƳŜƴǘΣ ƘŜŀǊƛƴƎ ƘƛƳ 

repeating my name before I turned around slowly to the guy on the bed who was looking at the 

door with equal amounts of frustration and amusement. 
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ά¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ƘƛŘƛƴƎ ŦǊƻƳ bŜǿǘƻƴΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ŀǎ ƳƻǊŜ ƻŦ ǎǘŀǘŜƳŜƴǘ ǘƘŜƴ ŀ ǉǳŜǎǘƛƻƴΦ L ƳŜǘ Ƙƛǎ ŘŜŜǇΣ 

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. I was 

ǳƴŎƻƳŦƻǊǘŀōƭŜ ōŜƛƴƎ ƛƴ ŀ ǎǘǊŀƴƎŜ ƎǳȅΩǎ ōŜŘǊƻƻƳΣ ōŜŀǳǘƛŦǳƭ ƻǊ ƴƻǘΣ ōǳǘ L ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ Ǝƻ ōŀŎƪ ƻǳǘ ƛƴ 

the hall where Mike was waiting. I decided I 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, I made up my mind. 

 

ά¦ƳƳΦΦΦέ L ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘΣ ōŜƎƎƛƴƎ ƘƛƳ ǿƛǘƘ Ƴȅ ŜȅŜǎΣ ά²ƻǳƭŘ ȅƻǳ ƳƛƴŘΧ ƛŦ ƳŀȅōŜΣ ƛŦ L ǿŀƛǘŜŘ ƘŜǊŜ 

untƛƭ aƛƪŜ ƭŜŀǾŜǎΚέ L ŀǎƪŜŘ ƛƴ ŀ ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊΣ ōƛǘƛƴƎ ƻƴ Ƴȅ ōƻǘǘƻƳ ƭƛǇΦ Iƛǎ ƎǊŜŜƴ ŜȅŜǎ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ŀǘ ƳŜΣ 

then to the door and back to me with a furrowed brow. 

 

!ŦǘŜǊ ŀ ƳƻƳŜƴǘ ƻŦ ƛƴŘŜŎƛǎƛƻƴΣ ƘŜ ƭŜǘ ƻǳǘ ŀ ƘŜŀǾȅ ǎƛƎƘΦ ά¸ŜŀƘΣ ŦƛƴŜΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ƛƴ ŀ ŘŜŦŜŀǘŜŘ ǘƻƴŜΦ 

άWǳǎǘ ŘƻƴΩǘ ŦǳŎƪ ǿƛǘƘ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎΣέ IŜ ǿŀǊƴŜŘ ƛƴ ŀ ƘŀǊǎƘ ǾƻƛŎŜΦ L ōƻōōŜŘ Ƴȅ ƘŜŀŘ ƛƴ ŀ ǉǳƛŎƪ 

nodding motion, while he returned his attention to a sketch book, or journal of some sort on his 

lap. While his gaze was averted, I 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. 

 

ά{ƻ ǿƘŀǘΩǎ ȅƻǳǊ ƴŀƳŜΚέ Iƛǎ ǾŜƭǾŜǘȅ ǾƻƛŎŜ ōǊƻƪŜ ƳŜ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ Ƴȅ Ǿƛǎǳŀƭ ŜȄǇƭƻǊŀǘƛƻƴΦ L turned to see 

him, his brow furrowed slightly, concentrating on the book in his lap, pencil moving back and 

forth in a sweeping motion. 

 

ά.Ŝƭƭŀ {ǿŀƴΣέ L ŀƴǎǿŜǊŜŘ ǉǳƛŜǘƭȅΦ IŜ ƴƻŘŘŜŘΣ ōǳǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƭƻƻƪ ǳǇ ŦǊƻƳ Ƙƛǎ ƭŀǇΦ L ǿŀƛǘŜŘ ŦƻǊ ƘƛƳ ǘƻ 

give me his name, but ƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘΦ ά²ƘŀǘΩǎ ȅƻǳǊǎΚέ L ŀǎƪŜŘΣ ŦƛŘƎŜǘƛƴƎ ŀǿƪǿŀǊŘƭȅ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ǎƭŜŜǾŜǎ 

of my hoodie. 

 

ά9ŘǿŀǊŘ /ǳƭƭŜƴΣέ ƘŜ ŀƴǎǿŜǊŜŘ ŘƛǎǘǊŀŎǘŜŘƭȅΦ 
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I looked up from my sketchbook to see her fiddling with her sleeves and looking around 

awkwardly. I took her momentary distraction to really look at her. She had long brown hair, of 

course, but I already knew that. She had on the same outfit from school today. Her hood was 

ǎǘƛƭƭ ǳǇΣ ǘǊȅƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƘƛŘŜ ƘŜǊ ŦŀŎŜΦ .ǳǘ L ŎƻǳƭŘ ŀŎǘǳŀƭƭȅ ǎŜŜ ƛǘ ƴƻǿΦ {ƘŜ ǿŀǎΧ ŀǘǘǊŀŎǘƛǾŜ L ǎǳǇǇƻǎŜΦ At 

ƭŜŀǎǘ ƘŜǊ ŦŀŎŜ ǿŀǎΦ .ǳǘ L ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ƎŜǘ Ǉŀǎǘ ƘŜǊ ŜȅŜǎΦ ¢ƘŜȅ ƘŀŘ ǿƛŘŜΣ ŘŀǊƪ ŎƛǊŎƭŜǎ 

ǳƴŘŜǊƴŜŀǘƘ ǘƘŜƳΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜȅ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ŦƭŀǘΣ ǎŀŘΧ ǘƛǊŜŘΦ {ƘŜ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ŀƭƳƻǎǘ ŀǎ ǘƛǊŜŘ ŀǎ L ŦŜƭǘτwhich 

was not fucking possible, I thought, remembering her nap in Bio this afternoon. 

 

ά¸ƻǳ Ŏŀƴ ǎƛǘ ŘƻǿƴΣ ȅƻǳ ƪƴƻǿΣέ L ǎŀƛŘ ǿƛǘƘ ǊŀƛǎŜŘ ŜȅŜōǊƻǿǎΣ ƴƻŘŘƛƴƎ Ƴȅ ƘŜŀŘ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǎƻŦŀΦ {ƘŜ 

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. I cringed, seeing her dirty, wet shoes on my new leather couch. 

 

άLŦ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ŀƭƭ ŦǳŎƪƛƴƎ ŦŜǘŀƭ ƻƴ Ƴȅ ŦƛǾŜ-thousand dollar couch, at least have the 

ŘŜŎŜƴŎȅ ǘƻ ǘŀƪŜ ƻŦŦ ȅƻǳǊ ǎƘƻŜǎΣέ L ǎƴŀǇǇŜŘΦ IŜǊ ŜȅŜǎ ǿƛŘŜƴŜŘ Ŧor a moment before she shot up 

off the couch and began rubbing frantically at the spot her shoes were touching. 

 

άhƘ Ƴȅ DƻŘΣ LΩƳ ǎƻ ǎƻǊǊȅΗ L ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ ǘƘƛƴƪƛƴƎΗ LΩƳ ǎƻǊǊȅΦέ {ƘŜ ƪŜǇǘ ŀǇƻƭƻƎƛȊƛƴƎΣ ǿƘƛƭŜ ǎǘƛƭƭ 

rubbing the seat. She apologizes way too fucking much. I almost felt guilty for saying anything in 

the first place. 

 

άLǘΩǎ ŦƛƴŜΦ wŜŀƭƭȅΣ ŘƻƴΩǘ ǿƻǊǊȅ ŀōƻǳǘ ƛǘΣέ L ǎƛƎƘŜŘΦ {ƘŜ ǎǘƻǇǇŜŘ ƘŜǊ ƘŀƴŘǎ ŀƴŘ ǎǘƻƻŘ ǳǇ ǎǘǊŀƛƎƘǘΣ 

ƛƴǎǇŜŎǘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ŎƻǳŎƘΦ hƴŎŜ ǎƘŜ ǎŜŜƳŜŘ ǎŀǘƛǎŦƛŜŘ Ƴȅ Lǘŀƭƛŀƴ ƭŜŀǘƘŜǊ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ōŜŜƴ ƘŀǊƳŜŘΣ ǎhe sat 

back down, this time with her feet on the floor. 

 

I returned my attentions back to my sketch for a few minutes. When I looked back up, Bella was 

ǎǘƛƭƭ ƛƴ ƘŜǊ ǎǇƻǘ ōǳǘ ǎŜŜƳŜŘ ǘƻ ōŜ ƛƴǎǇŜŎǘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ōƻƻƪŎŀǎŜ ōŜǎƛŘŜ ǘƘŜ ŎƻǳŎƘ ǿƛǘƘ ƛƴǘŜǊŜǎǘ ŀƴŘΧ 

longing? Did she like to read? ά5ƻ ȅƻǳ ƭƛƪŜ ōƻƻƪǎΚέ L ŀǎƪŜŘ ŀƭƻǳŘΦ  

Her head snapped towards me and nodded slowly, a light red creeping up her cheeks, 

embarrassed I had caught her ogling my literature.  
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L ƳŜƴǘŀƭƭȅ ŎƘǳŎƪƭŜŘΦ ά¸ƻǳ Ŏŀƴ ƭƻƻƪ ƛŦ ȅƻǳΩŘ ƭƛƪŜΣέ L ǎŀƛŘ Ǉƻƛƴting 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. I 

had acquired a rather extensive collection since I moved here. Carlisle was never apprehensive 

about buying me books. 

 

BelƭŀΩǎ ƘŀƴŘ ǊŜŀŎƘŜŘ ƻǳǘ ƭƛƪŜ ǎƘŜ ǿŀƴǘŜŘ ǘƻ ƎǊŀō ƻƴŜΣ ōǳǘ ǎƘŜ ǎǘƻǇǇŜŘ ǎǳŘŘŜƴƭȅ ŀƴŘ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ 

ǘƻǿŀǊŘǎ ƳŜΦ άaŀȅ LΚέ ǎƘŜ ŀǎƪŜŘ ǉǳƛŜǘƭȅΣ ǇƻƛƴǘƛƴƎ ǘƻ ŀ ōƻƻƪΦ L ǿŀǾŜŘ Ƴȅ ƘŀƴŘ ƛƴ ŀ ƎŜǎǘǳǊŜ ǘƘŀǘ 

ǎŀƛŘ ά.ȅ ŀƭƭ ƳŜŀƴǎΧέ {ƘŜ ǘƻƻƪ ŀ ōƻƻƪ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ǎƘŜƭŦ ŀƴŘ ƻǇŜƴŜŘ ƛǘΣ ǊǳƴƴƛƴƎ her hand down the 

page reverently. Yes, she does like books, I decided. 

 

{ƘŜ ƳƻǾŜŘ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ ƘŜǊ ǎǇƻǘ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ŎƻǳŎƘ ŀƴŘ ōŜƎŀƴ ǊŜŀŘƛƴƎΦ L ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǎŜŜ ǿƘƛŎƘ ōƻƻƪ ƛǘ ǿŀǎΣ 

but she looked very much immersed in it, so I returned to sketching. 

 

It was a comfortable silence for a long while, the only sounds coming from the loud party below 

ǳǎΣ Ƴȅ ǇŜƴŎƛƭ ƳƻǾƛƴƎ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǇŀǇŜǊΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǇŀƎŜǎ ƻŦ .ŜƭƭŀΩǎ ōƻƻƪ ōŜƛƴƎ ǘǳǊƴŜŘΦ 

 

She never looked up from the book she was reading, and I got so caught up in my sketch that I 

realized almost 2 hours had passed by the time I finished. I 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. 

 

ά¸ƻǳ ƪƴƻǿΣέ L ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘΣ ōǊŜŀƪƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ silence. When she lifted her gaze to mine I continued, 

ά¢ǿŜƴǘȅ ōǳŎƪǎ ǎŀȅǎ bŜǿǘƻƴ ƛǎ ŀƭǊŜŀŘȅ ǇŀǎǎŜŘ ƻǳǘ ƛƴ ŀ ǇƛƭŜ ƻŦ Ƙƛǎ ƻǿƴ ǾƻƳƛǘΦέ L ǎƳƛǊƪŜŘΦ 

 

άhƘΣέ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ ƭƻƻƪƛƴƎ ŘƛǎǘǊŀŎǘŜŘ ōȅ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎΣ ǘƘŜƴΣ άhƘΣ hIΗέ {ƘŜ ǎƘǳǘ ǘƘŜ ōƻƻƪ ŀƴŘ ǎǘƻƻŘ 

ǳǇΦ άLΩƳ ǎƻ ǎƻǊǊȅΗ L Ǝƻǘ ǎƻ ƭƻǎǘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ōƻƻƪΣ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǊŜŀƭƛȊŜΦ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƳŜŀƴ ǘƻ ōŜ ǎƻ ǊǳŘŜΣ 

ƘƻƴŜǎǘƭȅΦέ {ƘŜ ƳŀŘŜ ƘŜǊ ǿŀȅ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ōƻƻƪǎƘŜƭŦΦ 

 

άbƻΣ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ƳƛƴŘ ŀǘ ŀƭƭΣ ƛǘΩǎ ƧǳǎǘΧέ L ŦǊƻǿƴŜŘ ǘƘŜƴΣ ƴƻǘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ƪƴƻǿƛƴƎ ǿƘȅ L ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ mind, 

ōǳǘ ŎƻƴǘƛƴǳŜŘΦ άLǘΩǎ ƧǳǎǘΣ ȅƻǳ ƭƻƻƪ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ǘƛǊŜŘΦ ¸ƻǳ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ Ǝƻ ƘƻƳŜ ŀƴŘ ƎŜǘ ǎƻƳŜ ǎƭŜŜǇΣέ L ǎŀƛŘ 

sincerely. 

 

She turned then, after replacing the book to its spot on the shelf, and let out a humorless 

ŎƘǳŎƪƭŜΦ ά¸ŜŀƘΣ L ǎƘƻǳƭŘ Ǝƻ ƘƻƳŜ ŀƴŘ ƎŜǘ ǎƻƳŜ ǎƭŜŜǇΣέ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ƛƴ ǿƘŀǘ ǎƻǳƴŘŜŘ ƭƛƪŜ ŀ ǎŀǊŎastic 

voice. I furrowed my brows and looked at her quizzically. She grimaced and shook her head. 

 

άL ŘƻƴΩǘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ǎƭŜŜǇΣέ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜƴ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǎƘƻŎƪŜŘ ƭƻƻƪ LΩƳ ǎǳǊŜ ǿŀǎ ǿǊƛǘǘŜƴ ŀƭƭ ƻǾŜǊ Ƴȅ 

ŦŀŎŜΣ ŀŘŘŜŘ άL ƳŜŀƴΣ L ǘǊȅ ƴƻǘ ǘƻ ǎƭŜŜǇΦ .ŀŘ ŘǊŜŀƳǎΣέ ǎƘŜ Ŧƛƴƛshed lamely. 
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But now it all made a kind of sense to me. The tired look on her face, the fact she sleeps at 

ǎŎƘƻƻƭΣ ǘƘŜ ƴƛƎƘǘƳŀǊŜ ǎƘŜ ƘŀŘ ƛƴ .ƛƻ ǘƻŘŀȅΦ {ƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǎƭŜŜǇ ŜƛǘƘŜǊΦ [ƛƪŜ ƳŜΦ 

 

ά¸ƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘ ǎƭŜŜǇ ŜƛǘƘŜǊΚ ¸ƻǳ ǘǊȅ ǘƻ ǎǘŀȅ ŀǿŀƪŜΚέ L ŀǎƪŜŘ ƛƴ ŀƴ ŀǎǘƻƴƛshed voice. Her eyes got 

wide then, and her face got paler. Then suddenly she furrowed her brow in confusion. 

 

ά9ƛǘƘŜǊΚ ¸ƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘ ǎƭŜŜǇΚέ ǎƘŜ ŀǎƪŜŘ ǉǳƛŜǘƭȅΦ  

I had never really spoken to anyone about my sleeping problems but figured why not since she 

was in the same situation. I nodded my head slowly, holding her gaze.  

άbƛƎƘǘƳŀǊŜǎΚέ ǎƘŜ ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊŜŘ ǉǳƛŜǘƭȅΦ L ǇŀǳǎŜŘ ŦƻǊ ŀ ǎŜŎƻƴŘΣ ƴƻǘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ƭƛƪƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǘŜǊƳΦ 

 

ά¸ƻǳ ŎƻǳƭŘ Ŏŀƭƭ ǘƘŜƳ ǘƘŀǘΦΦΦέ L ŀƴǎǿŜǊŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƛƎƘǘ ŜȅŜǎΦ  

She got a look of understanding on her face. So she knew what I 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. SpeŀƪƛƴƎ ƻŦ ǿƘƛŎƘΧ 

 

άIƻǿ Řƻ ȅƻǳ Řƻ ƛǘΚ {ǘŀȅ ŀǿŀƪŜΚέ L ŀǎƪŜŘ ŎǳǊƛƻǳǎƭȅΦ 

 

ά/ƻŦŦŜŜΣ ŎƻƻƪƛƴƎΣ ƘƻƳŜǿƻǊƪΧέ ǎƘŜ ǘǊŀƛƭŜŘ ƻŦŦ ǎƘǊǳƎƎƛƴƎΦ άL ǘǊȅ ǘƻ ŎŀǘŎƘ ŀ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ƘŜǊŜ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜǊŜ ŀǘ 

ǎŎƘƻƻƭ ǿƘŜƴ L ŎŀƴΣ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ƛǘΩǎ ǎƻ ƘŀǊŘ ǘƻ ǎƭŜŜǇ ǘƘŜǊŜΦέ {ƘŜ ǇŀǳǎŜŘΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜƴ ǎƘƻƻƪ ƘŜǊ head. 

ά!ǘ ƭŜŀǎǘΣ ǳƴǘƛƭ ǘƻŘŀȅΦ LΩƭƭ ǇǊƻōŀōƭȅ ƴŜǾŜǊ ōŜ ŘƻƛƴƎ ǘƘŀǘ ŀƎŀƛƴΣέ ǎƘŜ ŦƛƴƛǎƘŜŘΣ ŀǾŜǊǘƛƴƎ ƘŜǊ ƎŀȊŜ ǘƻ 

my gold carpet. 

 

I felt guilty then, figuring she was referring to her nap in Bio today, in which I just let her sleep 

ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘΦ LŦ ƘŜǊ ΨƴƛƎƘǘƳŀǊŜǎΩ ǿere anything like mine, and I had no way of knowing, she 

probably woke up in a complete panic. I frowned to myself. 

 

άIƻǿ Řƻ ȅƻǳ Řƻ ƛǘΚέ ǎƘŜ ŀǎƪŜŘΣ ǘƛƭǘƛƴƎ ƘŜǊ ƘŜŀŘ ǎƭƛƎƘǘƭȅΦ 

 

L ƭŜŀƴŜŘ ōŀŎƪ ŀƎŀƛƴǎǘ Ƴȅ ƘŜŀŘōƻŀǊŘΦ ά/ŀǊƭƛǎƭŜΩǎ ŀ ŘƻŎǘƻǊΦ L Ŏŀƴ ǎŎƻǊŜ ǎƻƳŜ ǎƘƛǘ from him 

ǎƻƳŜǘƛƳŜǎΦ ¦ǇǇŜǊǎΣ ȅƻǳ ƪƴƻǿΚέ  

She looked slightly taken aback by my casual talk of drug use.  
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L ǎƘǊǳƎƎŜŘΦ άhǊΣ L Ŏŀƴ Ƨǳǎǘ ǎƪŜǘŎƘ ŀƴŘ ƛǘ ǿƛƭƭ ƪŜŜǇ ƳŜ ŀǿŀƪŜΧ ŎƻƴŎŜƴǘǊŀǘƛƻƴ ŀƴŘ ŀƭƭΣέ L ŀŘŘŜŘΣ 

not wanting her to think I was some kind of drug addict. άL ƳŜŀƴΣ ŎƻŦŦŜŜΚέ L ǎŎƻŦŦŜŘΦ Seriously? 

!ƭƭ ǎƘŜ ƘŀŘ ǿŀǎ ŎƻŦŦŜŜΚ Iƻǿ ǘƘŜ ŦǳŎƪ ŘƻŜǎ ǎƘŜ Řƻ ƛǘΚ !ƴŘ ǎƭŜŜǇƛƴƎ ŀǘ ǎŎƘƻƻƭΚ LΩŘ ƴŜǾŜǊ ƳŀƪŜ ŀ 

mistake like that. 

 

She just shrugged and then looked towards the door and back to me, seeming hesitant. 

ά¦ƳƳΧ L ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ǇǊƻōŀōƭȅ ƎƻΦ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ !ƭƛŎŜ ǘƻ ǿƻǊǊȅ ŀōƻǳǘ ƳŜτbut thanks for letting me 

ƘƛŘŜ ŦǊƻƳ aƛƪŜΦέ ¢ƘŜƴ ƻƴŜ ǎƛŘŜ ƻŦ ƘŜǊ ƳƻǳǘƘ ǉǳƛǊƪŜŘ ǳǇ ƛƴǘƻ ŀ ƎǊƛƴΦ 

 

L ƴƻŘŘŜŘ ŀƴŘ ƳŀǘŎƘŜŘ ƘŜǊ ƎǊƛƴ ǿƛǘƘ Ƴȅ ƻǿƴΦ ¢Ƙƛǎ .Ŝƭƭŀ {ǿŀƴ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǎƻ ōŀŘ ŀŦǘŜǊ ŀƭƭΦ ²ƘŜƴ ǎƘŜ 

made her way to the door, I thought for a moment before making my next remark. 

 

άIŜȅΗέ L ŎŀƭƭŜŘΦ  

She turned around and gave me a questioning glance.  

ά¸ƻǳ ƪƴƻǿ ǘƘŜ ƎŀȊŜōƻ ƻǳǘ ōŀŎƪΚέ L ŀǎƪŜŘ ǊŜŦŜǊǊƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŎƻǾŜǊŜŘ ƎŀȊŜōƻ /ŀǊƭƛǎƭŜ ŀƴŘ 9ǎƳŜΣ 

!ƭƛŎŜΩǎ ƳƻƳΣ ƘŀŘ ōǳƛƭǘ ǎǘǊŀŘŘƭƛƴƎ the property lines of the two back yards. 

 

.Ŝƭƭŀ ƴƻŘŘŜŘ ŀǘ ƳŜΣ ǎƻ L ŎƻƴǘƛƴǳŜŘΦ ά{ƻƳŜǘƛƳŜǎ ŀǘ ƴƛƎƘǘ L ƭƛƪŜ ǘƻ Ǝƻ ƻǳǘ ǘƘŜǊŜΦ ¢ƘŜ ŎƻƭŘ ƘŜƭǇǎ 

ƳŜ ǎǘŀȅ ŀǿŀƪŜΦέ L ǇŀǳǎŜŘ ǘƘŜƴΣ ŎƻƴǎƛŘŜǊƛƴƎ Ƙƻǿ ǘƻ ǇƘǊŀǎŜ ǿƘŀǘ L ǿŀƴǘŜŘ ǘƻ ŀǎƪΦ άaŀȅōŜ LΩƭƭ ǎŜŜ 

ȅƻǳ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǎƻƳŜ ƴƛƎƘǘΣέ I finished in a casual tone.  

.ŜƭƭŀΩǎ ŜȅŜǎ ƭƛǘ ǳǇ ŀ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ƳŜƴǘƛƻƴ ƻŦ ǎŜŜƛƴƎ ƳŜ ŀƎŀƛƴΣ ŀƴŘ ǎƘŜ ƴƻŘŘŜŘΣ ǎƳƛƭƛƴƎΣ ōŜŦƻǊŜ 

opening the door, and walking out of my room. 

 

LΩŘ ōŜ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƎŀȊŜōƻ ǘƻƳƻǊǊƻǿ ƴƛƎƘǘΦ ¢ƘŜ ƛŘŜŀ ƻŦ ƘŀǾƛƴƎ ǎƻƳŜƻƴŜ ǘƻ ŀǘ ƭŜŀǎǘ ǘalk to at 

night was enough to make me go. But I was also very interested in getting to know Bella. It was 

nice, for once, not to feel alone. 
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9ŘǿŀǊŘ ǿŀǎ ǊƛƎƘǘΦ aƛƪŜ ǿŀǎΣ ƛƴ ŦŀŎǘΣ ǇŀǎǎŜŘ ƻǳǘ ƛƴ ŀ ǇƛƭŜ ƻŦ Ƙƛǎ ƻǿƴ ǾƻƳƛǘΧ ƭȅƛƴƎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǎŜŎƻƴŘ 

story bathroom with the door wide opened. There goes twenty bucks, I thought. I looked closer 

and noticed he had a bloody nose. It looked like he hit it on the sink or something when he 

passed out. I let a dark chuckle slip through my lips. Quietly, I made my way down the stairs, 

avoiding the remaining conscious people, and slipped into the foyer. 

 

I 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 timesτand 

ƛǊǊƛǘŀōƭŜΣ ōǳǘ L ǿŀǎ ƛƴǘŜǊŜǎǘŜŘ ƛƴ ƪƴƻǿƛƴƎ ƳƻǊŜ ŀōƻǳǘ ƘƛƳΦ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƴŜŎŜǎǎŀǊƛƭȅ ŀƎǊŜŜ ǿƛǘƘ Ƙƛǎ 

drug use, but who was I to say anything? I know how hard it could be to stay awake. 

 

When I got home I noticed Alice was already asleep in her bed, still wearing the green dress. I 

smiled to myself, hoping she found Jasper tonight and made my way to my room to change my 

clothes. 

 

I 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, I opened the door, and 

raced to my dresser as fast as possible. I plucked out the first thing I felt and bolted out of the 

room towards the kitchen without looking back. 

 

Panting with anxiety, I got sudden inspiration for a cookie recipe, so I abandoned my clothes on 

the kitchen table and began whipping up a batch of Bloody Newtons. While I whipped the 

ǊŀǎǇōŜǊǊƛŜǎ ŀƴŘ ŘƻǳƎƘΣ L ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ 9ŘǿŀǊŘ /ǳƭƭŜƴΦ LΩŘ ōŜ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƎŀȊŜōƻ ǘƻƳƻǊǊƻǿ 

night, and I hoped ǿƛǘƘ ŜǾŜǊȅǘƘƛƴƎ ƛƴ ƳŜΣ ƘŜΩŘ ōŜ ǘƘŜǊŜΦ 
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Chapter 3. Double Fudge Rendezvous 
 

 

 

 

I'd had a really hard time staying coherent today. There was no school, because it was a 

Saturday, so I 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. 

 

άL ƳŜŀƴΧέ !ƭƛŎŜ ƘǳŦŦŜŘ ƻǳǘ ŘǊŀƳŀǘƛŎŀƭƭȅΣ ά9ǾŜǊȅƻƴŜ ƛƴ CƻǊƪǎ IƛƎƘ ǿŀǎ ŀǘ ǘƘŀǘ ǇŀǊǘȅΣ .ŜƭƭŀΗέ ǎƘŜ 

ǎŀƛŘ ŜȄŀǎǇŜǊŀǘŜŘƭȅ ǿƘƛƭŜ L ƳƻǇǇŜŘ ǘƘŜ ƪƛǘŎƘŜƴ ŦƭƻƻǊΦ ά²Ƙȅ ǘƘŜ ƘŜƭƭ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ƘŜ ǘƘŜǊŜΗ 5ƻ ȅƻǳ 

think it was me? NoτnƻΣ ǘƘŀǘ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ōŜ ƛǘτmŀȅōŜ ƘŜ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ƭƛƪŜ Emmett? But Edward was 

thereτŀƴŘ ƘŜΩǎ Ƙƛǎ ōŜǎǘ ŦǊƛŜƴŘΗ ¸ƻǳΩŘ ǘƘƛƴƪ ƘŜΩŘ Ǝƻ ǘƻ Ƙƛǎ ōŜǎǘ ŦǊƛŜƴŘΩǎ ǇŀǊǘȅΗέ {ƘŜ ǿƘƛƴŜŘΦ !ǘ 

ǘƘŜ ƳŜƴǘƛƻƴ ƻŦ 9ŘǿŀǊŘΩǎ ƴŀƳŜΣ Ƴȅ ŀǘǘŜƴǘƛƻƴ ǇƛǉǳŜŘΦ L ƘŀƭǘŜŘ Ƴȅ ƳƻǇ ŀƴŘ ǎƭƻǿly turned 

towards her. 

 

άIŜȅΣ !ƭΧέ L ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘ ŎŀǳǘƛƻǳǎƭȅΦ Iƻǿ ǘƻ ŀǎƪ ƘŜǊ ǘƘƛǎ ǿƛǘƘƻǳǘ ŘǊŀǿƛƴƎ ǳƴŘǳŜ ŀǘǘŜƴǘƛƻƴ ǘƻ ƳȅǎŜƭŦΚ 

She stopped her tirade at the sound of my voice, and looked at me quizzically from her seat at 

ǘƘŜ ōŀǊΦ ά¦ƳƳΣ ǘƘƛǎ 9ŘǿŀǊŘ Ǝǳȅ ȅƻǳ ǘŀƭƪ ŀōƻǳǘΚ ²ƘŀǘΩǎ Ƙƛǎ ŘŜŀƭΣ ŀƴȅǿŀȅǎΚέ L ŀǎƪŜŘ ŀǎ 

ƴƻƴŎƘŀƭŀƴǘƭȅ ŀǎ ǇƻǎǎƛōƭŜΦ L ǿŀǎ ǿƻǊǊƛŜŘ ǎƘŜΩŘ ƎŜǘ ǎǳǎǇƛŎƛƻǳǎ ŀƴŘ ǎǘŀǊǘ ǉǳŜǎǘƛƻƴƛƴƎ Ƴȅ ƳƻǘƛǾŜǎΣ 

ǎƻ L ŀŘŘŜŘΣ άL ƳŜŀƴΣ ƛŦ ƘŜΩǎ WŀǎǇŜǊ ōŜǎǘ ŦǊƛŜƴŘΣ L ƳƛƎƘǘ ōŜ ƳƻǊŜ ƘŜƭǇŦǳƭ ǘƻ ȅƻǳǊ ǇǊŜŘƛŎŀƳŜƴǘ ƛŦ L 

knew more about the ŎƻƳǇŀƴȅ ƘŜ ƪŜǇǘΣέ L ŦƛƴƛǎƘŜŘ ŎǊŀŦǘƛƭȅΦ 

 

/ǳǊƛƻǳǎƭȅΣ !ƭƛŎŜ ƎǊƛƳŀŎŜŘ ŀǘ Ƴȅ ƳŜƴǘƛƻƴ ƻŦ 9ŘǿŀǊŘΦ ά²ŜƭƭΧ 9ŘǿŀǊŘ ƛǎΧέ ǎƘŜ ǘǊŀƛƭŜŘ ƻŦŦΣ ŎƻŎƪƛƴƎ 

her head to the side thoughtfully in an attempt to find the proper word to describe him. I 

thought I could help with this. Gorgeous? Interesting? Has impressive literature collections and 

ŀ ŦƛǾŜ ǘƘƻǳǎŀƴŘ ŘƻƭƭŀǊ ōƭŀŎƪ ƭŜŀǘƘŜǊ ǎƻŦŀΚ ά¢ǊƻǳōƭŜΣέ ǎƘŜ ŦƛƴƛǎƘŜŘ ŘŜŎƛŘŜŘƭȅ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ƴƻŘΦ 

 

L ŦǊƻǿƴŜŘΦ ά¢ǊƻǳōƭŜΚέ L ƘŜŘƎŜŘΦ {ǳǊŜΣ 9ŘǿŀǊŘ ƳƛƎƘǘ ƘŀǾŜ ǎŜŜƳŜŘ ŀ ƭƛǘǘƭŜΧ ŀōǊŀǎƛǾŜΣ ōǳǘ 

trouble?  

SƘŜ ƴƻŘŘŜŘ ǘƘŜƴ ŎƻƴǘƛƴǳŜŘΦ άIŜΩǎΧ ǿŜƭƭΣ ƭŜǘΩǎ Ƨǳǎǘ ǎŀȅ 9ŘǿŀǊŘ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ŜȄŀŎǘƭȅ Ǉƭŀȅ ǿŜƭƭ ǿƛǘƘ 

ƻǘƘŜǊǎΣέ ǎƘŜ ŀŘŘŜŘ ŎǊȅǇǘƛŎŀƭƭȅΦ  
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Figures that the one time I could actually benefit from her over abundance of conversational 

enthusiasm, and she starts walking on ŜƎƎ ǎƘŜƭƭǎΦ ά!ƭƛŎŜΣ ŎƻǳƭŘ ȅƻǳ ƳŀȅōŜ ōŜ ŀ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ƳƻǊŜ 

ǎǇŜŎƛŦƛŎΚέ L ƘǳŦŦŜŘΣ ŀƎƎǊŀǾŀǘŜŘ ǘƘŀǘ L ŀŎǘǳŀƭƭȅ ƘŀŘ ǘƻ ŀǎƪ ƘŜǊ ǘƻ ŎƻƴǘƛƴǳŜΦ {ƘŜ ǊƻƭƭŜŘ ƘŜǊ ŜȅŜǎΦ 

 

άIŜ Ƙŀǎ ƛǎǎǳŜǎΣ ƻƪŀȅΚ IŜΩǎ ŀ ǘǊƻǳōƭŜ ƳŀƪŜǊΦ .ŀŘ ǎŜŜŘΦ IŜΩǎ ƳŜŀƴ ǘƻ ŜǾŜǊȅƻƴŜ ōǳǘ WŀǎǇŜǊΣ ƘŜ 

ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ƭƛƪŜ ǘŀƭƪƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǇŜƻǇƭŜΣ ƘŜΩǎ ōŜŜƴ ŀǊǊŜǎǘŜŘ ōŜŦƻǊŜΣ ƘŜ ƘŀǘŜǎ Emmett, he has the foulest 

ƳƻǳǘƘ LΩǾŜ ŜǾŜǊ ƘŜŀǊŘΣ ŀƴŘ ŦǊŜǎƘƳŀƴ ȅŜŀǊ ƘŜ ǎŎǊŀǘŎƘŜŘ Ƴȅ .a² ōȅ ΨŀŎŎƛŘŜƴǘΩΣ ŀƴŘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ 

ŀǇƻƭƻƎƛȊŜΣέ ǎƘŜ ǎǇŀǘ ƛƴ ŀ ƘŀǊǎƘŜǊ ǘƻƴŜ ǘƘŀƴ L ǿŀǎ ŀŎŎǳǎǘƻƳŜŘ ǘƻ ŜǾŜǊ ƘŜŀǊƛƴƎ !ƭƛŎŜ use. 

 

L ōƭŀƴŎƘŜŘΣ ŀ ōƛǘ ǎƘƻŎƪŜŘ ŀǘ ƘŜǊ ǘƻƴŜ ŀƴŘ ŘŜǎŎǊƛǇǘƛƻƴ ƻŦ 9ŘǿŀǊŘΦ IŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǎŜŜƳ ǎƻ ōŀŘ ƭŀǎǘ 

night. Again, a little abrasive, but I know how much sleep deprivation can affect moods, so I 

could easily write it off. Alice, apparentlyτŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘΦ L ŦŜƭǘ ǎǘrongly compelled to defend Edward 

for some reason, but knew doing so would give me away, so I stuck to my earlier ruse and 

ŎƻƴǘƛƴǳŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ Ƴȅ ŦŀƭǎŜ ƛƴǘŜƴǘƛƻƴǎ ƻŦ ƭŜŀǊƴƛƴƎ ƳƻǊŜ ŀōƻǳǘ WŀǎǇŜǊΦ άIƳƳΣ ǿŜƭƭ ƛǎ WŀǎǇŜǊ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘŀǘ 

ǘƻƻΚ aŜŀƴ ǘƻ ǇŜƻǇƭŜΣ L ƳŜŀƴΚέ L ŀǎƪŜd, not really caring. I decided to store the information on 

Edward away for later inspection. 

 

!ƭƛŎŜ ǎƘƻƻƪ ƘŜǊ ƘŜŀŘ ŦǊŀƴǘƛŎŀƭƭȅΦ άbƻΗ bƻΣ WŀǎǇŜǊ ƛǎƴΩǘ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘŀǘ ŀǘ ŀƭƭΦ IŜ ǇŀǊǘƛŜǎ ǎƻƳŜΣ ōǳǘ ƴƻ 

more than Emmett. One time when I stayed the night with Rose, I saw him helping his mom 

with her workτǎƘŜΩǎ ŀ ǇǊƻŦŜǎǎƻǊ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ŎƻƭƭŜƎŜ ƛƴ tƻǊǘ !ƴƎŜƭŜǎτand he was really sweet to 

ƘŜǊΦΦΦά {ƘŜ ǘǊŀƛƭŜŘ ƻŦŦ ƛƴ ŀ ǿƘƛƳǎƛŎŀƭ ǾƻƛŎŜΦ  

I just shrugged and continued mopping the floor while Alice pointed out Jasper's stronger 

points. 

 

Hoping to get a better impression of Edward tonight, I decided not to judge him based solely on 

!ƭƛŎŜΩǎ ŀǎǎǳƳǇǘƛƻƴǎΦ L ƪƴŜǿ ƛŦ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ƧǳŘƎƛƴƎ ƳŜ ōȅ ƻǘƘŜǊΩǎ ŀǎǎǳƳǇǘƛƻƴǎΣ ƘŜ ǇǊƻōŀōƭȅ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ L 

was completely insane. My shoulder slumped a bit when I realized that was probably exactly 

what he thought of me by now. How could he not, with all the rumors going around school? For 

ǎƻƳŜ ǊŜŀǎƻƴ L ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ŘƛŘ ǿŀƴǘ 9ŘǿŀǊŘ ǘƻ ƭƛƪŜ ƳŜΧ ƻǊ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǾŜǊȅ ƭŜŀǎǘ ǊŜƳŀƛƴ ƻƴ ǇƻƭƛǘŜ ǎǇŜŀƪƛƴƎ 

terms with me, which as Alice made quite clear, was more of a rarity than I had originally 

expected. 

 

In a marginally worse mood, I continued cleaning the house for the rest of the day, anticipating 

another encounter with Edward in equal parts of excitement and dread. 

 

!ǘ ŜƭŜǾŜƴ ƻΩŎƭƻŎƪΣ L ŘŜŎƛŘŜŘ ǘƻ ǎǘƛŎƪ ǘƻ Ƴȅ ǎǘǊŜƴƎǘƘǎ ƛƴ ƻǊŘŜǊ ǘƻ ǿƛƴ 9ŘǿŀǊŘΩǎ ŀǇǇǊƻǾŀƭ ŀƴŘ ŎŀƳŜ 

up with a new cookie recipe. Esme told me once that no one could resist my company when 
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cookies were involved. I was hoping she was being honest as I whipped the fudgy dough and 

prepared it on the cookie sheet. Alice and Esmeτquite tired from her trip to Seattle last 

nightτhad already called it a night and were sleeping peacefully in their beds. I usually felt 

quite envious of them at this time of night, but I was far too anxious about meeting Edward to 

ƎƛǾŜ ƛǘ ŀ ǎŜŎƻƴŘ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘΦ LŘƭȅΣ L ǿƻƴŘŜǊŜŘ Ƙƻǿ ǎǘǳǇƛŘ L ǿƻǳƭŘ ŦŜŜƭ ƛŦ ƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ ǎƘƻǿ ǳǇ ŀǘ 

the gazebo. Then I realized I was sounding too much like Alice and mentally slapped myself for 

being such a teenage girl. 

 

Once my cookies were cooled, I put them in their Ziplock bags and labeled them accordingly as I 

always did. Double Fudge Rendezvous. They looked and tasted delicious, which satisfied me 

because I was a tough critic when it came to such things. I sat myself at the breakfast bar and 

drummed my fingers on the granite while sipping a new cup of coffee. I was officially out of 

things to do, and I could feel my eye lids drooping against my will. I wondered what time 

Edward usually went out, and deciding to save my sanity, concluded I would make an 

appearance at exactly midnight. No need to seem so eager. I mentally slapped myself again for 

being so eager. Although, I took some comfort in the fact there were no green mini dresses 

involved. 

 

Once the clock on the microwave read midnight, I got up and put my hoodie on. Grasping my 

bag of Double Fudge Rendezvous, I made my way out the back door leading to the yard. It was 

lightly drizzling outside with just enough moonlight that I could make out the general shape of 

the gazebo located at the far end of the yard. I looked towards the Cullen house and noticed 

9ŘǿŀǊŘΩǎ ōŜŘǊƻƻƳ ǿƛƴŘƻǿ ǿŀǎ ƛƭƭǳƳƛƴŀǘŜŘΦ L ŜȄƘŀƭŜŘ ŀ ŘŜŜǇ ōǊŜŀǘƘ ŀƴŘ ōŜƎŀƴ ǎǘǳƳōƭƛƴƎ Ƴȅ 

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. I 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. I 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 I 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. I rubbed at my eyes with my fists and started 

ŜŀǘƛƴƎ ŀ ŎƻƻƪƛŜΣ ŦƛƎǳǊƛƴƎ ŀ ǎǳƎŀǊ ƘƛƎƘ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƘǳǊǘ ƳŀǘǘŜǊǎ ŀƴȅΦ 

 

I sat there on the bench for a while eating cookies and watching the river before I heard soft 

footsteps coming from behind me. I was initially alarmed before I remembered I was waiting for 

someone. I slowly turned around on the bench and saw Edward approaching the gazebo. He 
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was wearƛƴƎ ŀ ōƭŀŎƪ ƭŜŀǘƘŜǊ ƧŀŎƪŜǘ ŀƴŘ ŘŀǊƪ ƧŜŀƴǎΦ L ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƳŀƪŜ ƻǳǘ Ƙƛǎ ŜȄǇǊŜǎǎƛƻƴ ŀǎ ŎƭŜŀǊƭȅ 

ŀǎ L ǿƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ ƭƛƪŜŘΣ ōǳǘ ƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǎŜŜƳ ǘƻ ƘŀǾŜ ŀ άƳŜŀƴέ ƭƻƻƪ ƻƴ Ƙƛǎ ŦŀŎŜΦ IŜ ǘƻƻƪ ŀ ǎŜŀǘ ŀǘ 

the opposite end of the bench I was sitting on without speaking and stared out towards the 

river. 

 

L ŀƭƭƻǿŜŘ ƳȅǎŜƭŦ ŀ ƳƻƳŜƴǘ ǘƻ Řƻ ŀ ƳŜƴǘŀƭ ƘŀǇǇȅ ŘŀƴŎŜ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ŦŀŎǘ ƘŜΩŘ ŎƻƳŜ ƻǳǘΣ ōŜŦƻǊŜ L 

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. 

[ƛƪŜ ǎƻŀǇ ŀƴŘ ǎƘŀƳǇƻƻ ŀƴŘ ŀ ǾŀƎǳŜ ǘǿƛƴƎŜ ƻŦ ŎƛƎŀǊŜǘǘŜ ǎƳƻƪŜ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ƴŜŀǊƭȅ ŀǎ ǊŜǇǳƭǎƛǾŜ 

as it should have been.  

¦ƴŎŜǊǘŀƛƴ Ƙƻǿ ǘƻ ǇǊƻŎŜŜŘΣ L ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊŜŘ Ƴȅ ǎŜŎǊŜǘ ǿŜŀǇƻƴΦ ά/ƻƻƪƛŜΚέ L ŀǎƪŜŘ ƛƴ ŀ ǿƘƛsper 

ŀƴŘ ǎƭƛŘ ǘƘŜ ōŀƎ Řƻǿƴ ǘƻǿŀǊŘ 9ŘǿŀǊŘΩǎ ŜƴŘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǿƻƻŘŜƴ ǘŀōƭŜΦ  

He glanced sideways at the bag and furrowed his brow. Tentatively, he reached in the bag and 

ǇǳƭƭŜŘ ƻƴŜ ƻǳǘΣ ƛƴǎǇŜŎǘƛƴƎ ƛǘ ƭƛƪŜ L ǿŀǎ ƻŦŦŜǊƛƴƎ ƘƛƳ ŀ ǎŜǾŜǊŜŘ ǇǳǇǇȅΩǎ ƘŜŀŘ ǊŀǘƘŜǊ ǘƘŀƴ ŀ ǎƛƳple 

cookie.  

With an annoyed sigh, I reached in the bag and produced a cookie. I took a bite slowly and 

ŘǊŀƳŀǘƛŎŀƭƭȅΣ ŘŜƳƻƴǎǘǊŀǘƛƴƎ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŜ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ŎƻƭƭŀǇǎŜ ƛƴ ŀ ǎŜƛȊǳǊŜ ŦǊƻƳ ŜŀǘƛƴƎ Ƴȅ ŎƻƴŦŜŎǘƛƻƴǎΦ  

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 I resumed my 

ƳŜƴǘŀƭ ƘŀǇǇȅ ŘŀƴŎŜΦ L ƪƴŜǿ ƘŜΩŘ ƭƛƪŜ ƛǘΦ ά¢ƘŜǎŜ ŀǊŜ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ƎƻƻŘ ŎƻƻƪƛŜǎΦ ²Ƙŀǘ ƪƛƴŘ ŀǊŜ ǘƘŜȅΚέ 

His velvety voice finally spoke after he finished chewing. 

 

L ƭƛŦǘŜŘ ƻƴŜ ǎƛŘŜ ƻŦ Ƴȅ ƳƻǳǘƘ ƛƴǘƻ ŀ ƎǊƛƴΦ ά5ƻǳōƭŜ CǳŘƎŜ wŜƴŘŜȊǾƻǳǎέ L ŀƴǎǿŜǊŜŘ ǉǳƛŜǘƭȅΦ 

 

άIƳƳΧέ ƘŜ ƘǳƳƳŜŘ ǿƘƛƭŜ ŎƘŜǿƛƴƎ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ōƛǘŜ ŀƴŘ ǎǿŀƭƭƻǿƛƴƎΦ ά¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ŀ ǊŀǘƘŜǊ ƻŘŘ ƴŀƳŜ 

ŦƻǊ ŀ ŎƻƻƪƛŜΣέ ƘŜ ǉǳŜǎǘƛƻƴŜŘΦ 

 

L ǎƘǊǳƎƎŜŘΦ άL ŀƭways get inspirations from events that happen in my day. Then I name the 

ŎƻƻƪƛŜ ŀŦǘŜǊ ƛǘΣέ L ǎǘŀǘŜŘ ŎƻƻƭƭȅΦ ά[ŀǎǘ ƴƛƎƘǘ L ƳŀŘŜ .ƭƻƻŘȅ bŜǿǘƻƴǎΣέ L ŀŘŘŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ǎƳƛǊƪΦ 

 

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 

ƭƛƎƘǘƛƴƎ ǳǇ Ƙƛǎ ŦŜŀǘǳǊŜǎ ŀƴŘ ŀ ƘŀƭŦ ƎǊƛƴ ƻƴ Ƙƛǎ ŦŀŎŜΦ ά¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ŦǳŎƪƛƴƎ ǇǊƛŎŜƭŜǎǎΦ ¸ƻǳΩƭƭ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ƳŀƪŜ 

ƳŜ ŀ ōŀǘŎƘ ƻŦ ǘƘƻǎŜ ǎƻƳŜǘƛƳŜΦέ IŜ ǿƛƴƪŜŘΦ ¸ŜǎΣ ƘŜ ǿƛƴƪŜŘΦ DƻƻŘ God, he winked! 
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I 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 I was so comfortable around this guy when, if it were anyone else, 

LΩŘ ōŜ ǎƘŀƪƛƴƎ ŀƴŘ ƭƻƻƪƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ ŜǎŎŀǇŜ ǊƻǳǘŜǎΦ 

 

ά²Ƙŀǘ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳǊ ƴƛƎƘǘƳŀǊŜǎ ŀōƻǳǘΚέ 9ŘǿŀǊŘ ŀǎƪŜŘ ƛƴ ŀ ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊΣ ōǊŜŀƪƛƴƎ Ƴe from my thoughts. 

I turned towards him. His gaze was fixed on his hands, and I frowned. I didn't really want to 

ǊŜƭŀȅ Ƴȅ ǎƻǊŘƛŘ Ǉŀǎǘ ǘƻ ƘƛƳΦ ²ƘŜƴ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŀƴǎǿŜǊ Ƙƛǎ ƎǊŜŜƴ ŜȅŜǎ ƳŜǘ ƳƛƴŜΣ ŀƴŘ ƘŜ ŦǊƻǿƴŜŘΦ 

ά¸ƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ǘŜƭƭ ƳŜΣ L ǿŀǎ Ƨǳǎǘ ŎǳǊƛƻǳǎΦ L ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǘǊȅƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǇǊȅΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ǎƻŦǘƭȅ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ 

sincere expression. 

 

άbƻΧέ L ǎŀƛŘ ǉǳƛŎƪƭȅΦ άLǘΩǎ ƻƪŀȅΣ ǊŜŀƭƭȅΦ L ƧǳǎǘΧ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ǘŀƭƪ ŀōƻǳǘ ƛǘ ǘƻ ŀƴȅƻƴŜΣέ L ŜȄǇƭŀƛƴŜŘ 

ǿƘƛƭŜ ǎƘƛŦǘƛƴƎ Ƴȅ ƎŀȊŜ ǘƻ Ƴȅ ƘŀƴŘǎ ŦƻƭŘŜŘ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǘŀōƭŜǘƻǇΦ ά¸ƻǳ ǇǊƻōŀōƭȅ ǘƘƛƴƪ LΩƳ ŎǊŀȊȅ 

ŜƴƻǳƎƘ ǿƛǘƘ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ ǊǳƳƻǊǎ ƎƻƛƴƎ ŀǊƻǳƴŘΦ bƻ ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ ŀŘŘ ƳƻǊŜ ŦǳŜƭ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŦƛǊŜΣέ L ŀŘŘŜŘ ǎƻǳǊƭȅΦ 

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 

ŘŜŎƛǎƛǾŜ ŜȄǇǊŜǎǎƛƻƴΦ άLΩƭƭ ǎƘƻǿ ȅƻǳ ƳƛƴŜ ƛŦ ȅƻǳ ǎƘƻǿ ƳŜ ȅƻǳǊǎΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ŦƛǊƳƭȅΦ 

 

 

 

 

{ƘŜ ǎŀǘ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ŘǳƳōŦƻǳƴŘŜŘ ŜȄǇǊŜǎǎƛƻƴ ƻƴ ƘŜǊ ŦŀŎŜΣ ōƭƛƴƪƛƴƎ ŀ ŦŜǿ ǘƛƳŜǎΦ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ǎǇƛƭƭ 

the beans any more than she did, but I had to know what was up with this girl. 

 

I had spoken to Emmett earlier in the day, which was only one sign I 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 I approached him. Once 

ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊŘǎ ά.Ŝƭƭŀ {ǿŀƴέ ǿŜǊŜ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ Ƴȅ ƳƻǳǘƘΣ ǘƘƻǳƎƘΣ ƘŜ Ǝƻǘ ǘƘŜ ǎǘǊŀƴƎŜǎǘ ƭƻƻƪ ƻƴ Ƙƛǎ ŦŀŎŜΦ 

ά5ƻƴΩǘ ŦǳŎƪ ǿƛǘƘ .ŜƭƭŀΣ ŘǳŘŜΣέ ƘŜ ǊŀǎǇŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ƴŀǊǊƻǿŜŘ ŜȅŜǎΣ ŀǘǘŜƳǇǘƛƴƎ ŀ ŦƻǊŎŜŦǳƭ ǘƻƴŜ ŀƴŘ 

failing quite miserably.  
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L ǿŀǎ ƘƛƎƘƭȅ ŦǳŎƪƛƴƎ ŀƴƴƻȅŜŘ ōȅ Ƙƛǎ ƻōǾƛƻǳǎ ŘƛǎƳƛǎǎŀƭ ƻŦ Ƴȅ ǉǳŜǎǘƛƻƴΦ ά{ǘƻǇ ōŜƛƴƎ ǎƻ ŦǳŎƪƛƴƎ 

ŘƛŦŦƛŎǳƭǘ ŀƴŘ Ƨǳǎǘ ǘŜƭƭ ƳŜ ǿƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ ƪƴƻǿΣ ŘƛŎƪƘŜŀŘΣέ L ǎƴŀǇǇŜŘ ƛƴ ŀ ǘƻƴŜ ƭƻǳŘ ŜƴƻǳƎƘ ǘƻ ƳŀƪŜ 

him cringe away from the sound. I smiled a bit at having made his headache flare 

ά{ƘŜΩǎ Ƨǳǎǘ ǿŜƛǊŘΣ ŘǳŘŜΣέ ƘŜ ƎǊƻŀƴŜŘΣ ǇǳǘǘƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ ƘŀƴŘǎ ƻǾŜǊ Ƙƛǎ ŜŀǊǎ ƛƴ ŀƴ ŀǘǘŜƳǇǘ ǘƻ ǎƘƛŜƭŘ 

ƘƛƳǎŜƭŦ ŦǊƻƳ ŀƴȅ ǎƻǳƴŘΦ ά{ƘŜ ƘŀŘ ǎƻƳŜ ƪƛƴŘ ƻŦ ǿŜƛǊŘ ǘǊŀǳƳŀǘƛŎ ŜȄǇŜǊƛŜƴŎŜ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ǎƘŜ ƳƻǾŜŘ 

ƘŜǊŜΣ ŀƴŘ ǎƘŜ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ƭƛƪŜ ōŜƛƴƎ ǘƻǳŎƘŜŘΦ !ƭƛŎŜ ƴŜǾŜǊ ǘŀƭƪǎ ŀōƻǳǘ ƛǘΣ ŀƴŘ ǿŜ ŀǊŜƴΩǘ ŀƭƭƻǿŜŘ ǘƻ 

ŀǎƪ ǉǳŜǎǘƛƻƴǎΦέ !ŦǘŜǊ ǎŀȅƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ ǇƛŜŎŜΣ ƘŜ ƭŜŦǘ ǘƘŜ ƪƛǘŎƘŜƴ ǘƻ Ǝƻ ǾƻƳƛǘ ǎƻƳŜ ƳƻǊŜΣ ŀƴŘ L ǎǇŜƴǘ 

the rest of my day wondering. Wondering what happened to Bella before she moved here that 

ǿŀǎ ǎƻ ŦǳŎƪƛƴƎ ōŀŘ ǎƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ sleep or be touched. I cringed at all the possibilities. After 

spending my day and evening completely occupied by worst case scenarios, I vowed before 

leaving the house I would find out. 

 

So here I was, offering the only thing I could in return and hoping she was somewhat as curious 

about my past as I was about hers. I could only imagine all the shit Alice had been telling her 

ŀōƻǳǘ ƳŜΦ {ƘŜ ƴŜǾŜǊ ŎƻǳƭŘ ƎŜǘ Ǉŀǎǘ ǘƘŜ ŀŎŎƛŘŜƴǘ ǿƛǘƘ ƘŜǊ .a²Φ L ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ ǘƘŜ ƻƴŜ ǿƘƻ 

scratched the damned thing. I just took the blame for Jasper who was freaking out so badly 

ŀōƻǳǘ ƛǘ L ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƘŜƭǇ ōǳǘ ǘŀƪŜ ǘƘŜ ōǳƭƭŜǘ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ǎƻǊǊȅ ōŀǎǘŀǊŘΦ 

 

ά¸ƻǳ Ǝƻ ŦƛǊǎǘΣέ .ŜƭƭŀΩǎ ǎƻŦǘ ǾƻƛŎŜ ōǊƻƪŜ ƳŜ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ Ƴȅ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘǎΦ  

I snapped my gaze to her deep brown eyes and digested her statement.  

Shit. Me first. I let out a frustrated sigh and ran my fingers through my hair. I averted my gaze 

to the wooden table and tried to decide how much I really wanted to give away in return for 

her story. Feeling more anxious than I was comfortable with, I 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, I took a long draw off the cigarette, making the 

orange ember glow brightly, before exhaling a steady breath of smoke. 

 

ά²ƘŜƴ L ǿŀǎ ƴƛƴŜΣ L ǿŀǎ ƛƴ ŀ ƘƻǳǎŜ ŦƛǊŜΣ ŀƴŘ L ǿŀǘŎƘŜŘ Ƴȅ ŦŀǘƘŜǊ ōǳǊƴ ǘƻ ŘŜŀǘƘΣέ L ōƭǳǊǘŜŘ 

quickly in a tight voice. I decided to leave the exact cause of the fire out of my confession. I 

ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƭƻƻƪ ŀǘ ƘŜǊ ǊŜŀŎǘƛƻƴ ǘƻ ǘƘŀǘ ǎǘŀǘŜƳŜƴǘ ōŜŦƻǊŜ L ŎƻƴǘƛƴǳŜŘΦ άaȅ ƳƻƳ ǎŜƴǘ ƳŜ ŀǿŀȅ ŀŦǘŜǊ 

ǘƘŀǘΣέ L ǎŀƛŘ ƛƴ ŀ ōƛǘǘŜǊ ǘƻƴŜΣ ǎŎǊŀǘŎƘƛƴƎ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǿƻƻŘ ǘŀōƭŜǘƻǇ ǿƛǘƘ Ƴȅ ŦƛƴƎŜǊƴŀƛƭΦ ά¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ǿƘŀǘ 

my nightmares are ŀōƻǳǘΦ {ƻƳŜ ƴƛƎƘǘǎ ƛǘΩǎ ǘƘŜ ŦƛǊŜΣ ƻǘƘŜǊ ƴƛƎƘǘǎ ƛǘΩǎ ŀōƻǳǘ ƘŜǊ ƭŜŀǾƛƴƎΦ 

{ƻƳŜǘƛƳŜǎ ǘƘŜȅΩǊŜ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ŦǳŎƪŜŘ ǳǇ ǘƘƛƴƎǎ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŀǇǇŜƴŜŘ ǘƻ ƳŜ ƛƴ ŦƻǎǘŜǊ ƘƻƳŜǎΣέ L ŦƛƴƛǎƘŜŘ 

with a shrug and took another deep drag from my glowing cigarette. 
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She was quiet for a moment, so I looked up at her to gauge her reaction. Her wide, worn brown 

ŜȅŜǎ ǿŜǊŜ ŦƛƭƭŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ǎƘƻŎƪΣ ŎƻƴŎŜǊƴΣ ŀƴŘΧ ǇƛǘȅΦ L ŦǳŎƪƛƴƎ ƘŀǘŜŘ ǎŜŜƛƴƎ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ƭƻƻƪƛƴƎ ŀǘ ƳŜ 

with pity, so I averted my gaze back towards the river with a sour look on my face. 

 

άLΩƳ ǎƻǊǊȅΧέ ǎƘŜ ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊŜŘ ƛƴ ŀ ƭƻǿ ǇŀƛƴŜŘ ǾƻƛŎŜΦ  

I let out one humorless chuckle recalling my earlier assumptions of her apologizing too much. I 

just shrugged and waved the hand holding my cigarette in a dismissive fashion, and went back 

to scratching the wooden table. I knew it was her turn to explain, but I sat patiently waiting for 

her to gather her courage and continued smoking my cigarette. Eventually it was burned 

thoroughly, so I 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. 

 

ά! ȅŜŀǊ ŀƎƻΣ Ƴȅ ƳƻƳ ŀƴŘ L ǿŜǊŜ Ǿƛctims of a month-ƭƻƴƎ ƘƻƳŜ ƛƴǾŀǎƛƻƴΣέ ǎƘŜ ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊŜŘ ǎƻ 

quietly I could barely hear.  

My eyes widened, not really expecting that particular scenarioτwhich is saying a lot, because I 

worked through many in my head. I waited patiently for her to continue.  

HeǊ ŜȅŜǎ ǿŜǊŜ ǘƛƎƘǘΣ ƭƛƪŜƭȅ ǊŜŎŀƭƭƛƴƎ ƘŜǊ Ǉŀǎǘ ƘƻǊǊƻǊǎ ŀƴŘ ƴŜǾŜǊ ƭŜŦǘ ƘŜǊ ƘŀƴŘǎΦ ά¢ƘŜ ƳŀƴΧ tƘƛƭΧ 

ǿŀǎ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ Ƴȅ ƳƻƳΩǎ ƻƭŘ ōƻȅŦǊƛŜƴŘǎΦ IŜ ōǊƻƪŜ ƛƴ ŀƴŘ ƘŜƭŘ ǳǎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƘƻǳǎŜ ŦƻǊ ŀƭƳƻǎǘ ŦƻǳǊ 

ǿŜŜƪǎΦέ {ƘŜ ǇŀǳǎŜŘ ǘƘŜƴΣ ŘŀǊǘƛƴƎ ƘŜǊ ŜȅŜǎ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ǘƘŜ ȅŀǊŘ ƛƴ ŦǊƻƴǘ ƻŦ ƘŜr like someone was 

ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƧǳƳǇ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŘŀǊƪƴŜǎǎ ǳƴŜȄǇŜŎǘŜŘƭȅΦ {ƘŜ ƭƛŎƪŜŘ ƘŜǊ ƭƛǇǎ ŀƴŘ ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘ ŀƎŀƛƴΦ άIŜ 

ǘƻǊǘǳǊŜŘ Ƴȅ ƳƻǘƘŜǊ ŀƴŘ ƳŜΧ ŘƻƛƴƎ ŀǿŦǳƭ ǘƘƛƴƎǎΦΦΦέ {ƘŜ ǎƘǳŘŘŜǊŜŘ ŀƴŘ ŎƭƻǎŜŘ ƘŜǊ ŜȅŜǎ ǘƛƎƘǘƭȅΦ  

I wanted to reach out to her and comfort her in some ǿŀȅ ōǳǘ ƪƴŜǿ L ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘΦ Emmett told me 

ǎƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƭƛƪŜ ōŜƛƴƎ ǘƻǳŎƘŜŘΣ ǎƻ L Ƨǳǎǘ ǎŀǘ ŀƴŘ ƭƛǎǘŜƴŜŘΣ ƘƻǇƛƴƎ Ƴȅ ƳŜǊŜ ǇǊŜǎŜƴŎŜ ƎŀǾŜ ƘŜǊ 

some amount of comfort.  

άIŜ ƪƛƭƭŜŘ ƘŜǊ ƛƴ ŦǊƻƴǘ ƻŦ ƳŜΣέ ǎƘŜ ŀŘŘŜŘ ƛƴ ŀƴ ŜƳƻǘƛƻƴƭŜǎǎ ǾƻƛŎŜΣ ƴƻǿ ǎǘŀǊƛƴƎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŘƛǊŜŎǘƛƻƴ ƻŦ 

the river with a hard look marring her features. Then she crossed her arms on the table in front 

ƻŦ ƘŜǊ ŀƴŘ ƭŀƛŘ ƘŜǊ ƘŜŀŘ Řƻǿƴ ƻƴ ǘƘŜƳΣ ŦŀŎƛƴƎ ƳŜΦ ά¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ǿƘŀǘ Ƴȅ ƴƛƎƘǘƳŀǊŜǎ ŀǊŜ ŀōƻǳǘΣέ ǎƘŜ 

finished in a tired, slurred voice and closed her eyes. 

 

I knew instinctively that she was editing the experience, making it seem less bad for reasons I 

ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿΦ .ǳǘ ǎŜŜƛƴƎ ŀǎ Ƙƻǿ L ŘƛŘ ǘƘŜ ǎŀƳŜ ǘƘƛƴƎΣ L ƭŜǘ ǘƘŜ ƳŀǘǘŜǊ ŘǊƻǇΦ L Ǝƻǘ ǘƘŜ ƎŜƴŜǊŀƭ ƛŘŜŀ 
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ƻŦ ǿƘŀǘ ƘŀǇǇŜƴŜŘΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎ ŀǿŦǳƭ ǘƻ ǘƘƛƴƪ ƻŦ .Ŝƭƭŀ ōŜƛƴƎΧ ǘƻǊǘǳǊŜŘΦ L ǿanted 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.  

!ƴŘ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ǳǇǎŜǘ ƘŜǊ ŦǳǊǘƘŜǊΣ ǎƻ L Ƨǳǎǘ ƴƻŘŘŜŘ ŀƴŘ ƎŀǾŜ ƘŜǊ ŀ ǎƳŀƭƭ ǎƳƛƭŜΣ ǎƘƻǿƛƴƎ ƘŜǊ 

I ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǘƘƛƴƪ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎ ŎǊŀȊȅΦ {ƘŜ ŀǘǘŜƳǇǘŜŘ ǘƻ ǊŜǘǳǊƴ ƛǘΣ ōǳǘ ƛǘ ŎŀƳŜ ƻǳǘ ƳƻǊŜ ƭƛƪŜ ŀ ƎǊƛƳŀŎŜΣ ǎƻ 

she busied herself by eating another cookie. 

 

L ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ŦƻǊǿŀǊŘ ǘƘŜƴ ŀƴŘ ōŜƎŀƴ ŘƛƎŜǎǘƛƴƎ .ŜƭƭŀΩǎ ǎǘƻǊȅΦ !ŦǘŜǊ ŀ ƭƻƴƎ ǿƘƛƭŜΣ L ŘŜŎƛŘŜŘΣ ǎƛƴŎŜ ƘŜǊ 

incident happened recently, I could most likely find more information regarding it on the 

internet. 

 

ά{ƻΣέ .Ŝƭƭŀ ǎǇƻƪŜ ƛƴ ŀ ƭƛƎƘǘŜǊ ǘƻƴŜΣ Ŧƛƴŀƭƭȅ ōǊŜŀƪƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǎƛƭŜƴŎŜΦ IŜǊ ƘŜŀŘ ǿŀǎ ǎǘƛƭƭ ƭȅƛƴƎ ƻƴ ƘŜǊ 

ŀǊƳǎΦ ά²ƘŀǘΩǎ ȅƻǳǊ ŦŀǾƻǊƛǘŜ ŎƻƻƪƛŜΚέ ǎƘŜ ŀǎƪŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ǎƳŀƭƭ ǎƳƛƭŜΣ ƻōǾƛƻusly trying to change 

the course of conversation. 

 

I returned her grin, and laid my head down on my arms facing her and mirroring her pose. 

ά²ŜƭƭΧΦ Lǘ ǳǎŜŘ ǘƻ ǇŜŀƴǳǘ ōǳǘǘŜǊΣ ōǳǘ ƴƻǿΣ LΩƳ ǘƘƛƴƪƛƴƎ Double Fudge RendezvousΣέ L ǎŀƛŘ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ 

ǎƳƛǊƪΦ .ŜƭƭŀΩǎ ŎƻƻƪƛŜǎ ǿŜǊŜ ǇƻǎƛǘƛǾŜƭȅ ŘƛǾƛƴŜΣ Ǉƻǎǎƛōƭȅ ǘƘŜ ōŜǎǘ ǘƘƛƴƎ LΩŘ ŜǾŜǊ ŜŀǘŜƴΦ Lƴ ǘƘŜ /ǳƭƭŜƴ 

ƘƻǳǎŜƘƻƭŘΣ ǿƘŜƴ ƛǘ ŎŀƳŜ ǘƻ ŦƻƻŘΣ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ŀƴ ά9ǾŜǊȅ aŀƴ ŦƻǊ IƛƳǎŜƭŦέ ǎƛǘǳŀǘƛƻƴΣ ŀƴŘ ǎƛƴŎŜ ƴƻƴŜ 

of us had anything resembling good culinary skills, I rarely had the opportunity to eat anything 

really appealing. 

 

.ŜƭƭŀΩǎ ŦŀŎŜ ƭƛǘ ǳǇ ŀ ōƛǘ ŀǘ Ƴȅ ƘƛŘŘŜƴ ŎƻƳǇƭƛƳŜƴǘΣ ŀƴŘ ǎƘŜ ƭƛƎƘǘƭȅ ŎƘǳŎƪƭŜŘΦ άL ƪƴƻǿ ŦƛǾŜ ǇŜŀƴǳǘ 

ōǳǘǘŜǊ ŎƻƻƪƛŜ ǊŜŎƛǇŜǎΦ ¸ƻǳΩŘ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘŜƳ ŀƭƭΣέ ǎƘŜ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘ ǎƳǳƎƭȅΣ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ƘŜǊ ŦŀŎŜ ŦŜƭƭ ŀ ōƛǘΦ 

άaŀȅōŜΧέ ǎƘŜ ǇŀǳǎŜŘ ŀƴŘ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ŀǿŀȅ ōƛǘƛƴƎ ƘŜǊ ƭƛǇ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ǎƘŜ ƳŜǘ Ƴȅ ŜȅŜǎ ŀƎŀƛƴΦ άaŀȅōŜ 

ǘƻƳƻǊǊƻǿ L ŎƻǳƭŘ ōǊƛƴƎ ȅƻǳ ǎƻƳŜΦέ IŜǊ ǎǘŀǘŜƳŜƴǘ ŎŀƳŜ ƻǳǘ ǎƻǳƴŘƛƴƎ ƳƻǊŜ ƭƛƪŜ ŀ ǉǳŜǎǘƛƻƴΦ 

 

I rolled my eyes are her very unsubtle attempt at questioning whether or not I was returning. 

ά¸ŜŀƘΣ ȅŜŀƘΣ LΩƭƭ ōŜ ƘŜǊŜ ǘƻƳƻǊǊƻǿΦ ²Ƙƻ ŀƳ L ǘƻ ǊŜŦǳǎŜ ǇŜǊŦŜŎǘƭȅ ƎƻƻŘ ŎƻƻƪƛŜǎΚέ L ƧƻƪŜŘΦ  

She grinned, and I 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. 

ά{ƻ ǿƘŀǘΩǎ ƭƛŦŜ ƭƛƪŜ ƛƴ CƻǊƪǎΚέ ǎƘŜ ŀǎƪŜŘ ǉǳƛŜǘƭȅΦ 

 

L ǎƘǊǳƎƎŜŘΦ ά.ƻǊƛƴƎ ŀǎ ŦǳŎƪ ƳƻǎǘƭȅΦ L ǳǎǳŀƭƭȅ ƘŀƴƎ ǿƛǘƘ WŀȊȊ ƻǊ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ǘƻ Ǉŀǎǎ ǘƘŜ ǘƛƳŜ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ 
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ǿŜŜƪŜƴŘǎΣέ L ǎƴƻǊǘŜŘΦ ά²ƘŜƴ ƘŜ ƛǎƴΩǘ ŎƻƳǇƭŜǘŜƭȅ ƻōǎŜǎǎƛƴƎ ƻǾŜǊ ȅƻǳǊ ōƛǘŎƘ ƻŦ ŀ ŎƻǳǎƛƴΦέ 

 

.Ŝƭƭŀ ǎƘƻǘ ǎǘǊŀƛƎƘǘ ǳǇǊƛƎƘǘ ǘƘŜƴ ǿƛǘƘ ŀƴ ŀƴƎǊȅ ŜȄǇǊŜǎǎƛƻƴ ƻƴ ƘŜǊ ŦŀŎŜΦ άIŜȅΗ !ƭƛŎŜ ƛǎ bh¢ ŀ 

ōƛǘŎƘΗέ {ƘŜ ǎƴŜŜǊŜŘΦ  

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

¢ƘŜƴ ŎǳǊƛƻǳǎƭȅ ǎƘŜ ŦǳǊǊƻǿŜŘ ƘŜǊ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ōǊƻǿΣ ά²Ƙŀǘ Řƻ ȅƻǳ ƳŜŀƴ ƻōǎŜǎǎƛƴƎΚέ ǎƘŜ ŀǎƪŜŘ 

cautiously. 

 

I let out a frustrated sigh and swung my leg over the bench so I was straddling it facing her, and 

ƭŜŀƴŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ Ƴȅ Ŝƭōƻǿ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǘŀōƭŜΦ άIŜΩǎ ōŜŜƴ ƳŀŘƭȅ ƛƴ ƭƻǾŜ ǿƛǘƘ !ƭƛŎŜ ŜǾŜǊ ǎƛƴŎŜ LΩǾŜ ƪƴƻǿƴ 

him. I have to ƘŜŀǊ ŀōƻǳǘ ƘŜǊ ŜǾŜǊȅ ŘŀȅΣέ L ǎƛƎƘŜŘΦ 

 

.Ŝƭƭŀ ǿŀǎ ŦǊƻȊŜƴ ŦƻǊ ŀ ƳƻƳŜƴǘ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜƴ ŘƻǳōƭŜŘ ƻǾŜǊ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǎƻŦǘŜǎǘ ƭŀǳƎƘ LΩǾŜ ŜǾŜǊ ƘŜŀǊŘΦ  

I 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-ƭŀǳƎƘΦ άLΩƳ ǎƻǊǊȅΣ ƛǘΩǎ ƧǳǎǘΧέ ǎƘŜ ǘǊŀƛƭŜŘ ƻŦŦ 

with a chuckle.  

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

{ƘŜ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ŀǘ ƳŜ ǿƛǘƘ ŀǇƻƭƻƎŜǘƛŎ ŜȅŜǎ ŀƴŘ ŎƻƴǘƛƴǳŜŘΦ ά9ǾŜǊ ǎƛƴŎŜ L Ǝƻt here a week ago, I have 

heard nothing but Jasper thisτWŀǎǇŜǊ ǘƘŀǘΦέ {ƘŜ ŎƘǳŎƪƭŜŘ ŀƎŀƛƴ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜƴ ŀŘŘŜŘ ƛƴ ŀ ƘƛƎƘ 

ǇƛǘŎƘŜŘ ǘƻƴŜ ƻōǾƛƻǳǎƭȅ ƳŜŀƴǘ ǘƻ ƳƻŎƪ !ƭƛŎŜΣ άhƘ Ƴȅ DƻŘΣ .ŜƭƭŀΗ LǎƴΩǘ WŀǎǇŜǊΣ ƭƛƪŜ ǎƻƻƻ 

ŘǊŜŀƳȅΚέ  

Then we both doubled over laughter.  

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

 

²ƘŜƴ ƻǳǊ ƭŀǳƎƘǘŜǊ Ŧƛƴŀƭƭȅ ǉǳƛŜǘŜŘ ŘƻǿƴΣ L ƭƛŦǘŜŘ Ƴȅ ƘŜŀŘ ǘƻ .Ŝƭƭŀ ŀƴŘ ǎƘƻƻƪ ƛǘΦ ά²ŜƭƭΣ 

personally, I think we should keep our mouths shut a bit longer. Serves them right for making 

ǳǎ ǎǳŦŦŜǊΦέ L ǎƳƛǊƪŜŘ Ŏƻƴspiratorially.  

Bella chuckled and nodded at me. 
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We returned to our previous positions with our heads down on the table and sat in silence for a 

ōƛǘ ƭƻƴƎŜǊΣ Ƨǳǎǘ ƭƛǎǘŜƴƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǊƛǾŜǊ ŀƴŘ ŜƴƧƻȅƛƴƎ ŜŀŎƘ ƻǘƘŜǊΩǎ ǇǊŜǎŜƴŎŜΦ  

I had my eyes closed, enjoying thŜ ŎƻƭŘ ōǊŜŜȊŜ ƻƴ Ƴȅ ŦŀŎŜΦ L ǿŀǎ ǎǘƛƭƭ ǘƛǊŜŘΧ ŜȄƘŀǳǎǘŜŘ ŀŎǘǳŀƭƭȅΦ 

But having Bella with me made it easier to stay awake. I was momentarily glad she was so eager 

for me to return, saving me the embarrassment of asking her to do so, since I so obviously 

enjoyed her company. It was a definite rarity for me. I was commonly known as social outcast 

by choice. As a general rule, I had learned years ago that people fucking sucked. It was a rule I 

ƭƛǾŜŘ ōȅΦ LŦ ȅƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƎŜǘ ŎƭƻǎŜ ǘƻ ǇŜƻǇƭŜΣ ǘƘŜ ŀǎǎƘƻƭŜǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊƭŘ ŎŀƴΩǘ ŦǳŎƪ ȅƻǳ ƻǾŜǊΣ ŀƴŘ ƛƴ 

ǊŜǘǳǊƴ ȅƻǳ ŎŀƴΩǘ ƘǳǊǘ ǘƘŜ ƴƛŎŜǊ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ǿƘƻ ŘƻƴΩǘ ŘŜǎŜǊǾŜ ƛǘΦ 

 

ά!ƭƛŎŜ ǎŀƛŘ ȅƻǳ ǿŜǊŜ ŀǊǊŜǎǘŜŘΣέ .Ŝƭƭŀ ǎŀƛŘ ƛƴ ŀ ǎƭǳǊǊŜŘΣ ŀŎŎǳǎƛƴƎ ǾƻƛŎŜΦ L ƻǇŜƴŜŘ Ƴȅ ŜȅŜǎ ǘƻ ƭƻƻƪ 

at her and she had her eyes closed still. 

L ǎƴƻǊǘŜŘΦ ά¸ŜŀƘΣ ǿŜƭƭ !ƭƛŎŜ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƪƴƻǿΦ {ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜ ƻƴŜ ǿƘƻ ǇǊŜǎǎŜŘ ŎƘŀǊƎŜǎΣέ L ǎŀƛŘ ƭŀȊƛƭȅ ŀƴŘ 

let my eyes close again. 

 

άhƘΣ ǊŜŀƭƭȅΚ Lǎ ǘƘŀǘ ŀ ǎǘƻǊȅ L ƎŜǘ ǘƻ ƘŜŀǊΚέ ǎƘŜ ƘŀƭŦ ŎƘǳŎƪƭŜŘΣ ƘŀƭŦ ȅŀǿƴŜŘΦ 

 

L ƭŜǘ ƻǳǘ ŀ ŘŜŜǇ ǎƛƎƘ ŀƴŘ ƪŜǇǘ Ƴȅ ŜȅŜǎ ŎƭƻǎŜŘΦ ά¢ƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎ ǘƘƛǎ ǿƘƻƭŜ ƛƴŎƛŘŜƴǘ ǿƛǘh her BMW 

ŦǊŜǎƘƳŀƴ ȅŜŀǊΦ {ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ŦǳŎƪƛƴƎ ōƛǘǘŜǊΦ {ƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǇǊŜǎǎ ŎƘŀǊƎŜǎ ŦƻǊ ƛǘΣ ǇǊƻōŀōƭȅ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ WŀȊȊ 

ōŜƎƎŜŘ ƘŜǊ ƴƻǘ ǘƻΣ ōǳǘ ǎƘŜ ƪŜǇǘ ŀƴ ŜȅŜ ƻƴ ƳŜΣ ŀƴŘ ŜǾŜƴǘǳŀƭƭȅ ŎŀǳƎƘǘ ƳŜ ŘƻƛƴƎ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎΧ ƭŜǎǎ 

ǘƘŀƴ ƭŜƎŀƭΦέ L ǎƘǊǳƎƎŜŘ ƛƴ ŀǾƻƛŘŀƴŎŜ ŀƴŘ ȅŀǿƴŜŘΣ ƘƻǇƛƴƎ ǎƘŜΩŘ ŘǊƻǇ ƛǘΦ 

 

ά²ŜƭƭΧǿƘŀǘ ǿŀǎ ƛǘΚέ ǎƘŜ ŀǎƪŜŘ ǎƭŜŜǇƛƭȅ ǿƘŜƴ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŎƻƴǘƛƴǳŜΦ  

I opened my eyes then to find her staring at me expectantly. I was by no means proud of my 

criminal record, so I was somewhat frustrated at her persistence, but I decided to be honest. 

¢ƘŜ Ǉŀǎǘ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜ Ǉŀǎǘ ŀŦǘŜǊ ŀƭƭΦ άtƻǎǎŜǎǎƛƻƴ ƻŦ ŀ ŎƻƴǘǊƻƭƭŜŘ ǎǳōǎǘŀƴŎŜΣέ L ǎŀƛŘ ŎŀǊŜŦǳƭƭȅ ǿƘƛƭŜ 

gauging her reaction.  

Then, God bless her heart, she just fucking shrugged and closed her eyes again, like it was no 

big deal. I smiled a little bit, pleŀǎŀƴǘƭȅ ǎǳǊǇǊƛǎŜŘ ōȅ ƘŜǊ ǊŜŀŎǘƛƻƴΦ ά¸ƻǳΩƭƭ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ŜȄŎǳǎŜ !ƭƛŎŜΦ 

She has a slight tendency to hold grudges. Sometimes I find it admirable, but in other cases it 

Ŏŀƴ ōŜ ŀ ōƛǘ ƻŦ ŀ ǇŀƛƴΣέ ǎƘŜ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘ ǉǳƛŜǘƭȅΦ  

I snorted, and then closed my eyes again. A bit of a pain? More like a fucking huge 

inconvenience .I had other incidents on my rap sheet, but decided not to give it all away in one 

ƴƛƎƘǘΦ .ŜǘǘŜǊ ǘƻ ŜŀǎŜ ƘŜǊ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŦŀŎǘ ǎƘŜΩǎ ǎǇŜƴŘƛƴƎ ƘŜǊ ƴƛƎƘǘ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ŎƻƳǇƭŜǘŜ ŦǳŎƪ ǳǇΦ hƴŎŜ 
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again, we were silent for a long while, just the sounds of our breathing and the river filling the 

space. 

 

9ǾŜƴǘǳŀƭƭȅ ǘƘŜ ǎƛƭŜƴŎŜ ǿŀǎ ōǊƻƪŜƴ ōȅ ŀ ǎƻŦǘ ǎƴƻǊƛƴƎ ǎƻǳƴŘ L ƛƳƳŜŘƛŀǘŜƭȅ ǊŜŎƻƎƴƛȊŜŘ ŀǎ .ŜƭƭŀΩǎΦ 

Opening my eyes and looking at her peaceful face, I realized she had fallen asleep. I 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.  

L ŎƘǳŎƪƭŜŘΣ ƳǳƳōƭƛƴƎΣ ά!ƳŀǘŜǳǊΣέ ǳƴŘŜǊ Ƴȅ ōǊŜŀǘƘΦ 

She looked momentarily disoriented, but quiŎƪƭȅ ǊŜŎƻǾŜǊŜŘΦ ά{ƻǊǊȅΦ ¢ƘŀƴƪǎΣέ ǎƘŜ ƳǳǊƳǳǊŜŘΣ 

slowly putting her head back down but keeping her eyes opened. 

 

¢Ƙƛǎ ǿŀǎ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŀǎ ōǳƎƎƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǎƘƛǘ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ƳŜ ǘƻ ƴƻ ŜƴŘΦ ά²Ƙȅ Řƻ ȅƻǳ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ Řƻ 

ǘƘŀǘΚέ !ǘ ƘŜǊ ŎƻƴŦǳǎŜŘ ŜȄǇǊŜǎǎƛƻƴ L ŀŘŘŜŘΣ ά!ǇƻƭƻƎƛȊŜΦ ¸ƻǳ ǎŀȅ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ǎƻǊǊȅ ŜƴǘƛǊŜƭȅ ǘƻƻ ŦǳŎƪƛƴƎ 

ƳǳŎƘΣέ L ǎŀƛŘ ǿƛǘƘ ƴŀǊǊƻǿŜŘ ŜȅŜǎΦ {ƘŜ ǎƘǊǳƎƎŜŘ ŀƴŘ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ƭƛƪŜ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƻ ŀǇƻƭƻƎƛȊŜ ŦƻǊ 

apologizing before catching my warning glare, then she chuckled. 

 

άL ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘȅ L Řƻ ƛǘΦ L ƎǳŜǎǎ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ Ƨǳǎǘ ŀ ǇƻƭƛǘŜ Ƙŀōƛǘ L Ǝƻǘ ƛƴǘƻΣ ŀƴŘ ƴƻǿ ƛǘΩǎ ƭƛƪŜ ǎŜŎƻƴŘ 

ƴŀǘǳǊŜΣέ ǎƘŜ ŀŘƳƛǘǘŜŘ ǉǳƛŜǘƭȅΦ 

 

L ŎƭƻǎŜŘ Ƴȅ ŜȅŜǎ ŀƎŀƛƴΦ ά²ŜƭƭΣ ȅƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ŀǇƻƭƻƎƛȊŜ ǘƻ ƳŜ ŎƻƴǎǘŀƴǘƭȅΦ {ƻ Ŏǳǘ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƘƛǘ 

ƻǳǘΣέ L ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘ ƛƴ ŀ ƘŀǊŘ ǾƻƛŎŜΦ {ŜǊƛƻǳǎƭȅΣ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ŀƴƴƻȅƛƴƎ ǎǇŜƴŘƛƴƎ ǘƛƳŜ ǿƛǘƘ ǎƻƳŜƻƴŜ so utterly 

fucking apologetic. It kind of makes you feel like shit. 

 

I was sitting, comfortable with my head down still, listening to the water again, and being lulled 

by its soothing sounds. Suddenly I felt a tap on my leg, and my eyes shot opened.  

Bella ǿŀǎ ƎǊƛƴƴƛƴƎ ŀǘ ƳŜΦ ά¸ƻǳ ŦŜƭƭ ŀǎƭŜŜǇΣέ ǎƘŜ ǘŜŀǎŜŘ ƛƴ ŀ ƳǳǎƛŎŀƭ ǘƻƴŜΦ L ǊƻƭƭŜŘ Ƴȅ ŜȅŜǎ ŀǘ ƘŜǊ 

teasing but kept my eyes wide open. 

 

It was then I noticed the sun was showing signs of rising. Tentatively, I sat up on the bench and 

rubbed my face with my handǎΦ ά{ǳƴΩǎ ǊƛǎƛƴƎ ǎƻƻƴΣέ L ƳǳƳōƭŜŘ ƛƴǘƻ Ƴȅ ƘŀƴŘǎΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜƴ ƎƭŀƴŎŜŘ 

into clouds that were becoming lighter. With a deep sigh, I 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. 

 

{ƘŜ ǎǘƻƻŘ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǎƘǳŦŦƭƛƴƎ ƘŜǊ ŦŜŜǘ ƛƴ ŀƴ ŀǿƪǿŀǊŘ ƎŜǎǘǳǊŜ ōŜǎƛŘŜ ǘƘŜ ōŜƴŎƘΦ ά²ŜƭƭΣ L ƎǳŜǎǎ LΩƭƭ 

ǎŜŜ ȅƻǳ ǘƻƳƻǊǊƻǿΦέ {ƘŜ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ǳǇ ŀǘ ƳŜ ŀƴŘ ōƛǘ ƘŜǊ ƭƛǇΦ ̧ ŜŀƘΣ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ŦǳŎƪƛƴƎ ŎǳǘŜ ǘƻƻΦ 
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L ƴƻŘŘŜŘΦ ά¢ƻƳƻǊǊƻǿΣέ L ŀƎǊŜŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ƎǊƛƴΦ 

 

With that we both sleepily climbed down out of the gazebo and headed back toward our 

homes, victorious in yet another nightly struggle. 
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Chapter 4. Peanut Butter  Panaceas 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
When the sun finally rose, I was one again limited to the confines of my room. Emmett had his 

little whore, Rosalie, over for the day, and I wanted to avoid any and all contact with her. I was 

half hoping Jazz would come with her to, but he was still on mother duty for the weekend. So, I 

was alone again, sketching mindlessly on my bed with my ear buds in and a heavy tune playing.  

When noon approached, I remembered my earlier observations about the internet. Something 

as dramatic as what happened to Bella would surely make the local news wherever she was 

from. I stared at the door with trepidation, knowing a run in with Rose would result in an 

immediate confrontation. She loathed me. I, for one, hated her boyfriend and made no secret 

about that fact. Second, she was under the impression I had corrupted her darling twin brother. 

I mentally snorted at this. If she only knew how much trouble I kept him out of.  

With a resigned sigh, I rose from my bed and opened the door slowly, like a fucking bomb was 

about to go off outside it. Peeking out and down the hall, I slowly made my way to the second 

story of the house, walking down the stairs in as much silence as possible. I noticed the hallway 

was empty and all the doors closed, so I slowly made my way to the front of the hall, to 

/ŀǊƭƛǎƭŜΩǎ ƻŦŦƛŎŜ ǿƘŜǊŜ ǘƘŜ ŎƻƳǇǳǘŜǊ ǿŀǎ ƭƻŎŀǘŜŘΦ hƴŎŜ ƛƴǎƛŘŜΣ L closed the door and locked it, 

ƭŜǘǘƛƴƎ ƻǳǘ ŀ ōǊŜŀǘƘ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǊŜŀƭƛȊŜ L ǿŀǎ ƘƻƭŘƛƴƎΦ  

I walked over to the expensive machine and started it up with a hum, collapsing in the desk 

chair and running my hand over my face to keep me alert. I performed my search with few 

results at first, before I realized "Bella" was probably short for something else. I eventually 

landed success on a search for her last name. A local newspaper in Phoenix, Arizona had an 

article on the incident. Before clicking the link, I allowed myself a moment of guilt for going 

ōŜƘƛƴŘ .ŜƭƭŀΩǎ ōŀŎƪ ŦƻǊ ǘƘƛǎ ƛƴŦƻǊƳŀǘƛƻƴΦ ¢ƘŜ ŦŜŜƭƛƴƎ ǿŀǎΣ ƘƻǿŜǾŜǊΣ ǎƘƻǊǘ ƭƛǾŜŘΦ   

Fuck it.  

I loaded the page and began reading.  
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Home Invasion in Quiet Phoenix Suburb Leaves One Dead, One Injured.  

PHOENIX - Officials charged Phillip Dwyer (age 30) with the murder of school teacher, Renee 

Swan (age 34). Other charges include kidnapping, assault and battery with a deadly weapon 

with intent to kill, and breaking and entering. More charges are pending.  

After a distress call, authorities responded to 250 Maple Avenue last week. Officers arrived to 

ŦƛƴŘ ǘƘŜ ōƻŘȅ ƻŦ {ǿŀƴ ƛƴǎƛŘŜ ǘƘŜ ƘƻƳŜΦ {ǿŀƴΩǎ daughter (age 16) was found locked in a 

bedroom closet, bound and gagged. She suffered numerous broken bones and lacerations. She 

is in protective custody at Phoenix Medical Center for malnutrition and dehydration. She is in 

stable condition. Her name is being withheld pending the notification of relatives. 

According to officials, Dwyer confessed Sunday to breaking into his ex-girlfrienŘΩǎ ƘƻƳŜ р ǿŜŜƪǎ 

ago. He held Swan and her daughter hostage for nearly a month. Dwyer's defense counsel 

claims that his client is mentally ill. Psychiatric evaluation is ǇŜƴŘƛƴƎ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ǘƘŜ ǘǊƛŀƭΧ    

I stopped reading and shut the computer down, disappointeŘ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƎŜǘ ŀǎ ƳǳŎƘ ƛƴŦƻǊƳŀǘƛƻƴ 

as I had hoped, but relieved to learn the perpetrator was in custody. Deciding my curiosity 

could only be satiated by Bella herself, I made my way back to my room. I could hear the most 

repulsive noises coming from EmmettΩǎ ōŜŘǊƻƻƳ ŘƻƻǊΣ ŀƴŘ ōƻǘƘ ŎǊƛƴƎŜŘ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ŦŀŎǘ L ǿŀǎ ƛƴ 

ǎǳŎƘ ŎƭƻǎŜ ǇǊƻȄƛƳƛǘȅ ǘƻ ǘƘŜƛǊΧ ƛƴǘƛƳŀŎȅΣ ŀƴŘ ǎƳƛƭŜŘ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ŦŀŎǘ ǘƘŜȅ ǿŜǊŜ ōƻǘƘ ŦŀǊ ǘƻƻ ƻŎŎǳǇƛŜŘ 

to notice.  

I returned to my bedroom and sighed contentedly. This room was my sanctuary. Even if it 

couldƴΩǘ ǎǳǇǇƭȅ ƳŜ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ǎƭŜŜǇ L ǎƻ ŘŜǎǇŜǊŀǘŜƭȅ ŘŜǎƛǊŜŘΣ ƛǘ ǇǊƻǾƛŘŜŘ ƳŜ ǿƛǘƘ ƳǳŎƘ ƴŜŜŘŜŘ 

ǇǊƛǾŀŎȅΦ L ǿŀǎ ŀ ǾŜǊȅ ǇǊƛǾŀǘŜ ǇŜǊǎƻƴΦ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ ŀƭƭƻǿ WŀǎǇŜǊ ƛƴǘƻ Ƴȅ ōŜŘǊƻƻƳ Ƴƻǎǘ ǘƛƳŜǎΦ L 

ŘƻƴΩǘ ǘƘƛƴƪ .Ŝƭƭŀ Ŧǳƭƭȅ ŀǇǇǊŜŎƛŀǘŜŘ ǘƘŜ ƎǊŀǾƛǘȅ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǎƛǘǳŀǘƛƻƴ ƻƴ CǊƛŘŀȅ when she asked my 

ǇŜǊƳƛǎǎƛƻƴ ǘƻ ǊŜƳŀƛƴ ƛƴ Ƴȅ ǊƻƻƳΦ .ǳǘ ƻŦ ŎƻǳǊǎŜ Ƙƻǿ ŎƻǳƭŘ ǎƘŜΚ {ƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ƳŜΦ  

I walked over to my balcony doors with the intention of catching a smoke, but got a sudden 

rush of dizziness. I stood, swaying in the middle of my room, and instinctively knew my sleep 

ŘŜǇǊƛǾŀǘƛƻƴ ǿŀǎ ǊŜŀŎƘƛƴƎ ƛǘǎ ǇŜŀƪΦ 9ȄǇŜǊƛŜƴŎŜ ǘŀǳƎƘǘ ƳŜ ƛŦ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǘǊȅ ǘƻ ŎŀǘŎƘ ǎƻƳŜ ǎƭŜŜǇ ǎƻƻƴΣ 

LΩŘ ǎǳŎŎǳƳō ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊǎŜ ǎȅƳǇǘƻƳǎΦ {ƛƴŎŜ L ƘŀŘ ƴƻ ǇŀǊǘƛŎǳƭŀǊ ŘŜǎƛǊŜ ǘƻ ƘŀƭƭǳŎƛƴŀǘŜ ǘƘƛǎ 

afternoon, I swayed over to my bedside table and set my alarm clock for two hours away.  

L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊ ƭȅƛƴƎ Řƻǿƴ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ōŜŘΣ ōǳǘ L Ƴǳǎǘ ƘŀǾŜΣ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ǘǿƻ ƘƻǳǊǎ ƭŀǘŜǊ ǘƘŜ 

screeching of my alarm clock tore me away from the dream I was having. I shot straight up in 

bed, panting and sweating and smelling like Emmett on a practice day. I raised a trembling hand 

ǘƻ Ƴȅ ŎƭƻŎƪ ǘƻ ŎŜŀǎŜ ǘƘŜ ǳƴǎŜǘǘƭƛƴƎ ōǳȊȊƛƴƎ ƴƻƛǎŜΦ Lǘ ǘƻƻƪ ƳŜ ŀ ƭƻƴƎ ǿƘƛƭŜ ǘƻ ǊŜŎƻǾŜǊΣ ōǳǘ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ 
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move a muscle, just fucking sat there shaking in bed with tears running down my face like a 

fucking baby. I was disgusted with myself.  

× 

Carlisle returned that evening to an inconspicuously clean house. I sent him a curt greeting on 

ǘƘŜ ǿŀȅ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƪƛǘŎƘŜƴ ǘƻ ƳŀƪŜ ƳȅǎŜƭŦ ŀ ǎŀƴŘǿƛŎƘΣ ǿƘƛŎƘ L ŀǘŜ ŀƭƻƴŜ ƛƴ Ƴȅ ǊƻƻƳΦ L ŦƛƎǳǊŜŘ LΩŘ Ǝƻ 

out tonight at midnight. I would have to sneak out through my balcony to avoid the notice of 

Daddy C., but I was rather experienced at this task. I almost considered bringing my sketch pad 

or a book for Bella, but then decided it would be too dark to enjoy such activities.  

So at precisely midnight, I made my way out to the balcony empty-handed. Swinging my legs 

ƻǾŜǊ ǘƘŜ ǿƻƻŘŜƴ ǊŀƛƭƛƴƎ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ƎǊŀŎŜ L ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǎǳǊŜ LΩŘ ǇƻǎǎŜǎǎ ƛƴ Ƴȅ ǎƭǳƎƎƛǎƘ ǎǘŀǘŜΣ L ŎƭƛƳōŜŘ 

down the lattice covering the south wall of the house. With a quiet thud, I landed lithely on the 

soft, wet grass of my back yard. So fucking smooth, I inwardly gloated as I turned to make my 

way to gazebo.  

Like last night, Bella was already seated on the bench waiting for me, her long, brown hair free 

from her hood. She turned when she heard me approaching and sent me a small smile which I 

returned.  

άIƻǿ ǾŜǊȅ ƧǳǾŜƴƛƭŜ ŘŜƭƛƴǉǳŜƴǘ ƻŦ ȅƻǳΣέ ǎƘŜ ǉǳƛŜǘƭȅ ƎƻŀŘŜŘ ŀǎ L ǘƻƻƪ ŀ ǎŜŀǘ ŀǘ Ƴȅ ǎƛŘŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ 

bench. It took me a moment to understand what she was referring to.  

άhƘΣέ L ǎŀƛŘ ǎƭƛƎƘǘƭȅ ǎǳǊǇǊƛǎŜŘ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎ ǿŀǘŎƘƛƴƎ ƳŜΦ ά¸ƻǳ ǎŀǿ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜƴΚέ L ǉǳŜǎǘƛƻƴŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ 

smirk.   

She nodded in the darkness, and I just shrugged at her. She rolled her eyes at my nonchalance 

towards sneaking out and slid a plastic bag down the table. More cookies.   

L ǎƳƛƭŜŘ ŀƴŘ ǊŜŀŎƘŜŘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ōŀƎ ǘƻ ǘŀƪŜ ƻƴŜΦ L ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ƘŜǎƛǘŀƴǘ ƭƛƪŜ L ǿŀǎ ƭŀǎǘ ƴƛƎƘǘΣ ƘŀǾƛƴƎ ƳƻǊŜ 

ŎƻƴŦƛŘŜƴŎŜ ƛƴ .ŜƭƭŀΩǎ ōŀƪƛƴƎ ǎƪƛƭƭǎΦ L ǘƻƻƪ ŀ ōƛǘŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŎƻƻƪƛŜ ŀƴŘ ƛƳƳŜŘƛŀǘŜƭȅ ǊŜŎƻƎƴƛȊŜŘ ƛǘ ŀǎ 

ǇŜŀƴǳǘ ōǳǘǘŜǊΦ .ǳǘ ƴƻǘ Ƨǳǎǘ ŀƴȅ ǇŜŀƴǳǘ ōǳǘǘŜǊΧ fucking delicious peanut butter. My eyes rolled 

ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ōŀŎƪ ƻŦ Ƴȅ ƘŜŀŘ ŀ ƭƛǘǘƭŜΦ άaƳƳΦΦΦέ L ƘǳƳƳŜŘΦ ά²ƘŀǘΩǎ ǘƘŜ ƴŀƳŜ ƻŦ ǘƘƛǎ ŎƻƻƪƛŜΚέ L 

questioned while consuming the cookie reverently.  

άtŜŀƴǳǘ .ǳǘǘŜǊ tŀƴŀŎŜŀΣέ ǎƘŜ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘ ƛƴ ŀ ǎƳǳƎ ǘƻƴŜΣ ǘŀƪƛƴƎ ŀ Ŏƻƻƪie from the bag and biting 

into it.  
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L ƭŜǘ ƻǳǘ ŀ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ŎƘǳŎƪƭŜ ŀǘ ƘŜǊ ǳǎŜ ƻŦ ƛƳǇǊŜǎǎƛǾŜ ǾŜǊōƛŀƎŜΦ άtŀƴŀŎŜŀΧέ L ǎŀƛŘ ǎƭƻǿƭȅΣ ƭƻƻƪƛƴƎ ŀǘ 

ǘƘŜ ŎƻƻƪƛŜ ƛƴ Ƴȅ ƘŀƴŘΦ ά! ŎǳǊŜ ŀƭƭΦ !ǇǇǊƻǇǊƛŀǘŜΣέ L ǎŀƛŘ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ǎƳƛǊƪ ŀƴŘ ŦƛƴƛǎƘŜŘ Ƴȅ ŎƻƻƪƛŜΦ  

{ƘŜ ǎƘǊǳƎƎŜŘ ƳƻŘŜǎǘƭȅΦ άLǘΩǎ ŀƴ ƻƭŘŜǊ ǊŜŎƛǇŜΣ ǘƘŜ ōŜǎǘ ǇŜŀƴǳǘ ōǳǘǘŜǊ ƛƴ Ƴȅ ŎƻƭƭŜŎǘƛƻƴΦέ  

²Ŝ ǎŀǘ ƛƴ ǎƛƭŜƴŎŜ ŦƻǊ ŀ ǿƘƛƭŜΣ ŜƴƧƻȅƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ŎƻƻƪƛŜ ŎǳǊŜ ŀƭƭΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǊŀƛƴƛƴƎ ǘƻƴƛƎƘǘΣ ǿƘƛŎƘ ƛǎ ŀƴ 

unusual event for Forks, but there was a wet lingering mist in the air, and since it was mid-

November, it was still cold as fuck. This was a good thing however. I took a moment to 

ŀǇǇǊŜŎƛŀǘŜ .ŜƭƭŀΩǎ ǎƳŜƭƭ ǿƘƛŎƘ ǿŀǎ ǿŀŦǘƛƴƎ ƻǾŜǊ ƳŜ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ǎƭƛƎƘǘ ōǊŜŜȊŜΦ {ƘŜ ǎƳŜƭƭŜŘ ƭƛƪŜ 

ŎƻƻƪƛŜǎ ŀƴŘ ŦƭƻǿŜǊǎΦ ±ŜǊȅ ŦŜƳƛƴƛƴŜΦ !ŦǘŜǊ ŀ ƭƻƴƎ ǿƘƛƭŜΣ ǘƘŜ ǎƻǳƴŘ ƻŦ .ŜƭƭŀΩǎ soft voice broke the 

silence.  

άL ŦŜƭƭ ŀǎƭŜŜǇ ǘƻŘŀȅΣέ .Ŝƭƭŀ ǎŀƛŘ ƛƴ ǎŀŘ ǘƻƴŜΦ   

I turned towards her to notice she had her head down, her hair shielding her face from my 

view. You too huh?  

ά¸ŜŀƘΣ ƳŜ ǘƻƻ ŀŎǘǳŀƭƭȅΦέ L ŦǊƻǿƴŜŘΦ άIƻǿ ƭƻƴƎΚέ L ŀǎƪŜŘΣ ǎǿƛƴƎƛƴƎ my leg to straddle the bench 

so I could face her.  

.Ŝƭƭŀ ǎƘǊǳƎƎŜŘΦ ά¢ƘǊŜŜ ƘƻǳǊǎ ƳŀȅōŜΦ L ǿŀǎ ƘƻƳŜ ŀƭƻƴŜ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ŎƻǳŎƘ ǿŀǘŎƘƛƴƎ ǘŜƭŜǾƛǎƛƻƴ ǿƘŜƴ L 

ŦŜƭƭ ŀǎƭŜŜǇΦ ¢ƘŜƴ L ǿƻƪŜ ǳǇΧ ŦǊƻƳ ŀ ŘǊŜŀƳΧέ ǎƘŜ ǘǊŀƛƭŜŘ ƻŦŦ ƛƴ ŀ ƭƻǿ ǾƻƛŎŜ ŀƴŘ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ǘƻ ŦŀŎŜ 

me then. Her eyes ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƭƻƻƪ ǉǳƛǘŜ ŀǎ ǘƛǊŜŘ ŀǎ ƭŀǎǘ ƴƛƎƘǘΣ ǘƘƻǳƎƘ ȅƻǳ ŎƻǳƭŘ ǎǘƛƭƭ ŎƭŜŀǊƭȅ ƳŀƪŜ ƻǳǘ 

the dark circles around them even in the darkness of the gazebo. She licked her lips and darted 

her eyes around the misty yard before meeting my gaze again. She leaned towards me slightly 

ŀƴŘ ŎƻƴǘƛƴǳŜŘ ƛƴ ŀ ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊΦ άL ǿŀǎ ƛƴ Ƴȅ ōŜŘǊƻƻƳ ŀƎŀƛƴΦΦΦέ   

I furrowed my brow and leaned towards her to hear her better.   

άΦΦΦƛƴ Ƴȅ ƻƭŘ ƘƻǳǎŜΦέ {ƘŜ ŘŀǊǘŜŘ ƘŜǊ ŜȅŜǎ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ǘƘŜ ȅŀǊŘ ŀƎŀƛƴ ŀƴŘ ƭƛŎƪŜŘ ƘŜǊ ƭƛǇǎΣ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ L 

was recognizing as ŀ ƴŜǊǾƻǳǎ Ƙŀōƛǘ ƻŦ ƘŜǊǎΦ άIŜ ǿŀǎ ǿŀƛǘƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ ƳŜΧ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŎƭƻǎŜǘ ŀƎŀƛƴΧ ƘƛŘƛƴƎ 

ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿƘŜƴ L Ǝƻǘ ƛƴǘƻ ōŜŘΦέ {ƘŜ ǇŀǳǎŜŘ ǘƘŜƴΣ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ǊŜƭǳŎǘŀƴǘ ƭƻƻƪ ƻƴ ƘŜǊ ŦŀŎŜΣ ǎƻ L ƴƻŘŘŜŘΣ 

encouraging her to continue. I was far too curious now. She turned her whole body towards me 

ǘƘŜƴ ŀƴŘ ōǊƻǳƎƘǘ ƘŜǊ ƪƴŜŜǎ ǳǇ ǘƻ ƘŜǊ ŎƘŜǎǘΣ ƘǳƎƎƛƴƎ ǘƘŜƳ ǘƛƎƘǘƭȅΦ άIŜ ŎŀƳŜ ƻǳǘ ǿƘŜƴ ƘŜ 

ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ L ƘŀŘ ŦŀƭƭŜƴ ŀǎƭŜŜǇΧ ōǳǘ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘΦ L ǎŀǿ ǘƘŜ ŎƭƻǎŜǘ ŘƻƻǊ ƻǇŜƴƛƴƎΧ ōǳǘ L ǿŀǎΧ ŦǊƻȊŜƴ ƻǊ 

ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎΦ L ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǎŎǊŜŀƳ ƻǊ Řƻ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎΦ !ƭƭ L ŎƻǳƭŘ Řƻ ǿŀǎ ǿŀǘŎƘ ƛǘ ŀƭƭ ƘŀǇǇŜƴ ŀƎŀƛƴΦέ {ƘŜ 

darted her eyes again and started rocking slowly back and forth.   

L ǿŀǎ ŎƻƳǇƭŜǘŜƭȅ ƳŜǎƳŜǊƛȊŜŘΣ ŀƴŘ LΩƳ ǎǳǊŜ Ƴȅ ŜȅŜǎ ǿŜǊŜ ǿƛŘŜ ƛƴ ŀƴǘƛŎƛǇŀǘƛƻƴΦ   
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άIŜ ƧǳǎǘΧ attacked me while I was still lying in bed, and the next thing I know, LΩƳ ǘƛŜŘ ǳǇ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ 

ŎƭƻǎŜǘΣ ōƭŜŜŘƛƴƎΦέ {ƘŜ ƎǊƛƳŀŎŜŘ ŀƴŘ ǊŜǎǘŜŘ ƘŜǊ ŎƘƛƴ ƻƴ ƘŜǊ ƪƴŜŜǎΦ  

άLǘΩǎ ǘƘŜ ǎƳŀƭƭŜǊ ǘƘƛƴƎǎ ȅƻǳ ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊ ǘƘŜ ōŜǎǘΣ ȅƻǳ ƪƴƻǿΚέ ǎƘŜ ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊŜŘ ƛƴ ŀ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘŦǳƭ ǘƻƴŜΦ 

ά[ƛƪŜ ǘƘŜ ǿŀȅ ǘƘŜ ǎƳŜƭƭ ƻŦ ōƭƻƻŘ ƳŀŘŜ ƳŜ ƴŀǳǎŜƻǳǎΣ ōǳǘ ǿƘŜƴ L ǘǊƛŜŘ ǘƻ ǾƻƳƛǘΧ L ŎƘƻƪŜŘ 

ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƎŀƎ ƛƴ Ƴȅ ƳƻǳǘƘΦά {ƘŜ ƘŀŘ ŀ ŦŀǊ ŀǿŀȅ ƭƻƻƪ ƛƴ ƘŜǊ ŜȅŜǎΦ !ŦǘŜǊ ŀ ŦŜǿ ǎŜŎƻƴŘǎ ǎƘŜ 

seemed to snap back into reality, shaking her head a little, then meeting my gaze again. She 

shifted her head so her cheek was lying on her knees and she was looking out at the river. 

ά!ƴȅǿŀȅǎΧ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ǿƘŀǘ Ƴȅ ŘǊŜŀƳ ǿŀǎ ŀōƻǳǘΣ ŀƴŘ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ǿƻǊǎŜ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ L ǿŀǎ ƘƻƳŜ ŀƭƻƴŜΦέ {ƘŜ 

sighed.  

I was kind of stunned into silence for a moment, my head swimming with thoughts of closets 

and blood and vomit, and completely appreciating what Bella meant about remembering the 

ǎƳŀƭƭŜǊ ǘƘƛƴƎǎΦ .ŜƭƭŀΩǎ ǎǘƻǊȅ ǿŀǎ ŘŜŦƛƴƛǘŜƭȅΣ ǿƛǘƘƻǳǘ ŀ ŘƻǳōǘΣ ǘƘƛǊǘŜŜƴ ǎƘŀŘŜǎ ƻŦ ŦǳŎƪŜŘ ǳǇΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎ 

ƴƛŎŜ ǘƻ ƪƴƻǿ L ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǘƘŜ ƻƴƭȅ ƻƴŜΦ tƻǎǎƛōƭȅΣ .Ŝƭƭŀ ƘŀƴŘƭŜŘ ƛǘ ōŜǘǘŜǊ ǘƘŀƴ L ŘƛŘΣ ŀƴŘ ǎƘŜΩŘ ƻƴƭȅ 

beeƴ ŘƻƛƴƎ ǘƘƛǎ ŦƻǊ ŀ ȅŜŀǊΦ LΩŘ ōŜŜƴ ŘƻƛƴƎ ƛǘ Ƴƻǎǘ ƻŦ Ƴȅ ƭƛŦŜΦ  

άLΩƳ ǎƻǊǊȅΣέ .ŜƭƭŀΩǎ ǉǳƛŜǘ ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊ ōǊƻƪŜ ƳŜ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ Ƴȅ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘǎΦ   

I turned then, slightly fucking annoyed. I was going to snap at her for apologizing before I 

ŎŀǳƎƘǘ ǘƘŜ ǎŀŘ ƭƻƻƪ ƻƴ ƘŜǊ ŦŀŎŜΦ ά²Ƙŀǘ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳ ǎƻǊǊȅ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘƛǎ ǘƛƳŜΚέ L ŀǎƪŜŘΣ ŦƻǊŎƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ 

softest tone my irritability would allow.  

{ƘŜ ōƛǘ ƘŜǊ ƭƛǇ ŀƴŘ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ƘŜǊ ōƻŘȅ ōŀŎƪ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ōŜƴŎƘΦ άL ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƳŜŀƴ ǘƻ ōǳǊŘŜƴ ȅƻǳ 

ǿƛǘƘ ŀƭƭ Ƴȅ ǇǊƻōƭŜƳǎΣ L ǎƘƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜΣέ ǎƘŜ ƛƴǎƛǎǘŜŘΣ ƭƛƪŜƭȅ Ƴƛǎǳnderstanding my thoughtful 

silence.  

ά5ƻƴΩǘ ōŜ ǎǘǳǇƛŘΣ .ŜƭƭŀΦέ L ǎƛƎƘŜŘ ŀƴŘ ǎƴŀǘŎƘŜŘ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ŎƻƻƪƛŜ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ōŀƎ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǘŀōƭŜΦ ά¸ƻǳ 

ƪŜŜǇ ōǊƛƴƎƛƴƎ ƳŜ ŎƻƻƪƛŜǎΣ ŀƴŘ ȅƻǳ Ŏŀƴ ōǳǊŘŜƴ ƳŜ ŀƭƭ ȅƻǳ ǿŀƴǘΣέ L ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ǎƳƛǊƪΦ L ƳŜŀƴΣ L 

ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƭŜǘ ƘŜǊ ŦŜŜƭ ōŀŘ about telling me her dreams when I was dying to know about them 

anyways. Unfortunately, I could still see her skepticism, so with another heavy sigh, I put the 

cookie back in the bag and rubbed my hands together.  

άhƪŀȅΣέ L ǎŀƛŘ ǎƭƻǿƭȅΣ ōǊŀŎƛƴƎ ƳȅǎŜƭŦ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ōǳƭƭǎƘƛǘ L ǿŀǎ ǿƛƭƭƛƴƎ ǘƻ Ǝƻ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ǘƻ Ǉǳǘ .ŜƭƭΩǎ 

ŎƻƴǎŎƛƻǳǎ ŀǘ ŜŀǎŜΦ ά²ƻǳƭŘ ƛǘ ƳŀƪŜ ȅƻǳ ŦŜŜƭ ōŜǘǘŜǊ ƛŦ L ǘƻƭŘ ȅƻǳ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ŘǊŜŀƳ L ǿƻƪŜ ǳǇ ŦǊƻƳ 

ǘƻŘŀȅΚέ L ŀǎƪŜŘ ŦƻǊŎƛƴƎ ŀ ǘƛƎƘǘ ǎƳƛƭŜΦ  

She turned to me then with a look of unadulterated curiosity on her face and nodded 
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L ƳŜŀƴΣ ƛǘ ƻƴƭȅ ǎŜŜƳŜŘ ŦŀƛǊΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎ ƭƛƪŜ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ƭŀǎǘ ƴƛƎƘǘΣ L ǎƘƻǿŜŘ ƘƛƳ ƳƛƴŜΣ ƴƻǿ ƘŜΩŘ ǎƘƻǿ ƳŜ 

his--ŀƴŘ LΩŘ ǎǘƻǇ ŦŜŜƭƛƴƎ ƭƛƪŜ ǎǳŎƘ ŀ ŦǊŜŀƪΦ   

Still straddling the picnic bench, Edward ran his hands through his hair in a frustrated gesture, 

ƭƻƻƪƛƴƎ ŜǾŜǊȅǿƘŜǊŜ ōǳǘ ƛƴ Ƴȅ ŜȅŜǎΦ άL ǿŀǎ ƛƴ Ƴȅ ǊƻƻƳΣ ŀƴŘ L ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘ ƎŜǘǘƛƴƎ ŘƛȊȊȅΣέ ƘŜ ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘΣ 

ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜƴ Ŧƛƴŀƭƭȅ ƳŜǘ Ƴȅ ƎŀȊŜΦ ά¸ƻǳ ƪƴƻǿ Ƙƻǿ ǿƘŜƴ ȅƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘ ǎƭŜŜǇ ŦƻǊ ǎƻ ƭƻƴƎ ȅƻǳ ƎŜǘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ 

ŦǳŎƪƛƴƎ ŘƛȊȊȅΚέ ƘŜ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ   

I nodded. I knew that feeliƴƎ ŀƭƭ ǘƻ ǿŜƭƭΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎ ƻƴƭȅ ǘƘŀǘ ōŀŘ ŦƻǊ ƳŜ ƻƴ ǿŜŜƪŜƴŘǎΣ ǿƘŜƴ L ŘƻƴΩǘ 

have classes to sleep in.  

ά{ƻΣ L ƭƛŜŘ Řƻǿƴ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ǎƻƳŜ ǎƭŜŜǇΦΦΦ Ƨǳǎǘ ŜƴƻǳƎƘ ǘƻ ƳŀƪŜ ƛǘ ōŜŀǊŀōƭŜΦ ¸ƻǳ ƪƴƻǿΚέ ƘŜ ŀǎƪŜŘ 

nervously.   

Again I nodded. All understandable. Get to the good stuff.   

Instead he reached in his jacket pocket, took out a cigarette, and began smoking it. It seemed to 

relax him minutely, and I idly took a moment to appreciate the irony of the fact he smoked to 

ease his tension over nightmares that likely involved fire. I was partially wrong this time, 

however.  

άL ŘǊŜŀƳǘ ƻŦ Ƴȅ ƳƻǘƘŜǊΣέ ƘŜ ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊŜŘΣ ōƭƻǿƛƴƎ ƻǳǘ ŀ ƭƻƴƎ ǇǳŦŦ ƻŦ ǎƳƻƪŜΦ άLǘ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜ ƴƛƎƘǘ 

ŀŦǘŜǊ Ƴȅ ŦŀǘƘŜǊΩǎ ŦǳƴŜǊŀƭΣ ŀƴŘ L ǿŀǎ ŀƭƻƴŜΦ ά IŜ ǇŀǳǎŜŘ ŀƴŘ ŦǊƻǿƴŜŘ ŀ ƭƛǘǘƭŜΣ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ƳŜŜǘƛƴƎ Ƴȅ 

eyes with a look of sligƘǘ ŜƳōŀǊǊŀǎǎƳŜƴǘ ƻƴ Ƙƛǎ ŦŀŎŜΦ ά{ŜŜΣ Ƴȅ ƳƻƳ ǳǎŜŘ ǘƻ ƘǳƳ ǘƻ ƳŜ ŜǾŜǊȅ 

ƴƛƎƘǘ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ōŜŘΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎ ǘƘƛǎ ǎƻƴƎΧ ϥ!ƭƭ ǘƘŜ tǊŜǘǘȅ [ƛǘǘƭŜ IƻǊǎŜǎΦϥέ IŜ ǎƛƎƘŜŘ ŀƴŘ ǎƘƻƻƪ Ƙƛǎ ƘŜŀŘ 

while rolling his eyes.  
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I knew what song he was talking about. When I was in chorus in grade school, we used to sing 

ƛǘΦ ¢Ƙŀǘ ǿŀǎ ōŜŦƻǊŜ L ŦƻǳƴŘ ƻǳǘ L ƘŀŘ ŀōǎƻƭǳǘŜƭȅ ƴƻ ǎƛƴƎƛƴƎ ǘŀƭŜƴǘΣ ōǳǘ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǘŜƭƭ 9ŘǿŀǊŘ ǘƘƛǎ--I 

just nodded for him to continue.  

ά!ƴȅǿŀȅǎΣ ǎƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŎƻƳŜ ǘƘŀǘ ƴƛƎƘǘΦέ IŜ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ Řƻǿƴ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǘŀōƭŜ ŀƴŘ ŎƻƴǘƛƴǳŜŘ ǎƳƻƪƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ 

cƛƎŀǊŜǘǘŜΦ ά!ƴŘ L ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǎƭŜŜǇ ǿƛǘƘƻǳǘ ƘŜŀǊƛƴƎ ƛǘΣ ǎƻ L ǿŜƴǘ ǘƻ ŦƛƴŘ ƘŜǊΣέ ƘŜ ŎƻƴǘƛƴǳŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ Ƙƛǎ 

ǎƘƻǳƭŘŜǊǎ ƘǳƴŎƘƛƴƎ ƛƴ ŀ ōƛǘΦ ά{ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƪƛǘŎƘŜƴΧ ŘǊƛƴƪƛƴƎΦέ IŜ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ǘƻ ƭƻƻƪ ŀǘ ƳŜ ǘƘŜƴΦ 

άA lot--ƭƛƪŜ ǘƻǘŀƭƭȅ ŦǳŎƪƛƴƎ ǿŀǎǘŜŘΦέ IŜ ǎƘƻƻƪ Ƙƛǎ ƘŜŀŘ ŀƴŘ ǘƻƻƪ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ǇǳŦŦ ƻŦ ǎƳƻƪŜ ƛƴΦ ά{ƘŜ 

ǿŀǎ ŎǊȅƛƴƎΣ ŀƴŘ ǎƘŜ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ ŦǳŎƪƛƴƎ ƭƻƻƪ ŀǘ ƳŜΦ Wǳǎǘ ǘƻƭŘ ƳŜ ǘƘŀǘ L ǿŀǎ ƎƻƛƴƎ ŀǿŀȅΦ ¢ƻƭŘ 

ƳŜ ǎƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ƳŜ ǘƘŜǊŜ ŀƴȅƳƻǊŜΦΦΦέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘŜ ƭŀǎǘ ǇŀǊǘ ƛƴ ŀ ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊ ǎƻ ƭƻǿ L ŎƻǳƭŘ ōŀǊŜƭȅ 

hear it. After a moment, he finished his cigarette, flicking it off the gazebo, staring at its 

retreating ember without meeting my gaze again, and then he shrugged, dismissing the 

conversation, and grabbed another cookie without looking at me again.  

My heart broke a little. Why would his mother be so cruel to him? I know how losing someone 

so close to you can change your personality, but surely that was no excuse to shun your own 

child. I wanted to tell him I was sorry, to tell him his mother seemed like an awful person, to ask 

him why she would be so heartless, but knew those were all the wrong words. So instead, I 

ƴƻŘŘŜŘΣ ŜǾŜƴ ǘƘƻǳƎƘ ƘŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ƭƻƻƪƛƴƎ ŀǘ ƳŜ ǘƻ ǎŜŜ ƛǘΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƻƻƪ ŀ ŎƻƻƪƛŜ ŀƴŘ ōŜƎŀƴ ŜŀǘƛƴƎ ƛǘ 

myself.  

²Ŝ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǎŀȅ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ ŜƭǎŜ ŦƻǊ ƘƻǳǊǎΦ ²Ŝ Ƨǳǎǘ ǎŀǘ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǎǘŀǊƛƴƎ ƻǳǘ ŀǘ what was visible of the 

river through the dark, misty yard. It was a comfortable, thoughtful silence. Not awkward in the 

ƭŜŀǎǘΦ aȅ ƳƛƴŘ ǿŀǎ ƎƻƛƴƎ ƻǾŜǊ 9ŘǿŀǊŘΩǎ ŘǊŜŀƳΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǎǘƻǊȅ ƘŜ ƘŀŘ ǘƻƭŘ ƳŜ ǘƘŜ ƴƛƎƘǘ ōŜŦƻǊŜΦ 

LΩƳ ǎǳǊŜ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ŘƻƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǎŀƳŜ ƻŦ ƳŜΦ  

Eventually I could see the clouds lightening slightly and with a glance of the watch I had stashed 

in my pocket, realized we had been in the gazebo for nearly six hours.  

L ǎƛƎƘŜŘ ǊŜƎǊŜǘŦǳƭƭȅΣ ōǊŜŀƪƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǎƛƭŜƴŎŜΦ άL ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ Ǝƻ ƎŜǘ ǊŜŀŘȅ ŦƻǊ ǎŎƘƻƻƭΦέ {ǇŜƴŘƛƴg time with 

Edward, even in silence, gave me the strangest sense of comfort and security.  

He turned towards me then, looking almost as regretful as I did and nodded. Tentatively, I 

stood up and stretched my arms over my head, while Edward followed suit, re-pocketing his 

pack of cigarettes and lighter. With a small smile, I grabbed the remnants of Peanut Butter 

Panaceas, and we made our way back to our homes.  

× 
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I felt embarrassingly forlorn about leaving Edward until I realized we went to the same school, 

and I could see him all day long. I almost smiled to myself in the mirror as I was brushing my 

teeth, before mentally slapping myself for the thousandth time in three days.  

!ƭƛŎŜ ǿŀǎ ǳƴǳǎǳŀƭƭȅ ǉǳƛŜǘ ǘƘƛǎ ƳƻǊƴƛƴƎΣ ƭƛƪŜƭȅ ǎǘƛƭƭ ŘƛǎŀǇǇƻƛƴǘŜŘ ƛƴ WŀǎǇŜǊΩǎ ŀōǎŜƴŎŜ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ 

party Friday night. The ride to school was uneventful until we arrived, and she spotted Jasper 

getting out of a silver car. She was trying to look uninterested and failing miserably, when I 

ǊŜŀƭƛȊŜŘ 9ŘǿŀǊŘ ǿŀǎ ƎŜǘǘƛƴƎ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǎŀƳŜ ŎŀǊΦ IŜ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ŜǾŜƴ ƳƻǊŜ ƎƭƻǊƛƻǳǎ ƛƴ ŘŀȅƭƛƎƘǘΧŜǊΧ 

what little of it Forks weather could muster up.   

Now I was the one trying to look uninterested. Yet another mental slap.  

Hood up, head down, I mentally chanted while getting out of the Porsche.   

Alice and I were cunningly trailing behind Edward and Jasper across the quad on our way into 

the school. Far enough to not be in hearing distance of their conversation, but close enough to 

ƴƻǘƛŎŜ ǘƘŜ ǿŀȅ 9ŘǿŀǊŘΩǎ ōǊƻƴȊŜ ƘŀƛǊ ƎƭƛǎǘŜƴŜŘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƳŜŀƎŜǊ ŀƳƻǳƴǘ ƻŦ ǎǳƴƭƛƎƘǘΦ L ǊƻƭƭŜŘ Ƴȅ 

eyes at myself.  

I spent the first two classes wondering if it was okay to talk to Edward in school, wondering 

whether or not he would like that. On my way to third period, I got my answer.  

He was walking toward me across the quad. The whole school was milling around changing 

classes and avoiding me the way I liked. Edward was wearing that leather jacket, and black 

pants and boots. He had his book bag sagging down off one shoulder, and just generally looking 

like the poster boy for indifference. When he finally locked gazes with me, I sent him a tiny 

smile and slowed my steps a near halt.  

It was a question.  

Is this okay?  

Lǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘΦ  

He openly glared at me with narrowed eyes and sped up his pace, whizzing past me and 

sending his wonderful scent swirling around me. I stood frozen in the middle of the quad for a 

moment, half because of the way his smell effectively blocked out all my senses and half 

becŀǳǎŜ L ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǎǳǊŜ ǿƘŀǘ Ƨǳǎǘ ƘŀǇǇŜƴŜŘΦ   
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I frowned and lowered my gaze to my feet, like usual. I kept walking to class, trying to push 

away all the hurt I was feeling and scolding myself for expecting anything different.  

× 

When I entered the lunchroom, I had to battle with my will to not search the room for Edward 

/ǳƭƭŜƴΦ LƴǎǘŜŀŘΣ L Ƨǳǎǘ ǿŜƴǘ ǘƻ Ƴȅ ǘŀōƭŜΣ ŀǘŜ Ƴȅ ŎƻƻƪƛŜǎΣ ŀƴŘ ǊŜŀŘ Ƴȅ ōƻƻƪ ƭƛƪŜ ŀƭǿŀȅǎΦ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ 

even look up when the bell rang signaling the end of lunch. I just put my things away and 

walked out of the room, feeling a little accomplished at the fact I spent the whole hour not 

looking for him. I could deal with this.  

hǊ ŀǘ ƭŜŀǎǘ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ǿƘŀǘ L ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ǳƴǘƛƭ L ǿŀƭƪŜŘ ƛƴǘƻ .ƛƻƭƻƎȅ ŀƴŘ ǎŀǿ ƴƻƴŜ ƻǘƘŜǊ ǘƘŀƴ 9ŘǿŀǊŘ 

Cullen sitting at my Biology table. Deciding that the universe hated me, I made my way to the 

lab table with my head down. What is he doing here?! My mind was screaming on the inside--

on the outside, I kept my face completely blank and void of all emotion. It was something I had 

grown to be good at.  

I took my seat without looking over at Edward. It was official that Biology was by far the worst 

hour in my entire day. I would say this because everyone in the room was staring at me like I 

had a time bomb attached to my hood. I would also say this because I could smell Edward. It 

ǿŀǎ ǎƻŀǇΣ ƳƛƴǘΣ ŀƴŘ ŎƛƎŀǊŜǘǘŜ ǎƳƻƪŜΣ ŀƴŘΧ ǿŀǊƳǘƘΦ 5ŜŦƛƴƛǘŜƭȅ ǿŀǊƳǘƘΦ L ŎƘŀƴŎŜŘ ŀ ǇŜŜƪ ŀǘ ƘƛƳ 

ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ Ƴȅ ƘŀƛǊΣ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ L ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ not look at him.  

He was glaring at the front of the room, and completely avoiding looking anywhere in my 

direction, which was the complete opposite of what the rest of the class, including Mr. Banner, 

ǿŀǎ ŘƻƛƴƎΦ Iƛǎ ŎƭŜŀǊ ŀƴŘ ƻōǾƛƻǳǎ ŀǾƻƛŘŀƴŎŜ ƻŦ ƳŜ ǿŀǎ ƳŀƪƛƴƎ ƳŜ ǎƻ ǳǇǎŜǘΦ L ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ 

ǇǊƻǇŜǊƭȅ ŜƴƧƻȅ aƛƪŜΩǎ grotesquely bruised nose.  

Thankfully, class eventually started, taking all eyes off me for the moment and giving me some 

time to frown without being seen.   

Of course 9ŘǿŀǊŘ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ōŜ ǎŜŜƴ ǿƛǘƘ ƳŜ ŀǘ ǎŎƘƻƻƭΦ   

I was the campus freak after all.   

But did he have to be so mean about it? I spent the rest of the hour trying to concentrate on 

ǘƘŜ ǘŜŀŎƘŜǊ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ǘƘŜ ƘŀȊŜ ƻŦ Ƴȅ ǎƭŜŜǇƛƴŜǎǎ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ƭǳǊŜ ƻŦ 9ŘǿŀǊŘΩǎ ǎŎŜƴǘΦ  

When the bell finally rang, Edward shot up out of his seat and was out of the room faster than 

my tired brain could comprehend.   
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I turned and frowned at the empty stool beside me before gathering my things and heading out 

of the room.   

!ƴŘΣ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ǘƘŜ ǳƴƛǾŜǊǎŜ ƘŀǘŜŘ ƳŜΣ aƛƪŜ ǿŀǎ ǎǘŀƴŘƛƴƎ ƻǳǘǎƛŘŜ ǘƘŜ ŘƻƻǊ ǿŀƛǘƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ ƳŜΦ άIŜȅΣ 

Bella!έ ƘŜ ŎŀƭƭŜŘΣ ƭŜŀƴƛƴƎ ŀƎŀƛƴǎǘ ǘƘŜ ǿŀƭƭΦ   

I cringed before slowly turning to face him.   

He was a comfortable ten feet away from me. At least, comfortable for me. Not for Mike. He 

started coming towards me, weaving around the people coming out of the classroom. His big 

blue nose just kept coming closer.   

Immediately anticipating the coming events, my breathing started picking up. Adrenaline began 

coursing through my veins, making me tremble slightly. I wanted to run away, to scream, to tell 

Mike to leave me the hell alone already. But my feet were frozen to the floor as he loped up to 

Ƴȅ ǎƘŀƪƛƴƎ ŦƻǊƳΧ ŀƴŘ ǘƘǊŜǿ ŀƴ ŀǊƳ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ Ƴȅ ǎƘƻǳƭŘŜǊΦ  

Immediately images and flashes started coming at me. Phil grabbing my shoulder and throwing 

me against the wall. Phil whispering in my ear. Phil grabbing my hair and tearing it out of my 

ǎŎŀƭǇΦ tƘƛƭΩǎ ŎƻƭŘΣ ǿŜǘ ǘƻƴƎǳŜ ǊǳƴƴƛƴƎ Řƻǿƴ Ƴȅ ŎƘŜŜƪΧ  

άD9¢ hCC a9Ηέ L ǎŎǊŜŜŎƘŜŘΣ ǇǳǎƘƛƴƎ aƛƪŜΩǎ ŀǊƳ ƻŦŦ Ƴȅ ǘǊŜƳōƭƛƴƎ ǎƘƻǳƭŘŜǊΦ ¢ƘŜ ŦƻǊŎŜ ƻŦ Ƴȅ 

push propelled me backwards into the lockers lining the wall with a loud bang. I rested my back 

against them panting and shaking, with tears streaming down my cheeks. Everyone in the hall 

was completely still, staring at me incredulously. My head was throbbing with the swooshing 

sounds in my ears as I stood there against the cold metal lockers, balling my fists so hard I 

thought my fingernails might draw blood.  

Mike just looked amused by my reaction, and was the first to break the frozen stillness of the 

hallway by chuckling and sending me a wave and a smile before he continued his lope down the 

hall to his next class. Are you serious?!  

After a moment, everyone else slowly resumed their activities, though now with more whispers 

and snickering than I had noticed before. I put my head down and scrambled my way to the 

nearest bathroom.   

I was feeling claustrophobic and suffocated in the hall with all these people just staring at me. I 

threw the restroom door open and flew to a stall, locking it tightly behind me. I sat, bringing my 

knees up to my chest and hugging them, gulping in large amounts of stale disgusting bathroom 
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air. I stayed in the stall for the rest of the day trying to compose myself enough to face the very 

public eye I was going into.  

Lǘ ǿŀǎ ǾŜǊȅ ǇƻǎǎƛōƭŜΣ ŀǘ ǘƘƛǎ ǊŀǘŜΣ LΩŘ ƴŜǾŜǊ Ǝƻ ǘƻ ƎȅƳ again. 
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Chapter 5. Maniacal  Mints  
 

 

 

 

 

I was standing at my kitchen door at midnight, biting my nails nervously with a bag of cookies in 

hand. Part of me wanted to just stay inside. ¢ƘŀǘΩƭƭ ǎƘƻǿ ƘƛƳΦ I thought bitterly.   

...until my mind got the better of me and started panicking at whether or not he, himself, would 

ŜǾŜƴ ǎƘƻǿ ǳǇ ǘƻ ƴƻǘƛŎŜ Ƴȅ ŀōǎŜƴŎŜΦ L ǇǊƻōŀōƭȅ ǎƘƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ŎŀǊŜ ƎƛǾŜƴ ǘƘŜ ǿŀȅ ƘŜ ǘǊŜŀǘŜŘ ƳŜΧ 

cold and icy. Even Tyler Crowley could muster up a strained smile when he saw me. It would be 

better if I just stayed inside. Just let this whole thing go now before I get myself in even deeper. 

I knew if I went out there and saw that tiny half smile he gives me and those deep gorgeous 

ŜȅŜǎΧ L ǿƻǳƭŘ ŦƻǊƎŜǘ ǘƘŀǘ L ǿŀǎ ŎƻƳǇƭŜǘŜƭȅ ŦǳǊƛƻǳǎ ŀǘ ƘƛƳΦ Lǘ ǿƻǳƭŘ ōe the lowest kind of stupid 

to turn that door knob.  

I had spent my entire afternoon and evening half-pining, half-fuming at Edward for his actions 

ǘƻŘŀȅΦ L ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ŦƛƎǳǊŜ ƻǳǘ ǿƘȅ ƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ ƘǳǊǘ ƳŜ ǎƻ ƳǳŎƘΦ ²ŀǎƴΩǘ L ƘŀǇǇȅ ǿƛǘƘ ōŜƛƴƎ 

avoided? Yes. I was. Perfectly content with being avoided. By everyone. The entire population 

of this town. Except. Edward. Cullen.  

I glowered at the doorknob in contempt, staring daggers at it like somehow Edward would feel 

it where he wasτwhether that was in his bedrooƳ ƻǊ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ƎŀȊŜōƻΣ ƛǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƳŀǘǘŜǊΦ ¢ƘŜ ǎƳŀǊǘ 

thing would be to stay here, in the kitchen. Nice, warm, inviting kitchen. It was completely 

characteristic of me to stay here where it was safe. If I went out that door, it would mean I was 

officially pathetic, and Edward Cullen had the sickest kind of power over me.  

I let out some kind of agitated half groan-half sigh, full of annoyance and self-loathing. Then I 

turned the stupid doorknob and walked out the door. Because I was pathetic.  

It was cold tonight. Colder than usualτwhich seemed to fit the occasion rather appropriately. 

There was a mild mist in the air, a lot like last night, but it felt like the rain was coming. 

Clutching my bag of Maniacal Mints for dear life, I began the walk of shame to the gazebo with 
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my head hanging low. I tried telling myself that it was okay coming out here, because I was 

ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ Ǉǳǘ ƘƛƳ ƛƴ ǇƭŀŎŜΦ LΩŘ ƳŀƪŜ ƘƛƳ ŀǇƻƭƻƎƛȊŜΦ ¢Ƙŀǘ ǿŀǎΣ ƻŦ ŎƻǳǊǎŜΣ ōŜŦƻǊŜ L ǎŀǿ ƘƛƳ ŀƴŘ ŦŜƭǘ 

a reflexive twinge of happiness at the thought that he'd come tonight.  

He was sitting atop the table inside the gazebo with his feet resting on the bench and his head 

in his hands.   

!ƴŘΣ ƻŦ ŎƻǳǊǎŜΣ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ L ǿŀǎ ŎƻƳǇƭŜǘŜƭȅ ŀƴŘ ǳǘǘŜǊƭȅ ǇŀǘƘŜǘƛŎΣ Ƴȅ ŦƛǊǎǘ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ǿŀǎ ŎƻƴŎŜǊƴΧ 

for him. I berated myself for wanting to offer him even the least amount of comfort.   

When he heard me approaching he looked up. He looked so much more tired than last night, 

ōǳǘ ƘŜ ŀƭǎƻ ƭƻƻƪŜŘΧŎƻƴŎŜǊƴŜŘΚ L ǿŀǎ ŜǾŜƴ ƳƻǊŜ ŦǊǳǎǘǊŀǘŜŘ ƴƻǿΦ IŜ ŎƘŀƴƎŜŘ ƳƻƻŘǎ ƭƛƪŜ 

underwear. He hopped down from the table gracefully and ran his hands through his hair 

nervously.   

Good, I thought. I tried with every ounce of my self control to keep the anger in my tired eyes 

as I threw the cookies down on the table and plopped unceremoniously into my spot on the 

bench, crossing my arms in front of me on the table top.  

I could feel his stare boring holes into the side of my face, but I refused to look at him or speak.  

ά¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ƳŀŘ ŀǘ ƳŜΣ ƘǳƘΚέ IŜ ǎŀƛŘ ƛƴ ŀ ǎŀŘ ǘƻƴŜΦ   

I snorted, not trusting my voice not to betray alƭ ǘƘŜ ƘǳǊǘ L ƘŀŘ ŦŜƭǘ ŜŀǊƭƛŜǊ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŘŀȅΦ L ǎƘƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ 

let him see how much it affected me.  

IŜ ƭŜǘ ƻǳǘ ŀ ŘŜŜǇΣ ǊŜƎǊŜǘŦǳƭ ǎƛƎƘ ŀƴŘ ǎƭƛǇǇŜŘ ƛƴǘƻ Ƙƛǎ ǎǇƻǘ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ōŜƴŎƘΦ άL ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƳŜŀƴ ǘƻ ŎƻƳŜ 

ƻŦŦ ƭƛƪŜ ǎǳŎƘ ŀ ǇǊƛŎƪ ǘƻŘŀȅΦ ²Ŝ Ƨǳǎǘ ŎŀƴΩǘ Řƻ ǘƘƛǎτέ ƘŜ ǿŀǾŜŘ ŀ ƘŀƴŘ ŦǊƻƳ ƳŜ ǘƻ ƘƛƳ άτat 

ǎŎƘƻƻƭΦ L ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ŎŀƴΩǘ ƘŀƴŘƭŜ ŀƭƭ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŀǘǘŜƴǘƛƻƴΦέ IŜ ƘǳŦŦŜŘΦ   

L ǎǘŀȅŜŘ ǉǳƛŜǘΦ L ƳŜŀƴΣ ƻōǾƛƻǳǎƭȅ ƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ǎŜŜ ƳŜ ŀǘ ǎŎƘƻƻƭΣ ōǳǘ L ƘŜŀǊŘ ƴƻ ŀǇƻƭƻƎȅ ƛƴ 

that speech. So I just sat glaring at the table top, in complete silence, waiting for the apology 

that would probably never come.  

άIŜȅΣ ƭƻƻƪ ŀǘ ƳŜΣέ ƘŜ ƻǊŘŜǊŜŘ ǎƻŦǘƭȅΦ   

And because I was still pathetic, I did. I was so stupid.   
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He was staring at me with those hard, tired green eyes and a pleading look on his face. And as if 

ǘƘŜ ƳŜǊŜ ǎƛƎƘǘ ƻŦ ƘƛƳ ƭƻƻƪƛƴƎ ŀǘ ƳŜ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŀȅ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŜƴƻǳƎƘ ǘƻ ŎƻƳǇƭŜǘŜƭȅ ŎǊǳƳōƭŜ ŀƭƭ Ƴȅ 

resolve, a breeze came by and sent his smell my way.   

άCƻǊƎƛǾŜ ƳŜΚέ ƘŜ ŀǎƪŜŘ ǎƻŦǘƭȅ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ ǾŜƭǾŜǘȅ ǎƳƻƻǘƘ ǾƻƛŎŜΦ   

My breath hitched a little. PATHETIC! My mind was sƴŜŜǊƛƴƎ ŀǘ ƳŜΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŎƻƳǇƭŜǘŜƭȅ ƭƻǎǘ ǘƻ 

ƳŜ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŜ ƴŜǾŜǊ ǘŜŎƘƴƛŎŀƭƭȅ ŀǇƻƭƻƎƛȊŜŘΦ .ǳǘ ǘƘŜ ǿŀȅ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ƭƻƻƪƛƴƎ ŀǘ ƳŜΧΦ  

I let out a deep internal groan that was so close to coming out of my lips I had to press them 

together tightly, and nodded in self disgust while sliding the cookies down the table.   

One side of his mouth twitched up into the little half grin that I daydreamed about sometimes, 

and then he grabbed a cookie.  

L ŦƛƎǳǊŜŘΧ ƛŦ L ǿŀǎ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƭŜǘ 9ŘǿŀǊŘ /ǳƭƭŜƴ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƘƛǎ ǎƛŎƪ ǇƻǿŜǊ ƻǾŜǊ Ƴȅ ǿƛƭƭΣ I might as well 

enjoy it. So, I laid my head on my arms, turning my face towards him to watch him eat my 

cookies. I vaguely recall hearing him say something regarding the mint chocolate confections he 

was reverently consuming, but all I could focus on was the line of his jaw as he chewed. The 

way it flexed and relaxed with every bite. I mumbled the name of the mint cookies distractedly, 

completely fixated on the workings of his mouth and the faint look of stubble lining his jaw and 

chin. Fearing that I was headed even deeper into pathetic than I would willingly allow myself to 

go, I turned my head downwards to glare at the table beneath my arms.  

ά¢ƛǊŜŘΚέ ƘŜ ŀǎƪŜŘ ǎƻŦǘƭȅ ƛƴ ŀ ŎƻƴŎŜǊƴŜŘ ǾƻƛŎŜΦ L ǎŀǘ ǳǇ ǘƘŜƴ ǘƻ ƭƻƻƪ ŀǘ ƘƛƳΦ ¢ƘŜ ǇƘȅǎƛŎŀƭ ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ 

touch his hair as it rustled in the breeze was so overwhelming my fingers twitched.   

This needed to stop. Now.   

L ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ ǘƻǳŎƘ 9ŘǿŀǊŘ /ǳƭƭŜƴ ǿƛǘƘƻǳǘ ōŜƛƴƎ ǎŜƴǘ ƛƴǘƻ ƘȅǎǘŜǊƛŎǎΧ ŀƴŘ ŜǾŜƴ ƛŦ L ŎƻǳƭŘΣ he 

wanted nothing to do with me. He made that much clear in the quad today. So I made a silent 

ǇƭŜŘƎŜ ǘƻ ƳȅǎŜƭŦ ƛƴ ǘƘŀǘ ƳƻƳŜƴǘΦ L ǿƻǳƭŘ ǇǳǎƘ ŀƭƭ ǘƘƛǎΧ ǿƘŀǘŜǾŜǊ ƛǘ ǿŀǎΧ ŀǿŀȅΣ ŀƴŘ ǳǎŜ 

Edward for what he was. A somewhat friendly, nightly, confidant. Nothing more.  

Steeling my resolve with a newfound confidence, I gave him the best smile I could muster and 

shrugged, reached for a cookie, and struggled to find out what "normal" would be for us. I 

ǿƻǳƭŘ ƳŀƪŜ ǘƘƛǎ ǿƻǊƪΦ LΩŘ ƎƛǾŜ 9ŘǿŀǊŘ ǘƘŜ ƘŀƭŦ ŀƭƳƻǎǘ ŦǊƛŜƴŘǎƘƛǇ ƘŜ ǎŜŜƳŜŘ ǘƻ ǿŀƴǘΦ LΩŘ Řƻ ƛǘΣ 

ŀƴŘ LΩŘ ōŜ ŀ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ǇŀǘƘŜǘƛŎ ŦƻǊ ƛǘΦ .ǳǘ ƛƴ ǊŜǘǳǊƴ LΩŘ Ǝŀƛƴ ǇƭŜƴǘȅ ƳȅǎŜƭŦΦ {ƻƳŜƻƴŜ ǘƻ ǎǇŜƴŘ Ƴȅ ƭƻƴƎ 

dark nights with. Someone who made me feel comforted and safe. Pathetic had nothing on 

that.  
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× 

The rain came shortly after my silent pledge to myself, and Edward and I entered into a 

comfortable conversation about his book collection. He was a fan of the classics much like me. 

He tried to talk to me about music, but I was completely lost as to what he was talking about.  

άL ŘƻƴΩǘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ƪŜŜǇ ǳǇ ǿƛǘƘ ƳǳǎƛŎ ƳǳŎƘΦέ L ŀŘƳƛǘǘŜŘ ŀǇƻƭƻƎŜǘƛŎŀƭƭȅΦ  

άIƻƭȅ ǎƘƛǘΣ {ǿŀƴΗ ¸ƻǳ ŎŀƴΩǘ ōŜ ǎŜǊƛƻǳǎΦέ Iƛǎ ŜȅŜǎ ǿƛŘŜƴŜŘΣ ŀƴŘ ƘŜ ǿƻǊŜ ŀ ƳƻŎƪ ƘƻǊǊƛŦƛŜŘ 

expression.  

I cringed a bit at his casual use of my last name. I liked hearing him say my name. Bella. Calling 

ƳŜ ōȅ Ƴȅ ƭŀǎǘ ƴŀƳŜ ŦŜƭǘ ǎƻΧ ŦƻǊƳŀƭΦ IŜ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ƭƛƪŜ Alice and Mike by their last names, 

and openly despised them. I wanted to tell him not to call me that, but that was venturing into 

the all too familiar pathetic zone, so I let it slide and shrugged at his question.  

άhƘΣ ƳȅΧέ IŜ ǎƛƎƘŜŘΦ άL ƘŀǾŜ ǎƻ ƳǳŎƘ ǘƻ ǘŜŀŎƘ ȅƻǳΦέ IŜ ǎƳƛǊƪŜŘ ŘŜǾƛƻǳǎƭȅ ǿƛǘƘ ŀƴ ǳƴŦŀƳƛƭƛŀǊ 

sparkle in his eye. Music was obviously something he was passionate about.  

{ƻ ƘŜ ǎǇŜƴǘ ǘƘŜ ǊŜǎǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƴƛƎƘǘ ΨǎŎƘƻƻƭƛƴƎΩ ƳŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǎǳōƧŜŎǘ ƻŦ ŀƭƭ ǘƘƛƴƎǎ ƳƻŘŜǊƴ ƳǳǎƛŎΦ aƻǎǘ 

of the bands he told me about had the weirdest names. Some even made me chuckle, which 

was a real ŎǊŜŘƛǘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜƛǊ ƘƛƭŀǊƛǘȅ ƎƛǾŜƴ Ƴȅ ǇŀǊǘƛŎǳƭŀǊ ƳƻƻŘΦ ²Ŝ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǘŀƭƪ ŀōƻǳǘ ƻǳǊ ŘǊŜŀƳǎ 

anymore, thankfully. And I never told him about the incident earlier in the day with Mike. I felt 

like we were doing a carefully crafted dance of avoidance of all unseemly subjects. We were 

ǘŀƭƪƛƴƎ ǘƻƎŜǘƘŜǊ ƭƛƪŜΧ ŦǊƛŜƴŘǎΣ L ǎǳǇǇƻǎŜΣ ǿƘƛŎƘ ǿŀǎ ŀ ōƛǘ ŘƛŦŦŜǊŜƴǘ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ǳǎǳŀƭ ŀǘƳƻǎǇƘŜǊŜ 

we spent our nights in. Again, I was left struggling to find what normal was for us.  

When the sun was finally beginning to rise, Edward parted with a promise to return tomorrow 

with his iPod.  

ά[ŀǘŜǊΣ .ŜƭƭŀΗέ ƘŜ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ, sending me his signature half smile over his shoulder as he retreated 

back into his yard. I sent up a silent prayer of thanks for the joyous reappearance of my first 

name.  

I sighed dreamily as I watched him scale the back wall of his house up to his balcony.   

Pathetic. With a groan and a shake of my head, I went back inside my house, and got ready for 

the school day.  

× 
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L ƳŀŘŜ ōǊŜŀƪŦŀǎǘ ŦƻǊ !ƭƛŎŜ ŀƴŘ 9ǎƳŜ ǘƘƛǎ ƳƻǊƴƛƴƎΥ ŜƎƎǎ ŀƴŘ ōŀŎƻƴ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ƘŜŀǇƛƴƎ ǎƛŘŜ ƻŦ .ŜƭƭŀΩǎ 

angst.   

Esme usually choked hers down while rushing out the door, so she surprised me when she 

actually sat down at the table.  

Showing obvious reluctance at this new turn of events, I slowly sat myself in the seat opposite 

her and began picking at my food nervously. Something was up.  

As soon as the thought entered my head, her eyes met mine, and she frowned, putting down 

her fork and wiping her mouth dŀƛƴǘƛƭȅ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ƴŀǇƪƛƴΦ ά.ŜƭƭŀΣέ ǎƘŜ ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘ ǎƻŦǘƭȅ ƛƴ ŀ ǘƻƴŜ ƻŦ 

concern.   

Oh. No.   

άL Ǝƻǘ ŀ Ŏŀƭƭ ȅŜǎǘŜǊŘŀȅ ŦǊƻƳ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ ȅƻǳǊ ǘŜŀŎƘŜǊǎΦ aǊΦ .ŀƴƴŜǊΚέ {ƘŜ ŎƻŎƪŜŘ ƘŜǊ ƘŜŀŘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǎƛŘŜ 

a bit, her wavy caramel hair brushing her elbow.   

I frowned. Traitor. I kept my eyes locked on a greasy slice of bacon. 

 

άIŜ ǿŀǎ ǘŜƭƭƛƴƎ ƳŜ ȅƻǳ ǎƭŜŜǇ ǎƻƳŜǘƛƳŜǎ ƛƴ Ŏƭŀǎǎ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŀǘΧέ {ƘŜ paused then, hesitating.   

I grimaced and dropped my bacon. My appetite had gone away faster than Edward spotting me 

in the quad.   

Ϧ!ƴŘ ǘƘŀǘΧ ȅƻǳ ƘŀŘ ŀ ōƛǘ ƻŦ ŀΧ ōǊŜŀƪŘƻǿƴ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ Ƙŀƭƭ ȅŜǎǘŜǊŘŀȅΚέ ǎƘŜ ǉǳŜǎǘƛƻƴŜŘΣ Ǉƛǘȅ ƭŀŎƛƴƎ 

her tone.   

Great. So Banner was there too? I cringed away from my plate and took a deep breath. Without 

ƳŜŜǘƛƴƎ ƘŜǊ ŜȅŜǎΣ L Ǉǳǘ ƻƴ Ƴȅ ŎŀǊŜŦǳƭ ŦŀœŀŘŜ ƻŦ ŎŀƭƳΦ άL ŘƛŘ Ŧŀƭƭ ŀǎƭŜŜǇ once or twice, but the 

Ŏƭŀǎǎ ƛǎ Ƨǳǎǘ ǎƻ ōƻǊƛƴƎΦ L ŘƛŘ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŀǘ ǎǘǳŦŦ ƛƴ tƘƻŜƴƛȄΦ .ǳǘ ƛǘ ǿƻƴΩǘ ƘŀǇǇŜƴ ŀƎŀƛƴΣ L ǇǊƻƳƛǎŜΦέ L 

finally met her eyes then and gave her what I hoped resembled an assuring smile.  

ά!ƴŘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƘŀƭƭΚέ ǎƘŜ ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊŜŘΣ ǎǘƛƭƭ ƭƻƻƪƛƴƎ ŀǘ me with that same pity I hated. She pitied me 

because she already knew what I was going to say. Because she was my legal guardian, the 

doctors in Phoenix had conversations with her regarding my aversion to touching. She tried to 

get me to resume therapy here in Forks for that particular issue, but I shrugged it off, knowing it 

never helped anything. No point in wasting money.  
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L ƘǳŦŦŜŘ ƻǳǘ ŀ ƭŀǊƎŜ ōǊŜŀǘƘΦ ά¢ƘŜǊŜΩǎ ǘƘƛǎ Ǝǳȅ ƛƴ ǎŎƘƻƻƭ ǘƘŀǘ ǿƻƴΩǘ ƭŜŀǾŜ ƳŜ ŀƭƻƴŜΦέ L ǎŀƛŘ ƛƴ ŀƴ 

annoyed tone, shaking my head.  

AnƎŜǊ ōǊƛŜŦƭȅ ŦƭŀǎƘŜŘ ƛƴ 9ǎƳŜΩǎ ŜȅŜǎΣ ŀƴŘ L ǿŀǎ ǎƘƻŎƪŜŘ ŦƻǊ ŀ ǎŜŎƻƴŘΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎ ǎƻ ǊŀǊŜ ǘƻ ǎŜŜ ƘŜǊ 

ƎŜǘ ŀƴƎǊȅ ŀǘ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎΦ ά²ƘŀǘΩǎ ǘƘƛǎ ōƻȅΩǎ ƴŀƳŜΚΗ 5ƻ L ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ Ǝƻ ǘƻ ǘƘŀǘ ǎŎƘƻƻƭΚ L Ŏŀƴ Ŏŀƭƭ Ƙƛǎ 

ǇŀǊŜƴǘǎΦέ ǎƘŜ ŀǎƪŜŘ ŦƻǊŎƛƴƎ ŀ ŦǊƛƎƘǘŜƴƛƴƎƭȅ ŎŀƭƳ ŜȄǇǊŜǎǎƛƻƴΦ  

I waǎ ǎǘǳƴƴŜŘ ŀǘ ƘŜǊ ǎƛƭŜƴǘ ŦǳǊȅΦ Lǘ Ƨǳǎǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŀƴ ŜƳƻǘƛƻƴ L ǿŀǎ ǳǎŜŘ ǘƻ ǎŜŜƛƴƎ ŦǊƻƳ 9ǎƳŜΦ L 

loved her even more in that moment. She wanted to protect me from Mike Newton of all 

ǇŜƻǇƭŜΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜ ǎǿŜŜǘŜǎǘ ƎŜǎǘǳǊŜ LΩǾŜ ǊŜŎŜƛǾŜŘ ƛƴ ǎƻ ƭƻƴƎΦ L ǎƳƛƭŜŘ ŀǘ ƘŜǊΣ ƎŜnuinely this time, 

and her face relaxed a bit.  

άLǘΩǎ ƻƪŀȅ 9ǎƳŜΣ L Ŏŀƴ ƘŀƴŘƭŜ aƛƪŜΦέ !ǘ ǘƘŜ ǊŜǘǳǊƴ ƻŦ ƘŜǊ ŦǳǊƛƻǳǎ ŎŀƭƳ ƭƻƻƪΣ L ŀŘŘŜŘΣ άLŦ ƛǘ 

ƘŀǇǇŜƴǎ ŀƎŀƛƴΣ LΩƭƭ ƭŜǘ ȅƻǳ ƪƴƻǿΦέ L ǎƳƛǊƪŜŘ ŀ ƭƛǘǘƭŜΣ ƘŀǇǇȅ ŀǘ ǘƘƛǎ ƴŜǿŦƻǳƴŘ ŘƛǎŎƻǾŜǊȅ ƻŦ 9ǎƳŜΩǎ 

maternal side.  

ά.ŜƭƭŀΣ ȅƻǳ ƪƴƻǿ ȅƻǳ Ŏŀƴ ŎƻƳŜ ǘƻ ƳŜ ǿƛǘƘ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎΣ ǊƛƎƘǘΚέ ǎƘŜ ŀǎƪŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ǎƻŦǘΣ ƳƻǘƘŜǊƭȅ 

ŜȄǇǊŜǎǎƛƻƴΦ άL ƪƴƻǿ wŜƴŜŜ ǿŀǎ ȅƻǳǊ ƳƻǘƘŜǊΣ ŀƴŘ LΩƭƭ ƴŜǾŜǊ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ǊŜǇƭŀŎŜ ƘŜǊΣ ōǳǘ L ƭƛƪŜ ǘƻ 

ǘƘƛƴƪ ƻŦ ƳȅǎŜƭŦ ŀǎ ȅƻǳǊ ƳƻǘƘŜǊ ǘƻƻΣέ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ǿƛǘƘ ǘŜŀǊǎ ƛƴ ƘŜǊ ŜȅŜǎ ŀǎ ǎhe spoke of her sister, 

and my mother.   

My eyes watered up a bit before I blinked them back and nodded at her with yet another 

genuine smile on my face.  

Reluctantly, she nodded and finished her breakfast hastily before rushing out of the door, 

clutching tissues in her hands as she tried to hide her tears from me.  

× 

Alice, once again, never mentioned my incident in the hall, which made me feel like everyone 

was walking on egg shells around me. It was a feeling I both despised and loved in equal 

amounts. I must be a terribly uncomfortable person to be around. Always having to dodge 

touchy subjects. It must be an exhausting task.   

Fortunately, Alice never got exhausted, so she had no problem engaging me in a conversation 

over the necessity and function of sleeveless turtlenecks on the way to school. Things were as 

normal as normal could possibly be in my life. If that made any sense.  
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Edward and Jasper were in the silver car when we pulled up, but Alice insisted on walking out 

ahead of them this time. She was convinced the pants she was wearing made her butt look like 

άǎŜȄΣέ ŀƴŘ ǎƘŜ Ƨǳǎǘ ƘŀŘ ǘƻ ǎƘƻǿ WŀǎǇŜǊ ǘƘŜ άƎƻƻŘǎΦέ   

I rolled my eyes but went along with her, snickering in my head at the fact Jasper probably was 

staring right at her at that very second. I shook my head, hoping Edward could appreciate the 

silent joke as he (hopefully) watched my retreating form as well.  

²ƘŜƴ ǿŜ ǇŀǎǎŜŘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǉǳŀŘ ŀƎŀƛƴ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǿŀȅ ǘƻ ǘƘƛǊŘ ǇŜǊƛƻŘΣ ƘŜ ǘƘŀƴƪŦǳƭƭȅ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƎƭŀǊŜ ŀǘ ƳŜΣ 

just casually ignored any sign of my existence. I easily swallowed the small feeling of hurt, 

ǘŜƭƭƛƴƎ ƳȅǎŜƭŦ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ŀ ŘŜŦƛƴƛǘŜ ƛƳǇǊƻǾŜƳŜƴǘ ŦǊƻƳ ȅŜǎǘŜǊŘŀȅΩǎ ōŜƘŀǾƛƻǊΦ  

But when I entered the lunchroom, I allowed myself a small reward for doing so well with the 

quad avoidance situation. It would make me feel a little less pathetic, so I looked for him.   

Lǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǘŀƪŜ ƭƻƴƎ ǘƻ ǎǇƻǘ Ƙƛǎ ƳƻǇ ƻŦ ōǊƻƴȊŜ ƘŀƛǊΦ IŜ ǿŀǎ ǎƛǘǘƛƴƎ ŀŎǊƻǎǎ ŦǊƻƳ WŀǎǇŜǊ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ 

ƻǇǇƻǎƛǘŜ ǎƛŘŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǊƻƻƳΦ IŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǎŜŜƳ ǘƻ ōŜ ǎǇŜŀƪƛƴƎ ǘƻ WŀǎǇŜǊΣ Ƨǳǎǘ ŜŀǘƛƴƎ ŀƴŘ ǎǘŀǊƛƴƎ ŀǘ 

his tray with his usual expression of total indifference.  

I had to tear my eyes away from his face, feeling slightly more patheticτbut not terribly soτ

and took my seat next to Alice, continuing my usual ritual of reading and ignoring.  

He was in Biology again but not glaring at me, or the front of the room. Curiously, he was 

glaring at Mike.  

I took my seat slowly trying to understand the silent exchange they were having without much 

success. Mike was just leering at me as per usual. This was nothing new, but Edward was 

obviously glaring daggers at his head. This went on for most of the period, and I made a mental 

ƴƻǘŜ ǘƻ ŀǎƪ 9ŘǿŀǊŘ ǿƘŀǘ Ƙƛǎ ǇǊƻōƭŜƳ ǿŀǎ ǿƛǘƘ aƛƪŜΦ !ǘ ƭŜŀǎǘ L ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǘƘŜ ƻƴƭȅ ƻƴŜ ǿƘƻ ƘŀǘŜŘ 

his guts.  

The bell eventually rang, breaking my thoughts. Edward shot out of his seat and went to the 

door, like yesterday. I was prepared this time though. Less pathetic. I inwardly smiled. I was 

among the last out of the room. Thankfully, Mike had left before me, so I could easily avoid an 

awkward confrontation over yŜǎǘŜǊŘŀȅΩǎ ŜǾŜƴǘǎΦ  

As I made my way into the quad, I noticed Edward and Mike walking towards the woods past 

the parking lot.  

Hmm. Weird.  
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hƴŜ ǎŜŎƻƴŘ ƘŜΩǎ ƎƭŀǊƛƴƎ ŀǘ ƘƛƳΣ ǘƘŜ ƴŜȄǘ ƘŜΩǎ ǿŀƭƪƛƴƎ ǿƛǘƘ ƘƛƳΚ  

¢Ƙŀǘ ǿŀǎ 9ŘǿŀǊŘΧŎƻƴǎǘŀƴǘƭȅ ŎƻƴŦǳǎƛƴƎΦ  

 

  

 

 

 

I was at lunch when Jasper told me about what that douche bag Newton did to Bella yesterday. 

Jasper kept talking about her like she was some crazed escaped mental patient. It pissed me off.  

άL ǎǿŜŀǊΣ ƳŀƴΣ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘŀǘτέ IŜ ƴƻŘŘŜŘ ŀǘ .Ŝƭƭŀ ǿƘƻ ǎŀǘ ōŜǎƛŘŜ .Ǌandon across the room, 

ǊŜŀŘƛƴƎ ŀ ōƻƻƪ άτare why some small town school ends up on CNN while the campus goes 

ǊǳƴƴƛƴƎ ŀƴŘ ǎŎǊŜŀƳƛƴƎ ŦǊƻƳ ŦǳŎƪƛƴƎ ōǳƭƭŜǘǎΦέ IŜ ŎƘǳŎƪƭŜŘ ŀƴŘ ǎƘƻƻƪ Ƙƛǎ ƘŜŀŘΦ  

It took everything in my being to beat down all my anger at Jasper. Who the fuck was he to say 

ǎƘƛǘ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘŀǘ ŀƴȅǿŀȅǎΚ IŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ ƪƴƻǿ .ŜƭƭŀΦ L ƎƭŀǊŜŘ ŀǘ Ƴȅ ŘƛǎƎǳǎǘƛƴƎ ǎƭƛŎŜ ƻŦ ǇƛȊȊŀ ŀƴŘ 

took deep breaths, slowly letting that thought abate my anger. IŜ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ƘŜǊΦ This 

allowed me to maintain my mask of calm and boredom I used when I was in school.  

Still, I took measuresτbŜŎŀǳǎŜ ǘƘŜǊŜΩǎ ƻƴƭȅ ǎƻ ƳǳŎƘ ǎƘƛǘ Ƴȅ ǘŜƳǇŜǊ Ŏŀƴ ǘŀƪŜΦ άL ŘƻƴΩǘ ǘƘƛƴƪ 

.ǊŀƴŘƻƴ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƭƛƪŜ ȅƻǳ ǘŀƭƪƛƴƎ ǎƘƛǘ ŀōƻǳǘ ƘŜǊ Ŏƻǳǎƛƴ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘŀǘΣέ L ǎŀƛŘ ŎǊŀŦǘƛƭȅΣ ǳǎƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ 

weakness against him, and cocking an eyebrow. He immediately looked down at his tray 

remorseful. CǳŎƪΣ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ǎƻ ŜŀǎȅΦ  

While his head was down, I took the moment to glance at Bella where she was sitting. She 

looked the same as always, with that black hood over her head, reading and eating her fucking 

delicious cookies. I could almost feel myself drooling at the thought of them. Highly 

disenchanted, I ate my slice of pizza unenthusiastic-like.  

I was worried yesterday, seeing Bella in public after our conversations. When I picked Jazz up 

before school, I almost blurted to him about the whole thing. But something in me made me 

snap my mouth shut and ask him about his boring ass weekend instead. Something in my mind 

wanted to keep my nightly sessions with Bella all to myself. And effectively, keep Bella all to 

myself. My girl.  
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bƻǘ ƛƴ ŀ ǿŜƛǊŘ ǇƻǎǎŜǎǎƛǾŜΣ ǊƻƳŀƴǘƛŎΣ ŦǳŎƪŜŘ ǳǇ ǎǘŀƭƪŜǊ ƪƛƴŘ ƻŦ ǿŀȅΦ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƭŜǘ ƳȅǎŜƭŦ ǎŜŜ .Ŝƭƭŀ 

like that. Occasionally I would slip up when she did something cute as fuck like blush, but I beat 

that shit back, because I was not about to fuck this up over something stupid like teenage 

hormones. Bella was more than that to me. It was some cheesy Kindred Spirit kind of shitτand 

I wanted to keep that fact between Bella and me. I'd told her things about me that no one 

knew. I wanted to keep that comfort between us. In an effort to keep that friendly bond, I 

flipped the switch that made me react that way. End of story. I could get my rocks off 

elsewhere.  

Still, Bella was my girl. My secret. The thought made me sigh. Then I saw her in the quad 

ȅŜǎǘŜǊŘŀȅΣ ŀƴŘ ŎƻƳǇƭŜǘŜƭȅ ŦǳŎƪƛƴƎ ǇŀƴƛŎƪŜŘ ǿƘŜƴ ǎƘŜ ǎƳƛƭŜŘ ŀǘ ƳŜ ŀƴŘ ǎǘƻǇǇŜŘΦ L ŀŘƳƛǘΧ L 

may have overreacted a bit at the possibility everyone would know the secret. Attempting to 

not appear friendly towards her, I overcorrected, and probably hurt her feelings. She forgave 

me though.  

.ǳǘ ƭŀǎǘ ƴƛƎƘǘ ǿŀǎ ŘƛŦŦŜǊŜƴǘΦ {ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ŀŎǘƛƴƎ ǎǘǊŀƴƎŜΦ {ƻ LϥŘ ƪŜǇǘ ǘƘƛƴƎǎ ƭƛƎƘǘΣ ƛƴ ƘƻǇŜǎ L ƘŀŘƴΩǘ 

scared her away with my fucked up story yet. I had just begun to realize how amazingly 

dependent I was becoming ƻƴ .ŜƭƭŀΩǎ ŎƻƳǇŀƴȅΦ !ƴŘ ƴƻǿΣ ŀŦǘŜǊ ƘŜŀǊƛƴƎ WŀǎǇŜǊ ǊŜŎƻǳƴǘ ǘƘŜ 

ŜǾŜƴǘǎ ƻŦ ǿƘŀǘ ƛǎ ƴƻǿ ōŜƛƴƎ ǊŜŦŜǊǊŜŘ ǘƻ ŀǎ ά²ŜƛǊŘ wŀƴŘƻƳ 9Ƴƻǘƛƻƴŀƭ .ǊŜŀƪŘƻǿƴ bǳƳōŜǊ 

CƻǳǊΣέ L ǿŀǎ ǎŜŜƛƴƎ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ǎǳǊǇǊƛǎƛƴƎ ǎƛŘŜ ŜŦŦŜŎǘ ƻŦ Ƴȅ ōƻƴŘ ǿƛǘƘ .ŜƭƭŀΦ Lǘ ǘƻƻƪ ƳŜ ŀ ǎŜŎƻƴŘ ǘƻ 

understand it, but I was being protective of her. Jasper was really pissing me off with the way 

he talked about her. I could only hope my comment about Brandon would squash that shit. 

Alas, even I had faith in his undying love for the little bitch pixie.  

Once I settled in to my Bio lab seat, I began to feel that protective feeling all over again when 

Bella walked in. Newton was two seats ahead of our table, staring at Bella; though to call it 

staring would be an understatement. He was fucking undressing her with his eyes, salivating 

like a golden retriever tied down in front of a pork chop.   

I glowered at him as she took her seat, willing him to meet my gaze. But he never did, so I spent 

ǘƘŜ ŜƴǘƛǊŜ Ŏƭŀǎǎ ǘǊȅƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǎƻǊǘ ƻǳǘ ǘƘƛǎΧ ǘƘƛǎ need to fuck Newton up for what he did to Bella 

yesterday. And what he would do to her again given the opportunity. Because Newton was an 

ƛŘƛƻǘ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘŀǘΦ CǳŎƪŜǊ ƴŜǾŜǊ ŎƻǳƭŘ ǘŀƪŜ ŀ ƘƛƴǘΧ ŜǾŜƴ ǿƘŜƴ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ǎƘŀƪƛƴƎ ŀƴŘ ŎǊȅƛƴƎ ƛƴ ŦǊƻƴǘ ƻŦ 

him. My anger just grew during the hour.  

When the bell finally rang, I darted out of the classroom, staying close to the door to make sure 

Newton was exiting behind me. And he was. His nose was still bruised from the bathroom 

ƛƴŎƛŘŜƴǘΣ ōǳǘ ƛǘ ƎŀǾŜ ƳŜ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ŜƴƧƻȅƳŜƴǘΦ L ǿŀƴǘŜŘ ǘƻ ōǊǳƛǎŜ ǘƘŀǘ ŦǳŎƪŜǊΩǎ ŦŀŎŜΦ   
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Once he met my gaze, I smiled crookedly at him, drawing him in with a friendly façade. Mike 

ǿŀǎ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ǘǊȅƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ƛƴǘƻ ƳƛƴŜ ŀƴŘ WŀǎǇŜǊΩǎ ƎƻƻŘ ƎǊŀŎŜǎΦ IŜΩŘ ǘŀƪŜ ǘƘŜ ōŀƛǘΦ  

He did.  

άIŜȅ /ǳƭƭŜƴΗ IƻǿΩǎ ƛǘ ƘŀƴƎƛƴΩΣ .ǊƻΚέ ƘŜ ŀǎƪŜŘΣ ǎǿŀƎƎŜǊƛƴƎ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƻ ƳŜ ƭƛƪŜ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ DƻŘΩǎ ƎƛŦǘ ǘƻ 

the entire planet.   

I allowed myself an inward grimace. However, I kept my smile in place as I put my plan into 

action.  

άL ǿŀǎ Ƨǳǎǘ ƘŜŀŘƛƴƎ ƻǳǘ ŦƻǊ ŀ ǎƳƻƪŜΣ ǿŀƴƴŀ ƧƻƛƴΚέ L ŀǎƪŜŘ ŎŀǎǳŀƭƭȅΣ ƪƴƻǿƛƴƎ ǘƘŀǘ aƛƪŜ ǿŀǎ ŀ 

total pothead, and most likely thought I was referring to weed instead of cigarettes. His face lit 

up, and he followed me out the doors into the quad like the fucking douche bag he was. I made 

every attempt to keep a distance between us. Partly because my sight was going red with anger 

ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ƛƳōŜŎƛƭŜ ŀƴŘ ǇŀǊǘƭȅ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ōŜ ǎŜŜƴ ǿƛǘƘ ƘƛƳΦ   

Ever. Even if it was to beat the shit out of him.  

hƴŎŜ ǿŜ ǿŜǊŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǘƘƛŎƪ ŎŀƴǾŀǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǘǊŜŜǎ Ǉŀǎǘ ǘƘŜ ǇŀǊƪƛƴƎ ƭƻǘΣ L ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ǘƻ ƘƛƳΦ ά{ƻΣ ǿƘȅ Řƻ 

you keep fucking with Belƭŀ {ǿŀƴΚέ L ŀǎƪŜŘΣ Ŧƛƴŀƭƭȅ ƭŜǘǘƛƴƎ Ƴȅ ǾƻƛŎŜ ƘŀǊŘŜƴ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ŀƴƎŜǊ L ǿŀǎ 

feeling.  

Iƛǎ ŜȅŜǎ ƎƭŀȊŜŘ ƻǾŜǊ ŦƻǊ ŀ ǎŜŎƻƴŘ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ƳŜƴǘƛƻƴ ƻŦ ƘŜǊΦ άIƻƭȅ ŦǳŎƪΣ ōǊƻΦ ¸ƻǳ ǎŜŜ ǘƘŀǘ ǿƘƻƭŜ 

ŎƻȅΣ ǎƘȅ ŎƘƛŎƪ ǘƘƛƴƎΩǎ ǎƘŜΩǎ Ǝƻǘ ƎƻƛƴΩ ƻƴΚ 9ǾŜƴ ǘƘŜ ŎǊŀȊȅ ƛǎƴΩǘ ŜƴƻǳƎƘ ǘƻ ǘŀƳŜ ǘƘŜ ƳƻƴǎǘŜǊΦέ IŜ 

snickered and crudely grabbed his crotch.  

That was it.  

I flew at him and grabbed him by the neck, slamming him against one of the mossy covered 

trees. His eyes grew wide as he realized the gravity of the situation. I glared at him through 

narrowed eyes, my breath picking up through the rare adrenaline rush I was getting.  

ά[ƛǎǘŜƴ ǘƘŜ fuck ǳǇΣ bŜǿǘƻƴΦέ L ƘƛǎǎŜŘ ƛƴŎƘŜǎ ŦǊƻƳ Ƙƛǎ ǎƘƻŎƪŜŘ ŦŀŎŜΦ L ǘƛƎƘǘŜƴŜŘ Ƴȅ ƎǊƛǇ ƻƴ Ƙƛǎ 

ƴŜŎƪ ǘƻ ǇǳƴŎǘǳŀǘŜ Ƴȅ ƻǊŘŜǊΣ ŀƴŘ Ƙƛǎ ŜȅŜǎ ǎǉǳƛƴǘŜŘΦ ά{ǘŀȅ ǘƘŜ fuck away from ƘŜǊΦ 5ƻƴΩǘ ǘƻǳŎƘ 

ƘŜǊΣ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƭƻƻƪ ŀǘ ƘŜǊΣ ŘƻƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ ŦǳŎƪƛƴƎ ǘƘƛƴƪ ŀōƻǳǘ ƘŜǊΦέ L ƎǊƻǿƭŜŘΣ ƭŀŎƛƴƎ Ƴȅ ǾƻƛŎŜ ǿƛǘƘ 

venom.  
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I knew Newton well enough to know that he was terrified of me. Has been ever since the last 

day of freshman year when he saw me fuck up his best friend Josh. And right about now, 

Newton looked like he was going to piss his pants. ²Ƙŀǘ ŀ ǇǳǎǎȅΦ L ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ Ƙƛǘ ƘƛƳ ȅŜǘΦ  

.ǳǘ L ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƭŜŀǾŜ ǘƘŜ ŀǎǎƘƻƭŜ ŎƻƳǇƭŜǘŜƭȅ ǳƴǎŎŀǘƘŜŘΣ ǎƻ L ŘǊŜǿ Ƴȅ Ŧƛǎǘ ōŀŎƪ ŀƴŘ ǇǳƴŎƘŜŘ ƘƛƳ 

in the stomach with as much force as I could without internally injuring him. I let go of his neck 

as he slumped down on his knees holding his stomach and gasping for breath. He looked so 

fucking pathetic, shaking and gasping.   

How does it feel, Asshole?   

Knowing I had to do some ŘŀƳŀƎŜ ŎƻƴǘǊƻƭΣ L ƪƴŜŜƭŜŘ Řƻǿƴ ŎƭƻǎŜ ǘƻ Ƙƛǎ ŦŀŎŜΦ ά¢Ŝƭƭ ŀƴȅƻƴŜ ŀōƻǳǘ 

ǘƘƛǎΣ ŀƴŘ L ǿƛƭƭ ŦǳŎƪ ȅƻǳ ǳǇΦ Dƻǘ ƛǘΚέ L ŀǎƪŜŘ ƛƴ Ƴȅ ǎŎŀǊȅ ŎŀƭƳ ǾƻƛŎŜΦ !ǘ Ƙƛǎ ƴŜǊǾƻǳǎ ƘŜŀŘ ōƻōΣ L 

stood up, wiping my hands against each other in a loud clapping motion. Satisfied that he 

ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǘƻǳŎƘ Ƴȅ ƎƛǊƭ ŀƎŀƛƴΣ L ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ƻƴ Ƴȅ ƘŜŜƭΣ ƭŜŀǾƛƴƎ ƘƛƳ ǇŀƴǘƛƴƎ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǿŜǘ ŦƻǊŜǎǘ ŦƭƻƻǊΣ 

wearing a smirk.  

× 

The adrenaline rush was good for my condition. It kept me completely alert for the rest of the 

school day and even the car ride homeτwhich was a good thing, because Jasper could not shut 

the fuck up about the pants Brandon was wearing today, and it was boring the shit out of me.  

ά{ƻΣ ǎƘŜ ŘǊƻǇǎ ƘŜǊ ǇŜƴŎƛƭΣ ǊƛƎƘǘΚ ¢ƘŜƴ ǎƘŜ ŦǳŎƪƛƴƎ ōŜƴŘǎ ƻǾŜǊ ǊƛƎƘǘ ƛƴ ŦǊƻƴǘ ƻŦ Ƴȅ ŘŜǎƪΦέ WŀǎǇŜǊ 

groaned.   

I rolled my eyes. What a dirty little slut, Brandon. .ǳǘ ǿƘŀǘŜǾŜǊ L ƳƛƎƘǘ ǎŀȅ ŀōƻǳǘ ƘŜǊΣ ǘƘŜ DƛǊƭΩǎ 

Ǝƻǘ ǎƪƛƭƭǎΦ ¢ƘƻǎŜ Ǉŀƴǘǎ ƻŦ ƘŜǊǎ ǿƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ǎǘŀǊǊƛƴƎ ƛƴ WŀǎǇŜǊΩǎ ŜǾŜǊȅ ŦŀƴǘŀǎȅΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎ ǎƻ ŀƳǳǎƛƴƎ 

watching those two do their sick mating dances. Amusingτand slightly nauseating.  

Jasper was in a hurry to get out of my car and into his house. Probably into his shower.   

I chuckled into the silence of my Volvo as I made my way home.   

When I arrived at home, the house was quiet since Emmett was at practice today. By the time I 

was making my way to my room, the adrenaline had completely left my system, and sadly, had 

just made me even more exhausted. I swayed on the stairs a bit, grasping the railing for 

support. I trudged my way up the last stair with heavy feet and tired eyes.  
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ά{ƘƛǘΣέ L ƳǳǘǘŜǊŜŘ ǳƴŘŜǊ Ƴȅ ōǊŜŀǘƘ ǿƘŜƴ L ǎŀǿ Ƴȅ ōŜŘΦ !ƭƭ ǿŀǊƳ ŀƴŘ ƛƴǾƛǘƛƴƎ ŀƴŘ ŀǎƪƛƴƎ ƳŜ ǘƻ 

lay in it and completely fucking ruin my quasi-good day. With a groan, I set my alarm clock for 

two hours and glared at the pillows. Please, just this onŜ ǘƛƳŜΧ  

As soon as I hit the mattress my eyes fluttered closed, and I drifted into a deep sleep.  

× 

This time it was the fire. Red, hot, smoldering, blurring and scorching everything in its wake. 

wŜŀƭƭȅΣ L ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ōƭŀƳŜ ŦƛǊŜΦ CƛǊŜ ƛǎ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ǘƻ ōŜ ŦŜŀǊŜŘ ŀƴŘ ǊŜǎǇŜŎǘŜŘΦ LŦ ƻƴƭȅ L ƘŀŘ ƪƴƻǿƴ 

that then. Instead, I sit crouched in a corner of the living room, watching as the flames lapped at 

Ƴȅ ŦŀǘƘŜǊΩǎ ǎƪƛƴΣ ŦƛǊŜ ǎǳǊǊƻǳƴŘƛƴƎ ƳŜΣ ǎǳŦŦƻŎŀǘƛƴƎ ƳŜΦ L ŎƻǳƭŘ ŘŜǘŜŎǘ ǘƘŜ ǎŎŜƴǘΦ ¢Ƙŀǘ ŦǳŎƪƛƴƎ 

ǎƳŜƭƭ ƻŦ ōǳǊƴŜŘ ŦƭŜǎƘ ŀǎ ƘŜ ǎŎǊŜŀƳŜŘ ŦƻǊ ƳŜ ǘƻ Ǌǳƴ ŀƴŘ ƎŜǘ ƻǳǘΦ .ǳǘ L ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƭŜŀǾŜ ƘƛƳ ǘƘŜǊŜ 

alone. So I sat, watching in horror as he tried to drag himself across the burning floor.  

I woke up to the screeching of my alarm clock. I let out a frustrated, agonized scream and 

pounded my hands into my teary eyes before finally shutting the sound off. I felt some sick 

sense of karma, lying in my bed, sweating, shaking, crying, and panting.  

It took me longer to recover than last time. I was so tired of doing this every other day. It was 

always the same result. I lifted up my shirt and fingered the scarred flesh across my stomach. A 

demented souvenir of the night that ruined my life.  

Finally, I shot up out of bed and lunged for the patio, desperate for something to calm my 

nerves. It was nearly six now, Carlisle would be home soon. I stood, enjoying the cold air against 

my sticky skin and peered out towards the gazebo. It looked so much brighter in the day, but so 

much more inviting at night, when I knew someone was waiting there for me. Thinking of my 

girl soothed my nerves enough to extinguish the cigarette before it was even gone.  

With that thought, I grabbed my iPod and began filling it with only the best songs I could think 

of. /ŀƴΩǘ ƭŜǘ Ƴȅ ƎƛǊƭ ƘŀǾŜ ōŀŘ ǘŀǎǘŜ ƛƴ ƳǳǎƛŎΦ  
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Chapter 6. Caramel Comforts  

 

 

 

The rest of that week went by in an amazing blur of gazebos, cookies, and damp brown hair. 

The nights were always the best. It was kind of fucked up how night used to be my least 

favorite time of day, and now it had completely changed.  

I had taken time to set some ground rules for myself regarding this entire arrangement. First 

and foremost, I could not make Bella uncomfortable in any way. With her strong aversion to 

ƳŜƴΣ L ƪƴŜǿ ŜǾŜƴ ǘƘŜ ǎƭƛƎƘǘŜǎǘ ƳƛǎǘŀƪŜ ǿƻǳƭŘ ǳǇǎŜǘ ƘŜǊΦ ¢ƘŜ ǎŜŎƻƴŘ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŀǘ L ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ 

acknowledge Bella at school. This was a given, but it was a rule I had to set regardless. The third 

wasτwhere I could protect Bella without inadvertently giving this whole thing away and facing 

the wrath of Alice and tons of other peopleτI would.  

That Tuesday night, I had ushered Bella into the twisted symphony that was my world of music. 

She would take an ear bud, and so would I. Then I would show her my favorite tunes while 

staying a very ŎŀǊŜŦǳƭ ŘƛǎǘŀƴŎŜ ŀǿŀȅ ŦǊƻƳ ƘŜǊΣ ŀǎ ǘƻ ƴƻǘ ōŜ ǘƘŜ ǊŜŀǎƻƴ ŦƻǊ ά²ŜƛǊŘ wŀƴŘƻƳ 

9Ƴƻǘƛƻƴŀƭ .ǊŜŀƪŘƻǿƴ bǳƳōŜǊ CƛǾŜΦέ   

I started out with the lighter stuff, of course. A little bit of classical before easing her into more 

heavy genres. She seemed oddly curious about everything I showed her, like she had never 

fucking ventured into the outside world before. She always surprised me by her reactions to 

songǎΦ {ƻƳŜǘƛƳŜǎ LΩŘ Ǉƭŀȅ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ŀƴŘ ƘƻƭŘ Ƴȅ ōǊŜŀǘƘΣ ǿŀƛǘƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ ƘŜǊ ǘƻ ƎǊƛƳŀŎŜ ƛƴ ŘƛǎƎǳǎǘΣ 

when instead she would turn one side of her mouth up and bob her head along to the tune 

playing. My girl had good taste.  

Eventually she turned to me with a cautious ŜȄǇǊŜǎǎƛƻƴΦ ά5ƛŘ L ǎŜŜ ȅƻǳ ǿƛǘƘ aƛƪŜ ǘƻŘŀȅΚέ ǎƘŜ 

asked in a tone insinuating disapproval.   

I panicked a bit, not knowing she had seen us together, and as such never coming up with an 

ŀǇǇǊƻǇǊƛŀǘŜ ŎƻǾŜǊ ǎǘƻǊȅΦ L ƎǊƛƳŀŎŜŘΦ άL Ƨǳǎǘ ƴŜŜŘŜŘ ǘƻ ǎǇŜŀƪ ǿƛǘƘ ƘƛƳ ŀbout something that 

ƘŀǇǇŜƴŜŘ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǇŀǊǘȅ CǊƛŘŀȅΦέ Lǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŀ ƭƛŜΦ ¢ŜŎƘƴƛŎŀƭƭȅ he'd approached Bella at the party, 

and technically, I did speak to him.   
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Bella looked like she was going to question me further about the Newton situation, so I 

conveniently changed songs to something hard and loudτwhich to my extreme surprise, Bella 

seemed to almost enjoy.   

As far Mike... she never brought it up again.  

And the next day at school, Newton kept his devious eyes trained on the blackboard when Bella 

entered Bio, ǎƻ L ǿŀǎ ǘƘŀƴƪŦǳƭ ƻƴŜ Řŀȅ ƘŀŘ ƎƻƴŜ ōȅ ǿƛǘƘƻǳǘ ƳŜ ǊŜŎŜƛǾƛƴƎ ŀƴȅ ƴŜǿǎ ƻŦ ά²ŜƛǊŘ 

Random Emotional Breakdown Number Five." And thankfully, Jazz kept his fucking mouth shut 

about Bella, instead focusing all his attentions on what Brandon was doing. Good boy.  

Wednesday night greeted me with a slightly distraught Bella. It was something I was starting to 

notice, though. 

Bella fell asleep.   

When she woke, I could tell. There was the way she darted her eyes around the yard with an air 

of tension around her. Instinctively, though I had been trying to keep things light, I knew she 

needed to get it off her chest. So I just cut the shit. I put on my best concerned and soft Edward 

look and hoped it was comforting to her as I took my seat at the bench.  

ά²Ƙŀǘ ǿŀǎ ƛǘ ŀōƻǳǘΚέ L ŀǎƪŜŘ ǎƻŦǘƭȅ ǿƘƛƭŜ ƎǊŀōōƛƴƎ ŀ ŎƻƻƪƛŜΦ   

She looked slightly taken aback at my question, likely not expecting it to be so noticeable. And 

ǘƻ ƻǘƘŜǊǎΣ ƛǘ ǇǊƻōŀōƭȅ ǿŀǎƴΩǘΦ .ǳǘ ǎƘŜ ƭŜǘ ƳŜ ǎŜŜ ǘƘŜ wŜŀƭ .ŜƭƭŀΣ ƭƛƪŜ L ƭŜǘ ƘŜǊ ǎŜŜ ǘƘŜ wŜŀƭ 

Edward. Reluctantly she began recalling the events of her latest dream. It was much like the 

last. Exactly like the last ŀǎ ŀ ƳŀǘǘŜǊ ƻŦ ŀ ŦŀŎǘΦ .ǳǘ ǘƘƛǎ ǘƛƳŜ ǎƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŜŘƛǘΦ {ƘŜ ǿŜƴǘ ƛƴǘƻ 

excruciating detail. Noting the sound of her finger breaking when she tried to resist, and how 

much blood came from her lip when he punched her. She told me about how she could hear 

the screams of her mother through the walls in the dark silence of her closet. And then at the 

mention of her mother, Bella did something that completely fucking stunned me. She cried. Not 

hard sobs or anything, just trails of tears soundlessly pouring down her pale cheeks.   

It fucking broke my heart to see her cry. I was itching to comfort her, to do something other 

than just sitting there on that bench like a statue. But I knew better. The best I could do was 

listen. So I did.  

When she got the remorseful look on her face at "burdening" me with her dreams, I 

automatically told her about my dream from the day beforeτI showed her mine. Tit for tat. 

Blood for Fire. And after we were done spilling the horrors of our dreams, we just sat and 
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listened to more music while eating cookies. Attempting, and succeeding at regaining our 

previous, lighter atmosphere. Both silently refusing to let those goddamn dreams ruin yet 

ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ǎŜŎƻƴŘ ƻŦ ƻǳǊ ƭƛǾŜǎ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŎƻƳǇƭŜǘŜƭȅ ŦǳŎƪƛƴƎ ƴŜŎŜǎǎŀǊȅΦ  

¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ǿƘŀǘ ¢ƘǳǊǎŘŀȅ ƴƛƎƘǘ ǿŀǎ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƻƻΦ Wǳǎǘ ƳŜ ŀƴŘ Ƴȅ ƎƛǊƭ ǎƛǘǘƛƴƎ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ŀ ōŀƎ ƻŦ ŎƻƻƪƛŜǎ 

snickering quietly at stupid band names. She told me a little about her life back in Phoenix, 

leaving out everything that was directly related to her mother.   

Then I found out Bella and I shared one more thing in common.  

ά¸ƻǳ ǿŜǊŜ ƛƴ ŀ ƎǊƻǳǇ ƘƻƳŜΚέ L ŀǎƪŜŘ ƛƴŎǊŜŘǳƭƻǳǎƭȅΦ L ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴ ƛƴ ŀ ŦŜǿ ƎǊƻǳǇ ƘƻƳŜǎ ōŜŦƻǊŜ 

Carlisle adopted me. They fucking sucked.  

ά¸ŜŀƘΣέ ǎƘŜ ǎƛƎƘŜŘΦ άL ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ōǳǊŘŜƴ 9ǎƳŜ ŀƴŘ ŀƭƭΦέ {ƘŜ ƳǳƳōƭŜŘ ŀƴŘ ǎƘǊǳƎƎŜŘΦ Lǘ 

ǎƻǳƴŘŜŘ Ƨǳǎǘ ƭƛƪŜ .Ŝƭƭŀ ǘƻ ōŜ ǎŜƭŦƭŜǎǎ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘŀǘΦ ά.ǳǘΧ ŜǾŜƴǘǳŀƭƭȅ L ƘŀŘ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŀǘ ǇƭŀŎŜΦ 

¢ƘŜǊŜ ǿŜǊŜ Ƨǳǎǘ ǘƻƻ ƳŀƴȅΧ ǇŜƻǇƭŜΦέ {ƘŜ ƳǳƳōƭŜŘ ƭƻƻƪƛƴƎ Řƻǿƴ at the iPod intently.   

I knew when she said "people," she meant men. Boys. Whatever. I felt amazingly sympathetic. 

She risked all that bullshit and Weird Random Emotional Breakdowns just to spare Esme her 

presence. She had a look of regret on her face as she put the iPod back on the table with 

hunching shoulders, likely at the thought of her failing plan to stay put in Phoenix. And because 

we were tit for tat, I showed her mine.  

άL ǿŀǎ ƛƴ ŀ ŦŜǿ ƎǊƻǳǇ ƘƻƳŜǎ ōŜŦƻǊŜ 5ŀŘŘȅ /τέ L ǇƻƛƴǘŜŘ ƻǾŜǊ Ƴȅ ǎƘƻǳƭŘŜǊ ŀǘ ǘhe house with a 

ǘƘǳƳōΣ ŀƴŘ ƎǊŀōōŜŘ ǘƘŜ ƛtƻŘ ǳǇΦ άτƻǾŜǊ ǘƘŜǊŜ ŀŘƻǇǘŜŘ ƳŜΦέ L ŎƻƴǘƛƴǳŜŘ ŘƛǎǘǊŀŎǘŜŘƭȅ ǿƘƛƭŜ 

ŦƭƛǇǇƛƴƎ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ǘƘŜ ƳǳǎƛŎΦ άLǘ ǿŀǎ ŀƭƭ ǇǊŜǘǘȅ ŦǳŎƪŜŘ ǳǇΦ tŜƻǇƭŜ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ǿŀƴǘƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǘŜǎǘ ȅƻǳ ŀƴŘ 

ǎƘƛǘΣ ƭƛƪŜ ǎƻƳŜ ǘŜǊǊƛǘƻǊƛŀƭ ǇƛǎǎƛƴƎ ŎƻƴǘŜǎǘΦέ L ǎƴƻǊǘŜŘ and shrugged remembering all the fights I 

got into at group homes in Chicago.  

.Ŝƭƭŀ ƘŀŘ ŀ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘŦǳƭ ǎƛƭŜƴŎŜ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ǎƘŜ ǎǇƻƪŜ ŀƎŀƛƴΦ άIƻǿ ŘƛŘ ȅƻǳ ŀƴŘ 5ǊΦ /ǳƭƭŜƴ ƳŜŜǘΚέ ǎƘŜ 

asked quietly.  

Ahh. This was a better memory for me, and automatically I smiled. άL ǿŀǎ ǎƛŎƪ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƘƻǎǇƛǘŀƭ 

with the flu. Carlisle was my doctor there, back in Chicago. We were kind of close while I was 

there. My foster bitch came in one day completely fucking irate because someone stole 

something from herτέ L ǇŀǳǎŜŘ ŀƴŘ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ƻǾŜǊ ŀǘ .ŜƭƭŀΣ ǎƘŀƪƛƴƎ Ƴȅ ƘŜŀŘΦ ά{ǘǳǇƛŘ ŦǳŎƪƛƴƎ 

ŦƻǎǘŜǊ ƘƻƳŜ ŘǊŀƳŀΦ ¢ƻƻ Ƴŀƴȅ ƪƛŘǎ ŎǊŀƳƳŜŘ ƛƴǘƻ ƻƴŜ ōǳƛƭŘƛƴƎ ǘŜƴŘ ǘƻ Řƻ ǘƘŀǘΦέ L ǊƻƭƭŜŘ Ƴȅ 

ŜȅŜǎ ŀƴŘ ŎƻƴǘƛƴǳŜŘΣ ά!ƴȅǿŀȅǎΣ ǎƻ 5ŀŘŘȅ /Φ ǿŀƭƪǎ ƛƴ ŀƴŘ ǎŜŜǎ ǘƘƛǎ ŎǊŀȊȅ ǿƻƳŀƴ ȅŜƭƭƛƴƎ ŀǘ ƳŜΣ 

lying in the hospital bed all sickly and disgusting, and heτέ L ǇŀǳǎŜŘ ǘƘŜƴ ŎƘǳŎƪƭƛƴƎ ŀƴŘ ǎƳƛƭƛƴƎ 
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ōǊƛƎƘǘƭȅ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ƳŜƳƻǊȅ ǿƘƛŎƘ L ǊŜŎŀƭƭŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ǇŜǊŦŜŎǘ ŎƭŀǊƛǘȅΦ άIŜ ǘƻƭŘ ƘŜǊ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ǘƘŜ ŦǳŎƪ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ 

his hospital and come back when she found whatever shriveled organ it was she had sitting in 

ŦƻǊ ƘŜǊ ƘŜŀǊǘΦέ L ƻǇŜƴƭȅ ƭŀǳƎƘŜŘ ƴƻǿΣ Ŧǳƭƭ ŀƴŘ ƘŜŀǊǘȅΦ ¢Ƙŀǘ ǿŀǎ ŀ ŘŜŦƛƴƛƴƎ ƳƻƳŜƴǘ ƻŦ Ƴȅ 

existence. Lying sick and sweaty on the hospital bed, near death, and the look on my face when 

I heard cool and composed Daddy C. say "fuck" was probably a Kodak moment.   

Bella was laughing with me, soft and musical with her head thrown back and her dampened 

hair swaying in the misty breeze.  

hƴŎŜ Ƴȅ ƭŀǳƎƘǘŜǊ ŘƛŜŘ ŘƻǿƴΣ L ŎƻƴǘƛƴǳŜŘ ǎƘŀƪƛƴƎ Ƴȅ ƘŜŀŘΦ ά{ƻΣ ǿƘŜƴ ƘŜ ŦƛȄŜŘ ƳŜ ǳǇ ŀƴŘ L ǿŀǎ 

better, he just brought me home with him one night, did all the legal shit, and brought me and 

Emmett ƘŜǊŜ ŀ ƳƻƴǘƘ ƭŀǘŜǊΣέ L ǎŀƛŘ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ǎƘǊǳƎΦ  

άIŜ ǎŜŜƳǎ ƭƛƪŜ ŀ ǿƻƴŘŜǊŦǳƭ Ƴŀƴ ǘƻ ǘŀƪŜ ȅƻǳ ƛƴ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘŀǘΦ ¸ƻǳ Ƴǳǎǘ ƭƻǾŜ ƘƛƳ ǾŜǊȅ ƳǳŎƘΣέ ǎƘŜ 

said softly with a small smile gracing her lips.  

άL Řƻ ƭƻǾŜ /ŀǊƭƛǎƭŜ ƛƴ Ƴȅ ƻǿƴ ǿŀȅΦ IŜ ǘǊƛŜǎ ƴƻǘ ǘƻ ōŜ ǎƻ ŦŀǘƘŜǊƭȅ ǿƛǘƘ ƳŜ ƳƻǎǘƭȅΧ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ƻŦ Ƴȅ 

ǇŀǎǘΧ ōǳǘ ƘŜΩǎ ǇǊŜǘǘȅ ŦǳŎƪƛƴƎ ŎƻƻƭΣέ L ǎŀƛŘ ǎƛƴŎŜǊŜƭȅΦ  

We spent a good portion of the night sharing group home horror stories. I had some pretty 

good ones. But so did Bella. Some were sad, some were hilarious. I was enjoying the fact we 

had something else in common.  

Eventually the conversation drifted back to school and the awful people who frequented it. At 

.ŜƭƭŀΩǎ ƳŜƴǘƛƻƴ ƻŦ WŜǎǎƛŎŀ {ǘŀƴƭŜȅΣ L ǊŜŦƭŜȄƛǾŜƭȅ ƎǊƛƳŀŎŜŘ ƛn disgust.  

ά²ƘŀǘΚέ ǎƘŜ ŀǎƪŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ǎƳŀƭƭ ŀƳǳǎŜŘ ǎƳƛƭŜΣ ǇƻǇǇƛƴƎ ŀ ŎƻƻƪƛŜ ƛƴǘƻ ƘŜǊ ƳƻǳǘƘΦ   

I put my cookie down, because the sound of that name made me nauseous. I was slightly 

reluctant at discussing my romantic history with Bella because I was afraid it would make her 

uncomfortable.  

ά²ƘŀǘΚ ¸ƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ǘŜƭƭ ƳŜΗέ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ŎƘǳŎƪƭƛƴƎΣ ǎǘƛƭƭ ŀƳǳǎŜŘΦ   

And because my girl had that kind of power over me, I knew I had to spill my guts about the 

{ǘŀƴƭŜȅ ōƛǘŎƘΦ L ǎƘƻƻƪ Ƴȅ ƘŜŀŘ ŀƴŘ ǎƛƎƘŜŘΦ άLǘΩǎ ƴƻǘƘƛƴƎΦ Wǳǎǘ WŜǎǎƛŎŀ ŀƴŘ L ƘŀŘ ŀ ǎƻǊǘ ƻŦΧέ L 

paused and furrowed my brow, cocking my head to the side a bit, trying to find the right word 

ŦƻǊ ǿƘŀǘ ǿŜ ƘŀŘΣ ŀƴŘ ŦŀƛƭƛƴƎΦ άΧǘƘƛƴƎΣέ L ŦƛƴƛǎƘŜŘ ƭŀƳŜƭȅΦ   
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{ƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ƳƻƳŜƴǘŀǊƛƭȅ ŦƭŀǎƘŜŘ ƛƴ .ŜƭƭŀΩǎ ŜȅŜǎΣ ǘƘƻǳƎƘ L ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǉǳƛǘŜ Ǉƭace it. Immediately 

ǎƘŜ Ǉǳǘ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ŜƳƻǘƛƻƴƭŜǎǎ Ƴŀǎƪ ǎƘŜ ǳǎŜŘ ŀǘ ǎŎƘƻƻƭΦ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƘƛǘΦ {ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ǎǳǇǇƻǎŜŘ ǘƻ 

be Bella around me, and now I had said something to fuck that up, and broken rule number 

one.  

άhƘΣέ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ǉǳƛŜǘƭȅΦ ά²Ƙŀǘ ƪƛƴŘ ƻŦ ǘƘƛƴƎΚέ {ƘŜ ŀǎƪŜŘ ǎǘƛƭƭ ǿŜŀǊƛƴƎ ǘƘŀǘ ŜƳƻǘƛƻƴƭŜǎǎ Ƴŀǎƪ L 

fucking hated. Immediately I knew there was no way I was going to tell her about my one night 

fling with Stanley. Instead I back tracked, not wanting to lie, but knowing I might need to in 

order to get that goddamn mask off her face.  

L ǎƴƻǊǘŜŘ Ŏŀǎǳŀƭƭȅ ƛƴ ŀ ƳƻŎƪƛƴƎ ǎŜƴǎŜΦ ά{ƘŜΩǎ Ǝƻǘ ŎǊŀȊȅ ǎǘŀƭƪŜǊ ǘŜƴŘŜƴŎƛŜǎ ǘƘŀǘ ōǊƛŜŦƭȅ ƛƴŎƭǳŘŜŘ 

ȅƻǳǊǎ ǘǊǳƭȅΦέ   

There. That was not ŀ ƭƛŜΦ L ǇǊŀȅŜŘ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ŜƴƻǳƎƘ ŀƴŘ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ Ŧǳƭƭ ƻǳǘ ŎǊŜŀǘŜ ŀ ǎǘƻǊȅΦ 

Thankfully, it was.  

{ƘŜ Ƨǳǎǘ ǎƘƻƻƪ ƘŜǊ ƘŜŀŘ ŀƴŘ ƳǳǘǘŜǊŜŘ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ŀōƻǳǘ άǎƭǳǘǘȅ ōƭƻƴŘŜǎέ ǿƘƛŎƘ ƳŀŘŜ ƳŜ ƭŀǳƎƘΦ 

After a few jokes at the expense of Newton, the mask was gone again, and the night salvaged.  

We were tired. Immensely so. And when Bella walked into Bio the following Friday afternoon, I 

knew she had to catch some sleep. Her eyes were completely unfocused, slightly rolling around 

in her head. I could get an hour or two at home after school every day, but it looked like Bella 

was just roughing it out. Nervous that she might be heading into dangerous territory and taking 

notice of the substitute teacher we had, I decided to break one of my rules. Shredding off a 

piece of paper from the sketchbook I was drawing in, I wrote her a short note.  

LΩƭƭ ǿŀƪŜ ȅƻǳ ǳǇΦ It said everything that needed to be said. She would understand what I meant.  

I folded it, and when no one was looking, slid it onto her side of the lab table.  

She opened it slowly, squinting to read the words, before crumpling it up with a heavy nod, and 

then hesitantly laid her hooded head down on the table.  

L ǘƻƻƪ Ƴȅ Ƨƻō ǾŜǊȅ ǎŜǊƛƻǳǎƭȅΣ ƪƴƻǿƛƴƎ ŜȄŀŎǘƭȅ Ƙƻǿ ƳǳŎƘ .Ŝƭƭŀ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ŘǊŜŀƳΦ {ƻ L 

listened intently as her breathing immediately slowed into a soft steady rhythm. After a few 

moments I began hearing the soft almost-snoring sound that my girl always made when she 

slept. It was the most peaceful, lulling sound. It made me even drowsier than I already was, but 

L ŦƻǳƎƘǘ ǘƻ ǎǘŀȅ ŀƭŜǊǘΣ ƘŀƴƎƛƴƎ ƻƴ ǘƻ ƘŜǊ ŜǾŜǊȅ ōǊŜŀǘƘΧ ǿŀƛǘƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ŘǊŜŀƳ ǘƻ ōŜƎƛƴΣ ŀƴŘ 

hoping like hell it never would.  
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But it did. Forty-five minutes later, I heard it. It was a faint difference really--the way her 

ōǊŜŀǘƘƛƴƎ Ǝƻǘ ƎǊŀƛƴƛŜǊΧ ƎǊƛǘǘƛŜǊΣ ŀƴŘ ǎǇŜŘ ǳǇ ƳƛƴǳǘŜƭȅΦ   

I took it as my cue, and lifted my boot from the ground and tapped her on the leg lightly 

without looking up from my sketch book. Nothing. Harder this time, right on the shin.  

She shot up, darting her bloodshot eyes around the classroom. Luckily the room was loud in 

conversation and no one noticed the disturbance. She rubbed at her eyes furiously and sent me 

a fleetingly grateful look, before she dove into her bag to pull out a book, which she read 

intently.  

I had been feeling shitty all day long and figured I was coming down with a cold when I then 

sneezed for the hundredth time that day. Jamming my hand into my bag, I searched for tissues. 

I blew loudly, not really giving a shit that people were turning around to look at me. I just gave 

them a look that clearly said Fuck. You. All.  

Bella glanced at me from under her veil of hair for a moment with a look of concern on her 

ŦŀŎŜΣ ōǳǘ L Ƨǳǎǘ ƪŜǇǘ ǎƪŜǘŎƘƛƴƎΦ Wǳǎǘ ŀ ŎƻƭŘΣ ƴƻ ōƛƎ ŘŜŀƭΦ ¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ǿƘŀǘ ƘŀǇǇŜƴǎ ǿƘŜƴ ȅƻǳ spend 

five hours a night in November outside in the cold misty rain. It was worth it.  

When the bell rang, I dragged my tired, feverish, snotty ass out of the class and decided I really 

did feel shitty enough to go home early. I spotted Jazz in the hall on his way to class and told 

him to ride home with Rose. He looked like he was about to bitch at me before really taking in 

my appearance. He let that shit slide. Sick Edward is a fucking pissy Edward.  

I went by the hospital first to tell Daddy C. what the deal was, and maybe get some good drugs. 

tŀǎǎƛƴƎ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ ƴǳǊǎŜǎ ǿƘƻ ƪƴŜǿ ƳŜ ōȅ ƴŀƳŜΣ L ƳŀŘŜ Ƴȅ ǿŀȅ ǘƻ /ŀǊƭƛǎƭŜΩǎ ƻŦŦƛŎe, sniffling and 

feeling like ass, and deciding maybe I had better stay in tonight. My shoulders hunched in a bit 

at the thought.  

Carlisle took one glance at my red nose and bloodshot eyes and got a knowing look on his face. 

ά¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ǎƛŎƪΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ frown as I plopped into the lush leather chair across from his desk.   

I just nodded at him and blew my nose, groaning in disgust.  

He smiled reassuringly but proceeded to run a shit load of tests on me, worrying about me 

getting the flu again. After much poking and prodding and resistance from me, he concluded 

what I had already known. Common fucking cold. Thanks a lot for the needles Daddy C. He sent 

me home with some medication and I spent the entire night feeling miserable. Because I was 
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sick, because there was no fucking way I was going to go out in that cold wet shit all night, and 

ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ŦƛǊǎǘ ƴƛƎƘǘ ƛƴ ŀ ǿŜŜƪΣ L ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǎŜŜ Ƴȅ ƎƛǊƭΦ  

 

 

 

 

 

 

I was alone in the kitchen again on a Saturday night, like I used to do before Edward came 

along. I kept a careful eye out the window every now and then, making sure he was really 

staying in again tonight as I stirred the batch of vegetable soup. I knew he was sick. Rose had 

ǘƻƭŘ !ƭƛŎŜ ŀŦǘŜǊ ǎŎƘƻƻƭ ǿƘŜƴ ǎƘŜ ǎŜƴǘ ŀ ǉǳŜǎǘƛƻƴƛƴƎ ƎƭŀƴŎŜ ǘƻ WŀǎǇŜǊΩǎ ƘǳƴŎƘŜŘ ŦƻǊƳ in 

EmmettΩǎ WŜŜǇΦ {ƻ L ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǎǳǊǇǊƛǎŜŘ ǿƘŜƴ ƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǎƘƻǿ ǳǇ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ƎŀȊŜōƻ ƭŀǎǘ ƴƛƎƘǘΦ Lƴ ŦŀŎǘΣ L 

ǿŀǎ ƎƭŀŘΦ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ƘƛƳ ƎŜǘǘƛƴƎ ŀƴȅ ƳƻǊŜ ǎƛŎƪ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ƻŦ ƻǳǊ ƴƛƎƘǘƭȅ ǎŜǎǎƛƻƴǎΦ  

This last week had been divine. Edward came every night with his iPod, showing me a very 

private side of his world. I adored every part of it. I adored how he liked classical music even 

ǘƘƻǳƎƘ ȅƻǳΩŘ ƴŜǾŜǊ ƎǳŜǎǎ Ƨǳǎǘ ōȅ ǘŀƭƪƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƘƛƳΦ L ŀŘƻǊŜŘ Ƙƻǿ ƳǳŎƘ ƘŜ ƭƻǾŜŘ Ƴȅ ŎƻƻƪƛŜǎ ŀƴŘ 

always made it a point to tell me so. I adored the way he politely kept his distance from me 

when we were listening to music without me even having to ask. I adored the way he could tell 

when I had a dream and needed to talk about it. I adored how he always showed me his so I 

ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ŦŜŜƭ ƭƛƪŜ ǎǳŎƘ ŀ ŦǊŜak.  

He had his flaws, of course. I wasn't completely blind. Sometimes I got the feeling he was not 

telling me the complete truth--carefully editing his answers so as not to lie to me, but keeping 

things from me at the same time. The Mike thing for instancŜΧL ƪƴŜǿ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎ ƳƻǊŜ ǘƻ ǘƘŀǘ 

whole story. I would never pry though. Because he would never do it to me. I wanted to, so 

badly it nearly choked me, when he told me about Jessica. I got a brief flaring of jealousy for a 

moment before I could put my mask uǇΦ L ǇǊŀȅŜŘ ƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǎŜŜ ƛǘΣ ōǳǘ ǿŀǎ ŀŦǊŀƛŘ ƘŜ ŘƛŘ ǿƘŜƴ 

ƘŜ ǘƛǇ ǘƻŜŘ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǎǳōƧŜŎǘΦ ¢ƘŜ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ƻŦ ƘƛƳ ōŜƛƴƎ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŀǘΧ ōǊŀƛƴƭŜǎǎ ǎƭǳǘ ƳŀŘŜ ƳŜ 

ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ǿǊŜǘŎƘΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŦŀƛǊΦ ¢Ƙŀǘ ǎƻƳŜƻƴŜ ƭƛƪŜ WŜǎǎƛŎŀ {ǘŀƴƭŜȅ ŎƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ǿƛǘƘ 9ŘǿŀǊŘΣ ōǳǘ L 

was forced tƻ ǎƛǘ ŦƻǳǊ ŦŜŜǘ ŀǿŀȅ ŦǊƻƳ ƘƛƳ ŜǾŜǊȅ ƴƛƎƘǘ ǎƻ L ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ Ǝƻ ƛƴǘƻ ƘȅǎǘŜǊƛŎǎ ŀǘ Ƙƛǎ 
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ǘƻǳŎƘΦ L ŎƻǳƭŘ ƴŜǾŜǊ ǇǳǊǎǳŜ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘŀǘ ǿƛǘƘ ƘƛƳΦ Lƴ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊŘǎ ƻŦ 9ŘǿŀǊŘΧ it pissed me 

off.  

But I bit back the snarky and bitter comment I wanted to make about how he could do so much 

ōŜǘǘŜǊΣ ŀƴŘ Ƨǳǎǘ ƭŜǘ ƛǘ ƎƻΦ .ŜŎŀǳǎŜ ŜǾŜƴ ƛŦ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƘƛǎ ŎǊŀȊȅ ŀǾŜǊǎƛƻƴΣ ǿƘƻΩǎ ǘƻ ǎŀȅ ƘŜΩŘ 

even be interested anyway? Where Edward was concerned, I would have to take what I could 

ƎŜǘΦ !ƴŘ LΩƳ ŦŀƛǊƭȅ ŎŜǊǘŀƛƴ 9ŘǿŀǊŘ ǿŀǎ ōŜƛƴƎ ƳƻǊŜ ƻǇen and honest with me than he ever was 

ǿƛǘƘ WŜǎǎƛŎŀ {ǘŀƴƭŜȅΦ ¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ǘƘŜ ƻƴƭȅ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ǘƘŀǘ ƪŜǇǘ ƳŜ ǎŀƴŜ ǘƘŀǘ ƴƛƎƘǘ ŀǎ ƘŜ ǇƻƪŜŘ Ŧǳƴ ŀǘ 

Mike.  

Then at school Friday, he broke his own rule and slipped me a note in a class full of people. It 

ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ƳǳŎƘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅΦ But it made me feel good knowing he was watching me close enough in 

ǎŎƘƻƻƭ ǘƻ ǎŜŜ Ƙƻǿ ŜȄƘŀǳǎǘŜŘ L ǿŀǎΦ tǊƻōŀōƭȅ ƴƻǘ ŀǎ ƳǳŎƘ L ǿŀǘŎƘŜŘ ƘƛƳΣ ōǳǘΧ ŀƎŀƛƴΧ ǘŀƪƛƴƎ 

what I can get.  

.ǳǘ ƴƻǿ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ǎƛŎƪΣ ŀƴŘ L ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƘŜƭǇ ōǳǘ ŦŜŜƭ ǎƭƛƎƘǘƭȅ ǊŜǎǇƻƴǎƛōƭŜΦ {ǳǊŜΣ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŦƻǊŎŜ ƘƛƳ 

outside every night to spend time with me, but for some reason I just felt badly. And as I stalked 

Ƴȅ ǿŀȅ ŀŎǊƻǎǎ ǘƘŜ ŘŀǊƪƴŜǎǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ /ǳƭƭŜƴǎΩ ōŀŎƪ ȅŀǊŘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƭŀǘǘƛŎŜ ŎƻǾŜǊŜŘ ǿŀƭƭ ƻŦ Ƙƛǎ Ƴŀƴǎƛƻƴ 

wearing an old book bag on my back full of Caramel Comfort cookies and hot soup, hoodie 

ŘǊŀǿƴ ǳǇ ǎǘŜŀƭǘƘƛƭȅΣ L ǘƻƭŘ ƳȅǎŜƭŦ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ǿƘȅ L ǿŀǎ ŘƻƛƴƎ ǘƘƛǎΦ L ŦŜƭǘ ōŀŘƭȅΧ ǊŜǎǇƻƴǎƛōƭŜ ŜǾŜƴΦ Lǘ 

had nothing to do with the fact that I had been shamelessly nursing the raw need to see him for 

the past thirty two hours. bƻǘ ǘƘŀǘ LΩƳ ƪŜŜǇƛƴƎ Ŏƻǳƴǘ ƻǊ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎΦ To make sure he was okay, at 

the very least. I mean, sure Carlisle was a doctor, but sometimes you need more than medicine 

ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ōŜǘǘŜǊΦ !ƴŘ 9ŘǿŀǊŘΩǎ ƘƻǳǎŜƘƻƭŘ ǎƻǊŜƭȅ ƭŀŎƪŜŘ ǘƘŀǘ ǇŀǊǘƛŎǳƭŀǊ ǘȅǇŜ ƻŦ ŎŀǊƛƴƎ presence.  

So I was standing below his balcony staring at his lit windows with nervous anxiety and 

excitement at seeing him again. I could do this. I can do this. I had seen Edward do it many 

times before, so I just had to follow his example. Nervously, I stepped my foot up onto the 

ƭŀǘǘƛŎŜΣ ǘŜǎǘƛƴƎ ƛǘΩǎ ǎǘǊŜƴƎǘƘ ŀƎŀƛƴǎǘ ǘƘŜ ǿƘƻƭŜ ƻƴŜ ƘǳƴŘǊŜŘ ŀƴŘ ŦƛǾŜ ǇƻǳƴŘǎ ƻŦ .Ŝƭƭŀ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ŀōƻǳǘ 

to acquire, and I began to slowly climb, feeling more and more pathetic with each step that 

brought me closer to the third floor balcony. Who the hell am I kidding? We left pathetic days 

ago.  

I climbed higher, nearing the balcony and feeling even more nervous as my heart thudded 

loudly against my chest. I was afraid to look down--ǎƻ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ--I just kept on climbing. It seemed 

like it was higher than it looked when I was on the ground.  

Finally, I reached his balcony and climbed a little higher to save me some space to climb over. 

Lifting my leg over the railing as quietly as I could, my foot gently reached the footing of the 
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balcony floor. I let out a deep breath when I shifted all my weight to that foot. Slowly I guided 

Ƴȅ ƭŜŦǘ ƭŜƎ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƘŜ ǊŀƛƭƛƴƎΣ ŀƴŘ ŜǾŜƴǘǳŀƭƭȅ L ǿŀǎ ǎǘŀƴŘƛƴƎ ƻƴ 9ŘǿŀǊŘ /ǳƭƭŜƴΩǎ ōŀƭŎƻƴȅΦ L ǎǇǳƴ ǘƻ 

face the French doors leading into his room. They were quite heaviƭȅ ŎǳǊǘŀƛƴŜŘΣ ǎƻ L ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ 

make out anything inside.  

{ǳŘŘŜƴƭȅ L ōŜƎŀƴ ǘƻ ǇŀƴƛŎΦ 9ŘǿŀǊŘΩǎ ǿƻǊŘǎ ǊŀƴƎ ƭƻǳŘ ƛƴ Ƴȅ ƘŜŀŘΣ ŎƘƻƻǎƛƴƎ ŀ ŦǊǳǎǘǊŀǘƛƴƎƭȅ 

inconvenient time to come to surface in my memory. Crazy stalker tendencies. I grimaced at 

myself as I lifted a fist to the glass doors. Cursing myself and my crazy stalker tendencies, I 

lightly tapped at the glass with my knuckles, and stood back, holding my breath. I took a 

moment to contemplate how bad it would be if I jumped off this thing. Then I realized the 

mƻǊǘƛŦƛŎŀǘƛƻƴ L ǿƻǳƭŘ ŦŜŜƭ ƛŦ ǘƘŜ Ŧŀƭƭ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƪƛƭƭ ƳŜΣ ŀƴŘ L ǿŀǎ ŦƻǳƴŘ ƛƴƧǳǊŜŘ ōȅ 5ǊΦ /ǳƭƭŜƴ 

tomorrow morning as he looked out the kitchen window. Suddenly it felt much darker outside. I 

could feel the darkness suffocating me as I waited for Edward to answer the door.  

Suddenly, one of the glass doors flung open, startling me. I stared with my mouth slightly hung 

open in shock as I stared unabashedly at Edward in the doorway. His eyes were a mix of 

confusion and shock, and he looked awful. His perfect straight nose was red and shiny, and he 

had a blanket wrapped around himself tightly. His hair was even more unkempt than usual, and 

he was unusually pale.  

Standing there on his balcony in the cold wet air, wringing my hands nervously, I realized I had 

to do something, and quick. He was just staring at me with an unreadable look on his face.  

Ϧ.ŜƭƭŀΚέ ƘŜ ǊŀǎǇŜŘ ƻǳǘΦ L ǿƛƴŎŜŘ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǎƻǳƴŘ ƻŦ Ƙƛǎ ǘƘƛŎƪΣ ƴŀǎŀƭƭȅ ǾƻƛŎŜΦ bƻǘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ǘǊǳǎǘƛƴƎ 

myself to speak, I just swung my bag over to my front and unzipped it quickly, bringing out the 

large covered bowl of soup that was still steaming hot. I held it out to him with my head down, 

feeling like a four year old giving their daddy a dirty picture they drew, staring at my wet boots.  

After a moment, I felt the bowl being removed from my hand, so I chanced a look up. And I 

almost collapsed in on myself in relief when Edward turned one side of his mouth into his half 

smile and quirked an eyebrow up at me. Letting out a baited breath, I decided I should take the 

opportunity to explain my being here. But looking into the intensely deep green eyes of the 

person before me, I said the worst possible thing.  

άL ǇǊƻƳƛǎŜ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ŎǊŀȊȅ ǎǘŀƭƪŜǊ ǘŜƴŘŜƴŎƛŜǎΣέ L ōƭǳǊǘŜŘ ōŜŦƻǊŜ L ŎƻǳƭŘ Ǝŀƛƴ ŜƴƻǳƎƘ ŎƻƴǘǊƻƭ ǘƻ 

stop myself. Immediately my face grew hot. Oh, you have got ǘƻ ōŜ ƪƛŘŘƛƴƎ ƳŜΧ  

Edward stood still for a moment before throwing his head back in a raspy laughter.   
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I was debating if that was a good sign or not, so I just stood still, waiting for him to compose 

himself from his laughtŜǊΦ IƻǇŜŦǳƭƭȅ ŀǘ WŜǎǎƛŎŀ {ǘŀƴƭŜȅΩǎ ŜȄǇŜƴǎŜΣ ŀƴŘ ƴƻǘ ƳƛƴŜΦ  

Eventually he quieted and looked down at me, eyes filled with quiet mirth and amusement. 

άCǳŎƪΣ .ŜƭƭŀΦ ¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ǘƘŜ ŦƛǊǎǘ ǘƛƳŜ LΩǾŜ ƭŀǳƎƘŜŘ ƛƴ ǘǿƻ ŘŀȅǎΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ŀ ǎŎǊŀǘŎƘȅ ǘƘǊƻŀǘ 

before moviƴƎ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǊƻƻƳ ŀƴŘ ŎŀƭƭƛƴƎ ƻǾŜǊ Ƙƛǎ ǎƘƻǳƭŘŜǊΦ άDŜǘ ȅƻǳǊ ŀǎǎ ƛƴ ƘŜǊŜ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ȅƻǳ ƎŜǘ 

ǎƛŎƪ ǘƻƻΦέΩ  

With a smile so wide I thought my face might break in half, I walked into the warmth of 

9ŘǿŀǊŘΩǎ ōǊƛƎƘǘ ōŜŘǊƻƻƳΣ ǎƘǳǘǘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ Ǝƭŀǎǎ ŘƻƻǊ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ŘŀǊƪƴŜǎǎ ōŜƘƛƴd me.  
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Chapter 7. Bittersweet  Butterscotch  
 

 

 

 
Edward liked vegetable soup. A lot. I sat on his black leather couch watching utter fascination as 
he greedily consumed the steaming bowl of soup in the middle of his large bed, still wrapped in 
the blanketΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎ ŀǎ ƛŦ ƘŜ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ŜŀǘŜƴ ƛƴ ŘŀȅǎΦ ¢ƘŜ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ƳŀŘŜ ƳŜ ŦǊƻǿƴΦ L ƛƴǎǇŜŎǘŜŘ Ƙƛǎ 
room once again from my spot, noting the towering heap of tissues spilling over the 
wastebasket beside the bed. The room was slightly more cluttered than last time I was here. 
More clothing and papers and books strewn about carelessly. I felt ridiculously intrusive, just 
ŎƭƛƳōƛƴƎ ǳǇ ǘƻ Ƙƛǎ ǊƻƻƳ ƭƛƪŜ ƛǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŀƴ ŜȄǘǊŜƳŜ ƛƴǾŀǎƛƻƴ ƻŦ ǇǊƛǾŀŎȅΦ 

Feeling forlorn about my behavior, I decided to do something that would probably just annoy 
ƘƛƳ ŦǳǊǘƘŜǊΦ έLΩƳ ǎƻǊǊȅ ŀōƻǳǘ Ƨǳǎǘ ōŀǊƎƛƴƎ ǳǇ ƘŜǊŜΦέ L ŀǇƻƭƻƎƛȊŜŘ ǉǳƛŜǘƭȅΦ άL ǿŀǎ Ƨǳǎǘ ǿƻǊǊƛŜŘ 
ŀōƻǳǘ ȅƻǳ ōŜƛƴƎ ǎƛŎƪ ŀƴŘ ŀƭƭΦέ 

9ŘǿŀǊŘΩǎ ƘŜŀŘ ǎƴŀǇǇŜŘ ǳǇ ŦǊƻƳ Ƙƛǎ ǎǘŜŀƳƛƴƎ ōƻǿƭ ƻŦ ǎƻǳǇ ŀƴŘ ƘŜ ƴŀǊǊƻǿŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ōƭƻƻŘǎƘƻǘ ŜȅŜǎ 
ŀǘ ƳŜΦ ά²Ƙŀǘ ŘƛŘ L ǎŀȅ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƘƛǘΚέ IŜ ǊŀǎǇŜŘ ƻǳǘΣ ǘǊȅƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǎƻǳƴŘ ŀƴƴƻȅŜŘ ŀƴŘ ŀƴƎǊȅΣ ōǳǘ 
coming out extremely nasal. The edges of my lips twitched in response to the hilarity of hard 
core Edward Cullen sounding a lot like a twelve year old girl. He softened his face and rolled his 
eȅŜǎ ŀǘ Ƴȅ ŀƳǳǎŜƳŜƴǘ ǿƘƛƭŜ ŘƛǾƛƴƎ ōŀŎƪ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ōƻǿƭ ƻŦ ǎƻǳǇΦ άL ŘƻƴΩǘ ƳƛƴŘΦ ¢ƘŜ ǎƻǳǇ ƛǎ 
ŦǳŎƪƛƴƎ ŘŜƭƛŎƛƻǳǎΦ tƭǳǎΣ L ŦŜƭǘ ōŀŘ ŀōƻǳǘ ƭŜŀǾƛƴƎ ȅƻǳ ƻǳǘ ǘƘŜǊŜ ŀƭƭ ŀƭƻƴŜ ƭŀǎǘ ƴƛƎƘǘΦέ IŜ ŦǊƻǿƴŜŘΦ 

L ǇǊƻŎŜŜŘŜŘ ǘƻ ǘŜƭƭ ƘƛƳ ŀōƻǳǘ Ƙƻǿ L ƪƴŜǿ ƘŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŎƻƳƛƴƎΣ ŀƴŘ ǎǘŀȅŜŘ inside the house, which 
ǎŜŜƳŜŘ ǘƻ ŎƻƴǎƻƭŜ ƘƛƳ ŀ ōƛǘΦ {ƻ L ŎƻƴǘƛƴǳŜŘ ǿŀǘŎƘƛƴƎ ƘƛƳ ŘŜǾƻǳǊ ǘƘŜ ǎƻǳǇΣ ŀƴŘ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƎŜǘ 
Ǉŀǎǘ ǘƘŜ ƛǊǊŀǘƛƻƴŀƭ ŦŜŀǊ ǘƘŀǘ 9ŘǿŀǊŘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ōŜƛƴƎ ŎŀǊŜŘ ŦƻǊ ǇǊƻǇŜǊƭȅΦ 

ά5ƻŜǎƴΩǘ /ŀǊƭƛǎƭŜ ŜǾŜǊ ƳŀƪŜ ȅƻǳ ǎƻǳǇ ƻǊ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎΚέ L ŀǎƪŜŘΣ ǇǊȅƛƴƎ ƳƻǊe than I probably should, 
but trying to squash the irrational concern I was feeling. 

9ŘǿŀǊŘ ǎƴƻǊǘŜŘ ŀǘ Ƙƛǎ ǎǇƻƻƴ ŀƴŘ ǎƘǊǳƎƎŜŘΦ άIŜ ōǊƻǳƎƘǘ ƳŜ ǎƻƳŜ ƘƻǎǇƛǘŀƭ ŦƻƻŘΣ ōǳǘ ƛǘ ǘŀǎǘŜŘ 
ƭƛƪŜ ŀǎǎΦέ L ƴƻŘŘŜŘ ƛƴ ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘŀƴŘƛƴƎΦ aŜ ŀƴŘ ƘƻǎǇƛǘŀƭ ŦƻƻŘ ƘŀŘ ŀ ƭƻƴƎ ƘƛǎǘƻǊȅ ŀǎ ǿŜƭƭΦ ά/ŀǊƭƛǎƭŜ ƛǎ 
ŀ ǎƘƛǘǘȅ ŎƻƻƪΦ !ƴŘ LΩƳ ǇǊƻōŀōƭȅ ǘƘŜ ƻƴƭȅ ǇŜǊǎƻƴ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǇƭŀƴŜǘ ǘƘŀǘ Ŏŀƴ ŎƻƳǇƭŜǘŜƭȅ ŦǳŎƪ ǳǇ 
ǘƻŀǎǘΦέ IŜ ŎƘǳŎƪƭŜŘ ǘƘƛŎƪƭȅΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜƴ ōŜƎŀƴ ŀ ƳƛƭŘ ŎƻǳƎƘƛƴƎ Ŧƛǘ ǘƘŀǘ ƳŀŘŜ ƳŜ ŎǊƛƴƎŜΦ 

.ǳǘ Ƴȅ ǎǇƛǊƛǘǎ ǿŜǊŜ ƳƛƭŘƭȅ ƭƛŦǘŜŘΦ 9ŘǿŀǊŘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ŀƴȅƻƴŜ in his life to make him good food, 
or bring him soup when he was sick. Until now. I smiled a little. That was one thing I could 
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ƘŀǇǇƛƭȅ Řƻ ŦƻǊ 9ŘǿŀǊŘΧ ŀƴŘ ǿŜƭƭΦ ²ƘŜƴ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ŘƻƴŜ ǿƛǘƘ Ƙƛǎ ǎƻǳǇΣ L ǇǊƻŘǳŎŜŘ ǘƘŜ ōŀƎ ƻŦ 
cookies and tossed them on his bed. His eyes lit up a little bit at the sight of them, and it made 
me smile. He loved my cookies. 

We settled into a revised version of our routine, being in his room instead of the gazebo, rather 
comfortably. He tossed me the iPod, alerting me to a new album he got. I loved it, of course, 
nodding along to the heavy drum beats and slightly industrial sound of the music with a smile. 

L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǊŜŀƭƛȊŜ ŜȄŀŎǘƭȅ Ƙƻǿ ƳǳŎƘ L ƳƛǎǎŜŘ Ƴȅ ƴƛƎƘǘ ǿƛǘƘ 9ŘǿŀǊŘ ǳƴǘƛƭ ǘƘŀǘ ƳƻƳŜƴǘΣ ǎƛǘǘƛƴƎ ƻƴ 
the black leather couch and watching him sketch away in his book comfortably while talking to 
me about his newly acquired album. It was only the second time ever I had seen him without 
his signature black leather jacket, and even though he looked miserable with his red nose and 
gruff stubble, he was still gorgeous. There was one lock of hair that kept falling into his eyes, 
and my fingers were still doing the pathetically annoying twitching thing, wanting to smooth it 
back. 

We spent the entire night like that. I never moved from my spot on the sofa, still feeling slightly 
uneasy about invading his privacy, while he sketched and talked to me in his pitiful nasal tone. 

L ŜǾŜƴǘǳŀƭƭȅ ŀƭŜǊǘŜŘ ƳȅǎŜƭŦ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŀƭŀǊƳ ŎƭƻŎƪ ƻƴ 9ŘǿŀǊŘΩǎ ōŜŘǎƛŘŜ ǘŀōƭŜΣ ŀƴŘ ǊŜŀƭƛȊŜŘ ŦƛǾŜ ƘƻǳǊǎ 
had gone by. It was amazing how time always flew by when I was with him at night chatting so 
comfortably. With a sigh, I zipped my bag back up and lifted myself off the sofa, slinging it onto 
my back and drawing up my hood. Edward looked almost as disappointed as I did about my 
departure when he looked up from his sketch book. 

άL ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ Ǝƻ ƴƻǿ ōŜŦƻǊŜ 9ǎƳŜ ǿŀƪŜǎ ǳǇΣ ōǳǘΧ LΩƭƭ ŎƻƳŜ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻƳƻǊǊƻǿ ǿƛǘƘ ƳƻǊŜ ǎƻǳǇΚέ L 
said nervously as more of a question than a statement, fiddling with the sleeves of my hoodie. 

He smiled a bit before his face fellΦ άL ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ Ƙƻǿ L ŦŜŜƭ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ƛŘŜŀ ƻŦ ȅƻǳ ǎŎŀƭƛƴƎ ǘƘǊŜŜ 
ǎǘƻǊƛŜǎΦέ !ǘ ǿƘŀǘ ǿŀǎ ǇǊƻōŀōƭȅ ǘƘŜ ōƭŀǘŀƴǘ ƭƻƻƪ ƻŦ ŘƛǎŀǇǇƻƛƴǘƳŜƴǘ ƻƴ Ƴȅ ŦŀŎŜΣ ƘŜ ŀŘŘŜŘΣ άL 
ƳŜŀƴΣ LΩŘ ƴŜǾŜǊ ŦǳŎƪƛƴƎ ŦƻǊƎƛǾŜ ƳȅǎŜƭŦ ƛŦ ȅƻǳ Ǝƻǘ ƘǳǊǘ ŘƻƛƴƎ ƛǘΦέ 

The thought of Edward being protective of my safety made me near giddy, but I contained my 
ŜȄŎƛǘŜƳŜƴǘ ōȅ ǊƻƭƭƛƴƎ Ƴȅ ŜȅŜǎ ŀǘ ƘƛƳΦ ά¸ƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ǿƻǊǊȅ ŀōƻǳǘ ƳŜΦέ L ǎŎƻŦŦŜŘ ǿŀǾƛƴƎ Ƴȅ 
ǎƭŜŜǾŜŘ ƘŀƴŘ ƛƴ ŀ ŘƛǎƳƛǎǎƛǾŜ ŦŀǎƘƛƻƴΦ ά¸ƻǳ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ ǎŜŜƴ ƳŜΣ L ǿŀǎ ƭƛƪŜ ŀ ǇǊƻΦέ L ŀŘŘŜŘ 
proudly, clasping my hands behind my back and rocking on my heels. 

9ŘǿŀǊŘ ŎƘǳŎƪƭŜŘ ŘŀǊƪƭȅΣ ǎƘŀƪƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ ƘŜŀŘΦ ά²ŜƭƭΣ ŀǎ ƭƻƴƎ ŀǎ Ƴȅ ƧǳǾŜƴƛƭŜ ŘŜƭƛƴǉǳŜƴǘ ǿŀȅǎ ŀǊŜ 
ŎƻǊǊǳǇǘƛƴƎ ȅƻǳ ǎŀŦŜƭȅΣ L ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƳƛƴŘΦέ 

I smiled at him, happy he wanted me to return, and crossed the room to the door, before 
something occurred to me. 
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άIŜȅΣέ L ǎŀƛŘΣ ǘǳǊƴƛƴƎ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ǘƻ ŦŀŎŜ ƘƛƳΦ ά²ƘŀǘΩǎ WŀǎǇŜǊΩǎ ŦŀǾƻǊƛǘŜ ŎƻƭƻǊΚέ L ŀǎƪŜŘ ŎǊȅǇǘƛŎŀƭƭȅ 
with a smirk on my face. Edward raised his eyebrows at me questioningly, but I just stood 
waiting with my hand on the doorknob. 

άDǊŜŜƴΦέ IŜ ǎŀƛŘ ǎƭƻǿƭȅ ƴŀǊǊƻǿƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ ŜȅŜǎΦ L ƴƻŘŘŜŘ ŀƴŘ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ōŀŎƪ ŀǊƻǳƴŘΣ ǿŀǾƛƴƎ ōŜƘƛƴŘ 
me. 

ά¢ƘŀƴƪǎΣ ǎŜŜ ȅƻǳ ǘƻƳƻǊǊƻǿΗέ L ŎƘǳŎƪƭŜŘ ƳŜƴŀŎƛƴƎƭȅ ŀǎ L ǎƭƛǇǇŜŘ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ CǊŜƴŎƘ ŘƻƻǊǎ ŀƴŘ 
back to the balcony. I climbed down rather skillfully to my ǎǳǊǇǊƛǎŜΣ ƭŀƴŘƛƴƎ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ǉǳƛŜǘ ΨǘƘǳƳǇΩ 
on the soft ground. It was really quite thrilling, stalking around in the darkness, doing 
ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ǎƻΧ ōŀŘΦ L ǎƘƻƻƪ Ƴȅ ƘŜŀŘ ŀǘ ƳȅǎŜƭŦΣ ŀƴŘ ǊŜǘǳǊƴŜŘ ƘƻƳŜ ƛƴ ƭƛŦǘŜŘ ǎǇƛǊƛǘǎΣ ƪƴƻǿƛƴƎ 
Edward was okay. 

× 

9ǎƳŜ ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴ ǎǳōǘƭȅ ŘǊƻǇǇƛƴƎ Ƙƛƴǘǎ ǘƻ ƳŜ ŀƭƭ ǿŜŜƪ ŀōƻǳǘ ¢ƘŀƴƪǎƎƛǾƛƴƎΦ !ǘ ŦƛǊǎǘ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ 
understand, but this morning it call came together. 

ά{ƻΣέ 9ǎƳŜ ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘ Ŏŀǎǳŀƭƭȅ ǿƘƛƭŜ ŦƭƛǇǇƛƴƎ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ŀƴ ƛƴǘŜǊƛƻǊ ŘŜǎƛƎƴ ƳŀƎŀȊƛƴŜ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ŎƻǳŎƘ 
ƴŜȄǘ ǘƻ ƳŜΦ ά5ƛŘ ȅƻǳ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ Ŏƻƻƪ ŦƻǊ ¢ƘŀƴƪǎƎƛǾƛƴƎΣ ŘŜŀǊΚέ {ƘŜ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ L ƴƻŘŘŜŘ ŜƴǘƘǳǎƛŀǎǘƛŎŀƭƭȅ 
ǿƘŜƴ ǎƘŜ ƎƭŀƴŎŜŘ ǳǇ ŦǊƻƳ ƘŜǊ ƭŀǇΦ LΩǾŜ ƴŜǾŜǊ ƘŀŘ ǘƘŜ ŎƘŀƴŎŜ ǘƻ Řƻ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ǎƻ ōƛƎΦ !ƴŘ ŀ 
holiday with Alice was sure to be somewhat extravagant. I was already getting ideas for all 
kinds of new recipes. 

ά¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ƎƻƻŘΦέ {ƘŜ ŀƛŘ ŘƛǎǘǊŀŎǘŜŘƭȅ ǿƘƛƭŜ ǎǘƛƭƭ ŦƭƛǇǇƛƴƎΦ άL ŎƻƻƪŜŘ ƭŀǎǘ ȅŜŀǊΦέ {ƘŜ ŎƻƴǘƛƴǳŜŘ ƛƴ ŀ 
ōƻǊŜŘ ǘƻƴŜΦ ¢ƻƻ ōƻǊŜŘΦ ά²Ŝ ƛƴǾƛǘŜŘ ǘƘŜ /ǳƭƭŜƴǎ ƻǾŜǊΦέ ǎƘŜ ǎƘǊǳƎƎŜŘΦ hŦ ŎƻǳǊǎŜ ǘƘŜ ǎƻǳƴŘ ƻŦ 
that name piqued my full attention. 

άwŜŀƭƭȅΚέ L ƳǳǎŜŘ ǉǳƛŜǘƭȅΣ ǘǊȅƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƛƳŀƎƛƴŜ 9ŘǿŀǊŘ ǎƛǘǘƛƴƎ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ŘƛƴƛƴƎ ǊƻƻƳ ǘŀōƭŜ ǿŜ ƴŜǾŜǊ 
used, sitting across from Alice and hating every second of it. 

ά¸ŜǎΣ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ǉǳƛǘŜ ƭƻǾŜƭȅΦέ {ƘŜ ǎƳƛƭŜŘ ŀƴŘ Ǝƻǘ ŀ ǿƛǎǘŦǳƭ ƎƭŜŀƳ ƛƴ ƘŜǊ ōǊƻǿƴ ŜȅŜǎΦ 

άhƪŀȅΧέ L ǎŀƛŘ ǎƭƻǿƭȅΣ ƴot really understanding the point. 

She resumed flipping after shaking off whatever she was remembering that made her smile. 
ά²ƻǳƭŘ ȅƻǳ ōŜ ǘŜǊǊƛōƭȅ ƻǇǇƻǎŜŘ ƛŦ ǿŜ ƛƴǾƛǘŜŘ ǘƘŜƳ ŀƎŀƛƴΚέ {ƘŜ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ƻǾŜǊ ŀǘ ƳŜ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ 
Ŏŀǳǘƛƻǳǎ ŜȄǇǊŜǎǎƛƻƴΦ άL ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ƳŀƪŜ ȅƻǳ ǳƴŎƻƳŦƻǊǘŀōƭŜΦέ {ƘŜ ŦƛƴƛǎƘŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƛƎƘǘ ŜȅŜǎ 
crinkling at the edges. 

hƘΦ hIΗ {ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ǿƻǊǊƛŜŘ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ƳŜƴ ōŜƛƴƎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƘƻǳǎŜΦ άhƘΣ 9ǎƳŜΦέ L ōǊŜŀǘƘŜŘΣ ŎƭƻǎŜŘ Ƴȅ 
ŜȅŜǎ ŀƴŘ ǎƘƻƻƪ Ƴȅ ƘŜŀŘΦ άtƭŜŀǎŜ ŘƻƴΩǘ ŎƘŀƴƎŜ ŀƴȅ ƘƻƭƛŘŀȅ ǘǊŀŘƛǘƛƻƴǎ ƻƴ ŀŎŎƻǳƴǘ ƻŦ ƳŜΦέ L 
pleaded in a whisper. 
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She took may hand in hers, looking down at it with pity. This again? ά5ƻƴΩǘ ōŜ ǊƛŘƛŎǳƭƻǳǎΣ ŘŜŀǊΦ 
¸ƻǳ ŀǊŜ ŦŀǊ ƳƻǊŜ ƛƳǇƻǊǘŀƴǘ ǘƻ ƳŜ ǘƘŀƴ ŀƴȅ ǎǘǳǇƛŘ ǘǊŀŘƛǘƛƻƴΦέ {ƘŜ ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊŜŘ ǎǿŜŜǘƭȅΦ Lǘ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ 
made me smile when she showed me this kind of affection. It was so rare for me to get any 
affection at all. 

άLǘΩǎ ŦƛƴŜΣ 9ǎƳŜΦ Lǘ ǿƻƴΩǘ ōƻǘƘŜǊ ƳŜΦέ L ǎŀƛŘ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ŎƻƴŦƛŘŜƴǘ ǎƳƛƭŜΦ L ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƭŜǘ Ƴȅ ƛǎǎǳŜǎ 
affect Esme like that. She wanted the Cullens over for Thanksgiving. And Edward might come. 
That was plenty incentive for me. She looked skeptical, so I added with as much enthusiasm as 
Ƴȅ ǘƛǊŜŘ ōǊŀƛƴ ŎƻǳƭŘ ƳǳǎǘŜǊΣ άtƭǳǎΣ ǘƘƛƴƪ ƻŦ all ǘƘŜ ŦƻƻŘ LΩƭƭ ōŜ ŀōƭŜ ǘƻ ƳŀƪŜ ǿƛǘƘ Emmett being 
ƘŜǊŜΦέ L ŎƘǳŎƪƭŜŘΣ ƛƳŀƎƛƴƛƴƎ ƘƛƳ ŜŀǘƛƴƎ ǘǿƻ ǘǳǊƪŜȅǎ ŀƭƭ ǘƻ ƘƛƳǎŜƭŦΦ 

With a long sigh, she patted my hand lovingly and nodded, resuming to her lazy Sunday activity. 

That afternoon, Alice was subjecting me to her favorite brand of hedonistic torture. Shopping. I 
ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ƎƻƴŜ ŀǘ ŀƭƭΣ ōǳǘ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿŜǊŜ ǎǘƛƭƭ ǇƭŜƴǘȅ ƻŦ ŜǎǎŜƴǘƛals that I had yet to purchase 
since my move to Forks. So I spent most of the afternoon following her around the mall in Port 
Angeles, dragging my tired feet behind me. I was beginning to do the swaying thing again, and 
ǿŀǎ ŀŦǊŀƛŘ LΩŘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ǎƻƳŜ ǎƭŜŜp when we got home. At least an hour or so. 

I was walking with my hood up, and my head down, avoiding everyone in the vicinity, and 
silently thanking Alice for choosing the least busy day of the week for making me do this, when 
she stopped in front of a store and let out a little squealing noise. I knew that sound well 
enough. It was the perfect coat, or the perfect halter top, or the perfect peep toe heels. I 
looked up into the window and saw it was actually the perfect skirt. So I sat in the dressing 
room with her, happy at least for the isolation, when she came out of the stall and asked me 
the question I had been waiting for all day. 

ά²ƘƛŎƘ ŎƻƭƻǊ ƭƻƻƪǎ ōŜǎǘΣ .ŜƭƭŀΚέ {ƘŜ ŀǎƪŜŘΣ ǿŜŀǊƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǎƘƻǊǘΣ ǘǊŀƳǇȅ ǇƭŜŀǘŜŘ ǎƪƛǊǘΣ ŀƴŘ ƘƻƭŘƛƴƎ 
two identical style sweaters out towards me to inspect. I automatically smirked when one was 
green. 

άDǊŜŜƴΦ 5ŜŦƛƴƛǘŜƭȅ DǊŜŜƴΦέ L ŀƴǎǿŜǊŜŘ ǎƳǳƎƭȅ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ƴƻŘΦ {ƘŜ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ŀ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ǘŀƪŜƴ ŀōŀŎƪ ōȅ Ƴȅ 
newfound interest in her shopping choices when I would usually just shrug her question off, but 
she threw the red one on the seat behind her and put the green sweater on. I had to physically 
force my lips together to stop the chuckle that wanted to escape once she got that sweater on. 
It was tight. Really, really tight. And she had every bit of her B cup cleavage carefully mashed, 
coming out the top of the deep v-ƴŜŎƪΦ L ǿŀǎ ǎǳǊŜ ǘƘŜ ƭƻƻƪ ƻƴ WŀǎǇŜǊΩǎ ŦŀŎŜ ǿƘŜƴ ƘŜ ŎŀǳƎƘǘ ƻƴŜ 
look at that would be priceless. 

Pleased with her choices, she added some green tights to go along with the sweater, which just 
made me smile more. But on the way out of the dressing room, the sight of myself in the mirror 
made me stop dead in my tracks. I had on the same plain black jeans, and black hoodie like 
always. Hiding myself. A necessity I was always fine with. But for the first time ever, I wished I 
ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻΦ L ǿƛǎƘŜŘ L ŎƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ƭƛƪŜ !ƭƛŎŜ ŦƻǊ ƻƴŎŜΤ ǿŀǘŎƘƛƴƎ ƘŜǊ ǎǇƛƴƴƛƴƎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƳƛǊǊƻǊΣ ǘǊȅƛƴƎ 
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to find just the right thing to get her noticed by some boy. And knowing that all her careful 
planning and primping would work, and Jasper would be swooning over her at first sight. The 
familiar bitterness at the fact it could never be me seeped into my mood, alongside an 
unfamiliar jealousy of Alice for being able to behave like a normal teenage girl. 

× 

My bitter mood hŀŘƴΩǘ ƭŜǎǎŜƴŜŘ ƳǳŎƘ ōȅ ǘƘŜ ǘƛƳŜ L ŦƻǳƴŘ ƳȅǎŜƭŦ ōŜƭƻǿ 9ŘǿŀǊŘΩǎ ōŀƭŎƻƴȅ ǘƘŀǘ 
night. I had my old book bag packed with more hot soup and cookies, though this time I added 
ŀ ǘƘŜǊƳƻǎ ƻŦ Ƙƻǘ ƘŜǊōŀƭ ǘŜŀ ŦƻǊ 9ŘǿŀǊŘΩǎ ǎƻǊŜ ǘƘǊƻŀǘ ŀƴŘ ŀƴ ŜȄǘǊŀǾŀƎŀƴǘƭȅ ƭŀǊƎŜ ƎǊƛƭƭŜŘ 
ǎŀƴŘǿƛŎƘΧ Ƨǳǎǘ ƛƴ ŎŀǎŜ ǘƘŜ ǎƻǳǇ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŜƴƻǳƎƘ ǘƻ Ŧƛƭƭ ƘƛƳ ǳǇΦ ¢Ƙƛǎ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜ ƻƴƭȅ ǘƘƛƴƎ L ƘŀŘΦ L 
ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ŘǊŜǎǎ ǳǇ ŀƴŘ ƛƳǇǊŜǎǎ ƘƛƳ ǿƛǘƘ Ƴȅ ōƻŘȅ ƻǊ ŦƭƛǊǘƛƴƎ ŀōƛƭƛǘƛŜǎΣ ōǳǘ L ŎƻǳƭŘ ŘŜŦƛƴƛǘŜƭȅ ƳŀƪŜ 
him good food. And if it even got a smile out of him, it would be enough for me. 

So I climbed the lattice again, as quietly as possible, thankful I had an hour and a half of sleep 
ǘƻŘŀȅ ŀƴŘ L ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŘƻƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǎǿŀȅƛƴƎ ǘƘƛƴƎ ŀƴȅƳƻǊŜΦ L ƳƛƳƛŎƪŜŘ ƭŀǎǘ ƴƛƎƘǘΩǎ ƳƻǾŜǎ ǇŜǊŦŜŎǘƭȅΣ 
and found myself safely on the balcony at exactly midnight. 

When Edward answered his door, he looked a little better than last night. His hair was still a 
ƳŜǎǎΣ ŀƴŘ ƘŜ ǎǘƛƭƭ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ǎƘŀǾŜŘΣ ōǳǘ Ƙƛǎ ƴƻǎŜ ǿŀǎ Ǉƛƴƪ ƛƴǎǘŜŀŘ ƻŦ ǊŜŘΣ ŀƴŘ Ƙƛǎ ŜȅŜǎ ƭŜǎǎ 
bloodshot, though still had the familiar black circles around them. He gave me my half smile 
and moved out of the way so I could enter. 

Once the door was closed, I made my way to my spot on the sofa and began unloading my care 
ǇŀŎƪŀƎŜΣ ǎǘŀƴŘƛƴƎ ǳǇ ŀƴŘ ǇƭŀŎƛƴƎ ŜŀŎƘ ƛǘŜƳ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ŜƴŘ ƻŦ 9ŘǿŀǊŘΩǎ ōŜŘ ǿƘŜǊŜ L ŀǎǎǳƳŜŘ ƘŜΩŘ 
be eating again before settling back into the lush leather. 

άIƻƭȅ ǎƘƛǘΣ .ŜƭƭŀΦ 5ƛŘ ȅƻǳ ōǊƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǿƘƻƭŜ ƪƛǘŎƘŜƴΚέ IŜ ŎƘǳŎƪƭŜŘ ǿƘƛƭŜ ƘŜ ǇƭƻǇǇŜŘ Řƻǿƴ ƛƴǘƻ 
the center of his bed and began going through all the items. He had lost most of the nasal 
sound, but his voice was still scratchy. 

L ǊƻƭƭŜŘ Ƴȅ ŜȅŜǎΣ ǘƘƻǳƎƘ L ǿŀǎ ŀŘƳƛǘǘŜŘƭȅ ǎƭƛƎƘǘƭȅ ŜƳōŀǊǊŀǎǎŜŘΦ άL ƭƛƪŜ ǘƻ Ŏƻƻƪ ŀǘ ƴƛƎƘǘ ǿƘŜƴ LΩƳ 
ōƻǊŜŘΦ Lǘ ƪŜŜǇǎ ƳŜ ōǳǎȅΦ .ŜǘǘŜǊ ǘƻ ōǊƛƴƎ ƛǘ ǘƻ ȅƻǳ ǘƘŀƴ ƭŜǘ ƛǘ ǎǇƻƛƭΦέ L ǎƘǊǳƎƎŜŘΣ ǘǊȅƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƳŀƪŜ ƛǘ 
seem like I had nothing better to do with my time. Which was completely true. 

.ǳǘ 9ŘǿŀǊŘΩǎ ŀǘǘŜƴǘƛƻƴ ǿŀǎ ŀƭǊŜŀŘȅ ƎƻƴŜ ŀǎ ƘŜ ōŜƎŀƴ ǘƻ Ŝŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǎƻǳǇ ŀƴŘ ǎŀƴŘǿƛŎƘ ǿƛǘƘ ŀƴ 
unbridled enthusiasm that completely erased all the bitterness I had been harboring earlier in 
the day. He starteŘ ƘǳƳƳƛƴƎ ƛƴ ŎƻƴǘŜƴǘƳŜƴǘΣ ǘŜƭƭƛƴƎ ƳŜ Ƙƻǿ ŘŜƭƛŎƛƻǳǎ ŜǾŜǊȅǘƘƛƴƎ ǿŀǎΧ ŀƴŘ 
adding in his own choice of rather colorful expletives to emphasize that fact. So I just watched 
him eat with a small smile, letting the pleasure of his enjoyment of something I made for him 
wash over me. Take that, Stanley. 
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She was watching me eat. Normally that shit would make me uneasy, but my girl liked watching 
me eat her food. That much I could tell. And I sure as fuck enjoyed eating it. I had been hungry, 
feeling too shitty to expend the effort necessary to make myself anything. And, fuck, Bella could 
cook. So I just started wolfing it all down, not hiding how much I was enjoying it, and throwing 
ǘƘŜ ƻŎŎŀǎƛƻƴŀƭ ΨIƻƭȅ ŦǳŎƪΩ ƻǳǘ ǘƘŜǊŜΦ 

I felt terrible all day Saturday. I was afraid Bella had been waiting for me out in the gazebo, but 
ǿƘŜƴ L ǿŜƴǘ ƻǳǘ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ōŀƭŎƻƴȅ CǊƛŘŀȅ ƴƛƎƘǘ ƛǘ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ŜƳǇǘȅΦ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ƘŜǊ ǘƻ ǘƘƛƴƪ L Ƨǳǎǘ 
ōƭŜǿ ƘŜǊ ƻŦŦ ƻǊ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎΦ .ǳǘ ǘƘŜ ǘǊǳǘƘ ǿŀǎΧ L ǿŀǎ Ƨǳǎǘ ŦŜŜƭƛƴƎ ƭƛƪŜ ǎƘƛǘΦ 

So when I heard the tap on my balcony door, I had no clue what to think. I answered it half 
ŜȄǇŜŎǘƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ōŜŀǘ ǎƻƳŜƻƴŜΩǎ ŀǎǎΣ ŀƴŘ ŘǊŜŀŘƛƴƎ ƘŀǾƛƴƎ ǘƻ Řƻ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ǎƻ ǇƘȅǎƛŎŀƭƭȅ 
demanding in my current condition. But when I opened the door, there she was. All cookie 
smells, and brown hair, and fucking adorable blushes. She looked so nervous and embarrassed; 
L ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƘŜƭǇ ƛǘ ǿƘŜƴ L ŀǎƪŜŘ ƘŜǊ ƛƴ ǿƛǘƘƻǳǘ ƳǳŎƘ ƘŜǎƛǘŀǘƛƻƴΦ {ƘŜ ƘŀŘ ŀƭǊŜŀŘȅ ōŜŜƴ ƛƴ Ƴȅ 
bedroom before, so I was marginally more comfortable with it. She surprised the shit out of me, 
the way she was concerned about my health and well being. Bella had this whole caring 
maternal side to her that I would have never known existed. My girl wanted to take care of me. 
The thought made me smile. We really were tit for tat. 

And because we were, I was scared shitless she was going to break her neck climbing up at that 
lattice tonight. In fact, it kept me awake just thinking about it. Which was both a good and bad 
thing. But here she sits, completely unscathed, surprising me yet again with her talent for 
scaling three story mansions. 

ά{ƻΣ ǿŜǊŜ ȅƻǳ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǘŜƭƭ ƳŜ ǿƘȅ ȅƻǳ ŀǎƪŜŘ ŀōƻǳǘ WŀǎǇŜǊΩǎ ŦŀǾƻǊƛǘŜ ŎƻƭƻǊΚέ L ŀǎƪŜŘ ōŜŦƻǊŜ 
filling my mouth with another spoonful of soup. I was really curious. I know it had to have 
something to do with Alice. Bella was sitting on the sofa again, across from my bed as I ate. 

άLŦ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǎŎƘƻƻƭ ǘƻƳƻǊǊƻǿΣ ȅƻǳΩƭƭ ǎŜŜΦέ {ƘŜ ǎƳƛǊƪŜŘ ŎƻƴǎǇƛǊŀǘƻǊƛŀƭƭȅΦ L Ǝƻǘ ǘƘŜ ŦŜŜƭƛƴƎ 
ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ŜȄǇƭŀƛƴ ŀƴȅ ŦǳǊǘƘŜǊΣ ǎƻ L ŦƛƎǳǊŜŘ LΩŘ ƭŜǘ ƛǘ ŘǊƻǇ ŀƴŘ ǿŀƛǘ ǇŀǘƛŜƴtly. I nodded, 
ƛƴŘƛŎŀǘƛƴƎ L ǿŀǎ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǎŎƘƻƻƭ ǘƻƳƻǊǊƻǿΦ L ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŦŜŜƭƛƴƎ ŎƻƳǇƭŜǘŜƭȅ ǳǇ ǘƻ ƛǘΣ ōǳǘ ǎǘŀȅƛƴƎ ƛƴ 
this house all day was boring as fuck. 

Once I was done with my midnight meal, I felt fully satiated, and the herbal tea soothed my 
throat more thŀƴ LΩŘ ŜȄǇŜŎǘŜŘΦ ²Ŝ ǎŜǘǘƭŜŘ ƛƴǘƻ Ŝŀǎȅ ŎƻƴǾŜǊǎŀǘƛƻƴ ŀŦǘŜǊ ǘƘŀǘΣ ƳǳŎƘ ƭƛƪŜ ǿŜ ŘƛŘ 



 
 

82 

last night. MY room was more comfortable than the gazebo. It was also warmer, and dryer, and 
ōǊƛƎƘǘ ŜƴƻǳƎƘ ŦƻǊ ƳŜ ǘƻ ǎƪŜǘŎƘ ǿƘƛƭŜ L ǿŀǎ ǘŀƭƪƛƴƎΧ ǿƘƛŎƘ L ǿŀǎ ƘƻǇƛƴƎ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǊǳŘŜ of me; if it 
was, she never made any acknowledgment of it. Bella looked like she was slowly becoming 
more comfortable in her little niche on my sofa. She was tense at first, I assume at being in a 
ǘŜŜƴŀƎŜ ōƻȅΩǎ ōŜŘǊƻƻƳ ŀƭƻƴŜ ǿƛǘƘ ƘƛƳ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƳƛŘŘƭŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƴight. That was why I made sure to 
ǎǘŀȅ Ǉǳǘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƳƛŘŘƭŜ ƻŦ Ƴȅ ōŜŘΦ L ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ōŜ ŦǳŎƪƛƴƎ ǳǇ ǘƘƛǎ ǿŜŜƪΦ ¢ƘŜ ǊǳƭŜǎ ǿŜǊŜ ƛƴ Ŧǳƭƭ 
effect. 

Bella was the only girl that I had ever let into my bedroom. Even the couple of times I fucked 
around with girls, it was always in the Volvo. Both experiences the result of two different, very 
weird nights hanging out with Jazz. 

.ŜƭƭŀΩǎ ƘǳƳƳƛƴƎ ǇǳƭƭŜŘ ƳŜ ŦǊƻƳ Ƴȅ ƳŜƳƻǊƛŜǎΦ ²ƘŜƴ L ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ǳǇ ŦǊƻƳ Ƴȅ ǎƪŜǘŎƘ ōƻƻƪΣ ǎƘŜ 
had her head rested on the back of the couch, eyes closed, with a tiny smile flirting at the 
corner of her lips. She looked almost as peaceful in that moment as she did sleeping; one hand 
playing with a long strand of her hair that was almost long enough to touch her lap, the other 
holding onto my iPod, resting on the leather beside her, while the long white ear bud wire 
climbed up her lap, disappearing behind her hair. Her humming was soft and soothing. More so 
ǘƘŀƴ ƘŜǊ ǎƴƻǊƛƴƎΦ .ǳǘ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǎŀȅ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎΣ Ƨǳǎǘ ǎƳƛƭŜŘ ŀƴŘ ƪŜǇǘ ǎƪŜǘŎƘƛƴƎΦ 

άL ǘƘƛƴƪ 9ǎƳŜ ƳƛƎƘǘ ŀǎƪ 5ǊΦ /ǳƭƭŜƴ ƻǾŜǊ ŦƻǊ ¢ƘŀƴƪǎƎƛǾƛƴƎΦέ .Ŝƭƭŀ ǎŀƛŘ ƛƴ ŀ ǎƻŦǘ ǾƻƛŎŜΦ IŜǊ ŜȅŜǎ 
were open now, but her head was still resting on the back of the couch. I was pretty sure her 
Aunt had a little crush on Daddy C., but that seemed to happen a lot with women his age. In 
factΣ ǘƘŜ ǊŜŀǎƻƴ ƘŜ ƘŀǘŜǎ ǘƘŜ ƴŀƳŜ 5ŀŘŘȅ /Φ ƛǎ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ƛǘΩǎ ǿƘŀǘ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ Ƙƛǎ ǎǘŀƭƪŜǊ ƴǳǊǎŜǎ ǳǎŜŘ 
ǘƻ Ŏŀƭƭ ƘƛƳΦ !ƭƭ L ƘŀŘ ǘƻ ǿŀǎ ƘŜŀǊ ƛǘ ƻƴŎŜΦ LΩŘ ƴŜǾŜǊ ƭŜǘ ƘƛƳ ƭƛǾŜ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƘƛǘ ŘƻǿƴΦ 

ά{ƘŜ ŘƛŘ ǘƘŜ ǎŀƳŜ ǘƘƛƴƎ ƭŀǎǘ ȅŜŀǊΦ IŜΩƭƭ Řƻ ƛǘΦ CǳŎƪŜǊ ŎŀƴΩǘ ǊŜǎƛǎǘ ƎƻƻŘ ǇƻǳƭǘǊȅΦέ L ǎƘǊǳƎƎŜŘ ŀƴŘ 
continued my sketch. Emmett went with Carlisle last year, but I stayed put in my room. No 
fucking way I was stepping into the Brandon House of Pain. 

ά²ƛƭƭ ȅƻǳ ŎƻƳŜΚέ ǎƘŜ ŀǎƪŜŘ ƛƴ ŀ ƘƻǇŜŦǳƭ ǘƻƴŜΦ L ǎǘƻǇǇŜŘ Ƴȅ ǇŜƴŎƛƭ ƳƛŘ ǎǘǊƻƪŜΦ ²ƻǳƭŘ L ŎƻƳŜ? 
Three hours sitting across the table from Brandon glaring at me. Three hours watching Em stuff 
his face like a grizzly coming out of hibernation. Three hours avoiding Bella even more so than I 
would at school. Three hours probably eating the best goddamn ǘǳǊƪŜȅ ƛƴ ²ŀǎƘƛƴƎǘƻƴΧ ƛŦ .Ŝƭƭŀ 
was cooking. And she probably was. 

ά¸ŜŀƘΣ L ŎŀƴΩǘ ǊŜǎƛǎǘ ƎƻƻŘ ǇƻǳƭǘǊȅ ŜƛǘƘŜǊΦέ L ƳǳƳōƭŜŘ ǊƻƭƭƛƴƎ Ƴȅ ŜȅŜǎΦ {ƘŜ ƭƛŦǘŜŘ ƻƴŜ ŎƻǊƴŜǊ ƻŦ 
her mouth up into a wry smile and closed her eyes again. This girl is going to be the death of 
me. 

× 

Bella left that morning at the same time as usual, sending me a smile and wave as she slipped 
ƻǳǘ ǘƻ ōŀƭŎƻƴȅΦ L ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ǎƭŜǇǘ ƳǳŎƘ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƘŜ ǿŜŜƪŜƴŘΦ 5ŀŘŘȅ /Φ ƻƴƭȅ ƎŀǾŜ ƳŜ ǘƘŜ ŎƻƭŘ ƳŜŘƛŎƛƴŜ 
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for the daytime, so I was able to stay awake easier. I knew LΩŘ Ǉŀȅ ŦƻǊ ƛǘΦ 9ȄǇŜǊƛŜƴŎŜ ǘƻƭŘ ƳŜ ǘƘŀǘ 
ǿƘŜƴ L ŘƛŘ ƎŜǘ ǘƻ ǎƭŜŜǇΣ ƛǘ ǿƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ƭƻƴƎ ŀƴŘ ƘŀǊŘΧ ŀƴŘ ǾƛǾƛŘΦ 

After a ridiculously hot shower, I left for school with the bag of cookies my girl made me. A 
glance at the bag on the way out the door showed me they were Bittersweet Butterscotch. I 
smiled as I walked towards the Volvo. I always loved those crazy names she gave her cookies. It 
was so fucking quirky. 

Jazz was waiting as patient as ever on his curb when I pulled up. I was still doing the sniffling 
deal, but without all the projectile sneezing. 

άDŜǘ Ƴȅ ŀǎǎ ǎƛŎƪΣ ŀƴŘ LΩƳ ŎŀƭƭƛƴƎ {ǘŀƴƭŜȅ ǘƻ ǘŜƭƭ ƘŜǊ ȅƻǳ ƴŜŜŘ ŀ ǎǇƻƴƎŜ ōŀǘƘΣ ŦǳŎƪŜǊΦέ WŀǎǇŜǊ 
exclaimed as he entered the car, slamming the door behind him. I shuddered and sent him a 
very pointed look. Not fucking cool. 

IŜ ƭŀǳƎƘŜŘ ŀƴŘ Ǉǳǘ Ƙƛǎ ƘŀƴŘǎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŀƛǊΦ άWǳǎǘ ǎŀȅƛƴΩΣ ƳŀƴΦέ 

I kept driving with a sour look on my face. Jazz was the whole reason that The Ghosts of Bad 
Fucks Past even existed in the first place. 

IŜ ǿŀǎ ǘǊȅƛƴƎ ǘƻ ΨōǊŜŀƪ ƳŜ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ Ƴȅ ǎƘŜƭƭΩ ƭŀǎǘ ȅŜŀǊΦ That entire eight month stretch gave me 
most of the awful reputation I have in this town. He would find the craziest party possible and 
drag me to it, offering me up to the local brainless skanks, while they shoved their cleavage, 
and every drug possible into my face. I did plenty of stupid shit thanks to Jazz and his party 
ǊǳƴǎΦ [ƛƪŜ ŎƻƪŜΧ ŀƴŘ {ǘŀƴƭŜȅΧ ŀƴŘ ŎƻƪŜ ƻŦŦ ƻŦ {ǘŀƴƭŜȅΦ L ǿŀǎ ƴŜǿΣ ŀƴŘ ƛƳǇǳƭǎƛǾŜΣ ŀƴŘ ƭƻƻƪƛƴƎ 
for a good drug to keep me awake. So they happily obliged. 

As a result, I lost my virginity to Lauren Mallory in the very seat Jasper was currently occupying 
ǘƘŜ ŦƛǊǎǘ Řŀȅ ƻŦ ǎƻǇƘƻƳƻǊŜ ȅŜŀǊΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǎƻ ōŀŘΦ aŀƭƭƻǊȅ ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘƻƻŘ ƛǘ ŦƻǊ ǿƘŀǘ ƛǘ ǿŀǎΦ Wǳǎǘ ŀ 
ŦǳŎƪΦ {ƘŜ ƴŜǾŜǊ ǎǇƻƪŜ ǘƻ ƳŜ ŀƎŀƛƴΣ ǿƘƛŎƘ ǿŀǎ ƎƻƻŘΧ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ǎƘŜ ƘŀŘ ƴƻǘƘƛƴƎ ƛƴǘŜǊŜǎǘƛƴƎ ǘƻ 
say anyways. The whole ease of that situation gave me a very false sense of security when I 
ended up fucking that sick Stanley bitch in the back seat five months later. Needless to say, that 
entire experience sobered me the fuck up. I never touched the powder again. Or Stanley. And 
ŀŦǘŜǊ ŎƻƴǾƛƴŎƛƴƎ WŀȊȊ ǘƘŀǘ .ǊŀƴŘƻƴ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ Ǝƻ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ŘǊǳƎƎƛŜ ǘȅǇŜΣ ƘŜ ǎǘƻǇǇŜŘ ƳŀƪƛƴƎ ƳŜ Ǝƻ 
out, opting instead to stay home weekends, praying Rose would have a sleepover. 

And that was fine by me. I was far more content sitting in my bedroom talking to Bella about 
nothing and everything all at the same time. She was definitely my new drug of choice. Only 
ǘƘƛǎ ŘǊǳƎ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƎŜǘ ƳŜ ŀǊǊŜǎǘŜŘ ƛŦ .ǊŀƴŘƻƴ ŦƻǳƴŘ ƻǳǘ ŀōƻǳǘ ƛǘΦ IƻǇŜŦǳƭƭȅΧ 

άIƻƭȅ ŦǳŎƪƛƴƎ ǎƘƛǘΧέ WŀǎǇŜǊ ōǊŜŀǘƘŜŘ ƛƴ ŀ ŘŀȊŜŘ ǾƻƛŎŜ while I pulled into my usual parking 
ǎǇŀŎŜΦ L ŦƻƭƭƻǿŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ƎŀȊŜ ǘƻ .ǊŀƴŘƻƴΩǎ tƻǊǎŎƘŜΣ ǿƘŜǊŜ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎ Ƨǳǎǘ ŎƭƻǎƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ŘƻƻǊ ŀŦǘŜǊ 
climbing out. My jaw dropped open. Bella was good. Fucking master orchestrator. There 
Brandon stood in the parking lot, all black cropped hair, skimpy jean skirt, and shameless 
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ŎƭŜŀǾŀƎŜΣ ǿŜŀǊƛƴƎ WŀȊȊΩǎ ŦŀǾƻǊƛǘŜ ŎƻƭƻǊ ŀƭƭ ƻǾŜǊ ƘŜǊ ƭŜƎǎ ŀƴŘ ŎƘŜǎǘΦ CǳŎƪΣ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ almost enough to 
get me hard. And that was saying an awful fucking lot. 

I chuckled and stepped out of the Volvo, leaving Jazz sitting in the car with a book covering his 
lap. 

× 

.ȅ ǘƘŜ ǘƛƳŜ ƭǳƴŎƘ ŎŀƳŜΣ WŀȊȊ ǿŀǎ ǿŜŀǊƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǘŜƴǎŜǎǘ ƭƻƻƪ LΩǾŜ ŜǾŜǊ ǎŜŜƴ ƻƴ Ƙƛǎ ǳǎǳŀƭƭȅ ŎŀƭƳ 
ŦŀŎŜΦ L ǘƻƻƪ Ƴȅ ǎŜŀǘ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǘŀōƭŜ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ǎƳƛǊƪΦ ²Ƙȅ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƘŜ Ƨǳǎǘ Řƻ ƛǘ ŀƭǊŜŀŘȅΚ ²Ƙŀǘ ǘƘŜ ŦǳŎƪ 
was he waiting for? Death by hard on? 

He noticed the exasperated eye roll I gave him, and sent me a pointed look. We had 
conversations like this often, both too afraid of saying too much about something that the 
other had no business knowing. The look he was sending me said, 5ƻƴΩǘ ȅƻǳ ŦǳŎƪƛƴƎ ǎǘŀǊǘ ǿƛǘƘ 
me. {ƻ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘΦ Lǘ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǇǇŜƴ ŜǾŜƴǘǳŀƭƭȅΦ ¢ƘŜǊŜΩǎ ƻƴƭȅ ǎƻ ƳǳŎƘ ǎƘƛǘ Ƙƛǎ ƭƛōƛŘƻ ŎƻǳƭŘ ǘŀƪŜΦ 

I fished my bag of Bittersweet Butterscotch cookiesout, remembering the feeling I got when I 
had to eat that disgusting excuse for pizza while I watched Bella enjoy her cookies, and started 
eating them with a contented sigh. 

But that was where I fucked up, because Jazz was eyeing my Ziploc bag with an unacceptable 
amount of curiosity. He quirked an eyebrow at me, and I stopped chewing. I figured I could lie 
ǘƻ ƘƛƳ ŀƴŘ ǘŜƭƭ ƘƛƳ 9ǎƳŜ ƎŀǾŜ ƳŜ ǘƘŜ ŎƻƻƪƛŜǎΣ ōǳǘ ƘŜΩŘ ƴŜǾŜǊ ōŜƭƛŜǾŜ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƘƛǘΦ {ƻ L ǊŜǘǳǊƴŜŘ 
the look he had just given me. 

Let it go. 

!ƴŘ ǊŜƭǳŎǘŀƴǘƭȅΣ ƘŜ ŘƛŘΦ .ŜŎŀǳǎŜ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ Ƙƻǿ ǿŜ ǿƻǊƪŜŘΦ {ƻ L ƪŜǇǘ ŜŀǘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ŦǳŎƪƛƴƎ ǿƻƴŘŜǊŦǳl 
cookies, occasionally swiping the crumbs off my leather jacket, glad that Jazz knew when to 
keep his mouth shut. He learned his lesson last year. 
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Chapter 8. Triple Toffee Twilight  
 

 

 
 
Esme wasted no time. When Carlisle arrived home from work he called both Emmett and I into 
Ƙƛǎ ƻŦŦƛŎŜΦ L ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǎǳǊǇǊƛǎŜŘ ǿƘŜƴ ƘŜ ŀǎƪŜŘ ǳǎ ƛŦ ǿŜ ǿŀƴǘŜŘ ǘƻ Ǝƻ ƻǾŜǊ ŦƻǊ ¢ƘŀƴƪǎƎƛǾƛƴƎ ŘƛƴƴŜǊ 
the next day. But they were both very surprised to learn I was accepting the invitation. Luckily, 
they both kept their mouths shut. 

Righǘ ŀǎ L ǿŀǎ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƻ ƭƛŦǘ Ƴȅ ǎƭŜŜǇȅΣ ǎƴƛŦŦƭƛƴƎ ŀǎǎ ƻŦŦ ǘƘŜ ŎƘŀƛǊ ŀŎǊƻǎǎ ŦǊƻƳ /ŀǊƭƛǎƭŜΩǎ ŘŜǎƪΣ ƘŜ 
made us both sit back down. I slumped back into the leather and quirked an eyebrow at him. 
His eyes got tense around the edges for a moment as he removed his glasses. 

ά9ǎƳŜΩǎ ƴƛŜŎŜ Ƨǳǎǘ ƳƻǾŜŘ ƘŜǊŜ ŦǊƻƳ tƘƻŜƴƛȄΦέ IŜ ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘΣ ŦƻǊ ǎƻƳŜ ǊŜŀǎƻƴ ƻƴƭȅ ƭƻƻƪƛƴƎ ŀǘ ƳŜΦ 
ά¸ƻǳ ǇǊƻōŀōƭȅ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ƘŜǊ ŀǎ ǿŜƭƭ ŀǎ Emmett ŘƻŜǎΣ 9ŘǿŀǊŘΦ .ǳǘΧ ȅƻǳ Ƴǳǎǘ ōŜ ǾŜǊȅ ŎŀǊŜŦǳƭ 
ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ƘŜǊΦέ L ƴŜŀǊƭȅ ǎƴƻǊǘŜŘΦ 5ƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ƘŜǊ ŀǎ ǿŜƭƭ ŀǎ Emmett? If you only knew. But I had to 
ƪŜŜǇ ǳǇ ǘƘŜ ŎƘŀǊŀŘŜΣ ǎƻ L Ǉǳǘ ƻƴ ŀƴ ƛƴƴƻŎŜƴǘ ƭƻƻƪ ƻŦ ŎǳǊƛƻǎƛǘȅΦ ά{ƘŜΩǎ ǾŜǊȅ ǳƴŎƻƳŦƻǊǘŀōƭŜ 
ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ǇŜƻǇƭŜΣ ŀƴŘ ǎƘŜ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ƭƛƪŜ ōŜƛƴƎ ǘƻǳŎƘŜŘΦέ IŜ ŦǊƻǿƴŜŘΦ L ŀƭƳƻǎǘ ǎƴƻǊǘŜŘ ŀƎŀƛƴΦ .ǳǘ L 
ŎƻǳƭŘ ŀǇǇǊŜŎƛŀǘŜ Ƙƛǎ ŎƻƳǇŀǎǎƛƻƴ ŦƻǊ ƘŜǊΧ situation, so I just nodded in understanding and went 
ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ Ƴȅ ǊƻƻƳ ǘƻ ǿŀƛǘ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ǾŜǊȅ ƎƛǊƭ ǘƘŀǘ ΨL ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ŀǎ ǿŜƭƭ ŀǎ EmmettΩΦ 

L ǘƻƻƪ ƳƻǊŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŎƻƭŘ ƳŜŘƛŎƛƴŜΣ ŜǾŜƴ ǘƘƻǳƎƘ L ǇǊƻōŀōƭȅ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƴŜŜŘ ƛǘ ŀƴȅƳƻǊŜΦ Lǘ ƪŜǇǘ ƳŜ 
alert enough to just barely function. I probably had a total of four hours of sleep since I got sick. 
It was really wearing me down. I even tried going back to sleep Saturday after I woke up from 
ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ŘǊŜŀƳΦ .ǳǘ L Ƨǳǎǘ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ Řƻ ƛǘΦ L ŎƻǳƭŘ ŦŜŜƭ Ƴȅ ōǊŀƛƴ ǘǳǊƴƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƳǳǎƘΦ ¢ƘƛƴƎǎ were 
getting harder to remember, and I even forgot an entire Trigonometry class today. I had only 
had that happen a few other times before. I was pushing my limits. It was fucked up, and 
stupid, and there was absolutely nothing I could do about it. 

I was tired. And not just sleepy tired. Tired of being tired. Tired of constantly straddling the line 
between reality and unconsciousness and never being able to fully experience either one. I 
would give anything to just feel normal again. To be able to walk somewhere and have the 
ability to actually fucking register everything that was going on around me. I was tired. And 
ŎƻƳǇƭŜǘŜƭȅ ŦǳŎƪƛƴƎ ǘŜǊǊƛŦƛŜŘ ǘƘŀǘ LΩŘ ƴŜǾŜǊ ƎŜǘ ǘƘŜ ŎƘŀƴŎŜ ǘƻ ƪƴƻǿ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ ŘƛŦŦŜǊŜƴǘΦ 

× 
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L ŎƭŜŀƴŜŘ Ƴȅ ǊƻƻƳ ǘƻƴƛƎƘǘΦ Lǘ ƪŜǇǘ ƳŜ ōǳǎȅ ŀƴŘ ƘƻǇŜŦǳƭƭȅ ǿƻǳƭŘ ŀǎǎǳǊŜ .Ŝƭƭŀ L ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŀ 
complete fucking pig. Even though I probably was. She came at exactly midnight like always. I 
never heard her coming up the house. She would make an excellent juvenile delinquent. She 
certainly dressed the part in her usual black jeans and hoodie. 

But the clothes were always the last thing I noticed about Bella. I could see it wearing her down 
ǘƻƻΦ {ƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ Ƨǳǎǘ ƘŀǾŜ ŎƛǊŎƭŜǎ ǳƴŘŜǊ ŜȅŜǎΦ ¢ƘŜȅ ǿŜǊŜ ōŀƎǎΦ {ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ǇǳǎƘƛƴƎ it too, I could tell. 
Her eyelids were in a constant state of half closed. She was straddling the line right along with 
me. I almost wanted to offer her some cold medicine, and then noticed she brought her own 
thermos tonight. Coffee, I assumed. For the third time today I had to bite back a snort. 

She emptied her bag like last night and settled into her spot, reaching for my iPod which I left 
on the sofa for her. I like to think I got her hooked on music. It was something that was 
essential to my existenceΦ L ƴƻǘƛŎŜŘ ǎƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ōǊƛƴƎ ǎƻǳǇ ǘƘƛǎ ǘƛƳŜΦ ¢ŀƪƛƴƎ Ƴȅ ǎǇƻǘ ƛƴ ōŜŘΣ L 
opened a large container of what appeared to be pasta. The smell of it almost knocked me 
over. Exquisite was an understatement. I ate with no inhibitions, just the way my girl liked me 
tƻΦ {ƘŜΩŘ ƭŜǘ ƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ƻŎŎŀǎƛƻƴŀƭ ƭŜǘƘŀǊƎƛŎ ŎƘǳŎƪƭŜΣ ŀƳǳǎŜŘ ōȅ Ƴȅ ŀǇǇŜǘƛǘŜΦ 

άIŜȅΧέ L ŎƘƛŘŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ƳƻǳǘƘ Ŧǳƭƭ ƻŦ ƴƻƻŘƭŜǎΦ ά5ƻƴΩǘ ŦǳŎƪƛƴƎ ƭŀǳƎƘ ŀǘ ƳŜΣ LΩƳ ŀ ƎǊƻǿƛƴƎ 
ǘŜŜƴŀƎŜǊΦέ L ƎƭŀǊŜŘΣ ŦŜƛƎƴƛƴƎ ƻŦŦŜƴǎŜ ŀǘ ƘŜǊ ŀƳǳǎŜƳŜƴǘΣ ǿƘƛŎƘ ƳŀŘŜ ƘŜǊ ŎƘǳŎƪƭŜ ŜǾŜƴ ƭƻǳŘŜǊΦ 
Then she leaned down and started unlacing her shoes to remove them. I cocked my head to the 
side, wondering if that bothered me, and finding no reason as to why it should. 

Once she had her shoes off, she placed them neatly at her feet, and brought her knees up to 
ƘŜǊ ŎƘŜǎǘ ŀƴŘ ƘǳƎƎŜŘ ǘƘŜƳΦ ά{ƻ ǿƘŀǘΩǎ ȅƻǳǊ ŦŀǾƻǊƛǘŜ ǘƘƛƴƎ ǘƻ Ŝŀǘ ŀǘ ¢ƘŀƴƪǎƎƛǾƛƴƎΚέ ǎƘŜ ŀǎƪŜŘ 
ǉǳƛŜǘƭȅΦ ¢ƘŀƴƪǎƎƛǾƛƴƎ ǿŀǎ ƻƴƭȅ ǘƻƳƻǊǊƻǿΧ ƻǊ ǘƻŘŀȅ ǘŜŎƘƴƛŎŀƭƭȅΣ ǎƻ L ŎƻǳƭŘ Ƨǳǎǘ ƛƳŀƎƛƴŜ Ƴȅ ƎƛǊƭ 
putting together a whole menu. 

άIƳƳΧέ L ƳǳǎŜŘΣ ǘƘƛƴƪƛƴƎ ƻǾŜǊ Ƙer question and twirling a lump of pasta around my fork. I 
ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ƘŀŘ ŀ ǊŜŀƭ ¢ƘŀƴƪǎƎƛǾƛƴƎ ƛƴ ǎƻ ƭƻƴƎΣ ŀƴŘ L ǿŀǎ ǎƻ ǘƛǊŜŘ L ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ 
ǘǊŀŘƛǘƛƻƴŀƭ ŘƛǎƘŜǎΦ .ǳǘ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŦŜŜƭ ƭƛƪŜ ōǳǊŘŜƴƛƴƎ Ƴȅ ƎƛǊƭ ǿƛǘƘ ŜƛǘƘŜǊ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ ǘƘƻǎŜ ŘƛǎǘǳǊōƛƴƎ 
facǘǎΣ ǎƻ L ŘŜŎƛŘŜŘ ǘƻ ǎǘǊƻƪŜ ƘŜǊ ŜƎƻ ƛƴǎǘŜŀŘΦ ά5ƻŜǎƴΩǘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ƳŀǘǘŜǊΦ !ƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ ȅƻǳ ƳŀƪŜ ǿƛƭƭ ōŜ 
ōŜǘǘŜǊ ǘƘŀƴ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŀǘ ƻǘƘŜǊ ǎƘƛǘΦέ L ǎƘǊǳƎƎŜŘ ŀƴŘ ǇƻǇǇŜŘ ǘƘŜ ŦƻǊƪ Ŧǳƭƭ ƻŦ Ǉŀǎǘŀ ƛƴǘƻ Ƴȅ ƳƻǳǘƘΦ 

That comment made her smile. A real smile that reached her eyes. Which was rare to see from 
.ŜƭƭŀΦ ¦ǎǳŀƭƭȅ ƛǘΩŘ ōŜ ŀ ƘŀƭŦ ǎƳƛƭŜΣ ƻǊ ŀ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ƎǊƛƴΣ ƻǊ ŀ ǘŜƴǎŜ ŀƭƳƻǎǘ-smile that she put too much 
effort behind. I suppose we were alike in that way too. But all too soon her smile turned into a 
yawn so big and deep it made her eyes tear up a bit. She snatched the coffee off the floor and 
began drinking it greedily. And because yawns were weirdly infectious, I had to yawn too, which 
just amplified my drowsiness. 

I plunged us into a deep conversation after that, desperate to engage our minds in anything 
else but sleep. I asked her about what happened in Trig today. We had the same curriculum, 
just different hours. She proceeded to reach into the depths of her own failing memory for 
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ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƘŜ ƭŜŀǊƴŜŘΦ ²ƘƛŎƘΣ ǎŀŘƭȅΣ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ Ƴǳch. Then we talked about a Bio project 
that was coming up next month. We joked about the stripper uniform Brandon was wearing 
ǘƘŀǘ ŘŀȅΦ {ƘŜ ǘƻƭŘ ƳŜ ŀōƻǳǘ ƘŜǊ ƻƭŘ ǘǊǳŎƪ ƛƴ tƘƻŜƴƛȄΣ ŀƴŘ L ǘƻƭŘ ƘŜǊ ŀōƻǳǘ Ƴȅ ±ƻƭǾƻΧ ƻƳƛǘǘƛƴƎ 
the parts about Mallory and Stanley of course. Bella told me about all the things she was 
making for dinner that day, and I would ask her specifics to keep her mind occupied. 

When five thirty finally rolled around, Bella was out of coffee, and my packet of cold medicine 
was gone. I was worried about staying awake today because we had no school due to the 
holiday. I knew Bella would make it though. Cooking always kept her awake. 

I watched her closely as she trudged out the glass door wearing her bag on her back, inspecting 
her steps for any sway that might make the climb down too dangerous, but her steps never 
faltered, so I let her do her thing. I still peeked out the curtains though to make sure she made 
it next door safely. Which she did. 

So I made my way to the bathroom connected to my room, and took a very cold shower. As 
soon as the ice cold water hit my skin, every cell in me woke up. I tensed against the frigid 
ǘŜƳǇŜǊŀǘǳǊŜΣ ōǳǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŦƭƛƴŎƘ ƻǊ ƳƻǾŜ ŀǿŀȅ ŦǊƻƳ ƛǘΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ L ǿŀǎ ǳǎŜŘ ǘƻ ŘƻƛƴƎ 
when it got bad like this. And I had to stay awake today. When I was satisfied I was clean and 
completely alert, I stepped out of the shower door with my teeth chattering, and praying it 
ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƳŀƪŜ Ƴȅ ŎƻƭŘ ŦƭŀǊŜ ōŀŎƪ ǳǇΦ 

L ŦƛƎǳǊŜŘ 5ŀŘŘȅ /Φ ǿƻǳƭŘ ǿŀƴǘ ƳŜ ǘƻ ōŜ ΨǇǊŜǎŜƴǘŀōƭŜΩΣ ǎƻ L ǎƘŀǾŜŘ ƻŦŦ ŀƭl the thick stubble that 
ƘŀŘ ŀŎŎǳƳǳƭŀǘŜŘ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƘŜ ǿŜŜƪŜƴŘΦ L ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŘǊŜǎǎƛƴƎ ǳǇ ƻǊ ŀƴȅ ǎǘǳǇƛŘ ǎƘƛǘΦ IŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ ƪƛǎǎ Ƴȅ 
ass if he was expecting that. 

In the end, the whole bathroom shebang only took me two hours. Which fucking sucked. 
Because I was already back inside the inviting warmth of my bedroom, glaring at my bed. I let 
ƻǳǘ ŀ ŦǊǳǎǘǊŀǘŜŘ ƎǊƻǿƭ ŀƴŘ ǎƴŀǘŎƘŜŘ Ƴȅ ǎƪŜǘŎƘ ōƻƻƪ ƻŦŦ Ƴȅ ōŜŘΦ L ƪƴŜǿ ƛŦ L ŜǾŜƴ ǘƻǳŎƘŜŘ ƛǘ LΩŘ 
ōŜ ŘŜŀŘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊƭŘΦ {ƻ ƛƴǎǘŜŀŘ L ǘƻƻƪ .ŜƭƭŀΩǎ ǎǇƻǘ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǎƻŦŀΣ ǿƘƛŎƘ ǎǘƛƭƭ ǎƳŜƭƭŜŘ ƭƛƪŜ her. 
Flowers and cookies. I breathed deeply, letting the scent soothe my nerves, and started 
sketching, willing the clock to move faster. 

× 

Lǘ ǿŀǎ Ǉƻǎǎƛōƭȅ ǘƘŜ ƘŀǊŘŜǎǘ Řŀȅ LΩǾŜ ŜǾŜǊ ŜȄǇŜǊƛŜƴŎŜŘ ƛƴ ŀƭƭ Ƴȅ ȅŜŀǊǎ ƻŦ ǎǘŀȅƛƴƎ ŀǿŀƪŜΦ L ǘƻƻƪ 
two more cold showers that afternoon, and came out with the most detailed sketch in the 
history of Edward Cullen artwork. 

I dragged my feet down the stairs, nearly tripping twice, at precisely five-o-clock. Daddy C., 
always the punctual food moocher, was already waiting by the door. He narrowed his eyes at 
my usual casual attire, and I just narrowed mine right back, daring him to say something about 
ƛǘΦ L ƪƴŜǿ ƘŜ Ǝƻǘ ƻŦŦ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǿƘƻƭŜ ΨŦŀƳƛƭȅ ōƻƴŘƛƴƎΩ ǎƘƛǘ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŜ never did, so he backed off and 
said nothing. 



 
 

88 

It was like having tunnel vision when I was this tired. My brain was only absorbing what was 
directly in front of me. I was like a machine, going through all the motions, when there just 
ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŜƴƻǳƎƘ ŜƭŜŎǘǊƛŎƛǘȅ ǘƻ ƳŀƪŜ ƛǘ ǿƻǊƪ ƻƴŜ ƘǳƴŘǊŜŘ ǇŜǊŎŜƴǘΦ 

L ŘƻƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊ Emmett coming up beside me, or us walking out the door, or us walking 
across the yard. It was just another block of time completely lost where my legs moved and my 
eyes blinked, but nothing registered. And suddenly we were walking in the Brandon house. I 
furrowed my brows and shook my head, looking around disoriented, wondering where the fuck 
the last five minutes went, when Esme came up and engulfed me in a big hug that startled me 
into the here and now. Reluctantly, I returned the hug, wrapping my arms around her and 
squeezing her gently. 

Esme was a kind and caring soul full of compassion. She reminded me a lot of Carlisle, which 
was just proven more by her taking Bella in. She also reminded me a little of my own mother, 
which made me both enjoy this hug, and resent it, all at the same time. 

ά¢Ƙŀƴƪ ȅƻǳ ŦƻǊ ƛƴǾƛǘƛƴƎ ǳǎΣ 9ǎƳŜΦέ L ǎƭǳǊǊŜŘ ƻǳǘ ǇƻƭƛǘŜƭȅ ǿƘƛƭŜ ǎƘŜ ǊŜƭŜŀǎŜŘ ƳŜΦ 9ǾŜƴ L ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ 
be a dick to Esme. She made it impossible. She smiled warmly at me before Emmett pulled her 
into his own bear hug, which left her slightly breathless. I looked around the small living room 
she led us into and noticed Brandon on the couch at the far end of the room. I took some 
amusement in the fact she glared at me when I entered. I just smiled at her, because it pissed 
her off, ŀƴŘ ŀƭǎƻ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ L ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ŦƛƴŘ ǘƘŜ ŜƴŜǊƎȅ ǘƻ ōŜ ŀƴƴƻȅŜŘΦ 

Suddenly, I was in the dining room in front of a chair and a ridiculously long table standing next 
to Emmett. I rubbed my forehead and furrowed my brow again. What the fuck? It was like I 
skipped the delusion stages of sleep deprivation and was just heading right into memory loss. 
LŘƭȅΣ L ǿŀǎ ǿƻƴŘŜǊƛƴƎ ƛŦ ǘƘƛǎ ǿƘƻƭŜ ŘƛƴƴŜǊ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŀ ƘŀƭƭǳŎƛƴŀǘƛƻƴΦ L ǿŀǎ ŎƻƳǇƭŜǘŜƭȅ ŘƛǎƻǊƛŜƴǘŜŘΦ L 
slowly lowered myself into the seat next to EmmettΩǎΣ ǿŀǊȅ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŜǾŜƴǘs happening, and 
scared shitless I was going to do something that would make me look insane. 

But then my girl walked in. And the sight of her woke me up minutely. It was the first time I had 
ever seen her without her hoodie on. She was just in a plain white t-shirt, not baggy, but not 
tight either. And I could see her arms for the first time. They were skinny and pale, which I 
ǇǊƻōŀōƭȅ ŜȄǇŜŎǘŜŘΣ ōǳǘ L Ƨǳǎǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŀŎŎǳǎǘƻƳŜŘ ǘƻ ǎŜŜƛƴƎ ǎƻ much of her. The sight of it almost 
felt obscene to me. She nodded a timid hello at Carlisle and took her seat across from me, 
beside Alice; leaving Esme and Carlisle at the two opposite ends of the table. 

She looked almost as tired as I was. Her eyelids were still drooping and purple while she lazily 
licked her lips. She peeked up at me for a second before looking away, back to the large 
steaming turkey I was only just now taking time to notice. I was praying she would take and 
ƘƻƭŘ Ƴȅ ŀǘǘŜƴǘƛƻƴ ōȅ ǎŀȅƛƴƎ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǎƻƳŜƻƴŜ ǎƻ L ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǎǇŀŎŜ ƻǳǘ ŀƎŀƛƴΣ ōǳǘ ǎƘŜ 
remained completely quiet while everyone filled their plates. 
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Suddenly, I was bringing a fork with a piece of turkey on it up to my closed mouth. I froze, my 
fork lingering in mid air, while I furrowed my brow again and looked around. Was I eating? Alice 
was completely ignoring me, and Esme was having a conversation with Carlisle. And EmmettΧ 
well Emmett was doing what Emmett does best and just stuffing his fucking face. But Bella was 
staring right into my eyes. 

 

 

 

 

 

IŜ ǿŀǎ ƧǳǎǘΧ ǎƛǘǘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǎǘŀǊƛƴƎ ŀǘ ƳŜΣ ƭƻƻƪƛƴƎ completely lost with his fork in the air. I had no 
ƛŘŜŀ ǿƘŀǘ ǘƻ ǘƘƛƴƪΦ .ǳǘ ǘƘŜ ƭƻƻƪ ƻƴ Ƙƛǎ ŦŀŎŜ ƻŦΧ ǳǘǘŜǊ ŎƻƴŦǳǎƛƻƴ ǿŀǎ ŀƭŀǊƳƛƴƎΦ ¢ƘŜƴ ƘŜ Ƨǳǎǘ 
cleared the distance between the fork and his mouth, and started eating the turkey slowly 
while still keeping eye contact with me. I furrowed my brow at him, but instead of answering 
the unspoken question, he all of a sudden broke my gaze and started eating quickly. Faster than 
I had ever seen him eat. I wanted to ask him what was going on, because his behavior was 
wƻǊǊȅƛƴƎ ƳŜΦ .ǳǘ ƻŦ ŎƻǳǊǎŜΣ L ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ Řƻ ǘƘŀǘΦ {ƻ L ŎƻƴǘƛƴǳŜŘ ŜŀǘƛƴƎ Ƴȅ ǘǳǊƪŜȅ ŀƴŘ ǎǘǳŦŦƛƴƎΣ 
stealing glances at him every now and again. 

He kept eating like that for twenty minutes. Just cramming food into his mouth as fast as 
possible, and not saying a word to anyone. No one else really seemed to notice. Of course, no 
one else pays attention to Edward quite as much as I do. When his plate was clean, he turned 
his body and let out a few coughs. Slowly, he turned around and shifted towards Dr. Cullen. 

ά/ŀǊƭƛǎƭŜΚέ 9ŘǿŀǊŘ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ ǉǳƛŜǘƭȅΣ ƘŀƭǘƛƴƎ 5ǊΦ /ǳƭƭŜƴΩǎ ŎƻƴǾŜǊǎŀǘƛƻƴ ǿƛǘƘ 9ǎƳŜΦ άLΦΦΦL ŘƻƴΩǘ ƳŜŀƴ 
ǘƻ ōŜ ǊǳŘŜΣ ƘƻƴŜǎǘƭȅΣ ōǳǘ LΩƳΧ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ƴƻǘ ŦŜŜƭƛƴƎ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŜƭƭΦέ IŜ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ǇƭŜŀŘƛƴƎƭȅ ŀǘ 5ǊΦ /ǳƭƭŜƴΦ 

ά¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ŎƻƭŘ ŀƎŀƛƴΣ 9ŘǿŀǊŘΚέ 5ǊΦ /ǳƭƭŜƴ ŦǊƻǿƴŜŘΦ 9ŘǿŀǊŘ ƴƻŘŘŜŘ ƘŜavily returning his frown. 
άhŦ ŎƻǳǊǎŜΣ LΩƳ ǎǳǊŜ 9ǎƳŜ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƳƛƴŘ ƛŦ ȅƻǳ ǿŀƴǘŜŘ ǘƻ Ǝƻ ƘƻƳŜ ŀƴŘ ƎŜǘ ǎƻƳŜ ǊŜǎǘΦέ 5ǊΦ 
Cullen then glanced sideways at Esme. 

άhƘ ƴƻΣ 5ŜŀǊΗ ¸ƻǳ Ǝƻ ŀƘŜŀŘ ŀƴŘ ƎŜǘ ƘƻƳŜ ǎƻ ȅƻǳ Ŏŀƴ ƎŜǘ ōŜǘǘŜǊΦέ 9ǎƳŜ ǎƳƛƭŜŘ ǿŀǊƳƭȅ ŀǘ 
Edward while AliŎŜ ƳǳǘǘŜǊŜŘ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ǳƴŘŜǊ ƘŜǊ ōǊŜŀǘƘ L ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǉǳƛǘŜ ƳŀƪŜ ƻǳǘΦ ¦ƴŀōƭŜ ǘƻ 
stop myself and my protective side when it came to Edward, I lifted my foot and kicked her in 
ǘƘŜ ƭŜƎΦ {ƘŜ ŦƭƛƴŎƘŜŘ ŀ ƭƛǘǘƭŜΣ ōǳǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǎŀȅ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎΣ ƛƴǎǘŜŀŘ ƎƭŀǊƛƴƎ ŀǘ ƘŜǊ ƳŀǎƘŜŘ potatoes. 
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Edward stood up then, and swayed a bit, grasping the back of his seat for support. It was a 
small sway that no one else would have ever noticed, but I knew it all too well. He was tired. 
Too tired. 

ά¢Ƙŀƴƪ ȅƻǳ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ŘƛƴƴŜǊ aǎΦ .ǊŀƴŘƻƴΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎ ŘŜƭƛŎƛƻǳǎΦέ IŜ ǎŀƛŘ ǇƻƭƛǘŜƭȅΣ ǎǇŀǊƛƴƎ ŀ ǇƻƛƴǘŜŘ 
sideways glance at me, forcing a tight smile, and then exiting the dining room. Now I was really 
worried. Edward was confused, possibly disoriented, swaying when he stood, and the most 
alarming change in his behavior by far, he was being polite. 

I ate the rest of my dinner feeling more anxious by the minute. No one really talked to me. Alice 
had plenty of things to discuss with Emmett, and Esme and Carlisle were enjoying their 
conversation about local politicians and property laws. 

I eventually served everyone dessert, wishing that the clock would move faster so I could go see 
Edward and make sure he was okay. Emmett ate an entire pie all by himself, to which I just had 
to smile at him. He shrugged at me and gave me a big grin while Dr. Cullen and Esme stared 
open mouthed in shock at the fact he still had room for anything. 

Esme sent Alice and the men into the living room to watch some sports program while we 
cleared the table. 

άIƻǿ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳ ŘƻƛƴƎΣ ŘŜŀǊΚέ 9ǎƳŜ ǿƘƛspered in my ear while glancing towards the living room. 

L ǊƻƭƭŜŘ Ƴȅ ŜȅŜǎ ŀǘ ƘŜǊΦ άL ǘƻƭŘ ȅƻǳ 9ǎƳŜΣ LΩƳ ŦƛƴŜ ǎǘƻǇ ǿƻǊǊȅƛƴƎ ǎƻ ƳǳŎƘΦέ L ǎƛƎƘŜŘ ŜȄŀǎǇŜǊŀǘŜŘΦ 
She smiled sweetly at me while we took the dishes into the kitchen to wash. 

ά{ƻΣ ǿƘŀǘ Řƻ ȅƻǳ ǘƘƛƴƪ ƻŦ 5ǊΦ /ǳƭƭŜƴΣ .ŜƭƭŀΚέ {ƘŜ ŀǎƪŜŘ ǿƘƛƭŜ L ŘǊƛŜŘ ǘƘŜ ŘƛǎƘŜǎ ŀƴŘ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎƘŜŘΦ 

άIŜΩǎΧέ L ǇŀǳǎŜŘΣ ǘǊȅƛƴƎ ǘƻ ŎƻƳŜ ǳǇ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ǘŜǊƳ ǎǳƛǘŀōƭŜ ŦƻǊ ǎƻƳŜƻƴŜ ƭƛƪŜ 5ǊΦ /ǳƭƭŜƴΦ άIŜ 
ǎŜŜƳǎ ǾŜǊȅ ŎƻƳǇŀǎǎƛƻƴŀǘŜ ŀƴŘ ŎŀǊƛƴƎΦ L ƭƛƪŜ ƘƛƳΦέ L ǎŀƛŘ ǎƛƴŎŜǊŜƭȅ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ǎƳƛƭŜΦ {ƘŜ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ŀ 
little surprised that I surmised such a dramatic opinion after only spending an hour with him. 
But I knew more about him than she could comprehend. He gave Edward a good home. Took 
him away from mean people, and gave him a better life. That says a lot about a person. It was 
impossible for me not to like Dr. Cullen. 

aȅ ŀǇǇǊƻǾŀƭ ǎŜŜƳŜŘ ǘƻ ǇƭŜŀǎŜ 9ǎƳŜ ǉǳƛǘŜ ŀ ōƛǘΦ L ǿŀǎ ǿƻƴŘŜǊƛƴƎ ƛŦ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ƳƻǊŜ ǘƻ ƘŜǊ 
ǊŜƭŀǘƛƻƴǎƘƛǇ ǿƛǘƘ ƘƛƳ ǘƘŀƴ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎ ƭŜǘǘƛƴƎ ƻƴΣ ōǳǘ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǇǊȅΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ Ƴȅ ōǳǎƛƴŜǎǎΦ .ǳǘ L 
secretly hoped there was. They deserved each other. 

Once everything from the evening was cleaned and put away, I had nothing left to keep me 
ƻŎŎǳǇƛŜŘ ŜȄŎŜǇǘ ǘƘŜ ŀƴȄƛŜǘȅ ƻǾŜǊ 9ŘǿŀǊŘΩǎ ǳƴǳǎǳŀƭ ōŜƘŀǾƛƻǊΦ 5ǊΦ /ǳƭƭŜƴ ŀƴŘ Emmett left at six 
thirty, thanking me, Alice, and Esme profusely for the dinner. I lounged on the couch with Alice 
for a while after that. She never questioned me about what happened at the dinner table when 
I kicked her. I was hoping she just assumed I was doing it because she was being rude. 
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I started a batch of cookies to keep me busy. I made Triple Toffee TwilightsΦ !ƭƛŎŜΩǎ ŦŀǾƻǊƛǘŜΦ Lǘ 
ǿŀǎ ŀ ōƛǘ ƻŦ ŀƴ ŀǇƻƭƻƎȅ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ƪƛŎƪΦ ²ƘŜƴ ǘƘŜȅ ǿŜǊŜ ŘƻƴŜΣ L ǎƴǳŎƪ 9ŘǿŀǊŘΩǎ ōŀƎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǎŀŎƪ L 
always took with me, anticipating getting to him. 

At nine-o-clock, both Esme and Alice turned in just as a thunderstorm rolled in, citing 
drowsiness by turkey as their excuses. But I just paced around the kitchen, glancing at the clock 
on the microwave and willing it to move faster to midnight. The rain was pounding furiously at 
the roof of the house, and the thunder rattled the windows every few minutes. By ten, I 
ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǘŀƪŜ ƛǘ ŀƴȅƳƻǊŜΦ L had ǘƻ Ǝƻ ǎŜŜ 9ŘǿŀǊŘΦ {ƻ L ǘƘǊŜǿ Ƴȅ ƘƻƻŘƛŜ ƻƴΣ ŀƴŘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ 
bother bringing my bag or any cookies. I just walked out the door into the thunderstorm. 

5ǊŀǿƛƴƎ ǳǇ Ƴȅ ƘƻƻŘ ǘƻ ǎƘƛŜƭŘ ƳŜ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ǊŀƛƴΣ L ƎƭŀƴŎŜŘ ƻǾŜǊ ŀǘ 9ŘǿŀǊŘΩǎ ǿƛƴŘƻǿ ŀƴŘ ƴƻǘƛŎŜŘ 
the lights were off. His lights were never off at night. I got a sinking feeling in the pit of my 
stomach. Something was wrong. So I quickly stalked with my head down to the back wall of the 
house, careful not to pass any windows on the first floor in fear Dr. Cullen might still be awake. 
The wall was illuminated momentarily by a flash of lightning, so I found a good spot on the 
lattice and began climbing my way up to the balcony. Water was dripping down my face, 
making it difficult to see, and I had to use my hands more than my eyes, but I eventually 
reached the railing and slung my leg over it, nearly slipping off the wet lattice too soon, but 
catching myself and lowering my soaked body onto the balcony safely. 

I spun around, lifting a dripping fist to knock on the dark glass French door, when I heard it. An 
alarm clock. I stood frozen in the rain with my fist suspended in the air. It never went off. 
Finally, I knocked. Louder than I usually did, hoping it would be heard over the thunder and the 
alarm clock inside. Edward never came. 

Dozens of scenarios went through my head. Most of them ending with Edward dead 
somewhere in his room. So in a completely irrational panic, I threw all logic out the window, 
grabbed the doorknob, and pushed the door open. 

¢ƘŜ ŀƭŀǊƳ ŎƭƻŎƪ ǿŀǎ ǎŎǊŜŜŎƘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ Ƴƻǎǘ ƻŦŦŜƴǎƛǾŜ ǎƻǳƴŘ LΩŘ ŜǾŜǊ ƘŜŀǊŘΦ .ǳǘ ǘƘŜ ǊƻƻƳ ǿŀǎ 
completely black. I walked in, cringing at each electronic screech and dripping all over the gold 
ŎŀǊǇŜǘΣ ŀƴŘ ŎƭƻǎŜŘ ǘƘŜ ŘƻƻǊ ōŜƘƛƴŘ ƳŜΦ L ǎǉǳƛƴǘŜŘ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǊƻƻƳ ōǳǘ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƳŀƪŜ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ 
out. 

ά9ŘǿŀǊŘΚέ L ŎƘƻƪŜŘ ƻǳǘΣ Ƴȅ ǾƻƛŎŜ ŎǊŀŎƪƛƴƎ ǿƛǘƘ ŀƴȄƛŜǘȅΦ L ǎǘƻƻŘ ǿŀƛǘƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ ŀ ŦŜǿ ƳƻƳŜƴǘǎΣ ōǳǘ 
I got no answer. I was debating if I should go into the room further. 

¢ƘŜƴ L ƘŜŀǊŘ ŀ ǎƻō ŎƻƳƛƴƎ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ŘƛǊŜŎǘƛƻƴ ƻŦ 9ŘǿŀǊŘΩǎ ōŜŘΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎ ŀ ŘŜŜǇΣ ŀƎƻƴƛȊŜŘ ǎƻōΦ L 
had two conflicting emotions at hearing it. The first was relief that Edward was alive. The 
second was fear that something was wrong. Making up my mind, I slowly and carefully felt my 
way to his bedside table where both a lamp was, and the source of the awful screeching sound, 
ǘƘŀƴƪŦǳƭ ƘŜ ƘŀŘ ŎƭŜŀƴŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ǊƻƻƳ ŀƴŘ L ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǘǊƛǇ ƻǾŜǊ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎΦ ²ƘŜƴ L Ŧƛƴŀƭƭȅ 
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reached the vicinity, I had the help of both the glow from the clock and a random flash of 
lighting to help me spot the lamp. I felt my way up the shade to the switch, and turned it on. 

I gasped when I spotted Edward on the bed. He was sleeping. If you could even call it that. One 
of his hands was fisted into his messy hair, and he had tears streaming down his cheeks, lying 
on his side above the covers still clothed, facing me. But none of that was the worst part. His 
face was twisted in agony and his body was trembling and shuddering. He was dreaming. 

IŜ ƭŜǘ ƻǳǘ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ŎƘƻƪŜŘ ǎƻōΣ ŀƴŘ L ŎƻǳƭŘ ŦŜŜƭ Ƴȅ ŜȅŜǎ ǎǘŀǊǘƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǿŀǘŜǊΦ L ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ōŜŀǊ ǎŜŜƛƴƎ 
ƘƛƳ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘƛǎΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜ ǎŜŎƻƴŘ Ƴƻǎǘ ƘŜŀǊǘōǊŜŀƪƛƴƎ ǎƛƎƘǘ LΩǾŜ ŜǾŜǊ ǿƛǘƴŜǎǎŜŘΤ ǎŜŎƻƴŘ ƻƴƭȅ ǘƻ 
ŦƛƴŘƛƴƎ Ƴȅ ƳƻǘƘŜǊΩǎ ōƻŘȅΦ 

ά9ŘǿŀǊŘΦέ L ŎŀƭƭŜŘ ƘƛƳ ŀƎŀƛƴΣ ƭƻǳŘŜǊΦ .ǳǘ ƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǿŀƪŜ ǳǇΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎ ŀƭƳƻǎǘ ŀǎ ƛŦ ǿƘŀǘŜǾŜǊ ŘǊŜŀƳ 
ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ƛƴ ƘŀŘ ƘƛƳ ǘǊŀǇǇŜŘΦ ά9ŘǿŀǊŘΣ ǿŀƪŜ ǳǇΗέ L ŎǊƛŜŘ ŀƎŀƛƴΦ .ǳǘ L ǎǘƛƭƭ Ǝƻǘ ƴƻ ǊŜǎǇƻƴǎŜΦ L ōŀƭƭŜŘ 
my fists up at my sides while my tears spilled over. 

His pain was mȅ ǇŀƛƴΦ ά9ŘǿŀǊŘΣ ǇƭŜŀǎŜΗέ L ōŜƎƎŜŘ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ŀ ǎƻō ǘƘŀǘ ǿŀǎ ǘŜŀǊƛƴƎ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ Ƴȅ 
chest. But I still got no response from him. He was still crying and shuddering, and he was 
gripping his hair so tightly his knuckles were white. My hands involuntary shot up to my own 
ƘŀƛǊ ŀƴŘ ƎǊŀōōŜŘ ǘǿƻ ŦƛǎǘŦǳƭǎ ǿƘƛƭŜ L ƭŜǘ ƻǳǘ ŀ ƭƻǳŘΣ ŦǊǳǎǘǊŀǘŜŘ ƎǊƻǿƭΦ άDƻŘŘŀƳƴƛǘΣ 9ŘǿŀǊŘΗ 
²ŀƪŜ ǘƘŜ ŦǳŎƪ ǳǇΗέ L ǇƭŜŀŘŜŘ ŀƎŀƛƴ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ Ƴȅ ƻǿƴ ǎƻōǎΦ .ǳǘ L ǎǘƛƭƭ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǊŜŀŎƘ ƘƛƳ ǿƘŜǊŜ 
he was. Frustrated, I let my hair go and brought my hands down to the alarm clock and fumbled 
to turn the screeching off. 

Once the room was silent again, with only the sound of the rain coming down outside and my 
quiet sobs, I realized I was going to have to touch him. Shake him. Slap him. Anything to get him 
out of that dream. 

I heaved out a deep breath to relax my nerves, which was nearly impossible when Edward was 
ŎǊȅƛƴƎ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘŀǘΦ {ƭƻǿƭȅΣ L ǿŀƭƪŜŘ ŎƭƻǎŜǊ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ōŜŘΣ ǿǊƛƴƎƛƴƎ Ƴȅ ƘŀƴŘǎ ƴŜǊǾƻǳǎƭȅΦ IŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ 
within arms reach, his bed was too big. So I lifted a knee to the mattress, and then the other, 
and crawled over to his shaking body. The reality of what touching him could possibly do to me 
just made my cry harder. But I had to stop his pain. 

I lifted a shaking hand tentatively to the fist he had grasping his hair, and tested myself with a 
small poke to his white knuckle. I got a small shock when I touched him, like a spark. It made 
me snap my hand back. But I was okay. No flashes. So I pushed myself further, and slowly eased 
my palm on top of his entire fist. I could still feel a strange electricity. It was different from any 
other touch. But in a good way. I worked to pry his long pale fingers from his hair with that 
hand. He had a good grip on it, but I eventually got all of them loose and lowered his hand to 
the bed, somewhat in awe of my ability to accomplish this sanely. Feeling a little more 
confident, and afraid I might lose whatever was making this possible, I indulged myself in 
something I had been dying to do for days now. I smoothed that lock of hair away from his face. 
!ƴŘ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƭƛŦǘ Ƴȅ ƘŀƴŘ ŀǿŀȅΦ L ŎŀǊŜǎǎŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ǎƻŦǘΣ ƳŜǎǎȅ ƘŀƛǊ ƎƛƴƎŜǊƭȅΦ !ƴŘ ǘƻ Ƴȅ ǎǳǊǇǊƛǎŜΣ ƘŜ 
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relaxed marginally. So I kept doing that. Caressing his hair with my hand, and he relaxed further 
with every stroke. 

I was ecstatic. I was touching him. He was liking it. Drunk on the excitement and confidence 
these revelations gave me, I eased myself down beside him on my side, laying my cheek on the 
ƘŀƴŘ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ǘƻǳŎƘŜŘ ƘƛƳ ȅŜǘΣ ƎŀȊƛƴƎ ŀǘ Ƙƛǎ ŦŀŎŜΣ ŀƴŘ ƪŜǇǘ ǎǘǊƻƪƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ ƘŀƛǊ ǿƛǘƘ Ƴȅ ŦƛƴƎŜǊǎΦ 
Iǘ ǿŀǎ ǎƻƻǘƘƛƴƎ ƘƛƳΣ ōǳǘ ƴƻǘ ŎƻƳǇƭŜǘŜƭȅΦ ¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ǿƘŜƴ 9ŘǿŀǊŘΩǎ ǿƻǊŘǎ ŎŀƳŜ ǘƻ ƳŜΦ ¢Ƙŀǘ ŦƛǊǎǘ 
ƴƛƎƘǘΣ ƻǳǘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƎŀȊŜōƻΣ ƘŜ ǘƻƭŘ ƳŜ Ƙƛǎ ƳƻǘƘŜǊ ǳǎŜŘ ǘƻ ƘǳƳ ǘƻ ƘƛƳ ŜǾŜǊȅ ƴƛƎƘǘΣ ŀƴŘ ƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ 
sleep without it. All the Pretty Little Horses. 

So I started humming the song quietly, still stroking his hair. Edward let out a deep breath and 
stilled. That was it. That was what Edward needed. I kept humming and stroking his hair, and 
eventually all his tears dried up, and his face relaxed completely. He was breathing deep and 
ǎǘŜŀŘȅΦ IŜ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ǇŜŀŎŜŦǳƭΦ LΩƳ ǎǳǊŜ L ƘŀŘ ŀ ƎƻƻŦȅ ǎƳƛƭŜ ƻƴ Ƴȅ ŦŀŎŜΣ ŦŜŜƭƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ ǎƛƭƪȅ ƘŀƛǊ 
beneath my fingertips and humming that little song I learned in fourth grade music class. 

Suddenly, without warning, the hand I pried from his hair lifted up and he put his arm around 
my waist. I froze. 

But I got no flashes. No hyperventilating, no crying, no shaking. Just Edward with his arm 
around my waist and that odd electricity he gave off. So I resumed humming, stroking his hair, 
and bravely, scooted closer to him until I was close enough to feel his breath on my face. I 
ǎƳƛƭŜŘ ǿƛŘŜǊΦ L ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ōŜŜƴ ǘƘƛǎ ŎƭƻǎŜ ǘƻ ŀƴȅƻƴŜ ƛƴ ǎƻ ƭƻƴƎΣ ŀƴŘ ƴŜǾŜǊ ŀƴȅǿƘŜǊŜ near this close 
ǘƻ 9ŘǿŀǊŘΦ IŜ ǘƛƎƘǘŜƴŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ƎǊƛǇ ƻƴ Ƴȅ ǿŀƛǎǘΣ ǇǳƭƭƛƴƎ ƳŜ ǘƻ ƘƛƳΦ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŦǊŜŜȊŜ ǳǇ ǘƘƛǎ ǘƛƳe. 
Instead, I hugged him back with the arm that was stroking his hair, and rested my head on his 
chest. 

Being in Edwards arms felt so safe and warm... and right, I let my eyes flutter closed as I let out 
a contented sigh. I kept humming to him until I fell asleep. And for the first night in over a year, 
L ǎƭŜǇǘ ŀƭƭ ƴƛƎƘǘΦ bƻ ŘǊŜŀƳǎΣ ƴƻ ƳŜƳƻǊƛŜǎΣ ƴƻ ŎƭƻǎŜǘǎΦ Wǳǎǘ ǘƘŜ ǎŀŦŜǘȅ ƻŦ 9ŘǿŀǊŘΩǎ ŀǊƳǎΦ 
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Chapter 9. Shockolate Chip 
 

 

 

 
I was so fucking warm. I was hugging warm. Warm was hugging me. Definitely warm. I took a 
long, deep breath. Something smelled really good. Familiar. I moved closer to the warm and 
nuzzled something soft and silky. The warm smelled really fucking good. Like cookies. And 
ŦƭƻǿŜǊǎΦ !ƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǿŀǊƳ ƳŀŘŜ ǘƘŜ ǎƻŦǘŜǎǘ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ǎƴƻǊƛƴƎ ǎƻǳƴŘΧ 

I gasped, and moved as quickly as I could away from the warm until I was falling, and hitting my 
head against the floor with a very loud thud. I opened one eye, squinting against a very 
offensive bright light, and looked up at my ceiling. Warm. I scrambled up onto my knees and 
came face to face with a very wide eyed Bella. Her hair looked like a haystack, and she was 
wearing that same hoodie. In my bed. Holy Fuck. 

άIƻƭȅ ŦǳŎƪΦέ L ŎǊƻŀƪŜŘΦ aȅ ōǊŀƛƴ ŦƛƭǘŜǊ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǿƻǊƪƛƴƎ ȅŜǘΦ ¢ƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎ .ŜƭƭŀΣ ǎƛǘǘƛƴƎ ǳǇ ƛƴ Ƴȅ ōŜŘΣ 
moutƘ ŦƻǊƳƛƴƎ ŀ ǎǳǊǇǊƛǎŜŘ ΨƻΩΣ ŀƴŘ ƭƻƻƪƛƴƎ ŀ ƭƻǘ ƭƛƪŜ ŀ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ƪƛŘ ǘƘŀǘ Ƨǳǎǘ ŎŀǳƎƘǘ ǎƴŜŀƪƛƴƎ ŀ ǇŜŜƪ 
at the Christmas present stash. What the fuck is she doing in my bed? 

ά²Ƙŀǘ ǘƘŜ ŦǳŎƪ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳ ŘƻƛƴƎ ƛƴ Ƴȅ ōŜŘΚέ L ŎǊƻŀƪŜŘ ŀƎŀƛƴΦ ¢Ƙŀǘ ƎƻŘŘŀƳƴ ōǊŀƛƴ ŦƛƭǘŜǊΣ ǎǘƛƭƭ M.I.A. 

Her face grew bright red, and then her eyes brimmed with tears. She was blinking against them, 
but I was frozen. Utterly fucking confused and lost as to how Bella got into my bed. Without 
warning, Bella shot up out of the bed and began scrambling her way to the balcony door. What 
the fuck is she doing? 

ά²Ƙŀǘ ǘƘŜ ŦǳŎƪ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳ ŘƻƛƴƎΚέ L ŎǊƻŀƪŜŘΣ ǿƛǎƘƛƴƎ ǘƘŀǘ ōǊŀƛƴ ŦƛƭǘŜǊ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƪƛŎƪ ƛƴΦ .ǳǘ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎ 
already out the door. I ran my fingers through my hair, and tried to make sense of what the 
fuck was going on. But my body was stiff. Fucking hard core stiff. And for some reason, I was 
also a little damp. So I dragged my stiff, damp body off the floor and walked into my bathroom. 
Deciding showers were really very warm. 

I shed off my wrinkled, damp clothes and stepped into the steaming hot shower. Warm. Right. 
What was that? I began searching my mind, trying to remember any significant event. I 
ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊ ǘǳǊƪŜȅ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ .ǊŀƴŘƻƴΩǎΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎ ŦǳŎƪƛƴƎ ƎƻƻŘ ŀǎ ƘŜƭƭ ǘƻƻΦ .ǳǘ L ǿŀǎ ǘƛǊŜŘΦ ¢ƻƻ ǘƛǊŜŘ ǘƻ 
make it. So I came home. Then I tried sketching for a few hours, but it was too much, so I set my 
ŀƭŀǊƳΧ 
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The shampoo bottle I was holding hit the bottom of the shower with a resounding clank. I shut 
the water off and got out, moving to the bathroom door and opening it a crack so I could read 
my alarm clock. Eleven twenty two a.m.. I slowly closed the door, and then jerked it back open, 
just to double check. Yep. I slept for fifteen hours. 

No. I slept with Bella ŦƻǊ ŦƛŦǘŜŜƴ ƘƻǳǊǎΦ ²Ƙŀǘ ǘƘŜ ŦǳŎƪ ƘŀǇǇŜƴŜŘΚ .ǳǘ L ŦŜƭǘΧ ƎƻƻŘΦ !ǿŀƪŜ. Alert. 
Not tired. I spun around to my mirror. My eyes were still dark, but not nearly as much as they 
usually are. Huh. 

άIǳƘΦέ !ǇǇŀǊŜƴǘƭȅ ƭƻƴƎ ŀƳƻǳƴǘǎ ƻŦ ǎƭŜŜǇ ŀŦŦŜŎǘ ōǊŀƛƴ ŦƛƭǘŜǊǎΦ ²Ƙƻ ƪƴŜǿΚ L ǎƳƛƭŜŘ ŀǘ ƳȅǎŜƭŦ ƛƴ 
the mirror. Then my smile completely fell. I touched Bella. What the fuck was I thinking? She 
seemed fine though. In fact, I vaguely recall the warm hugging me back. But how is that even 
possible? I ran my fingers through my hair again, and started getting dressed. I was so fucking 
refreshed it ǿŀǎ ŀƳŀȊƛƴƎΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎ ŀ ŦŜŜƭƛƴƎ L ƘŀǾŜƴΩǘ ƘŀŘ ƛƴ ǎƻ ƭƻƴƎΣ L ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ ǎǳǊŜ ƛǘ ŀŎǘǳŀƭƭȅ 
existed. And I was thankful for the ability to utilize my full brain capacity for once, because I was 
going to need it. 

× 

School was out again today for the holiday. So I spent my afternoon thinking very hard, and 
came up with a few facts. The first was, something about last night was different that allowed 
ƳŜ ǘƻ ǎƭŜŜǇΦ ¢ƘŜ ǎŜŎƻƴŘ ǿŀǎΣ .Ŝƭƭŀ ƭŜǘ ƳŜ ǘƻǳŎƘ ƘŜǊΣ ŀƴŘ ǎƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ have any Weird Random 
Emotional Breakdowns. The third was, I had no idea how to explain any of it. And the fourth 
was, that the only person who could, left this morning upset with me. 

So, basically, the only thing I could do was hope my girl would still come tonight. 

I went down to the kitchen to pilfer some of the leftovers the guys brought home with them 
last night. Carlisle walked into the kitchen while I was heating up the coveted poultry and gave 
me a big smile. 

ά9ŘǿŀǊŘΗέ IŜ ŜȄŎƭŀƛƳŜŘΣ ŎƭŀǇǇƛƴƎ ƳŜ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ōŀŎƪΦ ά¸ƻǳ ƭƻƻƪ ƭƛƪŜ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ŦŜŜƭƛƴƎ ōŜǘǘŜǊ ǘƻŘŀȅΦέ 
He smiled while joining in the pilfering activities. I smirked at him and shrugged one shoulder. 
DƻŘŘŀƳƴ ǊƛƎƘǘ LΩƳ feeling better. I thought smugly. I slept. Fifteen hours. 

Even with all the unanswered questions looming over my head, I was in a pretty fucking good 
mood. So I hopped onto the counter top and chatted with Daddy C. while we both praised 
.ŜƭƭŀΩǎ ǎǘŜƭƭŀǊ ŎƻƻƪƛƴƎ ǎƪƛƭƭǎ ǿƛǘƘ Ƴƻŀƴǎ ŀƴŘ ƘǳƳǎΦ L ǿŀǎ ƛƴ ǎǳŎƘ ŀ ƎƻƻŘ ƳƻƻŘΣ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ 
bitch at Emmett ǿƘŜƴ ƘŜ ǿŀƭƪŜŘ ƛƴ ŀƴŘ ƧƻƛƴŜŘ ǳǎΦ L ŦŜƭǘ ƭƛƪŜ L ǿŀǎ ƭƛǾƛƴƎ ǎƻƳŜƻƴŜ ŜƭǎŜΩǎ ƭƛŦŜΦ L 
could actually concentrate on every little thing. It was divine. 

The whole day was spent like that. Just me being in a good fucking mood. But by the time ten 
rolled around, I was already tired again. I mean I did have nine years to make up for. It was a 
ǘƛǊŜŘ L ŎƻǳƭŘ ŦƛƎƘǘ ƻŦŦ ŜŀǎƛƭȅΦ .ǳǘ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǎŀƳŜ ǘƛƳŜΣ L ƪƴŜǿ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎ ŀ Ǉƻǎǎƛōƛƭƛǘȅ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻΦ 
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So I paced my room anxiously waiting for Bella when midnight was approaching. I figured I was 
going to have to pull out my secret weapon when the time came. I probably acted like a total 
dick. Once I was tired of pacing, I decided to wait out on the balcony for her. It was an unusually 
clear night out, the full moon illuminating the back yard and the gazebo. I could see the 
Brandon house from my balcony. All of the windows were dark except for one. The kitchen. 

L ǿŀƛǘŜŘ ƻǳǘ ǘƘŜǊŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŎƻƭŘ ǳƴǘƛƭ ƘŀƭŦ Ǉŀǎǘ ǘǿŜƭǾŜΦ {ƘŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŎƻƳƛƴƎΦ L ŦƛƎǳǊŜŘ L ŎƻǳƭŘ ǿŀƛǘ 
until school tomorrow and risk speaking to her in Bio or something. But that was too late for 
ƳŜΦ LΩŘ ōŜ ŘŀƳƴŜŘ ƛŦ L ǿŀǎ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǿŀƛǘ ŦƻǊ ƘŜǊ ǘƻ ŎƻƳŜ ŀǊƻǳƴŘΦ .ŜƭƭŀΩǎ ƻƴƭȅ ōŜŜƴ ŘƻƛƴƎ ǘƘƛǎ ŀ 
year to my nine. I had to see her now. So I went back inside my room and grabbed my leather 
ƧŀŎƪŜǘΦ L ǿŀǎ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ōŜ ǎǳǇŜǊ ŦǳŎƪƛƴƎ ǎǘŜŀƭǘƘȅ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘƛǎΧ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ǊƛǎƪȅΦ 

I climbed down the lattice more efficiently than ever and crept over to the Brandon house. I 
stayed half crouched until I reached the kitchen window. Slowly, I raised my head up and 
peeked in. Bella was sitting at the table in the center of the room doing what appeared to be 
homework of some sort. I raised my hand to the glass and lightly tapped with 2 knuckles. Bella 
shot up out of her chair, bringing her hand up to her mouth and spun around to face me. She 
looked absolutely terrified. Then I realized my mistake. Real fucking genius. I stood up straight 
with a grimace and held my hands up in the air. Once she realized it was just me, she lowered 
her hand to her heart and took a moment to steady her breathing. So much for utilizing your 
full brain capacity dipshit. 

She left the kitchen for a moment, only to return with her hoodie, which she threw on the way 
out the back door. She looked better too. Not in a good mood sort of way like I was all day, but 
her eyes looked so much fucking better. 

άIƛΦέ {ƘŜ ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊŜŘ ǘƛƳƛŘƭȅΣ ƭƻƻƪƛƴƎ Řƻǿƴ ŀǘ ƘŜǊ ōƻƻǘǎΦ ²ƘŜƴ ǎƘŜ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ǳǇ ŀƎŀƛƴΣ L ǇƻƛƴǘŜŘ ǘƻ 
the gazebo and tilted my head towards it, indicating for her to follow me. She did. We walked 
silently across the yard and took our seats on either side of the bench. It was like our middle 
ground or some shit. Neutral territory. When the silence got too heavy for me, I knew it was 
time for my secret weapon. Something I never used. Ever. 

άLΩƳ ǎƻǊǊȅΦέ ²Ŝ ōƻǘƘ ōƭǳǊǘŜŘ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ŜȄŀŎǘ ǎŀƳŜ ǘƛƳŜΦ L ƭŜǘ ƻǳǘ ŀƴ ŜȄŀǎǇŜǊŀǘŜŘ ǎƛƎƘ ŀƴŘ ǎǿǳƴƎ 
my leg over the bench to straddle it. She was looking down at her hands. And she had that 
fucking hood up. I wanted to yank it off. 

ά²Ƙŀǘ ǘƘŜ ŦǳŎƪ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳ ŀǇƻƭƻƎƛȊƛƴƎ ŦƻǊΚέ L ǎƴŀǇǇŜŘΦ aȅ ǎƻǊǊȅ ƴƻ ƭƻƴƎŜǊ ƘŜƭŘ ǘƘŜ ƳŀǎǎƛǾŜ 
amount of significance it was originally intended. 

άL ƧǳǎǘΧ ǿŀǎ ŎƻƳǇƭŜǘŜƭȅ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ƭƛƴŜ ƎŜǘǘƛƴƎ ƛƴǘƻ ȅƻǳǊ ōŜŘ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘŀǘΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎ ǳƴŎŀƭƭŜŘ ŦƻǊΣ ŀƴŘ LΩƳ 
ǎƻǊǊȅΦέ {ƘŜ ŀƴǎǿŜǊŜŘ ǉǳƛŜǘƭȅΣ ǇƭŀȅƛƴƎ ǿƛǘƘ ƘŜǊ ŦƛƴƎŜǊǎ nervously. 

L ƭŜǘ ƻǳǘ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ŘŜŜǇ ǎƛƎƘΦ ¢Ƙƛǎ ǿŀǎ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ōŜ ƘŀǊŘŜǊ ǘƘŀƴ L ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘΦ άLΩƳ ƴƻǘ ǳǇǎŜǘΣ .ŜƭƭŀΦέ L 
ǎŀƛŘ ǎƻŦǘƭȅΣ ǊƛŘŘƛƴƎ Ƴȅ ƳƻƻŘ ƻŦ ŀƴȅ ŀƴŘ ŀƭƭ ŀƴƴƻȅŀƴŎŜ L ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴ ŦŜŜƭƛƴƎΦ άIƻƴŜǎǘƭȅΣ L ǿŀǎ ǘǊȅƛƴƎ 
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to apologize for being such a dick this morningΦέ ¢ƘŜƴ L ŎƘǳŎƪƭŜŘ ŘŀǊƪƭȅΦ ά¸ƻǳ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ŦŜŜƭ 
ǇǊƛǾƛƭŜƎŜŘΦ LǘΩǎ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ L ǊŀǊŜƭȅ ŘƻΦ ¢ƘƻǳƎƘΧέ L ǇŀǳǎŜŘΣ ǘƘƛƴƪƛƴƎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ōŜǎǘ ǿŀȅ ǘƻ ŀǎƪ 
ǿƛǘƘƻǳǘ ǳǇǎŜǘǘƛƴƎ ƘŜǊ ŦǳǊǘƘŜǊΦ ά¢ƘƻǳƎƘΣ ŀƴ ŜȄǇƭŀƴŀǘƛƻƴ ǿƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ǊŀǘƘŜǊ ƴƛŎŜΦέ L ǎŀƛŘ ŀǎ ƳƻǊŜ ƻŦ 
a question than a statement. 

She turned towards me then on the bench and brought her knees up to her chest, hugging 
ǘƘŜƳ ƭƛƪŜ ǎƘŜ ŘƻŜǎ ǎƻƳŜǘƛƳŜǎΦ άLǘΩǎ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ŜƳōŀǊǊŀǎǎƛƴƎΦέ {ƘŜ ƎǊƛƳŀŎŜŘΣ ōƛǘƛƴƎ ƘŜǊ ƭƛǇΦ {ƘŜ ŜǾŜƴ 
blushed a little. I wanted to laugh at her, but knew that would be counter productive, so I 
waited patiently. 

With an exhale of a gusty breath, she began to recount the events of the night before. How she 
was worried about me, so she came early. The alarm clock that was going off. Her coming into 
my room fearing I was dead. When she got to the part where she saw me sleeping, her face got 
ǘŜƴǎŜ ŀƴŘ ƘŀǊŘΦ {ƘŜ ǘƻƭŘ ƳŜ L ǿŀǎ ŘǊŜŀƳƛƴƎ ŀƴŘ ǎƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǿŀƪŜ ƳŜ ǳǇΦ L ǿŀǎ ŀ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ 
embarrassed that my girl saw me like that, but could hardly regret it now. Then she told me 
about how ǎƘŜ ŎƭƛƳōŜŘ ƻƴǘƻ Ƴȅ ōŜŘ ǘƻ ǿŀƪŜ ƳŜ ǳǇΦ !ƴŘ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ Ƙƻǿ ǎƘŜ ŘƛǎŎƻǾŜǊŜŘ ǎƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ 
ǘƻǳŎƘ ƳŜΦ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘŀƴŘ ǿƘŀǘ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎ ǘŀƭƪƛƴƎ ŀōƻǳǘ ǿƘŜƴ ǎƘŜ ŘŜǎŎǊƛōŜŘ Ƴȅ ǘƻǳŎƘΣ ōǳǘ 
filed it away for later contemplation. 

She continued her explanation with how her actions were soothing me, so she laid down and 
got comfortable, humming me the lullaby my mom used to sing me. Bella was right. This was 
really fucking embarrassing. For me. Especially when she told me I put my arm around her. 

ά{ƻΣέ ǎƘŜ ŎƻƴŎƭǳŘŜŘΣ άL Ƨǳǎǘ ŦŜƭƭ ŀǎƭŜŜǇΦ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƳŜŀƴ ǘƻ ƘƻƴŜǎǘƭȅΦ L ǿŀǎ Ƨǳǎǘ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǎǘŀȅ ǳƴǘƛƭ 
ȅƻǳ ǿƻƪŜ ǳǇΦ .ǳǘ L ǿŀǎ Ƨǳǎǘ ǎƻ ǘƛǊŜŘΧέ ǎƘŜ ǘǊŀƛƭŜŘ ƻŦ ƭƻƻƪƛƴƎ ŀǘ ƳŜ ǇƭŜŀŘƛƴƎƭȅΦ 

ά!ƴŘ ȅƻǳ ŘƛŘΚέ L ŀǎƪŜŘΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜƴ ǎƘƻƻƪ Ƴȅ ƘŜŀŘΦ άCŀƭƭ ŀǎƭŜŜǇΣ L ƳŜŀƴΦ ²ƛǘƘ ƴƻ ŘǊŜŀƳǎΚέ {ƘŜ 
nodded at me biting her lip. I turned to face the river then, soaking up all this new information. 

Lǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǘŀƪŜ ŀ ŦǳŎƪƛƴƎ ǊƻŎƪŜǘ ǎŎƛŜƴǘƛǎǘ ǘƻ ǎŜŜ ƛǘΦ .Ŝƭƭŀ ǿŀǎ Ƴȅ ƪŜȅ ǘƻ ǎƭŜŜǇΣ ŀƴŘ ƛƴ ǎƻƳŜ ǿŀȅΣ L 
was hers. It was some pseudo-CǊŜǳŘƛŀƴ ōǳƭƭǎƘƛǘΣ ǎǳǊŜΦ !ƴŘ LΩƳ ŎŜǊǘŀƛƴ ǇƭŜƴǘȅ of psychiatrists 
ǿƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ƭƛƴƛƴƎ ǳǇ ǘƻ ǳƴŎƻǾŜǊ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ ǊŜŀǎƻƴǎ ƛǘ ǿƻǊƪŜŘΦ .ǳǘ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ƎƛǾŜ ŀ ŦǳŎƪ ǿƘȅΦ ¢ƻ ōŜ 
honest, I had bigger things to worry about. Like how the fuck I was going to ask Bella if she 
could do it again. 

I turned back to straddling the bench again, rubbing my hands over my face, and terrified I was 
ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ Řƻ ǘƘƛǎ ŀƭƭ ǿǊƻƴƎΦ ά.ŜƭƭŀΣέ L ǎƛƎƘŜŘΣ ŎƭŀǎǇƛƴƎ Ƴȅ ƘŀƴŘ ƛƴ ŦǊƻƴǘ ƻŦ ƳŜΦ άL ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ŀǎƪ ȅƻǳ 
ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎΣ ōǳǘ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ŦǊŜŀƪ ȅƻǳ ƻǳǘΦέ L ǘƻƭŘ ƘŜǊ ŎŀǳǘƛƻǳǎƭȅΦ L ŦƛƎǳǊŜŘ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ best to give 
ǎƻƳŜ ǎƻǊǘ ƻŦ ŘƛǎŎƭŀƛƳŜǊΦ Ψ/ŀǳǘƛƻƴΥ 9ŘǿŀǊŘ /ǳƭƭŜƴ ƛǎ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ƎƻƻŘ ŀǘ ŦǳŎƪƛƴƎ ǎƘƛǘ ǳǇΦ /ƻƴǘƛƴǳŜ ŀǘ 
ȅƻǳǊ ƻǿƴ ǊƛǎƪΩΦ 

She nodded at me hesitantly, still hugging her knees facing me. I was itching to take that 
goddamn hood off her head. Something about it just annoyed the shit out of me. I shook my 
head, trying to stay on track. 
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άIƻǿΧ ǳƴŎƻƳŦƻǊǘŀōƭŜΧ ǿƻǳƭŘ ȅƻǳ ōŜΣ ƛŦ L ŀǎƪŜŘ ȅƻǳ ƛŦ ȅƻǳ ŎƻǳƭŘ Řƻ ƛǘ ŀƎŀƛƴΚέ L ŀǎƪŜŘ ǾŜǊȅ 
slowly, maintaining eye contact with her the whole time. I held my breath, hoping for the best, 
ōǳǘ ŜȄǇŜŎǘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊǎǘΦ {ƘŜ ƪŜǇǘ ƘŜǊ ŦŀŎŜ ŎŀǊŜŦǳƭƭȅ ōƭŀƴƪΣ ŀƴŘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǎǇŜŀƪ ŦƻǊ ŀ ŦŜǿ ƳƻƳŜƴǘǎΦ 
My fucking face was turning blue. 

9ǾŜƴǘǳŀƭƭȅΣ ƘŜǊ ǎǘƻƴŜ Ƴŀǎƪ ǘǊŀƴǎŦƻǊƳŜŘ ŀƴŘ ǎƘŜ ōƛǘ ƘŜǊ ƭƛǇΦ άLΧ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ōŜ ƻǇǇƻǎŜŘ ǘƻΧ 
ǘǊȅƛƴƎΦέ {ƘŜ ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊŜŘΦ 

I lŜǘ ǘƘŜ Ǝǳǎǘ ƻŦ ōǊŜŀǘƘ ƻǳǘ ŀƴŘ ǎƳƛƭŜŘ ŀǘ ƘŜǊΣ ǊŜƭƛŜǾŜŘ ǎƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ Ǝƻ ǊǳƴƴƛƴƎ ŦǊƻƳ Ƴȅ 
suggestion. But I had to know, had to make sure that whatever it was that allowed me to touch 
.Ŝƭƭŀ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ƎƻƴŜ ŀǿŀȅΦ {ƻ L ǘŜƴǘŀǘƛǾŜƭȅ ǊŀƛǎŜŘ Ƴȅ ƘŀƴŘ ƻǳǘ ǘƻ ƘŜǊ ǇŀƭƳ ǳǇΣ ǎƛlently asking her 
to take it... if she could. She looked at my hand dubiously, still biting her lip. Reluctantly she 
unclasped one hand from around her knees and brought it out towards mine. With a slightly 
shaky index finger, she poked at my hand. There really was a slight spark there. I knit my brows 
ǘƻƎŜǘƘŜǊ ƭƻƻƪƛƴƎ ŀǘ Ƴȅ ƘŀƴŘΣ ōǳǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǎŀȅ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ ŀōƻǳǘ ƛǘΣ ŀƴŘ L ƪŜǇǘ Ƴȅ ƘŀƴŘ ŜȄǘŜƴŘŜŘΣ 
lingering in mid air between us over the bench. 

Obviously Bella was satisfied with what she felt with her experimental poke, because she 
inched her arm back towards me, and slowly slipped her small, soft hand into mine, closing 
around it comfortably with a small smile flirting at her lips and a brief flash of excitement in her 
eyes. I smiled back at her and stood up from the bench, bringing her with me. We crossed the 
yard back to my house hand in hand. My girl was fine. She seemed completely calm. No 
Random Emotion Breakdowns. 

Before I let her climb up the lattice, I stopped her, unclasping my hand from hers, and glaring 
daggers at that fucking hood. I lifted my hand cautiously, but confidently, and grabbed the back 
of it bringing it down and freeing her long brown hair. She quirked a questioning eyebrow at 
me, but I just nodded in approval and watched her climb up. I waited until she was safely on the 
balcony before I made my own way up. 

Once we were in the warmth of my bedroom, I began getting a little nervous. It felt fucking 
awkward, trying to find an easy way to get Bella into my bed without freaking her out or 
offenŘƛƴƎ ƘŜǊΦ .ǳǘ LΩƭƭ ōŜ ŘŀƳƴŜŘ ƛŦ Ƴȅ ƎƛǊƭ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ Ƨǳǎǘ ŎƭƛƳō ǊƛƎƘǘ ǳǇ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ōŜŘΣ ƘƻƻŘƛŜΣ ǎƘƻŜǎ 
ŀƴŘ ŀƭƭΦ {ƘŜ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ ƳŜ ǿƘŜƴ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ Ŧƻƭƭƻǿ ŀƴŘ ōƭǳǎƘŜŘ ŀ ƭƛǘǘƭŜΦ hŦ ŎƻǳǊǎŜ ƛǘ ǿƻǳƭŘ ōŜ 
more comfortable for her. She remembers doing it the first time. I took off my jacket and shoes, 
not wanting to get dirt on my bed, but not wanting to ask her to do anything that made her 
uneasy. She looked at me apologetically and began unlacing hers. 

I set the alarm clock for five thirty. It would only give us five hours of sleep, but that was far 
more than I was used to getting. I let out a deep breath, turned off the lamp, and climbed into 
bed next to Bella, who was lying on her side facing me. It seemed like this whole thing was 
pretty fucking dependent on physical contact, so I inched towards her carefully on my back, 
trying to not upset her, and when I was close enough for her to do it, she lifted her little hand 
and started stroking my hair softly. And it felt fucking good. So I relaxed and turned my body 
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towards her, unsure of what to do next. And almost like she was reading my mind, Bella took 
the reins and scooted even closer to me in the bed until her little warm body was pressed 
completely against mine. My head was completely clouded with her scent and her warmth as 
she slowly laid her head against my chest, leaving her hair tickling my chin. 

Then she started humming that song. It had been so long since I heard it; it almost made me cry 
like a fucking baby. But instead I just put my arm around my girl, and pressed her closer to me, 
burying my nose into her hair, and breathing her in. I was asleep within seconds. 

 

 

 
 
 
I smiled against his chest and took in a deep lungful of his unique scent, never ceasing my 
strokes of his hair or my humming. I got him to sleep rather quickly. I forced myself to stay 
awake a little longer; relishing in the intimacy of his arm pressing me against him. Every now 
and then, he would nuzzle my hair in the sweetest way. It was heavenly. I tilted my head up a 
little so I could take a peek at his sleeping face. Edward looked so beautiful when he was 
sleeping. The moonlight filtered in through the window and made his face the softest shade of 
pale, emphasizing his peaceful expression. I wanted to bring my hand down and caress his 
cheeks, his stubbly jaw, and his full, pouty lips. But I was afraid that would wake him up. So 
eventually I pressed myself impossibly closer to his chest and closed my eyes, falling into a 
deep, dreamless slumber. 

× 

¢ƘŜ ƘƛƎƘ ǇƛǘŎƘŜŘ ǎŎǊŜŜŎƘƛƴƎ ƻŦ ŀƴ ŀƭŀǊƳ ŎƭƻŎƪ ǿƻƪŜ ƳŜΦ .ǳǘ L ǿŀǎ ǎƻ ŎƻƳŦƻǊǘŀōƭŜ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ 
to get up. Without my permission, my head nuzzled into the warm chest in front of me. Then 
the chest let out a thick groan and pulled away. I opened my eyes to a better sight than 
yesterday. Edward was still beside me, lying on his back with his eyes closed, grabbing at his 
alarm clock blindly. It was quite the sight, the sour look on his face. It made me chuckle. I rolled 
over on my back and stretched my arms above my head with a yawn. Best sleep ever, hands 
down. Edward finally got the alarm clock off. I loathed that thing. I grudgingly sat up on the bed, 
while Edward rubbed at his eyes. When he finally met my gaze, he gave me a timid half smile, 
and sat up against the headboard, running his fingers through his hair lazily. It was messier than 
normal. All my fault. I mentally smiled. 

We were both quiet for a few moments, and then I realized I should get home before Esme 
woke up. I got up out of the bed and put my ǎƘƻŜǎ ōŀŎƪ ƻƴ ƛƴ ǎƛƭŜƴŎŜΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŀǿƪǿŀǊŘΦ !ǘ 
least not for me. 
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ά{ƻΧ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳ ŎƻƳƛƴƎ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻƴƛƎƘǘΚέ 9ŘǿŀǊŘ ŀǎƪŜŘ ǉǳƛŜǘƭȅ ŦǊƻƳ Ƙƛǎ ǎǇƻǘ ŀƎŀƛƴǎǘ ǘƘŜ ƘŜŀŘōƻŀǊŘΦ 
I turned to face him and rolled my eyes. 

ά²ƘŜǊŜ ŜƭǎŜ ǿƻǳƭŘ L ōŜΚέ L ƧƻƪŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ǎƳŀƭƭ ƎǊƛƴΦ IŜ seemed relieved by my reassurance, so I 
walked over to his bedside table and removed the bag of cookies I had stashed in my pocket, 
Shockolate Chip, and deposited them beside the alarm clock. With a wave over my shoulder, I 
exited the French doors and climbed down the lattice. I nearly skipped the whole way home 
across the still dark yard. It was a good day. 

I made Esme breakfast again this morning after I showered and got dressed. I felt horrible 
about yesterday when I ended up lying to her about my whereabouts when I came in the back 
door at eleven thirty in the morning. She thought I had just woken up early and left the house. I 
hated lying to Esme. 

When I sat down at the table across from her, I started eating hastily. All that sleep really gave 
me an appetite. Esme looked up at me from her plate and smiled warmly. 

ά{ƭŜŜǇ ǿŜƭƭΚέ {ƘŜ ŀǎƪŜŘΣ ŜȄŎƛǘŜŘ ŀƴŘ ŀƳǳǎŜŘ ŀǘ Ƴȅ ǊŜŦǊŜǎƘŜŘ ƳƻƻŘΦ L ƴƻŘŘŜŘ ŀǘ ƘŜǊ 
enthusiastically with a wide grin. ̧ƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ƴƻ ƛŘŜŀΧ 

And when Alice came skipping into the kitchen, whistling and smiling in her own exuberant 
ǿŀȅΣ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ǾƻƳƛǘΦ Lƴ ŦŀŎǘΣ L ƘŀŘ ǘƻ ǊŜǎƛǎǘǎ ǘƘŜ ǳǊƎŜ ǘƻ ǿƘƛǎǘƭŜ ŀƭƻƴƎ ǿƛǘƘ ƘŜǊΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜ 
most normal I had felt since before the incident. 

School was so much different when I was completely awake. Some aspects were good, some 
were bad. Everything was much more clear and vivid. It was harder to block out all the people 
ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ƳŜΣ ŀƴŘ ƛǘ ƳŀŘŜ ƳŜ ǘŜƴǎŜΦ .ǳǘ ǘƘŜ ōŀŘ ǎǘƛƭƭ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƻǳǘǿŜƛƎƘ ǘƘŜ ƎƻƻŘΦ L ǇŀƛŘ ŎƭƻǎŜ 
attention in every class, taking notes meticulously, making up for every day I was too out of it to 
put my best effort forward. 

I could hear more of the hushed whispers as I made my way across the quad with my hood up 
ŀƴŘ ƘŜŀŘ ŘƻǿƴΣ ōǳǘ ŜǾŜƴ ǘƘŀǘ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǎǇƻƛƭ Ƴȅ ƳƻƻŘΦ L ǿŀǎ ƛƴ Ƴȅ ƻǿƴ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ǿƻǊƭŘΣ ƛƴ ŀ 
bedroom a few miles away; an unlikely sanctuary. 

When I saw Edward on my way to third period I gasped. His dark circles were nearly gone now, 
loping towards me in the quad in his leather jacket with that same indifferent expression as 
always, except now he was practically glowing with rejuvenation. It was nearly better than 
watching him sleep. He ignored me like usual, just passing me by without a glance. But I 
ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ŦƛƴŘ ƛǘ ƛƴ ƳȅǎŜƭŦ ǘƻ ōŜ ōƛǘǘŜǊ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƻŘŀȅΦ L ŘƛŘ ǎǇŜƴŘ ǘƘŜ ƭŀǎǘ ǘǿƻ ƴƛƎƘǘǎ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ ōŜŘ 
after all. And to make my good mood even better, when Mike spotted me, he turned and 
walked the other way, avoiding me just like everyone else did. 

Lunch was slightly more difficult. I was tense weaving through the crowd, trying to stay a 
careful distance awaȅ ŦǊƻƳ ŜǾŜǊȅƻƴŜ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ƳŜ ŀǎ L ƳŀŘŜ Ƴȅ ǿŀȅ ǘƻ !ƭƛŎŜΩǎ ǘŀōƭŜΣ ǿǊŀǇǇƛƴƎ 
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my arms around my torso protectively. Everyone just seemed so much closer than usual. It was 
going to take some getting used to. 

I resumed my normal lunch routine, sparing the occasional ƎƭŀƴŎŜ ŀǘ 9ŘǿŀǊŘ ŀƴŘ WŀǎǇŜǊΩǎ ǘŀōƭŜ 
ǿƘŜǊŜ ǘƘŜȅ ǿŜǊŜ ŜŀǘƛƴƎ ƛƴ ǎƛƭŜƴŎŜΦ .ǳǘ L ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ŘǊƻǿƴ ƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ŎƻƴǾŜǊǎŀǘƛƻƴ ŀǘ Ƴȅ ƻǿƴ ǘŀōƭŜ 
like I was able to when I was tired. Alice was trying to cunningly con Rose into a sleepover at the 
Hale house. Rose had no clǳŜ ŀōƻǳǘ !ƭƛŎŜΩǎ ŦƛȄŀǘƛƻƴ ƻƴ ƘŜǊ ǿŀȅǿŀǊŘ ōǊƻǘƘŜǊΦ 

ά/ƻƳŜ ƻƴΣ wƻǎŜΗέ !ƭƛŎŜ ǇƻǳǘŜŘ ŀǘ ƘŜǊ ŦǊƻƳ ŀŎǊƻǎǎ ǘƘŜ ǘŀōƭŜΦ άLǘΩƭƭ ōŜ ŦǳƴΦ LΩƭƭ ƭŜǘ ȅƻǳ ōƻǊǊƻǿ Ƴȅ 
ǊŜŘ aŀƴƻƭƻΩǎΦέ !ƭƛŎŜ ŎƻŀȄŜŘΣ ōǊƛōƛƴƎ wƻǎŀƭƛŜ ǿƛǘƘ ŘŜǎƛƎƴŜǊ ŦƻƻǘǿŜŀǊΦ 

But Rose was staring at her nails leisurely, while Emmett fingered a lock of her long blonde hair. 
άL ŘƻƴΩǘ ǎŜŜ ǿƘŀǘ ǘƘŜ ōƛƎ ŘŜŀƭ ƛǎΣ !ƭƛŎŜΦ aȅ ƘƻǳǎŜ ƛǎ ōƻǊƛƴƎΦέ wƻǎŜ ƘǳŦŦŜŘΦ 

Emmett ƭŜŀƴŜŘ ǘƻǿŀǊŘǎ !ƭƛŎŜ ǘƘŜƴΦ ά¸ŜŀƘΣ ǇƭǳǎΣ wƻǎŜ ŀƭǊŜŀŘȅ Ƙŀǎ Ǉƭŀƴǎ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ǎŜȄƛŜǎǘ Ƴŀƴ ƛƴ 
CƻǊƪǎ ǘƘƛǎ ǿŜŜƪŜƴŘΦ LǎƴΩǘ ǘƘŀǘ ǊƛƎƘǘ wƻǎƛŜΚέ IŜ ǿƛƎƎƭŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ŜȅŜōǊƻǿǎ ǎǳƎƎŜǎǘƛǾŜƭȅΦ 

L ǎƴƻǊǘŜŘΦ ά¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ŀ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ǇǊŜǘŜƴǘƛƻǳǎΣ ŘƻƴΩǘ ȅƻǳ ǘƘƛƴƪΚέ L ŎƘǳŎƪƭŜŘΣ ǎƳƛƭƛƴƎ ŀǘ ǘƘŜƛǊ ŜȄŎƘŀƴƎŜΦ 

Suddenly, they all froze and turned towards me with shocked expressions. I let my chuckle die 
away quietly. What? !ƭƛŎŜΩǎ ƳƻǳǘƘ ǿŀǎ ǎƭƛƎƘǘƭȅ ǇŀǊǘŜŘΣ ŀƴŘ ƘŜǊ ōǊƻǿƴ ŜȅŜǎ ǿŜǊŜ ǎƻ ōƛƎ L 
thought they might pop out of their sockets. Rose and Emmett had similar expressions. 

aȅ ǎƳƛƭŜ ŦŜƭƭΦ άLΩƳ ǎ-ǎƻǊǊȅΣ L ǿŀǎ Ƨǳǎǘ ƧƻƪƛƴƎΣ ƘƻƴŜǎǘƭȅΦέ L ǎǘŀƳƳŜǊŜŘΣ ōƭǳǎƘƛƴƎ ŀƴŘ ŘǊƻǇping my 
head back down to the book that had lost my attention. 

The table was quiet for a few moments, and then Emmett erupted in a loud, booming guffaw 
ǘƘŀǘ ƳŀŘŜ ƳŜ ƧǳƳǇΦ ά²ŜƭƭΣ ǿƘŀŘȅŀΩ ƪƴƻǿΚ {ƘŜ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ŘƻŜǎ ǘŀƭƪΗέ IŜ ƭŀǳƎƘŜŘ ƭƻǳŘŜǊ ōŜŦƻǊŜ 
Rosalie smacked him in the back of his head. I knit my eyebrows together. Had I never once 
spoken in front of Emmett? 

ά{ƻǊǊȅΦέ IŜ ƳǳƳōƭŜŘ ǿƘƛƭŜ ǊǳōōƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ōŀŎƪ ƻŦ Ƙƛǎ ŎǳǊƭȅ ƘŜŀŘΦ L ŀǘǘŜƳǇǘŜŘ ŀ ǎƳŀƭƭ ǎƳƛƭŜ ŦƻǊ 
him, but it was rather disturbing. Aside from Edward, Emmett was the closest guy in my life, 
and I had never even spoken in front of him before. The truth was Emmett was a large man. He 
ǿŀǎ ƴƻ ƎǳȅΣ ŀƴŘ ƘŜ ŎŜǊǘŀƛƴƭȅ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŀ ōƻȅΦ IŜ ǿŀǎ ƭƻǳŘ ŀƴŘ ōƛƎΣ ŀƴŘ ƘŜ ƳŀŘŜ ƳŜ ƴŜǊǾƻǳǎΦ .ǳǘ L 
just spoke to him for the first time. 

Secretly, a part of me was hoping whatever breakthrough I had with Edward would somehow 
ŎŀǊǊȅ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƻ ƻǘƘŜǊ ǇŜƻǇƭŜΦ aŀȅōŜ ƘŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǎƻ ǎǇŜŎƛŀƭ ŀŦǘŜǊ ŀƭƭΦ tŜǊƘŀǇǎ L ǿŀǎ ƎŜǘǘƛƴƎ ōŜǘǘŜǊΦ 
Emmett ǿŀǎ ŀ ƴƛŎŜ ƎǳȅΦ IŜ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƘǳǊǘ ƳŜΦ L ŎƭƻǎŜŘ Ƴȅ ōƻƻƪ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ƭƻǳŘ thud and slammed it 
on the table. Alice, Emmett, and Rosalie were still looking at me warily. I forced a smile at 
Emmett, trying to not over think what I was about to do, and raised my chin determinedly, 
rounding my shoulders back. I can do this. 
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άtƭŜŀǎŜ forgive me, EmmettΦέ L ǎŀƛŘ ǎƛƴŎŜǊŜƭȅΦ Iƛǎ ŜȅŜǎ ǿƛŘŜƴŜŘ ŀǘ Ƴȅ ǊŀǊŜ ŎƻƴŦƛŘŜƴǘ ǾƻƛŎŜ ŀƴŘ 
ǇƻǎǘǳǊŜΦ ά[ŜǘΩǎ ǎǘŀǊǘ ƻǾŜǊ ǇǊƻǇŜǊƭȅΦ {Ƙŀƭƭ ǿŜΚέ L ŀǎƪŜŘ ǇƻƭƛǘŜƭȅ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ǘƛƎƘǘ ǎƳƛƭŜΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜƴ ǊŀƛǎŜŘ 
my hand out over the table. I was trying to ignore the way my hand slightly trembled and my 
ōǊŜŀǘƘƛƴƎ ǿŀǎ ǇƛŎƪƛƴƎ ǳǇΦ άLΩƳ .ŜƭƭŀΦέ L ŦƻǊŎŜŘ ƻǳǘ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ŎƭŜƴŎƘŜŘ ǘŜŜǘƘΣ Ƴȅ ƘŜŀǊǘ ǘƘǳŘŘƛƴƎ ƛƴ 
my chest violently. He was staring at my hand in complete shock. 

Alice leaned over close to my ear, keeping her gaze on my hand hovering over the table, slightly 
ǎƘŀƪƛƴƎΦ ά¸ƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ Řƻ ǘƘƛǎΣ .ŜƭƭŀΦέ {ƘŜ ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊŜŘΦ .ǳǘ L Ƨǳǎǘ ǎƘƻƻƪ Ƴȅ ƘŜŀŘΦ L ƘŀŘ ǘƻ 
know. I had to try. I was going to do this. I drowned out everything else around me, keeping my 
gaze locked on EmmettΩǎ ǿƛŘŜ ōǊƻǿƴ ŜȅŜs, waiting for him to take my hand, still clenching my 
teeth in a tense smile. 

bŜǊǾƻǳǎƭȅΣ ƘŜ ǊŜƳƻǾŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ƘŀƴŘ ŦǊƻƳ wƻǎŀƭƛŜΩǎ ƘŀƛǊΣ ŀƴŘ ōǊƻǳƎƘǘ ƛǘ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƘŜ ǘŀōƭŜ ǳƴǘƛƭ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ 
inches away from mine. After a brief moment of hesitation, his large, rough hand surrounded 
mine in a light grip. 

But it was no use. My smile transformed into a twisted expression of horror while flashes began 
bombarding my mind. 

Phil taking my hand and dragging me down the hallway kicking and screaming after I almost 
escaped. Phil grabbing my hands and clutching them over my head so rough my wrist snapped. 
Phil breaking my pinky when I tried biting him. 

I let out a deep whimper and snatched my shaking hand away from Emmett. I could feel my 
chest tightening in the familiar panic, but refused to let it happen here. I could hear Alice trying 
ǘƻ ŎƻƳŜ ŀŦǘŜǊ ƳŜ ŀǎ L Ǌŀƴ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ŎŀŦŜǘŜǊƛŀ ǎƻōōƛƴƎ ŀƴŘ ǇŀƴǘƛƴƎΣ ōǳǘ L ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ŦŀŎŜ ƘŜǊΦ 

I ran through blurry vision until I was behind the school. Satisfied that it was private enough to 
ƘŀǾŜ Ƴȅ ά²ŜƛǊŘ wŀƴŘƻƳ 9Ƴƻǘƛƻƴŀƭ .ǊŜŀƪŘƻǿƴέΣ L ǎƭŀƳƳŜŘ Ƴȅ ōŀŎƪ ŀƎŀƛƴǎǘ ǘƘŜ ǊƻǳƎƘ ǊŜŘ 
brick wall, and slid down it until I was sitting. I buried my head in my knees, snatching off my 
hood and grabbing two thick fistfuls of my hair tightly while growling in frustration. 

L ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ breathe. It felt like suffocation when my chest was so tight. It was torn between 
gasping for much needed air, and letting out the deep sobs that wanted to escape. I started 
rocking back and forth, trying to calm myself while gasping for air against my tear soaked knees. 

After a few seconds, I felt a presence standing before me. Edward. I could tell because I was 
feeling that strange electricity he gave off. 

άCǳŎƪΦέ IŜ ƳǳǘǘŜǊŜŘ ǳƴŘŜǊ Ƙƛǎ ōǊŜŀǘƘΦ L Ƨǳǎǘ ǎƘƻƻƪ Ƴȅ ƘŜŀŘ ŦǳǊƛƻǳǎƭȅ ŀƴŘ ƎǊƛǇǇŜŘ Ƴȅ ƘŀƛǊ 
ǘƛƎƘǘŜǊΦ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ 9ŘǿŀǊŘ ǘƻ ǎŜŜ ƳŜ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘƛǎΦ .ǳǘ ƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƭŜŀǾŜΦ LƴǎǘŜŀŘ ƘŜ ƭŜŀƴŜŘ Řƻǿƴ 
and gingerly took the fists that were pulling my hair and pried them loose, exactly like I did for 
him two nights prior. I lifted my head from my knees and struggled to see him through my 
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watery vision while gulping in air. He was crouched down inches in front of me, studying me 
carefully with his penetrating green eyes. 

ά²Ƙŀǘ ǘƘŜ ŦǳŎƪ ǿŜǊŜ ȅƻǳ ǘƘƛƴƪƛƴƎΣ .ŜƭƭŀΚέ ƘŜ ǎƴŀǇǇŜŘΣ ǎǘƛƭƭ ƘƻƭŘƛƴƎ Ƴȅ Ŧƛǎǘǎ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ ƘŀƴŘǎΦ L ƭet 
out another loud, deep sob and shook my head again. His face softened, and he pulled me to 
ƘƛƳΦ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƘŜǎƛǘŀǘŜΦ L ǘƘǊŜǿ Ƴȅ ŀǊƳǎ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ Ƙƛǎ ǎƘƻǳƭŘŜǊǎ ŀƴŘ ǎƻōōŜŘ ƛƴǘƻ Ƙƛǎ ŎƻƭŘ ƭŜŀǘƘŜǊ 
jacket. He stiffened for a moment, but eventually relaxed. Snaking his arms around me, he 
began rocking me back and forth slowly on the ground, running his fingers through my hair and 
shushing me. 

I breathed in his scent greedily, letting it relax me along with his gentle caresses and embrace. 
He would alternate between caressing my hair and rubbing my back in soothing circular 
motions. He sat with me in his arms all through lunch and Biology. 

Once my breathing finally returned to normal and I had no more tears in me, I gave Edward a 
final tight squeeze and stood up, wiping the remaining tears from my cheeks. 

He looked like he was afraid I was going to breakdown on him again, so I smiled at him. A real 
smile, big and full of teeth. I was okay now. 

IŜ ǎƳƛƭŜŘ ōŀŎƪ ŀǘ ƳŜ ŀƴŘ ǎǘƻƻŘ ǳǇΣ ǿƛǇƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ƎǊŀǎǎ ƻŦŦ Ƙƛǎ ƧŜŀƴǎΦ ά5ƻƴΩǘ ŦŜŜƭ ǎƻ ōŀŘΦέ IŜ 
ǎƘǊǳƎƎŜŘΦ άEmmett Ƙŀǎ ǘƘŀǘ ŜŦŦŜŎǘ ƻƴ ǿƻƳŜƴΦέ IŜ ǎƳƛǊƪŜŘΦ L ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƘŜƭǇ ǘƘŜ ƭƻǳŘ ƭŀǳƎƘ ǘƘŀǘ 
escaped me. 

For the first time, I actually made it to gym after my Weird Random Emotional Breakdown. 
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Chapter 10. Wrathful Walnut Fudge  

 

 

 
I left Beƭƭŀ ǘƻ Ǝƻ ǘƻ 9ƴƎƭƛǎƘ Ŏƭŀǎǎ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ƘŜŀǾȅ ǎƛƎƘΦ LΩǾŜ ōǊƻƪŜƴ ŀƭƭ ƻŦ Ƴȅ ŦǳŎƪƛƴƎ ǊǳƭŜǎΦ L ŎŀƴΩǘ 
exactly regret doing it. I watched the whole thing play out from my table. My brave girl with her 
chin up and her back straight, looking all grown up and staring down the monster. Using poor, 
unsuspecting Emmett as her guinea pig. I was proud. Then I was hopeful. Then I was scared. 
Then I was pissed. 

!ŘƳƛǘǘŜŘƭȅΣ ǘƘƻǳƎƘ LΩŘ ǘŀƪŜ ǘƘŜ ŦŀŎǘ ǘƻ Ƴȅ ƎǊŀǾŜΣ ŀ ǘƛƴȅ ǇŀǊǘ ƻŦ Ƴȅ ōǊŀƛƴ ǿŀǎ ŎƻƴǘŜƳǇƭŀǘƛƴƎ 
whether or not this aversioƴ ƻŦ .ŜƭƭŀΩǎ ǿŀǎ ŀǎ ōŀŘ ŀǎ ǎƘŜ ƳŀŘŜ ƛǘ ƻǳǘ ǘƻ ōŜΦ LΩŘ ƴŜǾŜǊ ǿƛǘƴŜǎǎŜŘ 
it first hand. And she had not only allowed me to touch her, but hold her against my body. It 
just seemed a little far fetched that I was really that different from everyone else. 

But when I saw the whole thing happen, I felt like shit for even thinking something like that. 
Because obviously, it was exactly as bad as she made it out to be. That primary emotion of 
complete guilt is what compelled me to leave the lunchroom. Thankfully, Jazz ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ƴƻǘƛŎŜŘ 
the Weird Emotional Breakdown unfolding behind him. So I gave him some bullshit story about 
how I had to go smoke a cigarette, and I ran after my girl. 

When I found her at the back of the school, all fucking curled up and shaking, it was the 
complete opposite of the Bella I saw in the lunchroom, ready to face the monster. She looked 
just like a lost little girl, crying and gasping, and just needing someone to fucking be there. So I 
broke the rules. Because her monster won, and nothing I ever did could be worse than that. 

Still, more than ever I needed to stick to the rules. Because if anyone ever found out I had Bella 
ǎƭŜŜǇƛƴƎ ƛƴ Ƴȅ ōŜŘ ŜǾŜǊȅ ƴƛƎƘǘΣ ǘƘŜȅΩŘ ƎŜǘ ƛǘ ŀƭƭ ǿǊƻƴƎΦ ¢ƘŜȅΩŘ ŀǎǎǳƳŜ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ ǿǊƻƴƎ ǎƘƛǘΦ {ƘŜΩŘ 
ōŜ ǘƘŜ ǾƛŎǘƛƳΣ ŀƴŘ LΩŘ ōŜ ǘƘŜ asshole manipulator. And Brandon would definitely have me 
ŀǊǊŜǎǘŜŘ ŦƻǊ ǎƻƳŜ ǎƛŎƪ ŀƴŘ ǘǿƛǎǘŜŘ ǎƘƛǘ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘŀǘΦ !ƴŘ L ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ōƭŀƳŜ ƘŜǊ ƻƴŜ ōƛǘΦ 

× 

For the next week, Bella and I began to perfect a new routine. She came over earlier, at ten 
instead of midnight, and she still brought me dinner, and I still loved every fucking bite of it. She 
listened to music on her spot on the sofa and watched me eaǘΦ LŦ ǿŜ ǿŜǊŜƴΩǘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ǘƛǊŜŘΣ ǎƘŜΩŘ 
ǊŜŀŘ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ Ƴȅ ōƻƻƪǎ ǿƘƛƭŜ L ǎƪŜǘŎƘŜŘ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ōŜŘ ŀƴŘ ǿŜΩŘ Ƨǳǎǘ ŦǳŎƪƛƴƎ ǘŀƭƪ ŀōƻǳǘ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ 
bullshit that happened that day. When one of us decided we were too tired to make it any 
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longer, the other would stop what they were doing to get ready for bed. It was a very 
dependant situation. Always tit for tat. 

My girl started feeling more comfortable being in my room. She told me that first night it was 
like her sanctuary, and as such, I happily granted her unrestricted access to my bathroom, 
which she used gratefully. She brought another, smaller bag with her, and would always spend 
at least ten minutes in the bathroom getting cleaned up at night. 

When both of us were ready for bed, we would lay down fully clothed over the covers. Bella 
never removed her hoodie, and I never changed out of my school clothes. I figured we were 
both more comfortable with multiple layers between us. For the first few nights, there was still 
a distinct awkwardness that permeated the atmosphere as we climbed into bed. But it never 
lasted long once I turned the lamp off. It was like instinct or some shit. Turning towards each 
other and without hesitation, bringing the other into our arms. The feeling of Bella running her 
tiny fingers through my hair always made me sigh. That shit felt so fucking good. Then after a 
ŦŜǿ ƳƻƳŜƴǘǎ ǎƘŜΩŘ ǎǘŀǊǘ ƘǳƳƳƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƳŜΣ ŀƴŘ LΩŘ ƘǳƎ ƘŜǊ ǘƻ ƳŜ ŜǾŜƴ ǘƛƎƘǘŜǊΣ ǿƘƛŎƘ ǎƘŜ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ 
ǎŜŜƳŜŘ ǘƻ ƭƛƪŜΦ L ǘƘƛƴƪ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ǿƘŀǘ .ŜƭƭŀΩǎ ǘǊƛƎƎŜǊ ǿŀǎ ŦƻǊ ǎƭŜŜǇΦ {ƘŜ ƭƛƪŜŘ ōŜƛƴƎ ƘŜƭŘΣ ŦŜeling 
safe. And for some fucked up reason, I made her feel that way. So I never hesitated in holding 
her closer. And I could never help myself from gulping in the scent of her silky hair. Flowers and 
cookies. It was like a lullaby itself. 

LΩŘ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ƎŜǘ ǘƻ ǎƭŜŜǇ Ŧƛrst, but I never doubted that my girl was too far behind me. Somewhere 
during the night, our legs would become tangled in each other. But we slept hard. I mean, really 
ŦǳŎƪƛƴƎ ƘŀǊŘΦ 9ǾŜƴ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊǎǘ ƻŦ CƻǊƪǎ ǘƘǳƴŘŜǊǎǘƻǊƳǎ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ŦŀȊŜ ǳǎΦ ²Ŝ ƴŜǾŜǊ ƘŀŘ ŀ ŘǊŜam, 
and I never remembered anything from the night of sleep after that song. 

In the mornings, the alarm clock would go off at exactly five thirty, even on the weekend. Bella 
ƘŀǘŜŘ ǘƘŀǘ ŦǳŎƪƛƴƎ ŎƭƻŎƪΦ {ƘŜΩŘ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ƘǳƎ ƳŜ ǘƛƎƘǘŜǊΣ ǿƛƭƭƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ƻŦŦŜƴǎƛǾŜ ǎŎǊŜŜching noise to 
Ǝƻ ŀǿŀȅΣ ōǳǘ LΩŘ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ Ǉǳƭƭ ŀǿŀȅ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ƎǊƻŀƴΦ .ŜŎŀǳǎŜ L ƘŀǘŜŘ ǘƘŀǘ ŦǳŎƪƛƴƎ ǘƘƛƴƎ ǘƻƻΣ ŀƴŘ L 
ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǿŀƛǘ ǘƻ ƳŀƪŜ ƛǘ ǎǘƻǇΦ 

She had a perfunctory ten minutes in the bathroom every morning. Doing whatever the fuck it 
is girls do in the mornings. Brushing her teeth or hair, or plotting to save baby seals or some 
shit. Fuck if I know. The bathroom would always be clear of any evidence of her when she came 
ƻǳǘΣ ŀƴŘ ǎƘŜΩŘ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ǇŀŎƪ ƘŜǊ ǎǘǳŦŦ ǳǇ ƛƴ ƘŜǊ ōŀƎ ŀƴŘ ǎƭƛƴƎ ƛǘ ƻƴ ƘŜǊ ōŀŎƪΦ hƴ ǘƘŜ ǿŀȅ ƻǳt the 
ŘƻƻǊΣ ǎƘŜΩŘ ǎƳƛƭŜ ŀǘ ƳŜ ŀƴŘ ŘǊƻǇ ƻŦŦ ŀ ōŀƎ ƻŦ ŎƻƻƪƛŜǎ ƻƴ Ƴȅ ƴƛƎƘǘ ǘŀōƭŜΦ !ƴŘ LΩŘ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ǎƳƛƭŜ 
back because those fucking cookies made my day. 

Once she was safely down from the lattice ς sometimes, when it was still really dark, I would 
peek out the curtains to make sure ς LΩŘ ōŜƎƛƴ Ƴȅ ƻǿƴ ƳƻǊƴƛƴƎ ǊƻǳǘƛƴŜ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ǎƘƻǿŜǊ ŀƴŘ 
shaving and just generally being a fucking normal person for once. 

WŀȊȊ ǿƻǳƭŘ ǎǘƛƭƭ ōŜ ǿŀƛǘƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ ƳŜ ƻƴ Ƙƛǎ ŎǳǊōΣ ōǳǘ LΩŘ ǳǎǳŀƭƭȅ ƳŀƪŜ ƛǘ ǘƻ Ƙƛǎ ƘƻǳǎŜ ŜŀǊƭƛŜǊ ǘƘŀƴ 
usual. Now that I slept, I felt safe speeding, which was something I found I got much enjoyment 
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ƻǳǘ ƻŦΦ {ŎƘƻƻƭ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜ ǎŀƳŜ ŀǎ ŀƭǿŀȅǎΦ LΩŘ ǎǘƛƭƭ ŀǾƻƛŘ ŜǾŜǊȅƻƴŜΣ ƛƴŎƭǳŘƛƴƎ .ŜƭƭŀΦ LΩŘ ǎǘƛƭƭ ŎǊƻǎǎ ƘŜǊ 
ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǉǳŀŘΣ ōǳǘ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƭŜǘ ƳȅǎŜƭŦ ƭƻƻƪ ŀǘ ƘŜǊΣ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ƛŦ L ŘƛŘΣ LΩŘ ǇǊƻbably smile at her. And 
everyone would be asking why Edward Cullen was smiling at the new girl. Fuck that. She never 
ǎŜŜƳŜŘ ǘƻ ƳƛƴŘΦ !ƴŘ ǎƘŜ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ǎƘƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ŎƻƴǎƛŘŜǊƛƴƎ L ǿŀǎ ŎƭƻǎŜǊ ǘƻ ƘŜǊ ǘƘŀƴ ŀƴȅƻƴŜ ŜƭǎŜΣ 
including Jazz. 

I could tell she was still tense ŀǘ ǎŎƘƻƻƭΦ {ƘŜΩŘ ƳŀƪŜ ŜǾŜǊȅ ŜŦŦƻǊǘ ƴŜŎŜǎǎŀǊȅ ǘƻ ŘƛǎǘŀƴŎŜ ƘŜǊǎŜƭŦ 
from everyone. Always wearing her hood up and her head down, and never really talking to 
ŀƴȅƻƴŜ ŜȄŎŜǇǘ ŦƻǊ .ǊŀƴŘƻƴΦ .ǳǘ ǎƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ŀƴȅƳƻǊŜ ōǊŜŀƪŘƻǿƴǎΣ ǘƘŀƴƪŦǳƭƭȅΦ 

LΩŘ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ǎǇŜƴŘ ƭǳƴŎƘ eating her delicious cookies. Jazz would always stare at the bag 
ŎǳǊƛƻǳǎƭȅΣ ŦǳŎƪƛƴƎ ŘȅƛƴƎ ǘƻ ŀǎƪ ƳŜ ǿƘŜǊŜ L Ǝƻǘ ǘƘŜƳΣ ōǳǘ ƪƴƻǿƛƴƎ ƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘΦ ¢ƘŜƴ ƘŜΩŘ Ǝƻ 
ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ ŜŀǘƛƴƎ ŀƴŘ ŘŀȅŘǊŜŀƳƛƴƎ ƻŦ ŦǳŎƪƛƴƎ .ǊŀƴŘƻƴ ǇǊƻōŀōƭȅΦ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŎŀǊŜΦ 9ǾŜǊȅ ƴƻǿ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜƴ 
I wouƭŘ ŀƭƭƻǿ ƳȅǎŜƭŦ ŀ ƎƭŀƴŎŜ ŀǘ Ƴȅ ƎƛǊƭΩǎ ǘŀōƭŜ ǿƘŜǊŜ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎ ǊŜŀŘƛƴƎΦ {ƘŜ ǘƻƭŘ ƳŜ Emmett 
ƴŜǾŜǊ ƳŜƴǘƛƻƴŜŘ ǘƘŜ ƘŀƴŘ ǎƘŀƪƛƴƎ ƛƴŎƛŘŜƴǘ ŀƎŀƛƴΦ L ǿŀǎ ƎƭŀŘ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŀǘΣ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ L ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ 
ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ōŜŀǘ Ƙƛǎ ŀǎǎΦ L ǿŀǎ ŦŀƛǊƭȅ ŎƻƴŦƛŘŜƴǘ ƛǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŀ ŦƛƎƘǘ LΩŘ come out of unscathed. 
IŜΩǎ ŀ ōƛƎ ƳƻǘƘŜǊŦǳŎƪŜǊΦ !ƴŘ /ŀǊƭƛǎƭŜ ǿƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ǇƛǎǎŜŘΦ bƻǘ ǘƻ ƳŜƴǘƛƻƴΣ ƛǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ Ƙƛǎ Ŧŀǳƭǘ 
to begin with. 

²ŜΩŘ ǎǇŜƴŘ .ƛƻ Ŏŀǎǳŀƭƭȅ ƛƎƴƻǊƛƴƎ ŜŀŎƘ ƻǘƘŜǊΦ Lƴ ǘƘŜ ǊŀǊŜ ŜǾŜƴǘ ǿŜ ƘŀŘ ǘƻ ǿƻǊƪ ǘƻƎŜǘƘŜǊ ƻƴ ŀƴ 
ŀǎǎƛƎƴƳŜƴǘΣ ǿŜΩŘ ǘŀƭƪ ŀǎ ƭittle as possible under the circumstances. Newton always kept his 
eyes conveniently away from us. 

!ŦǘŜǊ ǎŎƘƻƻƭΣ LΩŘ Ƨǳǎǘ ŘǊƻǇ WŀȊȊ ƻŦŦ ŀƴŘ Ǝƻ ƘƻƳŜΦ LΩŘ ǿŀƛǘ ƛƴ Ƴȅ ǊƻƻƳ ŦƻǊ 5ŀŘŘȅ /Φ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ƘƻƳŜΣ 
ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜƴ ǎƻƳŜǘƛƳŜǎ LΩŘ ŘǊŀƎ Ƴȅ ŀǎǎ Řƻǿƴ ǘƘŜ ǎǘŀƛǊǎ ŀƴŘ ǘŀƭƪ ǘƻ him a little. He liked that shit. 
IŜΩŘ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ǇǊŀǘǘƭŜ ƻƴ ŀōƻǳǘ ǎƻƳŜ ƴŜǿ ǎǘŀǘŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŀǊǘ ŜǉǳƛǇƳŜƴǘ ƻǊ ǎƻƳŜ ƴŜǿ ōƻƻƪ ƘŜΩŘ 
read. But I always avoided contact with Em. He still annoyed the shit out of me. 

Then at ten, my girl would come climbing up to my balŎƻƴȅΣ ŀƴŘ ǿŜΩŘ ǎǘŀǊǘ ǘƘŜ ǊƻǳǘƛƴŜ ŀƭƭ ƻǾŜǊ 
ŀƎŀƛƴΦ !ƭƭ ƛƴ ŀƭƭΣ ǘƘŜ ǊƻǳǘƛƴŜ ǿŀǎ ǇŜǊŦŜŎǘΦ !ŦǘŜǊ ƘŀǾƛƴƎ ƛǘ ŦƻǊ ƻƴƭȅ ŀ ǿŜŜƪΣ L ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƛƳŀƎƛƴŜ ŜǾŜǊ 
living without it. It only made me further determined to stick firmly to my rules. Bella seemed 
ƘŀǇǇƛŜǊ ǘƘŀƴ LΩŘ ever seen her. And that shit made me happy too. She was even looking 
healthier. The circles were completely gone from her eyes after seven days, and I imagine mine 
were too. It was like being human for the first time. 

Somewhere in the back of my mind, I knew we were both becoming too dependent on the 
ǊƻǳǘƛƴŜΦ ¢Ƙŀǘ ƛǘ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƭŀǎǘ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘƛǎ ŦƻǊŜǾŜǊΦ {ƻ L ǊŜǎƻƭǾŜŘ ǘƻ Ƨǳǎǘ ŜƴƧƻȅ ǘƘŜ ǎƘƛǘ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ƛǘ ǿƘƛƭŜ L 
could. 
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One whole week. Seven nights of complete bliss with Edward. It was unlike anything I had ever 
ŜȄǇŜǊƛŜƴŎŜŘΦ LΩŘ ǿŀƛǘ ŀƴȄƛƻǳǎƭȅ ŀƭƭ Řŀȅ ŦƻǊ ǘŜƴ-o-clock. I began coming over earlier. I told him it 
was because I wanted the extra sleep, but really I was just impatient to see him. To touch him. I 
found myself unconsciously making Alice, Esme, and I EŘǿŀǊŘΩǎ ŦŀǾƻǊƛǘŜ ŘƛǎƘŜǎΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜƴ 
ǇŀŎƪƛƴƎ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ ƭŜŦǘƻǾŜǊǎ ŀǿŀȅ ƛƴ Ƴȅ ōŀƎΦ LΩŘ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ǎǘŀǊǘ ŀ ŦǊŜǎƘ ōŀǘŎƘ ƻŦ ŎƻƻƪƛŜǎ ŀǘ ǇǊŜŎƛǎŜƭȅ 
nine-o-clock, and instead of three Ziploc bags, there were now four. 

LΩŘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ǇƘȅǎƛŎŀƭƭȅ ōŀǘǘƭŜ ǿƛǘƘ ƳȅǎŜƭŦ ƴƻǘ ǘƻ ǿŀƭƪ ƻǳt the door any earlier than ten. And I 
never saw the clock on the microwave read ten-oh-one. And if I thought I was a pro at climbing 
the lattice before, I could probably write an entire instruction manual now (Always start on fifth 
rung, avoid the twelfth from the left ς it scratches the siding, when reaching the balcony, climb 
an extra six rungs to the railing, avoid the second from the right ς it has a fracture, if you press 
the railing inward, it creaks). 

Edward would always be waiting for me when I knoŎƪŜŘ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ŘƻƻǊΣ ŀƴŘ ƘŜΩŘ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ Ǉǳƭƭ Ƴȅ 
ƘƻƻŘ ƻŦŦ Ƴȅ ƘŜŀŘ ƻƴŎŜ L ǿŀǎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǊƻƻƳΦ CƻǊ ǎƻƳŜ ǊŜŀǎƻƴ ƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƭƛƪŜ ƛǘΦ IŜΩŘ Ŝŀǘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ 
ƳƛŘŘƭŜ ƻŦ Ƙƛǎ ōŜŘΣ Ƨǳǎǘ ƭƛƪŜ ōŜŦƻǊŜΣ ŀƴŘ LΩŘ ǿŀǘŎƘ ƘƛƳ ŜŀǘΣ ōŀǎƪƛƴƎ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ ŜǾŜǊȅ Ƴƻŀƴ ŀƴŘ ƘǳƳΦ 
LΩŘ ŀŎǘ ƭƛƪŜ L ǿŀǎ ƭƛǎǘŜƴƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƳǳǎƛŎΣ ōǳǘ LΩŘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ƘŀǾŜ ƻƴŜ ŜŀǊ ōǳŘ ƻǳǘ Ƨǳǎǘ ǎƻ L ŎƻǳƭŘ ƘŜŀǊ ƘƛƳ 
better. 

! ŦŜǿ ŘŀȅǎΣ ǿŜ ǿŜǊŜƴΩǘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ǘƛǊŜŘ ŜƴƻǳƎƘ ǘƻ Ǝƻ ǎǘǊŀƛƎƘǘ ǘƻ ōŜŘΦ ²ŜƭƭΧ ƘŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǘƛǊŜŘ ŜƴƻǳƎƘΣ 
LΩŘ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ōŜ ōǳȊȊƛƴƎ ǿƛǘƘ ƛƳǇŀǘƛŜƴŎŜ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ōŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ƘƛƳΣ ƴƻ ƳŀǘǘŜǊ ƛf I was tired or 
ƴƻǘΦ .ǳǘ ǊŜƎŀǊŘƭŜǎǎ ƻŦ Ƴȅ ƛƳǇŀǘƛŜƴŎŜΣ L ǎǘƛƭƭ ƭƛƪŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ŎƻƳǇŀƴȅΣ ŀƴŘ L ƭƻǾŜŘ ǘŀƭƪƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƘƛƳΦ {ƻ LΩŘ 
get one of his books and try reading it while he sketched. I never got far along in the book 
before we fell into an easy conversation. 

LΩŘ ǘǊȅ ǘƻ ǿŀƛǘ ǳƴǘƛƭ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ǘƛǊŜŘ ŜƴƻǳƎƘ ǘƻ Ǝƻ ǘƻ ǎƭŜŜǇΣ ōǳǘ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿŜǊŜ ŀ ŎƻǳǇƭŜ ǘƛƳŜǎ L ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ 
ǿŀƛǘ ŀƴȅƳƻǊŜΣ ŀƴŘ LΩŘ ŎƭƻǎŜ Ƴȅ ōƻƻƪ ǘƻ ƛƴŘƛŎŀǘŜ L ǿŀǎ ǊŜŀŘȅΦ IŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǎŜŜƳ ǘƻ ƳƛƴŘ ŎǳǘǘƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ 
sketching short. He let me use his bathroom to brush my teeth and hair, and wash my face. I 
ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ōŜŀǊ ǘƘŜ ƘƻǊǊƻǊ ƻŦ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ōŜŘ ƴŜȄǘ ǘƻ 9ŘǿŀǊŘ ǿƛǘƘ ōŀŘ ōǊŜŀǘƘΦ IŜ ƴŜǾŜǊ ǘƻƻƪ ŀ 
shower while I was there, so I assumed he was a morning showerer, like me. But he did spend a 
small amount of time in the bathroom while I waited in bed for him. 

We never changed out of our school clothes. It was slightly uncomfortable, sleeping in jeans 
and a hoodie, but I felt too awkward to bring the subject up. And because we were fully 
clothed, and never got cold, we never slept under the blankets. The whole thing was intimate, 
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yet strangely business-ƭƛƪŜΦ .ǳǘ L ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ōǊƛƴƎ ƳȅǎŜƭŦ ǘƻ ŎŀǊŜΦ L ǿŀǎ ǘŀƪƛƴƎ ǿƘŀǘ L ŎƻǳƭŘ ƎŜǘΦ !ƴŘ 
it was an awful lot. 

hƴŎŜ ǘƘŜ ƭƛƎƘǘ ǿŀǎ ƻŦŦΣ 9ŘǿŀǊŘ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƘŜǎƛǘŀǘŜ ǘƻ ǘǳǊƴ ǘƻǿŀǊŘ ƳŜ ŀƴŘ ǎŎƻƻǇ ƳŜ ǳǇΦ L ƭƻǾŜŘ ƛt. 
I lived for it. My head automatically went straight to its spot on his chest. Every night he would 
hold me progressively tighter, and being in the safety of his arms would always relax me. He 
loved it when I stroked his hair; he would always sigh into mine when I did it. And once I started 
humming his song, he would doze off quickly. I would stay up a little afterwards, just enjoying 
the moment and breathing him in. Pressing myself so close to him that our legs would get 
tangled up. 

It was always dreamleǎǎΣ ŀƴŘ LΩŘ ǿŀƪŜ ǳǇ ǘƻ ǘƘŀǘ ǎǘǳǇƛŘ ŦǊŜŀƪƛƴƎ ŀƭŀǊƳ ŎƭƻŎƪΦ LΩŘ ƘƻƭŘ ƘƛƳ 
tighter willing him not to pull away from me, but he always did. It was okay though, because I 
always told myself we could do it again in seventeen hours. Not that I was counting or anything. 

LΩŘ Ǌǳƴ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ōŀǘƘǊƻƻƳ ŀǎ Ŧŀǎǘ L ŎƻǳƭŘΦ aȅ ƘŀƛǊ ǿŀǎ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ŀ ƳŜǎǎΦ L ǘƘƛƴƪ 9ŘǿŀǊŘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ƭƛƪŜŘ 
ƴǳȊȊƭƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ ŦŀŎŜ ƛƴǘƻ ƛǘΦ ²ƘƛŎƘΣ ƻŦ ŎƻǳǊǎŜΣ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƳƛƴŘ ƻƴŜ ōƛǘΦ LΩŘ ōŜ ǎǳǊŜ ǘƻ ǇŀŎƪ ŀƭƭ ƻŦ Ƴȅ 
things up, before leaving him his bag of cookies on the ōŜŘ ǎƛŘŜ ǘŀōƭŜΦ LΩŘ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ƎƭŀǊŜ ŀ ŘŀƎƎŜǊ 
or two at the alarm clock as I was doing it. 

I always got home and showered before Esme woke up, and usually had breakfast made for 
both her and Alice by the time they came into the kitchen. With the exception of a certain 
alarm clock, I found that I was a morning person. Who knew? 

{ŎƘƻƻƭ ǳǎǳŀƭƭȅ ǎƻǳǊŜŘ Ƴȅ ƳƻƻŘ ƛƴŦƛƴƛǘŜǎƛƳŀƭƭȅΦ L ǿŀǎ ǎƻ ŀƭŜǊǘ ǘƘŀǘ ŜǾŜǊȅƻƴŜΩǎ ǇǊŜǎŜƴŎŜ ǎŜŜƳŜŘ 
to invade my calm. I worked harder than ever to maintain my numb state. I figured it was 
workƛƴƎ ǘƘƻǳƎƘΣ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ŀƴȅƳƻǊŜ ōǊŜŀƪŘƻǿƴǎΦ 

Edward still ignored me, but I was never expecting any different. He comforted me that day 
ŀŦǘŜǊ Ƴȅ ōǊŜŀƪŘƻǿƴ ŀƴŘ ōǊƻƪŜ ǘƘŜ ǊǳƭŜǎΦ Lǘ ƳŜŀƴǘ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊƭŘ ǘƻ ƳŜΦ .ǳǘ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŜȄǇŜŎǘ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ 
else out of it. By the time I see him in the quad, I only have twelve more hours to go. Again, not 
ǘƘŀǘ LΩƳ ŎƻǳƴǘƛƴƎ ƻǊ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎΦ He always had the same bored look on his face, sparing the 
occasional glare at someone who walked too closely to him. 

And lunch was always tense. Poor Emmett never tried talking to me again after I apologized on 
Friday, the day after the hand shaking incident. And as thus, I kept all my attention on my book 
ŀƴŘ ŎƻƻƪƛŜǎΦ ¢ƘƻǳƎƘ LΩŘ ǎǇŀǊŜ ƳȅǎŜƭŦ ŀ ƎƭŀƴŎŜ ƻǊ ǘǿƻ ŀǘ 9ŘǿŀǊŘ ŀŎǊƻǎǎ ǘƘŜ ǊƻƻƳΣ ǿƘŜǊŜ ƘŜ was 
ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ŜŀǘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ŎƻƻƪƛŜǎ L ƭŜŦǘ ƘƛƳ ǘƘŀǘ ƳƻǊƴƛƴƎΦ Lǘ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ƳŀŘŜ ƳŜ ǎƳƛƭŜΦ !ƴŘ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƳƛƴŘ 
one bit when he ignored me in Biology. I could smell him from my seat, and it always soothed 
my nerves. 

Alice and I would go home and hang out after school. She would beg and plead with me to let 
ƘŜǊ ŘǊŜǎǎ ƳŜ ǳǇΣ ŀƴŘ L ǿƻǳƭŘ ǾŜƘŜƳŜƴǘƭȅ ǊŜŦǳǎŜΦ ²ƘŜƴ ǎƘŜΩŘ ƎŜǘ ǇƻǳǘȅΣ ŀƭƭ LΩŘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ Řƻ ƛǎ 
ƳŀƪŜ ŀ ŎƻƳƳŜƴǘ ƻƴ ǿƘŀǘ WŀǎǇŜǊ ǿŀǎ ǿŜŀǊƛƴƎ ǘƘŀǘ ŘŀȅΦ ¢ƘŜƴ LΩŘ ǎǇŜƴŘ ƘƻǳǊǎ ƭƛǎǘŜƴƛƴƎ ŀōƻǳǘ 
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him on her bed. It was something that made me feel like a normal girl. The only downfall being I 
ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƎŜǘ ƘŜǊ ōŀŎƪ ōȅ ŘǊƻƴƛƴƎ ƻƴ ŀōƻǳǘ 9ŘǿŀǊŘΦ 

L ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ƛƎƴƻǊƛƴƎ Ƴȅ ŦŜŜƭƛƴƎǎ ŦƻǊ 9ŘǿŀǊŘΦ L ƪƴŜǿ L ƭƛƪŜŘ ƘƛƳ ŀǎ ƳƻǊŜ ǘƘŀƴ ŀ ŦǊƛŜƴŘΣ ǘƘŀǘ LΩŘ ƭƻǾŜ 
for him to see me that way too. But it was obvioǳǎ ǘƻ ƳŜ ǘƘŀǘ ƛǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŜƴǘƛǊŜƭȅ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘŀǘ ŦƻǊ 
him. And I was nowhere near ready to put our whole arrangement on the line by making those 
feelings known. One part of me was hoping that eventually he would come to see me as more 
than just a friend and a means to an end. And another, larger part of me was feeling selfish for 
wanting more, when I was already getting so much as it was. 

× 

It was Friday again, and I was in gym, loving the fact it was my last class of the weekend. We 
had to dress out in those ugly gym uniforms, but the teacher let me keep my hoodie on. We 
ǿŜǊŜ ǇƭŀȅƛƴƎ ōŀǎƪŜǘōŀƭƭΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŀƴƪŦǳƭƭȅ ǘƘŜ ōƻȅǎΩ ŀƴŘ ƎƛǊƭǎΩ ǘŜŀƳǎ ǿŜǊŜ ǎǇƭƛǘ ǳǇΣ ǎƻ L ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ƛƴ 
Ǌƛǎƪ ƻŦ ōŜƛƴƎ ǘƻǳŎƘŜŘΦ ¦ƴŦƻǊǘǳƴŀǘŜƭȅΣ Ƴȅ ƎƻƻŘ ƳƻƻŘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƭŀǎǘ ƭƻƴƎ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ WŜǎǎƛŎŀ {ǘŀƴƭŜȅ 
was on my team. 

She was two seats down from me on the bleachers, her disgustingly curly hair all over the place, 
and she was leaning into Samantha who sat beside her as they both crudely smacked on bubble 
gum. 

Jessica and Samantha were discussing their conquests while the girl teams were on the 
bleachers waiting for the guys to finish their game. And I wrestled and struggled not to listen to 
them and what they were saying. I was trying to focus on anything else; the texture of the 
basketball I was holding, the absurdity of wearing my hoodie sweater with gym shorts, the 
squeaks on the shiny wooden floor as the guys across the room skirmished for control over 
their ball, I even tried to discreetly put my hands over my ears. I was wishing I had my own 
iPod, and then distracting myself with ways I would hint to Alice to buy me one. But once his 
name was said, my mind automatically reacted against my will and everything else around me 
dissolved except the sound of her high, annoyingly nasal voice. 

ά9ŘǿŀǊŘ /ǳƭƭŜƴΦέ WŜǎǎƛŎa said with a nod. I had no clue what was said before that, and I had no 
ŎƘŀƴŎŜ ƻŦ ōƭƻŎƪƛƴƎ ƘŜǊ ƻǳǘ ƴƻǿΦ ά5ŜŦƛƴƛǘŜƭȅ ōŜǎǘ ƭŀȅ ŜǾŜǊΦ IŀƴŘǎ ŘƻǿƴΦ bƻ ŎƻƳǇŜǘƛǘƛƻƴΦέ 

My vision turned red and my blood boiled. I figured they had sex, but this was the first time I 
had any direct confirmation of it. Her ugly hair was just inches from my foot below me on the 
bleacher. I fantasized about lifting it just so, and kicking the crap out of her. 

{ŀƳŀƴǘƘŀ ŜǊǳǇǘŜŘ ƛƴǘƻ ŀ Ŧƛǘ ƻŦ ƎƛƎƎƭŜǎΦ ά¸ŜŀƘΣ L ǘƻǘŀƭƭȅ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ ƪƴƻǿƴ ȅƻǳΩd say Cullen. 
9ǾŜƴ ƛŦ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ŀ ōŀŎƪ ǎŜŀǘ ŦǳŎƪΦέ {ƘŜ ǎƘƻƻƪ ƘŜǊ ƘŜŀŘ ƛƴ ŘƛǎŀǇǇǊƻǾŀƭ ǿƘƛƭŜ WŜǎǎƛŎŀ Ƨǳǎǘ ǎƘǊǳƎƎŜŘΦ 

bƻǿ L ƘŀŘ ǘǿƻ ŎƻƴŦƭƛŎǘƛƴƎ ŜƳƻǘƛƻƴǎΦ L ǿŀǎ ōŜȅƻƴŘ ǊŜƭƛǾŜŘ ǘƘŀǘ ƛǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ ōŜŘΦ ¢ƘŜ ǎŀƳŜ 
bed we slept together in. Knowing something like that would just completely ruin the sanctuary 
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for me. But now I had even more details that I ŘƛŘƴΩǘ want to know. Now I had a visual in my 
head, and I ŘƛŘƴΩǘ want it. 

They both leaned back into the bleachers and placed their feet on the seats in front of them. 

ά{ƻΣ WŜǎǎΧέ {ŀƳŀƴǘƘŀ ōŜƎŀƴ ƛƴ ǎŎŀƴŘŀƭƻǳǎ ǾƻƛŎŜΣ άDƛǾŜ ƳŜ ǘƘŜ ǎƪƛƴƴȅ ƻƴ /ǳƭƭŜƴΦέ {ƘŜ ǎƳƛǊƪŜŘΦ 

I held my breath and fought with myself further to block out that annoying voice. Ugly green 
ǎƘƻǊǘǎΧ Cǳƴƴȅ ƳŀǎŎƻǘΧ CǊŜŀƪƛǎƘƭȅ ǎƘƛƴȅ ŦƭƻƻǊΧ 

άCǳŎƪƛƴƎ ŦŀƴǘŀǎǘƛŎ ƪƛǎǎŜǊΧέ WŜǎǎƛŎŀ ǎƳŀŎƪŜŘ ŀƴŘ ǘǿƛǊƭŜŘ ŀ ƭƻŎƪ ƻŦ ƘŜǊ ƘŀƛǊΦ 

I shook my head and tried to concentrate more on shielding myself, clenching my hands around 
the basketball I was holding. 5ŜŦƭŀǘŜŘ ƎȅƳ ŜǉǳƛǇƳŜƴǘΧ ¦ƴŘŜǊŦǳƴŘŜŘ ²ŀǎƘƛƴƎǘƻƴ ǎŎƘƻƻƭ 
ǎȅǎǘŜƳΧ DǊƛƭƭŜŘ ŎƘƛŎƪŜƴ Ǉƛǘŀǎ ǿƛǘƘ ǾŜƎŜǘŀōƭŜǎΧ 

ά!ƴŘΣ ǎǿŜŜǘ ŦǳŎƪƛƴƎ /ƘǊƛǎǘΣ ¢ƘƻǎŜ ƘŀƴŘǎΧέ ǎƘŜ ōǊŜŀǘƘŜŘ ŘǊŜŀƳƛƭȅΦ 

I ground my teeth, bore down on the ball fiercely, and tried harder to distance my mind. 
tȅǘƘŀƎƻǊŜŀƴ ¢ƘŜƻǊŜƳΧ ¢ƘŜƻǊȅ ƻŦ wŜƭŀǘƛǾƛǘȅΧ CƻǊ ŜǾŜǊȅ ŀŎǘƛƻƴ ǘƘŜǊŜ ƛǎ ŀƴ Ŝǉǳŀƭ ŀƴd opposite 
ǊŜŀŎǘƛƻƴΧ 

άbƻǘ ǘƻ ƳŜƴǘƛƻƴΣ ƘŜΩǎ ǘƘŜ ǉǳƛŜǘ ǘȅǇŜΣ ǎƻ ƻŦ ŎƻǳǊǎŜΣ ƘŜ ƭƛƪŜŘ ǘŀƭƪƛƴƎ ŘƛǊǘȅΦέ {ƘŜ ǎƴƛŎƪŜǊŜŘ ōƭƻǿƛƴƎ 
a bubble. 

I clenched my eyes closed and shook my head frantically, pressing my fingertips into the ball so 
hard they hurt, and willed myself not to hear her voice. .ƭƻƻŘȅ bŜǿǘƻƴǎΧ DƻƭŘ /ŀǊǇŜǘΧ DǊŜŜƴ 
ŜȅŜǎΧ 

WŜǎǎƛŎŀ ƭƛŎƪŜŘ ƘŜǊ ƭƛǇǎΦ ά!ƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǎƻǳƴŘǎ ƘŜ ƳŀŘŜ ǿƘŜƴ L ǎǳŎƪŜŘ Ƙƛǎ-έ 

L ǎƘƻǾŜŘ ǘƘŜ ōŀƭƭ ƘŀǊŘ ƛƴǘƻ WŜǎǎƛŎŀΩǎ ǳƎƭȅ ŎǳǊƭȅ ƘŜŀŘΣ ƳŀƪƛƴƎ ƘŜǊ ƭǳǊŎƘ ŦƻǊǿŀǊŘ ŀƴŘ ŎǳǘǘƛƴƎ ƘŜǊ 
off mid sentence. 

She ƎǊŀōōŜŘ ǘƘŜ ōŀŎƪ ƻŦ ƘŜǊ ƘŜŀŘ ŀƴŘ ǎǇǳƴ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ǘƻ ŦŀŎŜ ƳŜΦ άIŜȅΗ ²Ƙŀǘ ǘƘŜ ŦǳŎƪ ƛǎ ȅƻǳǊ 
ǇǊƻōƭŜƳΣ ŦǊŜŀƪΗέ {ƘŜ ǎŎǊŜŜŎƘŜŘ 

The gym immediately stilled at her incredibly loud and high pitched scream, and everyone 
turned to face me. My jaw was still clenched so hard my teeth hurt. I darted my eyes around 
the gym to take in all the confused stares. But I was used to people looking at me like I was a 
freak, and there was no way in hell I was apologizing to Jessica for what I did. 

Just as I was about to stand up and walk away from this entire situation, the coach blew his 
whistle, signaling us to get to the locker rooms. Everyone put their balls down and began 
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walking out of the main gym, sparing glances in our direction. Jessica was still standing there 
glowering at me ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ŦǳǊƛƻǳǎ ŜȄǇǊŜǎǎƛƻƴΦ L ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŀǇƻƭƻƎƛȊƛƴƎΦ L ǎǘƻƻŘ ǳǇΣ ǘŀƭƭŜǊ ǘƘŀƴ ƘŜǊ ŦǊƻƳ 
the higher bleacher I was in, and stalked off toward the locker room with my hood up and my 
head down. 

× 

Ten-o-ŎƭƻŎƪ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ŎƻƳŜ ǎƻƻƴ ŜƴƻǳƎƘΦ L ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴ ƛƴ Ǉƻǎǎƛōƭȅ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊǎŜ ƳƻƻŘ ŜǾŜǊ ǎƛƴŎŜ ƎȅƳ 
class, and I knew only one person would be able to make it better. Every time I closed my eyes I 
ŎƻǳƭŘ ǎŜŜ ƛǘΣ ŀƴŘ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻΦ L ǿŀƴǘŜŘ ǘƻ ǇƻǳǊ ōƭŜŀŎƘ ƛƴǘƻ my brain to get the visuals out. I 
wanted to find some way to erase my memory of all the things she said. But no matter what I 
did, it was always there, in the forefront, driving me insane. 

Really it was irrational for me to be so jealous of Jessica. Sure, she had Edward in ways that I 
probably never would. But I had Edward in ways she definitely never would. Still, it provided me 
with little comfort. 

So when the time came, I packed up the Wrathful Walnut Fudge cookies I had just made, 
adding them to my already filled back sack of food for Edward, and bolted out the door. 

I knocked rapidly on his glass French door, tapping my foot impatiently. Finally he came, 
standing before me in his black shirt and dark jeans, hair falling into his green eyes, and a calm 
expression on his face. He moved so I could enter, and as soon as the door was closed, he 
reached up, like always, and brought my hood down. With those hands. I cringed a bit, and 
went to unloading his meal for him. 

He ate happily. Too happily. All those moans and hums just made my visuals clearer. And the 
ǎƻǳƴŘǎ ƘŜ ƳŀŘŜΧ WŜǎǎƛŎŀΩǎ ǾƻƛŎŜŘ ŎƻƻŜŘ ƛƴ Ƴȅ ƳƛƴŘΦ L ŎǊƛƴƎŜŘ ŀƎŀƛƴΦ 

I was tense on his couch, bouncing one leg up and down rapidly, tapping my knee with my 
hand. I had to erase it. I had to do something to get those pictures out of my head. 

ά²ƘŀǘΩǎ ǳǇ ǿƛǘƘ ȅƻǳΚέ 9ŘǿŀǊŘΩǎ ǎƛƭƪȅ ǾƻƛŎŜ ŀǎƪŜŘ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ōŜŘ ŀŦǘŜǊ ƘŜ ŦƛƴƛǎƘŜŘ ŜŀǘƛƴƎΦ 

I just shook my head at him and attempted a smile that was probably tight, and not the least bit 
ōŜƭƛŜǾŀōƭŜΦ άbƻǘ ŀ ǘƘƛƴƎΦέ L ǊŜǇƭƛed sweetly. 

ά.ǳƭƭǎƘƛǘΦέ 9ŘǿŀǊŘ ǎŀƛŘ ǎƛƳǇƭȅΣ ŎƻŎƪƛƴƎ ŀƴ ŜȅŜōǊƻǿ ŜȄǇŜŎǘŀƴǘƭȅΦ 

I let out a deep sigh. He could always tell when something was wrong. I should have known. I 
leaned down and untied my shoes to hug my knees. He was still staring at me, waiting for an 
answer when I got settled. There was no way I could tell Edward what was really bothering me. 
It would be too obvious. So, instead I decided to do the same thing he did to me often. 
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άL Ƨǳǎǘ ƘŀŘ ŀ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ŎǊŀǇǇȅ ŘŀȅΦέ Lǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŀ ƭƛŜΦ IŜ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ƭƛƪŜ ƘŜ was waiting for me to expand 
on that comment, but there was no way I would. 

άhƪŀȅΦέ IŜ ǎŀƛŘ ǎƭƻǿƭȅΣ ŜȅŜƛƴƎ ƳŜ ŎŀǳǘƛƻǳǎƭȅΦ ά¸ƻǳ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ǘŀƭƪ ŀōƻǳǘ ƛǘΚέ ƘŜ ŀǎƪŜŘ ŎƻƴŎŜǊƴŜŘΦ 
L ǎƘƻƻƪ Ƴȅ ƘŜŀŘ ǎƭƻǿƭȅ ŀƴŘ ŎƭƻǎŜŘ Ƴȅ ŜȅŜǎΣ ǇǊŀȅƛƴƎ ƘŜ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǇǳǎƘ ǘƘƛǎΦ ¢ƘŜ ǊƻƻƳ ǿŀs silent 
for a long while, and I kept my eyes closed. 

άIŜȅΦέ 9ŘǿŀǊŘ ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊŜŘ ǎƻŦǘƭȅΦ L ƻǇŜƴŜŘ Ƴȅ ŜȅŜǎ ǎƭƻǿƭȅΣ ǇƭŜŀŘƛƴƎ ǿƛǘƘ Ƴȅ ƎŀȊŜ ǘƻ Ƨǳǎǘ please 
drop it.  

He stared at me like that for a few minutes. Then slowly he raised his arms out in front him, as 
iŦ ƻŦŦŜǊƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƘǳƎ ƳŜΦ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƘŜǎƛǘŀǘŜΦ L Ǝƻǘ ƻŦŦ ǘƘŜ ǎƻŦŀ ŀƴŘ ǘǊƛŜŘ ǘƻ ǿŀƭƪ ŀǎ ǎƭƻǿƭȅ ŀǎ L ŎƻǳƭŘ ǘƻ 
his bed. It was still a sprint. I climbed up and flew into his arms, almost knocking him over with 
the force of it. I buried my head into the crook of his neck, breathing in his scent and letting it 
relax me while he hugged me to him tightly. 

He never said anything. Just reached behind him and turned the light off before laying us down 
into our usual position. After a long while of him caressing my hair and rubbing my back, I was 
ǘƛǊŜŘΦ {ƻ L ōŜƎŀƴ ǎǘǊƻƪƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ ƘŀƛǊ ŀƴŘ ƘǳƳƳƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ ǎƻƴƎΣ ƭǳƭƭƛƴƎ ƘƛƳ ǘƻ ǎƭŜŜǇΦ Lǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǘŀƪŜ ƭƻƴƎΦ 

I could feel his hands on my back, tangled in my hair, and I let the feel of it erase the visions of 
his hands on Jessica. After all, I was the one in his bed at night. 
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Chapter 11. Scooby Snacks 

 

 

 

I spent my Saturday cleaning, doing schoolwork, and two hours of grocery shopping. I was in 
desperate need of an ingredient restock. My mood over the whole Jessica situation was 
somewhat lessened. I still fantasized about strangling her, maybe finding a nice secluded pond 
to dump the body, but that was a feeling that would never go away. Alice was spending the 
ǿŜŜƪŜƴŘ ŀǘ wƻǎŜΩǎ ƘƻǳǎŜΣ ǇǊƻōŀōƭȅ ǎǇȅƛƴƎ ƻƴ WŀǎǇŜǊ ŦƻǊ ŀƭƭ L ƪƴŜǿΣ ǎƻ L ǿŀǎ ƭŜŦǘ home alone, 
and utterly bored for the day. 

{ƻ ǿƘŜƴ ǘŜƴ ŀǊǊƛǾŜŘΣ L ƘŀǇǇƛƭȅ ǎƪƛǇǇŜŘ ƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ŘƻƻǊ ŀƴŘ ƳŀŘŜ Ƴȅ ǿŀȅ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƻ 9ŘǿŀǊŘΩǎ ƘƻǳǎŜΦ L 
had made him his favorite dinner. Chicken Alfredo. A silent thank you for the night before, and 
a little something to butter him up for what was coming tonight. I also made him his favorite 
peanut butter cookie, Peanut Butter Panacea, just for safe measure tomorrow. 

When I arrived, he was waiting, looking really very hungry. 

άIǳƴƎǊȅ ŀǊŜ ǿŜΚέ L ǎƳƛǊƪŜŘ ǿƘƛƭŜ ǳƴƭƻŀŘƛƴƎ Ƴȅ ōag. He was eyeing it like Emmett sometimes 
eyes Rosalie. 

άCǳŎƪƛƴƎ ǎǘŀǊǾƛƴƎΦέ IŜ ōǊŜŀǘƘŜŘ ǿƘƛƭŜ ǘŀƪƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ŎƻƴǘŀƛƴŜǊ ƻŦŦ ǘƘŜ ōŜŘΦ L ǎƳƛƭŜŘ ŀƴŘ ƳŀŘŜ Ƴȅ 
way to the sofa, plopping down quite comfortably. 

άIƻƭȅ ŦǳŎƪΦέ 9ŘǿŀǊŘ ƎǊƻŀƴŜŘ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ōŜŘΦ άaȅ ŦŀǾƻǊƛǘŜΦέ He took a deep lungful of the 
steaming container in reverently and smiled dreamily. I chuckled at him. He was so cute when 
he was hungry like this. 

He began eating hastily like always, spinning the noodles around the fork and savoring the taste 
ǿƛǘƘ ΨaƳƳΩǎΩΦ 

My bag was a little heavier tonight. I was about to do something very awkward and possibly 
make Edward ridiculously uncomfortable. I watched him closely, not even bothering with the 
iPod, because I was nervous as to what his reaction would be. I took a steadying breath, and 
tried to keep the inevitable color from flooding my cheeks. 

ά9ŘǿŀǊŘΚέ L ŎŀƭƭŜŘ ǉǳƛŜǘƭȅΣ ǿŀǘŎƘƛƴƎ ƘƛƳ ƎǳƭǇ Řƻǿƴ ǘƘŜ ƴƻƻŘƭŜǎΦ 
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!ƭƭ L Ǝƻǘ ǿŀǎ ŀ ŘƛǎǘǊŀŎǘŜŘ άIƳƳƳΚέΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎ ŀŎǘǳŀƭƭȅ ƻƴŜ ƘŀƭŦ άIƳƳέ ŀƴŘ ƻƴŜ ƘŀƭŦ άaƳƳέΦ ¢Ƙŀǘ 
was okay though, because I was pretty confident the next sentence out of my mouth would get 
me his undivided attention. 

άL ōǊƻǳƎƘǘ ǇŀƧŀƳŀǎΦέ L ōƭǳǊǘŜŘ ǉǳƛŎƪƭȅΦ Iƛǎ ŦƻǊƪ ǎǘƻǇǇŜŘ ƳƛŘ ǘǿƛǊƭΣ ŀƴŘ ƘŜ ǎƴŀǇǇŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ƘŜŀŘ ǳǇ 
ǘƻ ƳŜŜǘ Ƴȅ ƎŀȊŜΦ !ƴŘ ǘƘŜƴΧ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ L ǿŀǎ .ŜƭƭŀΣ L ōƭǳǎƘŜŘ furiously. 

άhƘΦέ IŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ ƪŜŜǇƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ ƳƻǳǘƘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ΨƻΩ ǇŀǊǘ ŦƻǊ ŀ ōŜŀǘ ƭƻƴƎŜǊ ǘƘŀƴ ƴŜŎŜǎǎŀǊȅΦ IŜ ŎƭŜŀǊŜŘ Ƙƛǎ 
ǘƘǊƻŀǘΣ ŀƴŘ ǎƭƻǿƭȅ ǊŜǎǳƳŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ǘǿƛǊƭƛƴƎΦ άhƪŀȅΦέ 

CƻǊ ǎƻƳŜ ǊŜŀǎƻƴ L ŦŜƭǘ ǘƘŜ ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ ŜȄǇƭŀƛƴΦ άL ƳŜŀƴΣ ƛǘΩǎ Ƨǳǎǘ ǳƴŎƻƳŦƻǊǘŀōƭŜ ǎƭŜŜǇƛƴƎ ƛƴ ƧŜŀƴǎΣ 
yoǳ ƪƴƻǿΚέ L ŀǎƪŜŘΣ Ƴȅ ŦŀŎŜ ǎǘƛƭƭ ōǳǊƴƛƴƎΦ 

IŜ ōƻōōŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ƘŜŀŘΦ ά¸ŜŀƘΣ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ƳƛƴŘΦέ IŜ ǎƘǊǳƎƎŜŘ ƻƴŜ ǎƘƻǳƭŘŜǊ ŀƴŘ ǇƻǇǇŜŘ ǘƘŜ ŦƻǊƪ ƛƴǘƻ 
his mouth. 

άL ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƳƛƴŘ ƛŦ ȅƻǳ ǿŀƴǘŜŘ ǘƻΧ ǿŜŀǊ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ƳƻǊŜ ŎƻƳŦƻǊǘŀōƭŜΦέ L ǎŀƛŘ ƴŜǊǾƻǳǎƭȅΣ Ƴȅ 
face getting impossibly hotter. He took a very large gulp of the alfredo, and blindly reached 
back to his night stand to get his drink. 

!ŦǘŜǊ ŀ ŦŜǿ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘŦǳƭ ƎǳƭǇǎΣ ƘŜ ƭƻǿŜǊŜŘ ǘƘŜ Ŏŀƴ ƻŦ ǎƻŘŀΦ ά¦ƳƳΧέ IŜ ōŜƎŀƴ ǊŀƪƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ ŦƛƴƎŜǊǎ 
ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ Ƙƛǎ ƘŀƛǊ ƴŜǊǾƻǳǎƭȅΦ ά¸ŜŀƘΦ hƪŀȅΦέ IŜ ŀƴǎǿered lamely, putting the soda back down and 
resuming the twirling of the pasta once again. 

I relaxed infinitesimally. Edward ate the rest of the alfredo with a slightly furrowed brow, like he 
was struggling to remember something. The moans and hums lesseneŘΣ ōǳǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ Ǝƻ ŀǿŀȅ 
entirely. I must not have made him that uncomfortable. 

ά¢Ƙŀƴƪǎ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ !ƭŦǊŜŘƻΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎ ŦǳŎƪƛƴƎ ŘŜƭƛŎƛƻǳǎΦέ IŜ ǎƳƛƭŜŘ ǿƘƛƭŜ ǇǳǘǘƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ ŎƻƴǘŀƛƴŜǊǎ ŀǿŀȅ 
beside the bed. I smiled back; because I loved it that he always told me how delicious my food 
ǿŀǎΦ !ƴŘ ǎƻƳŜƘƻǿ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ǘƘƛƴƪ ƛǘ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ǘƘŜ ǎŀƳŜ ǿƛǘƘƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ŜȄǇƭŜǘƛǾŜǎΦ 

He got his sketch book out then, and relaxed in the center of the bed. Ahh, not tired yet. I 
walked over to his bookcase and selected the book I had begun reading a week ago. A chapter a 
night was all I usually got. 

Tonight it was 4. We were stalling. 

Eventually, I decided to just get it over with. I shut my book. He looked up from his sketch book 
and slowly closed it. I nearly regretted doing this at all. All the former awkwardness was 
returning, and my face was flaming red, I was sure. But I soldiered on. And by soldiered, I mean 
I grabbed my bag up off the floor and shuffled my way to the bathroom nervously with my head 
down. 
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Once I was inside and had the door shut I turned to look in the mirror. Yep. Flaming red. I rolled 
Ƴȅ ŜȅŜǎ ŀǘ Ƴȅ ǊŜŦƭŜŎǘƛƻƴΣ ŀƴŘ ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘ ǳƴŘǊŜǎǎƛƴƎΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŀ ǎƪƛƳǇȅ ǇŀƧŀƳŀ ǎŜǘ ƻǊ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎΦ 
Just some long flannel bottoms and a light t-shirt. It was comfortable. And awkward. 

Once I had brushed my teeth and hair, I packed my things away into my bag, and stared at the 
door nervously. With one last glare at my red face in the mirror, I opened the door and stepped 
out. White cotton shirt, blue flannel pajamas bottoms and all. Red, White, and Blue. So 
patriotic. I thought sarcastically. 

9ŘǿŀǊŘΩǎ ƘŜŀŘ ǎƘƻǘ ǳǇ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ŘǊŜǎǎŜǊ ŘǊŀǿŜǊ ǿƘŜƴ ƘŜ ƘŜŀǊŘ ǘƘŜ ŘƻƻǊ ƻǇŜƴΦ IŜ ǎŜŜƳŜŘ ǘƻ 
be staring at my arms, which was weird. But he eventually closed the drawer and strolled into 
the bathroom behind me, holding a lump of clothing in his hands. Stupid, stupid, stupid! I was 
screaming on the inside. 

I made my way to the bed and climbed on to it. I briefly wondered if I should crawl under the 
ŎƻǾŜǊǎΣ ōǳǘ ŘŜŎƛŘŜŘ LΩŘ ƭŜŀǾŜ ǘƘŀǘ ǳǇ ǘƻ 9ŘǿŀǊŘΦ LΩŘ ŀƭǊŜŀŘȅ ǇƭǳƴƎŜŘ ƘƛƳ ƛnto quite enough for 
one night. I settled down on my back to wait for him, like I always did. I could faintly hear when 
he turned the water on, likely brushing his teeth. 

When I finally heard the bathroom door open, I lifted my head. And there Edward stood, 
ƭƻƻƪƛƴƎ ŀǎ ŀǿƪǿŀǊŘ ŀǎ LΩŘ ŜǾŜǊ ǎŜŜƴ ƘƛƳΣ ǊŀƪƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ ƘŀƴŘǎ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ Ƙƛǎ ƘŀƛǊ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ƎǊƛƳŀŎŜ ƻƴ Ƙƛǎ 
face. In an almost tight white t-shirt like the one I was wearing. I could make out nearly every 
curve of his chest and stomach. In fact, all too late I realized I was staring, and I looked away 
quickly. Still blushing. But then I caught a glance at the pants he had on. They were flannel, a lot 
ƭƛƪŜ ƳƛƴŜΣ ōǳǘ ǘƘŜȅ ƘŀŘ ǘƘŜ ŎǳǘŜǎǘ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ŎŀǊǘƻƻƴ {Ŏƻƻōȅ 5ƻƻ ǇǊƛƴǘ ŀƭƭ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƘŜƳΦ L ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƘŜƭǇ 
myself. I had to laugh. I shot my hand up to my mouth to stifle my giggles, but Edward was just 
standing there glaring at me with narrowed eyes. 

ά5ƻƴΩǘ ŦǳŎƪƛƴƎ ƭŀǳƎƘ ŀǘ ƳŜΦέ IŜ ƎǊƻǿƭŜŘΦ ¢Ƙƛǎ Ƨǳǎǘ ƳŀŘŜ ƳŜ ƭŀǳƎƘ ƭƻǳŘŜǊΣ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ 
trying so hard to sound intimidating wearing little cartoon Scoobies all over his legs. He 
ƎƭƻǿŜǊŜŘ ƘŀǊŘŜǊ ŀƴŘ ǎǘŀƭƪŜŘ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ōŜŘΦ άL ƳŜŀƴ ƛǘΣ Ŏǳǘ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƘƛǘ ƻǳǘΦ ¢ƘŜǎŜ ǿŜǊŜ ōƻǳƎƘǘ ŀǎ 
ƧƻƪŜΦέ L ǿŀǎ ǎǘƛƭƭ ƎƛƎƎƭƛƴƎΣ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ŦǳƴƴȅΣ L ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƘŜƭǇ ƛǘΦ IŜ ǊƻƭƭŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ŜȅŜǎ ǳǇ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ 
ceiling anŘ ƘŜƭŘ ǘƘŜƳ ǘƘŜǊŜΣ ǎƘŀƪƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ ƘŜŀŘΦ άCǳŎƪƛƴƎ WŀȊȊΧΦέ IŜ ƳǳǘǘŜǊŜŘ ǉǳƛŜǘƭȅΦ 

I let my giggling die down, happy that at least the tension in the room was gone. And I smiled at 
him. He just rolled his eyes again and began climbing into bed. But then he stopped, and pulled 
the covers down, glancing at me uncertainly. I answered his silent question by arching my back 
off the bed and reaching behind me to slide the covers down and slipped under them. 

Edward got under the covers with me and reached over to the bedside lamp to turn it off. Once 
the room was dark, we turned towards each other like we always did and scooted as close as 
we could. Edward wrapped his arms around me and brought me to him tightly. I put my arm 
around his shoulder and up his back to stroke his hair gently while resting my head on his chest. 
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He sighed into my hair, and it made me shiver slightly, so he held me closer. I started humming 
his song, but his voice stopped me. 

ά¸ƻǳ ǘŜƭƭ ŀƴȅƻƴŜ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ŦǳŎƪƛƴƎ ǇŀƴǘǎΣ ŀƴŘ ǎƻ ƘŜƭǇ ƳŜ ƎƻŘΣ .ŜƭƭŀΣ ȅƻǳΩƭƭ ōŜ ǎƻǊǊȅΦέ 9ŘǿŀǊŘ 
said in a hard voice against the top of my head. I let another giggle slip out, and I could 
practically hear him rolling his eyes at me. I nodded and resumed humming to him. After he 
was asleep, I allowed myself to move closer to his body. I could feel all of his warmth, and 
nearly every curve of his body. No more jeans or sweaters in between us. Just Scooby Doos. I 
smiled into his chest and drifted off to sleep. 

 

 

 

 
Fucking Jazz and his stupid fucking Scooby Doo pants. Prick. But they were all I had. I had never 
ƘŀŘ ǘƘŜ ǳǎŜ ŦƻǊ ǇŀƧŀƳŀǎ ōŜŦƻǊŜ .ŜƭƭŀΦ !ƴŘ ǘƘŜƴ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿŜǊŜ .ŜƭƭŀΩǎ ǇŀƧŀƳŀǎΣ ǿƘƛŎƘ ǿŜǊŜ ƳƻŘŜǎǘ 
ǘƻ ŀƴȅƻƴŜ ŜƭǎŜΣ ōǳǘ ƻƴ .ŜƭƭŀΣ ƛǘ Ƨǳǎǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǎŜŜƳ ǊƛƎƘǘ ǘƻ ƳŜΦ IŜǊ ŀǊƳǎ ǿŜǊŜ ǎƘƻǿƛƴƎ ŀƎŀƛƴΣ ŀƴŘ L 
got that same feeling of obscenity looking at them. And I could feel so much more of her too 
without that hoodie sweater on. She was so much softer, which was both comfortable and 
awkward all at the same time. 

²ƘŜƴ ǿŜ ǿƻƪŜ ǳǇ ǘƘŀǘ ƳƻǊƴƛƴƎΣ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƎŜǘ ƻǳǘ ŦǊƻƳ ǳƴŘŜǊ ǘƘŜ ŎƻǾŜǊǎΦ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǘƘƛnk I could 
stand all the goddamn giggles anymore. Although, I must admit, I had never seen my girl laugh 
like that. The humiliation was definitely worth it. Sort of. Maybe. 

{ƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ǿŀǎ ŘŜŦƛƴƛǘŜƭȅ ǿǊƻƴƎ ǿƛǘƘ .Ŝƭƭŀ CǊƛŘŀȅ ƴƛƎƘǘΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎ ƳƻǊŜ ǘƘŀƴ Ƨǳǎǘ Ψŀ ǊŜally crappy 
ŘŀȅΩ ǘƻƻΦ hƴŎŜ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎ ƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ŘƻƻǊ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ƘƻƳŜ ǘƘŀǘ ƳƻǊƴƛƴƎΣ L ǊŜŀŎƘŜŘ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƘŜ ōŜŘǎƛŘŜ 
table and plucked up the bag of cookies. Wrathful Walnut Fudge. I knew how my girl worked. 
The names of her new recipes were always related to some significant event in her day. And 
something made my girl Wrathful. That is one fucking random emotion. 

When Bella was dressed and packed up, she deposited a bag of cookies on the table like always, 
and slipped out. She made my favorite. Peanut Butter Panaceas. The bag was gone by noon. 

I ended up going to town that afternoon. Because I had to buy some new fucking pajamas. 

× 

By the time Bella came at ten that night, I was better prepared for the whole pajama scenario, 
and also fucking starving. She brought me steak tonight, which I felt was a little extravagant, 
but who the fuck was I to question good beef? 
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She took her seat at my sofa and began listening to the iPod while I resumed my spot on the 
bed and began eating the steak. Fucking, Delicious. I know I say it to her a lot, but I mean it 
every time. She watched me eat like always, occasionally humming along to the song that was 
playing, which, of course made me even more tired than I already was. 

L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǎǘŀƭƭ ƭƛƪŜ L ŘƛŘ ƭŀǎǘ ƴƛƎƘǘΣ ƘŀǾƛƴƎ ƳƻǊŜ ŎƻƴŦƛŘŜƴŎŜ ƛƴ Ƴȅ sleeping attire and hers. When 
she returned from the bathroom in the same clothes she wore last night, she was still blushing. 
Lǘ ǿŀǎ ǎƻ ŦǳŎƪƛƴƎ ŎǳǘŜΦ !ƴŘ ŎƻƳǇƭŜǘŜƭȅ ǳƴŎŀƭƭŜŘ ŦƻǊΦ L Ǝƻǘ ŘǊŜǎǎŜŘ ŦƻǊ ōŜŘΧ ŀ ƴŜǿ ǇŀǊǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ 
routine... and exited the bathroom comfortably. Even though I was wearing new, and much 
more manly, plain black pants, she still fucking snickered. Likely remembering the Scooby Doo. 
{ƘŜΩŘ ƴŜǾŜǊ ƭŜǘ ƳŜ ƭƛǾŜ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƘƛǘ ŘƻǿƴΦ L ŎǳǊǎŜŘ WŀǎǇŜǊ ŀƴŘ Ƙƛǎ ǎǘǳǇƛŘ ŦǳŎƪƛƴƎ ƧƻƪŜǎΦ 

We climbed under the covers comfortably. After I turned out the light, I scooped her little soft 
body up and pressed it to me. She was always so warm. I sighed into her hair again when she 
began stroking mine. And like last night, a delicate little shiver went through her, so I held her 
tighter. Once she started humming, I was gone. Dreamless. Warm. Soft. 
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Chapter 12. Fudge You Alls 

 

 

 
Lǘ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜ ǾŜǊȅ ŦƛǊǎǘ Řŀȅ ƛƴ ǿŜƭƭ ƻǾŜǊ ŀ ǿŜŜƪ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ Ŝŀǘ Ƴȅ ŎƻƻƪƛŜǎ ŀǘ ƭǳƴŎƘΦ bƻ ŦǳŎƪƛƴƎ ǿŀȅ ǿŀǎ 
I letting Jazz see the name of the cookies. He came strutting into the lunchroom in his holey 
ƧŜŀƴǎ ŀƴŘ ƎǊǳōōȅ ōŀƴŘ ǎƘƛǊǘΣ ǇŜŜƪƛƴƎ ǎƛŘŜǿŀȅǎ ŀǘ .ǊŀƴŘƻƴΩǎ ǘŀōƭŜΦ !ƴŘ L Ƨǳǎǘ ƘŀŘ ǘƻ Ǌƻƭƭ Ƴȅ 
ŦǳŎƪƛƴƎ ŜȅŜǎΦ L ǿŀǎ ƎƛǾƛƴƎ ƛǘ ŀ ƳƻƴǘƘΦ LŦ ƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ Ƴŀƴ ǳǇ ōȅ ǘƘŜƴΣ L ǿŀǎ ǘŀƪƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǎƛǘǳŀǘƛƻƴ ƛƴǘƻ 
my own hands. My girl would give me a hand. 

He took his seat in front of me without a word, searching the table in front of me for 
ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎΦ tǊƻōŀōƭȅ ǘƘŜ ŀōǎŜƴǘ ōŀƎ ƻŦ ŎƻƻƪƛŜǎ LΩŘ Ƨǳǎǘ Ŝŀǘ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǿŀȅ ƘƻƳŜ ƻǊ ǎƻƳŜ ǎƘƛǘΦ !ŦǘŜǊ 
eating half of his disgustingly greasy school burger, he turned in his seat to glance back at my 
ƎƛǊƭΩǎ ǘŀōƭŜ ǿƘŜǊŜ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎ ǊŜŀŘƛƴƎ ŀƴŘ ŜŀǘƛƴƎ ƘŜǊ ŦǳŎƪƛƴƎ {Ŏƻƻōȅ {ƴŀŎƪǎΦ 

WŀǎǇŜǊ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ōŀŎƪ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ǿƛŘŜ ǎƳƛƭŜΦ ά{ƻΣ ǿƻǊŘ Ƙŀǎ ƛǘ ǘƘŀǘ ƴŜǿ ƎƛǊƭ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƘŜǊŜΚέ IŜ 
pointed with his thumb back toward BelƭŀΦ άIŀǎ ŀŘŘŜŘ ǾƛƻƭŜƴŎŜ ŀƴŘ ōƻŘƛƭȅ ƛƴƧǳǊȅ ǘƻ ƘŜǊ 
ǊŜǇŜǊǘƻƛǊŜΦέ IŜ ǎƳƛǊƪŜŘ ŀƴŘ ǘƻƻƪ ŀ ŘǊƛƴƪ ƻŦ ƳƛƭƪΦ 

I furrowed my brow. What the fuck is he talking about? άIƻǿ ǎƻΚέ L ŀǎƪŜŘ ŎŀǎǳŀƭƭȅΣ ŀǎ ǘƻ ƴƻǘ 
raise any suspicions. 

He chuckled then, trying to hold it in lonƎ ŜƴƻǳƎƘ ǘƻ ǎǇƛǘ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊŘǎ ƻǳǘΦ άL ƘŜŀǊŘ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƘŜ 
ŀǎǎŀǳƭǘŜŘ {ǘŀƴƭŜȅ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ōŀǎƪŜǘōŀƭƭ ƛƴ ƎȅƳ CǊƛŘŀȅΦέ IŜ ǎƴƛŎƪŜǊŜŘ ǎƘŀƪƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ ƘŜŀŘΦ 

This was certainly a new development. Why the fuck would Bella assault Stanley? Not that the 
ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ƻŦ ƛǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƳŀƪŜ ƳŜ ǿant to laugh too. Because, sincerely, it did. 

WŀȊȊ ŎƻƴǘƛƴǳŜŘ ƻƴ ŀŦǘŜǊ Ƙƛǎ ŎƘǳŎƪƭƛƴƎ Ŧƛǘ ŎŀƭƳŜŘ ŘƻǿƴΦ άWǳǎǘ ŦǳŎƪƛƴƎ ǘƻƻƪ ǘƘŜ ōŀƭƭ ŀƴŘ ŎƘǳŎƪŜŘ ƛǘ 
ŀǘ ƘŜǊ ƘŜŀŘΦέ IŜ ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘ ƭŀǳƎƘƛƴƎ ƘŀǊŘŜǊΦ άL ƪƴƻǿΣ L ƪƴƻǿ ǊƛƎƘǘΚέ IŜ ǎƴƛŎƪŜǊŜŘΦ ά.ŀƭƭǎ ŦƭȅƛƴƎ ŀǘ 
{ǘŀƴƭŜȅΩǎ ƘŜŀŘΦ Wǳǎǘ ǎƻǳƴŘǎ ƭƛƪŜ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ Řŀȅ ǘƻ ƳŜΦέ IŜ ŎƘǳŎƪƭŜŘ ƘŀǊŘŜǊ ŀǘ Ƙƛǎ ƻǿƴ ƧƻƪŜΦ 

aȅ ǎǘƻƳŀŎƘ ǎŀƴƪΦ CǊƛŘŀȅ ǿŀǎ .ŜƭƭŀΩǎ ΨǊŜŀƭƭȅ ŎǊŀǇǇȅ ŘŀȅΩΦ !ƴŘ ǎƻƳŜƘƻǿΣ ǘƘŀǘ ŦǳŎƪƛƴƎ ōƛǘŎƘ 
{ǘŀƴƭŜȅ ǿŀǎ ƛƴǾƻƭǾŜŘΦ aȅ Ŧƛǎǘǎ ŎƭŜƴŎƘŜŘΦ bƻ ǿƻƴŘŜǊ .Ŝƭƭŀ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǘŜƭƭ ƳŜ ŀōƻǳǘ ǿƘŀǘ ǿŀǎ 
bothŜǊƛƴƎ ƘŜǊΦ L ƻŦŦŜǊŜŘ WŀȊȊ ŀ ŘŜǾƛƻǳǎ ǎƳƛǊƪΤ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ǿƘŀǘ ƘŜΩŘ ŜȄǇŜŎǘ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ƳŜ ŦǊƻƳ 
that story. And if it were anyone else doing it, I probably would without effort. 
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We were silent the rest of lunch. And I really fucking tried to just let it go, and make up my 
ƳƛƴŘ ǘƻ ƴƻǘ ǇǊȅΦ .ǳǘ L ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘΦ .ŜŎŀǳǎŜ L ƘŀŘ ǘƻ ƪƴƻǿ Ƨǳǎǘ Ƙƻǿ ōŀŘƭȅ L ǿŀǎ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƘŀǾŜ ŦǳŎƪ 
ǘƘŀǘ {ǘŀƴƭŜȅ ōƛǘŎƘ ǳǇΦ ²ƘƻŜǾŜǊ ƛƴǾŜƴǘŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǘŜǊƳ ΨLǘΩǎ ƴƻǘ ǇƻƭƛǘŜ ǘƻ Ƙƛǘ ŀ ƎƛǊƭΩ Ƙŀǎ ŎƭŜŀǊƭȅ ƴŜǾŜǊ 
fucked Jessica Stanley. It took me months to get her off my back after that one night. Phone 
calls, letters in my locker, she even told her fucking friends about my scars. And that ǿŀǎƴΩǘ 
ŜƴƻǳƎƘ ǘƻ ƳŀƪŜ ƳŜ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ Ƙƛǘ ƘŜǊΦ .ǳǘ L ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƭŜǘ ƘŜǊ ǎǇǊŜŀŘ ƘŜǊ ǾŜƴƻƳ ǘƻ Ƴȅ ƎƛǊƭΦ 

When I walked into Bio, Bella was already in her seat, with that fucking hood up. I had never felt 
the urge so strongly to yank it off her head. She was hiding. She was hiding shit from me. I 
ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƭƛƪŜ ƛǘΦ 

Once I got settled into my seat and Mr. Banner started his lecture on DNA, I ripped a piece of 
paper from my notebook, and began writing Bella a note. It was against the rules. But I could 
give a fuck less at that moment. 

What the fuck did Stanley do to you? 

I folded the paper up nice and small and slid it to her side of the lab table. She looked at it 
ƛƴŎǊŜŘǳƭƻǳǎƭȅΦ {ƘŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŜȄǇŜŎǘƛƴƎ ƳŜ ǘƻ ōǊŜŀƪ ǘƘŜ ǊǳƭŜǎ ŜƛǘƘŜǊΦ IŜǎƛǘŀƴǘƭȅΣ ǎƘŜ ǇƛŎƪŜŘ ǳǇ ǘƘŜ 
note and began unfolding it. 

L ǿŀǘŎƘŜŘ ƘŜǊ ǊŜŀŎǘƛƻƴ ŎƭƻǎŜƭȅΦ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƎƛǾŜ ŀ ŦǳŎƪ ǿƘƻ ǎŀǿ ƳŜ ƭƻƻƪƛƴƎ ŀǘ ƘŜǊΦ IŜǊ ŜȅŜǎ ǿƛŘŜƴŜŘ 
and she stiffened. She sat there for a while, just staring at the note, before she slumped into 
her seat and frowned, and then lifted her pencil to the paper and scribbled a reply. It was too 
fucking quick. She folded it carefully and slid it back to me slowly. I opened it; kind of pissed I 
ƪƴŜǿ L ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ŀ ǎǳŦŦƛŎƛŜƴǘ ŜȄǇƭŀƴŀǘƛƻƴ ǊƛƎƘǘ ƴƻǿΦ 

Tonight. 

Was all it said. I balled my fist with the paper still in it, and threw the crumpled ball into my bag. 
I sent a very pointed glance into her big brown eyes. Yes. Tonight. No fucking way was she 
weaseling out of this one. She slumped further into her seat and dropped her head even lower. 
{ƘŀƳŜΦ ¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ǿƘŀǘ ǘƘŜ ƭƻƻƪ ǿŀǎΦ !ƴŘ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘȅ ǎƘŜ ŦŜƭǘ ŀǎƘŀƳŜŘΣ ōǳǘ L ǿŀǎ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ 
find out. 

When the bell rang, I left thŜ ŎƭŀǎǎǊƻƻƳ ŦƛǊǎǘΣ ōǳǘ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ Ǝƻ ǘƻ Ƴȅ Ŏƭŀǎǎ Ƨǳǎǘ ȅŜǘΦ L ǿŀƛǘŜŘ ǳƴǘƛƭ 
Bella walked out, hood up and head down, traveling towards gym. I followed behind her a few 
feet. Everyone seemed to swerve around her. It was like parting the red sea or some shit. They 
ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ ƭƻƻƪ ŀǘ ƘŜǊ ŀƴȅƳƻǊŜΤ ǘƘŜȅ Ƨǳǎǘ Ǝƻǘ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŦǳŎƪƛƴƎ ǿŀȅΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎ ƪƛƴŘ ƻŦ ǎƘƛǘǘȅΣ ŀƴŘ 
it was kind of good, all at the same time. 

As we approached the gym, I could see Stanley and her bunch of rabid skank hyenas gathering 
near the entrance. I ǎǘƻǇǇŜŘ ǎƻ L ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ōŜ ǎŜŜƴΣ ŀƴŘ Ŏŀǎǳŀƭƭȅ ƭŜŀƴŜŘ ŀƎŀƛƴǎǘ ǘƘŜ ōǊƛŎƪ ǿŀƭƭΦ 
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When Bella walked up to the doors, Stanley glowered at her, following her with an evil eye. If 
ƭƻƻƪǎ ŎƻǳƭŘ ƪƛƭƭΣ LΩŘ ōŜ ǎŎǊŀǇƛƴƎ ǳǇ Ƴȅ ƎƛǊƭΩǎ ŎƻǊǇǎŜ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŀǘ ƎȅƳ ŜƴǘǊŀƴŎŜΦ 

Stanley never said anything to her, just fucking followed her in. And then I was even more 
pissed, because I knew that all those dirty skanks were going to go into that locker room and 
ŦǳŎƪ ǿƛǘƘ Ƴȅ ƎƛǊƭΦ !ƴŘ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŀ ƎƻŘŘŀƳƴ ǘƘƛƴƎ L ŎƻǳƭŘ Řƻ ŀōƻǳǘ ƛǘΦ 

× 

When the last bell rang, I rushed to the parking lot. I had to get one look at Bella, just to make 
sure she was okay. I stood against the door of my Volvo, watching the gym entrance anxiously. 
The guys filtered out first, looking sweaty and gross, and a whole lot like Emmett on a practice 
day. After all the guys were gone, the girls began filtering out. I straightened my back to get a 
better view through the crowd. Stanley and her skanks walked out looking as slutty as ever, 
smacking on bubble gum and snickering. Of course that just made me worry even more. Finally, 
the last out of the gym, Bella came shuffling out. But she had that goddamn hood up and her 
head down. Still fucking hiding. Brandon was already in her car, waiting to get home. And when 
Bella turned to open the door, she lifted her head just enough so that I could get one glance at 
her face as she got in. 

Her eyes were red, and puffy, and I knew my girl well enough to know she had been crying. She 
ŎƭƛƳōŜŘ ƛƴǘƻ .ǊŀƴŘƻƴΩǎ tƻǊǎŎƘŜ ŀƴŘ ŎƭƻǎŜŘ ǘƘŜ Řoor quietly. Not an angry slam, not a wrathly 
slam, but a quiet, timid click. My stomach clenched even tighter as I watched them drive away. 

L ŘǊƻǾŜ WŀȊȊ ƘƻƳŜ ŦŜŜƭƛƴƎ ǇǊŜǘǘȅ ŦǳŎƪƛƴƎ ǎƻƳōŜǊΦ IŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǎŀȅ ǎƘƛǘ ǘƻ ƳŜΦ IŜ ƪƴŜǿ Ƴȅ ƳƻƻŘǎ 
well enough to know if I was conversational. He got out with a quick wave when I pulled up to 
Ƙƛǎ ƘƻǳǎŜΦ L ǎǇŜŘ ƘƻƳŜ ŦŀǎǘŜǊ ǘƘŀƴ ǳǎǳŀƭΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎ ǎǘǳǇƛŘ ǘƻ ŘƻΦ LǘΩǎ ƴƻǘ ƭƛƪŜ ƛǘ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƳŀƪŜ ǘƘŜ 
clock move any closer to ten. 

I waited in my room. Pacing and running my fingers through my hair and just trying to stay 
ƻŎŎǳǇƛŜŘ ǳƴǘƛƭ ǘŜƴ ŎŀƳŜΦ L ǎƪŜǘŎƘŜŘ ǎƻƳŜ ƳƻǊŜΣ L ŜǾŜƴ ǊŜŀŘ ŀ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ƻŦ .ŜƭƭŀΩǎ ōƻƻƪΦ ²ƘŜƴ 
/ŀǊƭƛǎƭŜ ŎŀƳŜ ƘƻƳŜΣ L ǿŜƴǘ ŘƻǿƴǎǘŀƛǊǎ ŀƴŘ ǘŀƭƪŜŘ ǘƻ ƘƛƳΣ Ƨǳǎǘ ǘƻ Ǉŀǎǎ ǘƘŜ ǘƛƳŜΦ IŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ 
anything ridiculously interesting to say. But, he was going to another medical conference this 
weekend, and I was pretty fucking positive that meant another house party, but I kept my 
ƳƻǳǘƘ ǎƘǳǘΦ .ŜŎŀǳǎŜ ƘƻƴŜǎǘƭȅΣ L ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ōŜ ŜƴǘƛǊŜƭȅ ƻǇǇƻǎŜŘ ǘƻ ǎǇŜƴŘƛƴƎ ŀ ƴƛƎƘǘ ƎŜǘǘƛƴƎ 
fucked up. 

When it was almost ten, I opened the balcony door and stood out there waiting in the cold. I 
could see Bella coming from the Brandon house as she walked out the door to the kitchen with 
her bag on her back like always. I watched her stalk across the yard, slowly, like she was 
delaying the inevitable. And she still had that hood on her head. I peered over the railing, 
ƭŜŀƴƛƴƎ ƻƴ Ƴȅ ŦƻǊŜŀǊƳǎΣ ǿŀǘŎƘƛƴƎ ƘŜǊ ŎƭƛƳō ǳǇ ǘƘŜ ƭŀǘǘƛŎŜ ƭƛƪŜ ŀ ΨǇǊƻΩΦ 



 
 

121 

When she reached the railing, I went to help her over, but she was so good at doing it, she 
hopped onto the balcony before I even got the chance. As soon as her feet were firmly planted, 
I reached up and snatched that fucking hood off her head. No more hiding. She never looked 
me in the eye; just walked into my room and started unpacking her bag like it was any other 
night. 

I stood, leaning against the balcony door after I closed it, with my arms crossed over my chest. I 
was not ŦǳŎƪƛƴƎ ƘǳƴƎǊȅΦ CƻǊ Ƴȅ ƎƛǊƭΩǎ ŎƻƻƪƛƴƎΦ άL ǿŀƴǘ Ƴȅ ŎƻƻƪƛŜǎΦέ L ǎǘŀǘŜŘ ǎƛƳǇƭȅΦ Lǘ ǿƻǳƭŘ ǘŜƭƭ 
me exactly how Bella felt today. 

She paused, but proceeded to reach into the sack and brought out a bag of cookies, laying it on 
the bed next to the food. 

She shuffled her way to her spot on the sofa and sunk into it, looking like a little girl who just 
got in trouble with daddy. I stood, waiting, expectant. But she just sat there on the sofa, staring 
at her hands in her lap that were picking at her sleeves. I cleared my throat. Loudly. Spit it the 
fuck out. 

{ƘŜ ŎƭƻǎŜŘ ƘŜǊ ŜȅŜǎ ŀƴŘ ǎƘƻƻƪ ƘŜǊ ƘŜŀŘ ǎƭƻǿƭȅΦ ά¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ƴƻǘ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƭŜǘ ǘƘƛǎ Ǝƻ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳΚέ ǎƘŜ 
whispered. 

L ǎƴƻǊǘŜŘΦ άCǳŎƪƛƴƎ ǊƛƎƘǘ LΩƳ ƴƻǘ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƭŜǘ ǘƘƛǎ ƎƻΦ ¢ŀƭƪΦέ L ƻǊŘŜǊŜŘΣ ƴƻǘ ƳƻǾƛƴƎ ŦǊƻƳ Ƴȅ ǎǇƻǘΣ 
still crossing my arms over my chest. 

{ƘŜ ƭŜǘ ƻǳǘ ŀ ŘŜŜǇ ǎƛƎƘΦ ά¸ƻǳ ŜŀǘΦ LΩƭƭ ǘŀƭƪΦέ {ƘŜ ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊŜŘΣ ŀƴŘ ōŜƴǘ Řƻǿƴ ǘƻ ǳƴǘie her shoes. So 
she could go fetal on my couch. 

Food was really the last thing I was interested in, but I humored her. Sitting down in the middle 
of my bed and taking a peek at the bag of cookies before I did anything. Fudge you all. I shook 
my head at thŜ ōŀƎΦ ¢Ƙŀǘ ǎƘƛǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƘŜƭǇ ƳŜΦ L ǎŜǘ ƛǘ ƻƴ Ƴȅ ōŜŘǎƛŘŜ ǘŀōƭŜ ŀƴŘ ǘƻƻƪ ǘƘŜ ŎƻƴǘŀƛƴŜǊ 
ƻŦΧ ŜƴŎƘƛƭŀŘŀǎ ƛƴǘƻ Ƴȅ ƭŀǇΦ L ǇƛŎƪŜŘ ǳǇ ǘƘŜ ŦƻǊƪ ǎƘŜ ōǊƻǳƎƘǘ ŦƻǊ ƳŜ ŀƴŘ ǎƭƛŎŜŘ ƻŦŦ ŀ ōƛǘŜ ŀƴŘ ŀǘŜ 
it. 

When I looked up from the enchiladas, she was watching me eat. Like always. Her eyes were 
ǘƛǊŜŘΣ ŀƴŘ ƘŜƭŘ ǎƻƳŜ ƪƛƴŘ ƻŦ ǎŀŘƴŜǎǎ L ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǉǳƛǘŜ ŎƻƳǇǊŜƘŜƴŘΦ 

L ǉǳƛǊƪŜŘ ŀƴ ŜȅŜōǊƻǿ ŀǘ ƘŜǊΦ ά5ƻƴΩǘ ŀǎǎǳƳŜ ǘƘŀǘ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ŦƛƴŘ ƛǘ ŘŜŜǇƭȅ ŦǳŎƪƛƴƎ ŀƳǳǎƛƴƎΣ ōǳǘ 
ŎƻǳƭŘ ȅƻǳ ǇƭŜŀǎŜ ǘŜƭƭ ƳŜ ǿƘȅ ȅƻǳ Ƙƛǘ {ǘŀƴƭŜȅΚέ L ŀǎƪŜŘ ǘŀƪƛƴƎ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ōƛǘŜ ƻŦ the food, but 
keeping all of attention on her. 

{ƘŜ ƎǊƛƳŀŎŜŘ ŀƴŘ ƘǳƎƎŜŘ ƘŜǊ ƪƴŜŜǎ ǘƛƎƘǘŜǊΦ {ƘŜ Ŏŀǎǘ ƘŜǊ ŜȅŜǎ Řƻǿƴ ǘƻ Ƴȅ ŎŀǊǇŜǘΦ ά{ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ƛƴ 
ŦǊƻƴǘ ƻŦ ƳŜ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ōƭŜŀŎƘŜǊǎ CǊƛŘŀȅΦέ {ƘŜ ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘΣ ŀƴŘ ǇŀǳǎŜŘ ǘƻ ƪƴƛǘ ƘŜǊ ŜȅŜōǊƻǿǎ ǘƻƎŜǘƘŜǊ 
ŀƴŘ ǎƘŀƪŜ ƘŜǊ ƘŜŀŘΦ άIŜǊ ŀƴŘ {ŀƳŀƴǘƘŀ ǿŜǊŜ ǘŀƭƪƛƴƎ ŀōƻǳǘΧέ {ƘŜ ǇŀǳǎŜŘ ŀƎŀƛƴ ŀƴŘ ƎǊƛƳŀŎŜŘΦ 
ά!ōƻǳǘΧ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ Ǝǳȅǎ ǘƘŜȅ ƘŀŘ ǎƭŜǇǘ ǿƛǘƘΦέ L ǿŀƴǘŜŘ ǘƻ ƧƻƪŜ ǿƛǘƘ ƘŜǊ ŀƴŘ ǎŀȅ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ƭƛƪŜ 
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Ψ²ƻǿΣ LΩƭƭ ōŜǘ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŀǎ ƻƴŜ ƭƻƴƎ ŦǳŎƪƛƴƎ ŎƻƴǾŜǊǎŀǘƛƻƴΧ ƭƛǘŜǊŀƭƭȅΦΩ .ǳǘ L ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘΣ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ǘƘƛǎ ǿŀs 
ƎƻƛƴƎ ǎƻƳŜǿƘŜǊŜ ǾŜǊȅ ǳƴŦǳƴƴȅΦ ά!ƴŘ L ǘǊƛŜŘ ǘƻ Ƨǳǎǘ ōƭƻŎƪ ǘƘŜƳ ƻǳǘΣ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ǿŀƴǘ 
ǘƻ ƘŜŀǊ ƛǘΧ ōǳǘ ǘƘŜƴΧέ {ƘŜ ǇŀǳǎŜŘ ȅŜǘ ŀƎŀƛƴ ŀƴŘ ƭŜǘ ƻǳǘ ŀ ƘǳŦŦΦ ά¢ƘŜƴ WŜǎǎƛŎŀ ǎŀƛŘ ȅƻǳǊ ƴŀƳŜΦέ 
she said in a tiny voice. 

L ŎƻƳǇƭŜǘŜƭȅ ŦǊƻȊŜ ƳƛŘ ŎƘŜǿΦ L ƘŀŘƴΩǘ told Bella about the Stanley situation. At least not 
entirely. And now she knew. 

{ƘŜ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ǳǇ ŀǘ ƳŜ ŎŀǊŜŦǳƭƭȅΦ LΩƳ ǎǳǊŜ L ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ǎǘǳƴƴŜŘΦ ά!ƴŘ ǘƘŜƴΧ L ǘƛǊŜŘ ŜǾŜƴ ƘŀǊŘŜǊ ǘƻ 
ōƭƻŎƪ ƛǘ ŀƭƭ ƻǳǘΣ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ L ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ƘŜŀǊ ǿƘŀǘ ǘƘŜȅ ǿŜǊŜ ǎŀȅƛƴƎ ŀōƻǳǘ ȅƻǳΦέ {ƘŜ 
whispered. 

L ǎǿŀƭƭƻǿŜŘ ǘƘŜ ōƛǘŜ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŀŘ ŦǊƻȊŜƴ ƛƴ Ƴȅ ƳƻǳǘƘ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ƘŜŀǾȅ ƎǳƭǇΦ ά²Ƙŀǘ ǿŜǊŜ ǘƘŜȅ ǎŀȅƛƴƎ 
ŀōƻǳǘ ƳŜΚέ L ƘŜŘƎŜŘ ŎŀǊŜŦǳƭƭȅΦ LƳŀƎƛƴŜ ǘƘŜ ŦƛǊǎǘ ǇŀǊǘȅΣ ƘŜŀǊƛƴƎ ƛǘ ŎƻƳƛƴƎ ŦǊƻƳ ŀ ŦƻǳǊǘƘ ǇŀǊǘȅΦ 

She shrugged and began picking at her sleeve cufŦǎ ŀƎŀƛƴΦ άWŜǎǎƛŎŀ ǿŀǎ ƎƛǾƛƴƎ {ŀƳŀƴǘƘŀΧ 
ŘŜǘŀƛƭǎΦέ {ƘŜ ŎǊƻŀƪŜŘΦ 

Then my heart sank. Because the only detail I knew Stanley loved giving and I could really 
imagine Bella hearing and getting protective of me over were my scars. She was staring at the 
carpet again, still picking at her sleeves. 

ά²ŜǊŜ ǘƘŜȅ ǘŀƭƪƛƴƎ ŀōƻǳǘ ƳȅΧέ L ǇŀǳǎŜŘ ŀƴŘ ŎƭƻǎŜŘ Ƴȅ ŜȅŜǎΦ ά!ōƻǳǘ Ƴȅ ǎŎŀǊǎΦέ L ŀǎƪŜŘ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ 
clenched teeth. 

.ŜƭƭŀΩǎ ƘŜŀŘ ǎƘƻǘ ǳǇ ŀƴŘ ǎƘŜ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ŀǘ ƳŜ ōƭŀƴƪƭȅΦ ά²Ƙŀǘ ǎŎŀǊǎΚέ ǎƘŜ ŀǎƪŜŘ ƛƴŎǊŜŘǳƭƻǳǎƭȅΦ 

Holy fucking Christ. 

L ƎǊƻŀƴŜŘ ŀƴŘ ŘǊƻǇǇŜŘ Ƴȅ ŦƻǊƪ ƛƴǘƻ Ƴȅ ŎƻƴǘŀƛƴŜǊ ƻŦ ŜƴŎƘƛƭŀŘŀǎΦ άL ǘŀƪŜ ǘƘŀǘ ŀǎ ŀ ƴƻΦέ L ŎƻǾŜǊŜŘ 
the container and placed it beside my bed. My appetite was gone. 

{ƘŜ ŦǳǊǊƻǿŜŘ ƘŜǊ ōǊƻǿǎ ŀƴŘ ŦǊƻǿƴŜŘΦ άbƻΣ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƘŜŀǊ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŀǘΦ ¸ƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ǎŎŀǊǎΚέ 
ShŜ ŀǎƪŜŘ ǉǳƛŜǘƭȅΦ ¢ƘŜƴ ƘŜǊ ŦŀŎŜ ŦŜƭƭ ŎƻƳǇƭŜǘŜƭȅ ŀǎ ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘŀƴŘƛƴƎ ƭƛǘ ƘŜǊ ŦŀŎŜΦ άCǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ŦƛǊŜΚέ 
she whispered. I grimaced and nodded my head. I should have never taken my shirt off in front 
of that fucking skank. 

άLΩƳ ǎƻǊǊȅΣ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿΦέ {ƘŜ ŦǊƻǿƴŜŘΦ L ǿanted to bitch at her for doing the sorry thing again, 
ōǳǘ ǘƘŜ ƳƻǊŜ ƛƳǇƻǊǘŀƴǘ ƳŀǘǘŜǊ ǎǘƛƭƭ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŀƴǎǿŜǊŜŘΦ 

ά{ƻΧέ L ǘǊƛŜŘ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ǳǎ ōŀŎƪ ƻƴ ǘǊŀŎƪ ŀŦǘŜǊ L ŀŎŎƛŘŜƴǘŀƭƭȅ ŎƻƴŦŜǎǎŜŘ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ǾŜǊȅ ǇŜǊǎƻƴŀƭΦ άLŦ 
ǘƘŀǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ƛǘΣ ǘƘŜƴ ǿƘȅ ŘƛŘ ȅƻǳ Řƻ ƛǘΚέ L ŀǎƪŜŘΣ grabbing my sketchbook out from under my 
bed. 
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{ƘŜ ƎǊƛƳŀŎŜŘ ȅŜǘ ŀƎŀƛƴ ŀƴŘ ƘǳƎƎŜŘ ƘŜǊ ƪƴŜŜǎ ǘƛƎƘǘŜǊΦ άWŜǎǎƛŎŀ ǿŀǎ ōŜƛƴƎ ǾŜǊȅΧΦ DǊŀǇƘƛŎΦ 
5ŜǎŎǊƛǇǘƛǾŜΦέ {ƘŜ ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊŜŘΦ ¢ƘŜƴ ŀŘŘŜŘΣ ά!ōƻǳǘ ȅƻǳΦ !ƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǘƘƛƴƎǎ ȅƻǳΧέ ǎƘŜ ǘǊŀƛƭŜŘ ƻŦŦΣ 
shaking her head fiercely. 

But L Ǝƻǘ ƛǘΦ L ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ƘŜŀǊ ŀƴȅƻƴŜ ǘŀƭƪƛƴƎ ŀōƻǳǘ .Ŝƭƭŀ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘŀǘ ŜƛǘƘŜǊΦ 

L ǎƛƎƘŜŘ ŀƴŘ ǎƻŦǘŜƴŜŘ Ƴȅ ŦŀŎŜΦ ά¸ƻǳ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƭƛƪŜ ƘŜŀǊƛƴƎ ǘƘŜƳ ǘŀƭƪ ŀōƻǳǘ ƳŜ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘŀǘΚέ Lǘ ǿŀǎ 
more of a statement than a question. 

She bit her lip, hugging her knees, and fiddling with the fabric of her jeans. Then she nodded. 
ά¸ŜǎΦ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƭƛƪŜ ƘŜŀǊƛƴƎ ǘƘŜƳ ǘŀƭƪ ŀōƻǳǘ ȅƻǳ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘŀǘΦέ {ƘŜ ŎƻƴŎƭǳŘŜŘ ŘŜŎƛǎƛǾŜƭȅΣ ǎǘƛƭƭ ƴƻŘŘƛƴƎΦ 

L ǎƳƛƭŜŘ ƛƴ ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘŀƴŘƛƴƎΦ ¢Ƙŀǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǎƻ ōŀŘΦ LΩŘ ƘŀǘŜ ǘƻ ǘƘƛƴƪ ƻŦ ǿƘŀǘ L ǿƻǳƭŘ Řƻ ǘƻ ǎƻƳŜ Ǝǳȅ 
giving deǘŀƛƭǎ ŀōƻǳǘ ōŜƛƴƎ ǿƛǘƘ .ŜƭƭŀΦ LΩŘ ǇǊƻōŀōƭȅ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ǎǘŀō ǘƘŜ ƳǳǘƘŜǊŦǳŎƪŜǊΦ LΩŘ ǇǊƻōŀōƭȅ 
ŜƴƧƻȅ ƛǘ ǉǳƛǘŜ ǘƘƻǊƻǳƎƘƭȅΦ ! ōŀǎƪŜǘōŀƭƭ ƛǎƴΩǘ ƳǳŎƘΦ ²ƘƛŎƘ ōǊƛƴƎǎ ƳŜ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƴŜȄǘ ǘƻǇƛŎΧ 

I began a new sketch, just to keep myself occupied in case Jessica did something really fucked 
ǳǇ ǘƻ Ƴȅ ƎƛǊƭΦ ά{ƻ ǿƘŀǘ ŘƛŘ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƪŀƴƪ Řƻ ǘƻ ȅƻǳ ǘƻŘŀȅ ƛƴ ƎȅƳΚέ L ŀǎƪŜŘ ǿƘƛƭŜ ƳƻǾƛƴƎ Ƴȅ ǇŜƴŎƛƭ 
over the page. 

L ŎƻǳƭŘ ŀƭƳƻǎǘ ƘŜŀǊ .ŜƭƭŀΩǎ ƎǊƛƳŀŎŜΦ ά²Ƙŀǘ Řƻ ȅƻǳ ƳŜŀƴΚέ {ƘŜ ŀǎƪŜŘ ǎƘŀƪƛƭȅΦ !ƘƘΧ Ǉŀȅ ŘƛǊǘΦ 

I huffed, slightly annoyed that she was stƛƭƭ ōŜƛƴƎ ǎƻ ƎƻŘŘŀƳƴ ŜǾŀǎƛǾŜΦ ά5ƻƴΩǘ Ǉǳƭƭ ǘƘŀǘ ōǳƭƭǎƘƛǘ 
ǿƛǘƘ ƳŜΣ .ŜƭƭŀΦ L ǎŀǿ ȅƻǳ ŎƻƳŜ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƎȅƳΦ ¸ƻǳ ǿŜǊŜ ŎǊȅƛƴƎΦ ²Ƙŀǘ ŘƛŘ ǘƘŜȅ ǎŀȅ ǘƻ ȅƻǳΚέ L 
looked up from the page then, and she looked really fucking sad. And I knew, in the very depths 
of my soul, ǘƘŀǘ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ {ǘŀƴƭŜȅΩǎ ŦǳŎƪƛƴƎ ŦŀǳƭǘΦ L ƎǊƛǇǇŜŘ Ƴȅ ǇŜƴŎƛƭ ǘƛƎƘǘŜǊ ǿŀƛǘƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ ƘŜǊ ǘƻ 
answer me. 

ά¢ƘŜȅ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǎŀȅ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǘǊǳŜΣ 9ŘǿŀǊŘΦέ {ƘŜ ǎƳƛƭŜŘΦ .ǳǘ ƛǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŀ ǎƳƛƭŜ ŀǘ ŀƭƭΦ Lǘ 
was full of bitterness and pain, and it made me want to hunt Stanley down and stab her a little 
too. 

L ƎǊƛǇǇŜŘ Ƴȅ ǇŜƴŎƛƭ ŜǾŜƴ ǘƛƎƘǘŜǊΦ ά²Ƙȅ ŘƻƴΩǘ ȅƻǳ Ƨǳǎǘ ŦǳŎƪƛƴƎ ǘŜƭƭ ƳŜ ǿƘŀǘ ǘƘŜȅ ǎŀƛŘΣ ŀƴŘ ƭŜǘ ƳŜ 
ŘŜŎƛŘŜ ŦƻǊ ƳȅǎŜƭŦΚέ L ǎƴŀǇǇŜŘΦ 

.ŜƭƭŀΩǎ Ƨŀǿ ǘŜƴǎŜŘΣ ŀƴŘ ǎƘŜ ŎƭŜƴŎƘŜŘ ƘŜǊ Ŧƛǎǘǎ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƛƎƘǘ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ōŀƭƭǎ ƻƴ ǘƻǇ ƻŦ ƘŜǊ ƪƴŜŜs, so hard 
her knuckles were white and taught. And she had the most heartbreaking look in her eyes of 
Ƨǳǎǘ ŎƻƳǇƭŜǘŜ ŀƴŘ ǳǘǘŜǊ ŦǊǳǎǘǊŀǘƛƻƴ ŀƴŘ ōƛǘǘŜǊƴŜǎǎΦ ά¢ƘŜȅ ǘƻƭŘ ƳŜ L ǿŀǎ ŀ ŦǊŜŀƪΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŀǘ L ǿŀǎ 
only pissed off at Jessica because I was a prude. And they said I was only a prude because no 
ƻƴŜ ǿƻǳƭŘ ŜǾŜǊ ŦǳŎƪƛƴƎ ǘƻǳŎƘ ƳŜΦέ {ƘŜ ǎǇŀǘ ǾŜƴƻƳƻǳǎƭȅΦΦΦ ōƛǘǘŜǊƭȅΦ 

I blanched. I blanched and fucking flinched away from her voice. Because of all the nights I had 
spent talking to Bella about the most awful things in our lives, I had never once heard her loose 
her cool so fucking completely. And I had never heard her curse. 
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L ǎŀǘ ǘƘŜǊŜ ƻƴ Ƴȅ ōŜŘ ǎǘŀǊƛƴƎ ǿƛŘŜ ŜȅŜŘ ŀǘ Ƴȅ ƎƛǊƭΦ ά¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ōǳƭƭǎƘƛǘΦέ L ōǊŜŀǘƘŜŘΦ L ǿŀǎ ǇƛǎǎŜŘ ŀǘ 
them for even saying it to her, but I was too stunƴŜŘ ōȅ .ŜƭƭŀΩǎ ŎƻƳǇƭŜǘŜ ŎƘŀƴƎŜ ƛƴ ōŜƘŀǾƛƻǊ ǘƻ 
inject any of the anger necessary into my voice. 

{ƘŜ ƭŜǘ ƻǳǘ ŀ ƭƻǳŘΣ ƘǳƳƻǊƭŜǎǎ ŎƘǳŎƪƭŜΣ ŀƴŘ ƎŀǾŜ ƳŜ ǘƘŀǘ ǎŀƳŜ ōƛǘǘŜǊ ǎƳƛƭŜΦ άLǎ ƛǘΣ 9ŘǿŀǊŘΚέ {ƘŜ 
ŎǊƻŀƪŜŘΣ ǎƻǳƴŘƛƴƎ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǾŜǊƎŜ ƻŦ ǘŜŀǊǎΦ άLǎ ƛǘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ōǳƭƭǎƘƛǘΚ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ǘƘƛƴƪ ƛǘ ƛǎΦ L ǘƘƛƴƪ ǘƘŀǘ LΩƳ 
ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ōŜ ǘƘƛǎ ǿŀȅΦέ hƴŜ ƭƻƴŜ ǘŜŀǊ ǎƭƛŘ Řƻǿƴ ƘŜǊ ŎƘŜŜƪΣ ŀƴŘ ƘŜǊ ŜȅŜǎ ŦƭŀǎƘŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ŀƴ 
ŀƴƎŜǊ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ ǘƘƛƴƪ .Ŝƭƭŀ ŎŀǇŀōƭŜ ƻŦ ŀǎ ǎƘŜ ǎǿŀǘǘŜŘ ƛǘ ŀǿŀȅ ǾƛƻƭŜƴǘƭȅΦ άLΩƭƭ ƴŜǾŜǊ ōŜ ŀōƭŜ ǘƻ 
ǘƻǳŎƘ ŀ ƳŀƴΦ LΩƭƭ ƴŜǾŜǊ ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ŦƛǊǎǘ ƪƛǎǎΣ LΩƭƭ ƴŜǾŜǊ ƎŜǘ ƳŀǊǊƛŜŘΣ ŀƴŘ LΩƭƭ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ƘŀǘŜ ōƛǘŎƘŜǎ ƭƛƪŜ 
WŜǎǎƛŎŀ ŦǳŎƪƛƴƎ {ǘŀƴƭŜȅ ǿƘƻ Ŏŀƴ ŀƴŘ ǘŀƪŜ ƛǘ ŀƭƭ ŦƻǊ ƎǊŀƴǘŜŘΦέ {ƘŜ ǎǇŀǘΣ ƭŜǘǘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǎƻōǎ ǘŀƪŜ ƘŜǊ 
over. 

And I was fucking done. Done hearing Bella be so goddamn bitter. Done watching her cry over 
something that fucking bitch told her. I threw my sketchbook down and jumped off the bed, 
sprinting over to my girl across the room, sitting on the couch, all fucking fetal and sobbing into 
her knees. I bent down and grabbed her by the shoulders and pried her apart, lifting her until 
she was standing, and I crushed her to me. Hugging her as tight as I could without just 
ŎƻƳǇƭŜǘŜƭȅ ŦǳŎƪƛƴƎ ǎǳŦŦƻŎŀǘƛƴƎ ƘŜǊΦ {ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ǎƻōōƛƴƎ ǎƻ ƘŀǊŘ ŀƴŘ ƭƻǳŘ ǎƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ ǎǘŀƴŘ 
up, but I was holding her too tight to let her fall. She fisted her little hands into my shirt, burying 
ƘŜǊ ŦŀŎŜ ƛƴǘƻ Ƴȅ ŎƘŜǎǘΣ ǎƻŀƪƛƴƎ ƳŜ ǿƛǘƘ ŀƭƭ ƘŜǊ ǘŜŀǊǎΦ !ƴŘ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƎƛǾŜ ŀ ǎƘƛǘΦ L ǿŀƴǘŜŘ ƘŜǊ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ 
ŀƭƭ ǘƘŀǘ ōƛǘǘŜǊƴŜǎǎ ŀƴŘ ŦǊǳǎǘǊŀǘƛƻƴ ƻǳǘΦ L ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ōŜŀǊ ǘƻ ǎŜŜ ƛǘ Ǉƻƛǎƻƴ ƘŜǊΦ 

I turned us around and sat us down on the couch slowly, letting her little body fall into my lap. 
She was still sobbing so hard it made her whole body shake. I rocked her slowly, and I stroked 
her hair and rubbed her back, just like that day behind the school almost two weeks ago. That 
day she tried to be brave and all grown up and face down the monster that was creating all of 
this bitterness in the first place. The monster always fucking beat her. And it was the only 
monster in this whole fucked up situatiƻƴ L ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǇƘȅǎƛŎŀƭƭȅ ƘŀǊƳΦ 

I sat there on that cold leather couch rocking her for what seemed like hours. Just fucking 
letting her cry it all out. It eventually subsided to whimpers. And then it became sniffles. And 
then it became steady calming breaths. And eventually, she was all cried out. All of her 
bitterness and anger spilled all over my shirt. 

{ƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƭŜǘ Ǝƻ ŀŦǘŜǊ ǘƘŜ ǘŜŀǊǎ ǎǘƻǇǇŜŘ ŎƻƳƛƴƎ ŀƴŘ ǎƘŜ ŎŀƭƳŜŘ ŘƻǿƴΦ {ƘŜ ƘŀŘ ƘŜǊ ŜȅŜǎ ƻǇŜƴΣ 
staring off into space with her cheek pressed against my chestΦ {ƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƭƻƻƪ ǘƛǊŜŘΣ ŀƴŘ ǎƘŜ 
ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƭƻƻƪ ǇƛǎǎŜŘ ƻŦŦΦ {ƘŜ Ƨǳǎǘ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ŦǳŎƪƛƴƎ ƴǳƳōΦ 

ά.ŜƭƭŀΚέ L ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊŜŘΣ ǎǘƛƭƭ ǎǘǊƻƪƛƴƎ ƘŜǊ ƘŀƛǊ Řƻǿƴ ƘŜǊ ōŀŎƪΣ ǿƘƛƭŜ L ƭŀȊƛƭȅ ƭŀƛŘ Ƴȅ ƘŜŀŘ ŀƎŀƛƴǎǘ ǘƘŜ 
back of the sofa, looking down my nose at her face. 

άIƳƳΚέ {ƘŜ ƘǳƳƳŜd, never moving her eyes. 
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άL ǘƘƛƴƪ ȅƻǳ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ƪƴƻǿΧ ȅƻǳΩǾŜ Ǝƻǘ ƻƴŜ ŘƛǊǘȅ ŦǳŎƪƛƴƎ ƳƻǳǘƘΦέ L ǎŀƛŘΣ ŀǘǘŜƳǇǘƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƳŀƪŜ ƘŜǊ 
smile. Even a little bit. 

And it worked. One side of her mouth twitched up, and slowly, it turned into a little smile. Then 
after a moment it turned into a chuckle. And I thanked whatever fucking god there was out 
ǘƘŜǊŜ ƭƻƻƪƛƴƎ ƻǳǘ ŦƻǊ ƳŜ ǘƘŀǘ L ŎƻǳƭŘ ƳŀƪŜ Ƴȅ ƎƛǊƭ ƭŀǳƎƘ ŀƎŀƛƴΣ ŀƴŘ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ǊŜǎƻǊǘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ 
Scooby pants to make it happen. 

άL ƭŜŀǊƴŜŘ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ōŜǎǘΦέ {ƘŜ ǎƘǊǳƎƎŜŘ ƛƴǎƛŘŜ my arms with a small smirk on her face. Then I 
had to chuckle. Because I did have a pretty fucking dirty mouth. 

With a deep sigh, Bella reluctantly lifted herself off of my lap, gave me a little smile, and silently 
walked to the bathroom with her bag to get ready for bed. 

aȅ ǎƘƛǊǘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ǿŀǎ ŦǳŎƪƛƴƎ ǎƻŀƪŜŘΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎ ƪƛƴŘ ƻŦ ƎǊƻǎǎΦ .ǳǘ L ǎǘƛƭƭ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƎƛǾŜ ŀ ǎƘƛǘΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎ 
completely worth it. When she walked back out of the bathroom ten minutes later in her 
ǇŀƧŀƳŀǎΣ ǎƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ōƭǳǎƘΦ {ƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ǘƻƭŘ ƳŜ L Ƨǳǎǘ ǎŀǿ a lot more of her than just her arms. A 
part she never let me see before. I got ready for bed after that. I almost considered wearing the 
{Ŏƻƻōȅ Ǉŀƴǘǎ ŀƴȅǿŀȅǎΣ Ƨǳǎǘ ǘƻ ƘŜŀǊ ǘƘŀǘ ƎƛƎƎƭŜ ŀƎŀƛƴΦ .ǳǘ ŘŜŎƛŘŜŘ L ƘŀŘ ǇƭŜƴǘȅ ƳƻǊŜ ΨŘƛǊǘȅ 
ƳƻǳǘƘΩ ƧƻƪŜǎ ǘƻ ƪŜŜǇ ƳŜ ƛƴ good supply for the night. 

When I walked back out of the bathroom in my pajamas, Bella was sitting on the sofa again, 
which was weird, because she usually waited for me in bed. I cocked an eyebrow at her. 

άLŦ ȅƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƳƛƴŘΣ L Ƨǳǎǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ǎƛǘ ŦƻǊ ŀ ǿƘƛƭŜΦέ {ƘŜ ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊŜŘΣ ǇƭŜŀŘƛƴƎ ǿƛǘƘ ƘŜǊ ǎǿƻƭƭŜƴ ǊŜŘ 
ŜȅŜǎΦ L ƴƻŘŘŜŘΦ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƳƛƴŘ ǎǘŀȅƛƴƎ ǳǇΦ L Ǝƻǘ ōŀŎƪ ƻƴ Ƴȅ ōŜŘ ŀƴŘ ǿŜƴǘ ǘƻ ǊŜǎǳƳŜ ǘƘŜ ǎƪŜǘŎƘ L 
ƘŀŘ ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘ ŜŀǊƭƛŜǊΦ .ǳǘ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ǘŀƛƴǘŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ .ŜƭƭŀΩǎ ōƛǘǘŜǊƴŜǎǎΣ ǎƻ L ǘƻǊŜ ǘƘŜ ǇŀƎŜ ƻǳǘ ŀƴŘ ōŀƭƭŜŘ ƛǘ 
up, throwing it into the trash, and starting a new one. 

It was really fucking eating at me though, that Bella really thought like that. 

ά5ƛŘ ȅƻǳ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ƳŜŀƴ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŀǘ ǎǘǳŦŦ ȅƻǳ ǎŀƛŘ ōŜŦƻǊŜΚέ L ŀǎƪŜŘ ƛƴ ŀ ǉǳƛŜǘ ǾƻƛŎŜΣ ƴƻǘ ƭƻƻƪƛƴƎ ǳǇ 
from my sketch. 

I heard one of BellaΩǎ ǊŜǎƛŘǳŀƭ ǎƴƛŦŦƭŜǎΦ ά!ōƻǳǘ ƴƻǘ ōŜƛƴƎ ŀōƭŜ ǘƻ Řƻ ǎǘǳŦŦΚέ {ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ƛƴ ŀ ǎƛƳǇƭŜ 
voice, like she just fucking accepted it for what it was. 

L ƴƻŘŘŜŘ ŀƴŘ ŦǳǊǊƻǿŜŘ Ƴȅ ōǊƻǿǎ ƛƴ ŎƻƴŎŜƴǘǊŀǘƛƻƴΦ ά¸ŜŀƘΦ ¸ƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘ ŜǾŜǊ ƘƻǇŜ ƛǘ ǿƛƭƭ ƎŜǘ 
better? That it will just fuckiƴƎ Ǝƻ ŀǿŀȅΚέ L ŀǎƪŜŘ ƛƴŎǊŜŘǳƭƻǳǎƭȅ ǿƘƛƭŜ ǎƘŀŘƛƴƎ Ƴȅ ǇŀǇŜǊ ǿƛǘƘ Ƴȅ 
pencil. 

{ƘŜ ǎƴƛŦŦƭŜŘ ŀƎŀƛƴΦ άbƻǇŜΦ LΩƭƭ ƴŜǾŜǊ ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ŦƛǊǎǘ ƪƛǎǎΣ ŀƴŘ ȅƻǳΩƭƭ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ōŜ ǘƘŜ ƻƴƭȅ Ƴŀƴ L Ŏŀƴ 
ǘƻǳŎƘΦέ L ŎƻǳƭŘ ŀƭƳƻǎǘ ƘŜŀǊ ƘŜǊ ǎƘǊǳƎƎƛƴƎΣ ƭƛƪŜ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ƴƻ ōƛƎ ŦǳŎƪƛƴƎ ŘŜŀƭΦ 
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I scoffed. I wanted to make her laugh again; I wanted to hear that chuckle, not the bitterness, 
and definitely not the acceptance. I snorted in a chuckle myself while shading harder on the 
ǇŀǇŜǊΦ ά¸ƻǳ ǎƻǳƴŘ ƭƛƪŜ ȅƻǳ ǿŀƴǘ ƳŜ ǘƻ ƪƛǎǎ ȅƻǳΦέ L ǎƴƛŎƪŜǊŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ǎƳƛǊƪΦ 

I was expecting to hear her snort, or laugh, or scoff, or maybe even fucking slap the shit out of it 
for suggesting something so ludicrous, but I was met with complete and total fucking silence. 
My pencil in my hand froze, leaving the dark area of my drawing only half shaded, and my smirk 
vanished from my face. 

Slowly, I lifted my head from the sketchbook to see her. And she was looking down at her book 
fucking blushing, 

Holy fucking Christ. 

She really fucking did. She really wanted me to give her her first ƪƛǎǎΦ .ǳǘ L ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ Ƨǳǎǘ Řƻ ǘƘŀǘΦ 
Not with Bella. Not unless she came out and asked. 

{ƘŜ ƎƭŀƴŎŜŘ ǳǇ ŀǘ ƳŜ ŦǊƻƳ ƘŜǊ ōƻƻƪΣ ŀǎ LΩƳ ǎǳǊŜ L ǿŀǎ ǎǘŀǊƛƴƎ ŀǘ ƘŜǊ ƭƻƻƪƛƴƎ ŀ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ŦǳŎƪƛƴƎ 
stunned. Then she blushed harder, and looked away quickly. 

All the air left Ƴȅ ƭǳƴƎǎΦ ά.ŜƭƭŀΧέ L ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘ ŎŀǳǘƛƻǳǎƭȅΦ άLŦ ȅƻǳ ǿŀƴǘ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘŀǘΣ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ 
ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ŀǎƪ ƳŜΦ bƻ ōǳƭƭǎƘƛǘ ōŜŀǘƛƴƎ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ǘƘŜ ōǳǎƘΦέ L ǎŀƛŘ ōƭǳƴǘƭȅΦ L ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ŀǎǎǳƳŜ 
she wanted something like that and then just fucking do it. Then I really would look like the 
asshole manipulator. 

{ƘŜ ƪŜǇǘ ƘŜǊ ŦƭŀƳƛƴƎ ǊŜŘ ŦŀŎŜ ŘƻǿƴǿŀǊŘΣ ǎǘƛƭƭ ƘŀǾƛƴƎ ŀ ŦŜǿ ǊŜǎƛŘǳŀƭ ǎƴƛŦŦƭŜǎΦ ά²ƻǳƭŘ ȅƻǳ ǎŀȅ 
ȅŜǎΚέ {ƘŜ ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊŜŘΦ 

Then I really had to fucking think. It would be awkward as hell. It might cost us the whole 
routine. ThaǘΩǎ ŀ ǿƘƻƭŜ ŦǳŎƪƛƴƎ ƭƻǘ ǘƻ Ǉǳǘ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ƭƛƴŜΦ .ǳǘΣ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊ ƘŀƴŘΣ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ŀƴ 
ŜȄǇŜǊƛŜƴŎŜ .Ŝƭƭŀ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ǿŀƴǘŜŘΧ ƴŜŜŘŜŘΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ǘƘŀǘ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƘŜƭǇ ǊƛŘ ƘŜǊ ƻŦ ǎƻƳŜ ƻŦ 
that ugly bitterness I hated. 

L ǘƻƻƪ ŀ ŘŜŜǇ ōǊŜŀǘƘΦ {ƘŜ ǎǘƛƭƭ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ƭƛŦǘŜŘ ƘŜǊ ƎŀȊŜ ŀǿŀȅ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ŎŀǊǇŜǘΦ ά²ƻǳƭŘ ƛǘ ƳŀƪŜ ǎƘƛǘ 
ǿŜƛǊŘΚέ L ŀǎƪŜŘΣ ƎǊŀǎǇƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ ǎƻƳŜ ǊŜŀǎǎǳǊŀƴŎŜ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǊƻǳǘƛƴŜ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ Ǝƻ ŀǿŀȅΦ 

{ƘŜ ǎƘƻƻƪ ƘŜǊ ƘŜŀŘ ǎƭƻǿƭȅΣ ƴŜǾŜǊ ƭƻƻƪƛƴƎ ǳǇΦ άbƻǘ ŦƻǊ ƳŜΦέ {ƘŜ ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊŜŘ ǎƻŦǘƭȅΣ ŦƛƴƎŜǊƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ 
pages of her book. 

I closed my sketchbook in my lap softly and set my pencil down, never taking my eyes off of 
ƘŜǊΦ LŦ ƛǘ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƳŀƪŜ ǎƘƛǘ ǿŜƛǊŘ ŦƻǊ ƘŜǊΣ ǘƘŜƴ L ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƭŜǘ ƛǘ ƳŀƪŜ ǎƘƛǘ ǿŜƛǊŘ ŦƻǊ ƳŜΦ άhƪŀȅΦέ 
I said conclusively. Her head snapped up and her eyes widened slightly. And just when I thought 
ǎƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƎŜǘ ŀ ŘŜŜǇŜǊ ǎƘŀŘŜ ƻŦ ǊŜŘΣ ǎƘŜ ŘƛŘΦ L ƘŀŘ ǘƻ ƘƻƭŘ ōŀŎƪ ŀ ŎƘǳŎƪƭŜΦ 
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ά/ƻƳŜ ƻƴΦέ L ǎŀƛŘΣ ǇŀǘǘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ōŜŘ ƛƴ ŦǊƻƴǘ ƻŦ ƳŜΦ {ƘŜ ŜȅŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǎǇƻǘ ƛƴ ŦǊƻƴǘ ƻŦ ƳŜ Řǳōƛƻǳǎƭȅ ŦƻǊ 
a moment, but eventually closed her book, and laid it on the couch beside her. Slowly, she rose 
up off the sofa and shuffled her way over to the bed. 

Once she reached the edge, she pressed her palms down on the mattress and climbed up, 
crawling over to the piece of bed in front of me. She was looking at me skeptically as she 
mirrored my position on the bed, sitting Indian style with her legs crossed, so close our knees 
ǿŜǊŜ ǘƻǳŎƘƛƴƎΦ L ǿŀƴǘŜŘ ǘƻ ǎƴƛŎƪŜǊ ŀǘ ƘŜǊ ŀƎŀƛƴΣ L ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƘŜƭǇ ƛǘΦ {ƘŜ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ǎƻ ƳǳŎƘ ƭƛƪŜ ŀ 
little girl about to learn something new, wide eyed and nervƻǳǎ ŀǎ ŦǳŎƪΦ .ǳǘ L ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƭŀǳƎƘ ŀǘ 
my girl. It was something new to her. A kiss to her was probably pretty fucking scandalous. 

I scooted closer to her, so that her knees were overlapping mine and took in a deep breath. Her 
face was flushed and she was nervous, but I could see the flash of excitement in her eyes. It 
only made her look cuter. I fought the urge to chuckle yet again. 

ά/ƭƻǎŜ ȅƻǳǊ ŜȅŜǎΦέ L ƻǊŘŜǊŜŘ ǎƻŦǘƭȅΦ ²ƘŜƴ ǎƘŜ ƭŜǘ ǘƘŜƳ ŦƭǳǘǘŜǊ ŎƭƻǎŜŘ L ŀŘŘŜŘΣ ά!ƴŘ ǊŜƭŀȄΦέ {ƘŜ 
did infinitesimally. I leaned into her and put my hands on either side of her hips on the mattress 
ǎƻ L ŎƻǳƭŘ ƘƻƭŘ ƳȅǎŜƭŦ ŎƭƻǎŜǊΦ {ƘŜ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ŦǳŎƪƛƴƎ ǘŜƴǎŜ ǎǘƛƭƭΣ ōǳǘ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ L ŎƻǳƭŘ Řƻ 
about it now. I leaned in until my nose was nearly touching hers, and I could feel her breathing 
pick up against my face. 

Easily, to test her a bit, I tilted my head and gently grazed her lips with mine. She was 
completely fucking frozen. I rolled my eyes and lifted one of my hands and cupped her cheek to 
relax her face, rubbing her cheek with my thumb. It did the trick. She finally eased up and her 
lips slightly parted. 

I tried it again, leaning my head to the side and grazing her lips. This time she responded. Softly 
pouting her lips to me. I gently took her top lip in between mine, and she took my bottom in 
hers. It was soft, and warm, just like my girl always was. I pulled away gently, but went back 
again, to give her something firmer. She seemed to get the gist of the whole thing, taking my 
bottom lip with slightly more vigor. I pulled her face to mine harder with my hand, and tangled 
it into her hair, gently sucking on her top lip, then pulled away slightly again. We did that a 
couple more times, just soft and easy. It was all I was expecting. But suddenly on the last one, I 
ŦŜƭǘ .ŜƭƭŀΩǎ ǎoft warm tongue touch my lip. 

I was debating if I should really do all that. Then I reminded myself I was doing this for Bella, 
ŀƴŘ ƛŦ ǎƘŜ ǿŀƴǘŜŘ ǘƘŜ Ŧǳƭƭ ƪƛǎǎƛƴƎ ŜȄǇŜǊƛŜƴŎŜΣ ŦǳŎƪ ƛǘΧ L ǿƻǳƭŘ ƎƛǾŜ ƛǘ ǘƻ ƘŜǊΦ {ƻ L ŘŀǊǘŜŘ Ƴȅ 
tongue out to meet hers. And when they touched she parted her lips more and took my tongue 
into her mouth. It was so fucking warm and soft, and it was getting progressively more difficult 
to keep that switch in the off position. Then I felt her soft little hand slide up my arm and 
around my neck, until she had it tangled into the back of my head pulling me closer. And then 
she was kissing me like a pro. Pressing her soft little tongue into mine, gently at first, then 
harder, then she was in my mouth. And we were broth breathing pretty fucking hard by then, 
ŀƴŘ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ǇǊŜǎǎ ƘŜǊ ƘŜŀŘ ŎƭƻǎŜǊΣ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ƘŜǊ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ Ŧƛǎǘ ǿŀǎ ǇǊŜǎǎƛƴƎ Ƴȅ ŦŀŎŜ ŀǎ 
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close as it would go. But when she began pressing her body against mine, that switched just 
fucking flipped. And before I could stop it, my entire body was reacting to the kiss. I brought my 
other hand up and pulled her neck closer. I felt her warm body against me, almost in my lap. I 
groaned, loudly into her mouth, and I froze. 

I used my hands to gently push myself from her grasp, and leaned back into my spot panting. 
CŜŜƭƛƴƎ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ŦǳŎƪƛƴƎ ǘƘŀƴƪŦǳƭ L ƘŀŘ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƪŜǘŎƘōƻƻƪ ƛƴ Ƴȅ ƭŀǇΦ .Ŝƭƭŀ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƳƻǾŜ ŦǊƻƳ ƘŜǊ ǎǇƻǘ 
or even open her eyes for a few moments. Just sat there with her hands on her lap catching her 
breath and licking my taste off her lips. 

When she finally caught her breath and opened her eyes, she smiled at me. Big and fucking 
goofy as hell. And I rolled my eyes at her and smiled back. She looked like someone just told her 
Santa was real or some shit, and she chuckled a little bit at me ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ŜȅŜ ǊƻƭƭΣ ōǳǘ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŎŀǊŜΦ 

{ƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǎŀȅ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ ƻǊ ƳŀƪŜ ƛǘ ŀǿƪǿŀǊŘΣ Ƨǳǎǘ ƘƻǇǇŜŘ ǳƴŘŜǊ ǘƘŜ ŎƻǾŜǊǎ ƻƴ ƘŜǊ ǎƛŘŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ 
ōŜŘΦ wŜŀŘȅ ǘƻ Ǝƻ ǘƻ ǎƭŜŜǇΦ aȅΧ ǎƛǘǳŀǘƛƻƴΧ ǿŀǎ ŀōŀǘŜŘ ōȅ ǘƘŜƴΣ ǎƻ L ŘƛǎŎŀǊŘŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǎƪŜǘŎƘ ōƻƻƪ 
and got under the covers right along with her. I turned the lamp off and scooped up my girl, 
shoving my face into her hair, and showing her that someone could touch her. And I could 
almost hear her smile when she started humming me to sleep. No more angry, no more sad, 
and no more bitter. 
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Chapter 13. Black Leather Ladyfingers  

 

 

 
 
 
Edward kissed me. And not just a little peck either. Full out, tongues and panting, and even a 
ƎǊƻŀƴ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ŜƴŘΦ !ƴŘ ŜǾŜƴ ǘƘƻǳƎƘ L ƘŀǾŜ ƴƻ ōŀǎƛǎ ŦƻǊ ŎƻƳǇŀǊƛǎƻƴΣ LΩƳ ƛƴŎƭƛƴŜŘ ǘƻ ŀƎǊŜŜ ǿƛǘƘ 
WŜǎǎƛŎŀΧ Fucking fantastic kisser. 

L ƪƴƻǿ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ŀ Ǉƛǘȅ ƪƛǎǎΦ !ƴŘ LΩŘ ōŜ ƭȅƛƴƎ ƳƻǊŜ ǘƘŀƴ ŀ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ōƛǘ ƛŦ L ǎŀƛŘ L ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǎǘŜŜǊƛƴƎ ƘƛƳ ƛƴ 
ǘƘŀǘ ŘƛǊŜŎǘƛƻƴΦ aŀȅōŜ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ǿǊƻƴƎ ƻŦ ƳŜ ǘƻ Řƻ ƛǘΣ ōǳǘ L ŎŀƴΩǘ ǎŜŜƳ ǘƻ ŎŀǊŜΦ ²ƘŜƴ ƘŜ ŀƎǊŜŜŘΣ L 
was still kind of shocked. He just had a look of determination on his face. He was going to give 
ƳŜ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ǘƘŀǘ ƴƻ ƻƴŜ ŜƭǎŜ ǇǊƻōŀōƭȅ ŎƻǳƭŘΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜ ǎǿŜŜǘŜǎǘ ǘƘƛƴƎ ƘŜΩǎ ŜǾŜǊ ŘƻƴŜΦ 

I was nervous, walking over to bed and climbing to him. I was wondering if I would be bad at it, 
ŀƴŘ L ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ want the humiliation of Edward thinking I was a bad kisser. But once he 
touched me, I was completely relaxed, and it all felt natural. Just instinct and his electricity. The 
ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ƪƛǎǎŜǎ ǿŜǊŜ ŀƳŀȊƛƴƎΣ ōǳǘ L ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƘŜƭǇ ƳȅǎŜƭŦΣ L ǿŀƴǘŜŘ ƳƻǊŜΦ L ōǊƻƪŜ ǘƘe rule of taking 
ǿƘŀǘ L ŎƻǳƭŘ ƎŜǘΦ IŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǎŜŜƳ ǘƻ ƳƛƴŘΦ !ƴŘ Ƙƛǎ ǘƻƴƎǳŜ ǿŀǎ ŘƛǾƛƴŜ ŀƎŀƛƴǎǘ ƳƛƴŜΦ L ŦŜƭǘ ǇŀǊǘǎ ƻŦ 
Ƴȅ ōƻŘȅ ǘƛƴƎƭŜ ǘƘŀǘ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ ƪƴƻǿ ŜȄƛǎǘŜŘΦ L ǿŀƴǘŜŘ ƘƛƳ ǘƻ ŦŜŜƭ ǘƘŜ ǎŀƳŜ ǿŀȅ L ǿŀǎ ŦŜŜƭƛƴƎΣ 
if just for one moment. So I broke the rule again, and pressed my body to him. And I felt it; I felt 
the excitement, and brief flash of lust in his kiss. And then I heard it. That groan would be 
echoing in the deepest recesses of my memory for years to come. 

Lǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƳŀǘǘŜǊ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŜ ǇǳƭƭŜŘ ŀǿŀȅ ōŜŦƻre he could feel more. It gave me hope. Hope that 
maybe some day Edward could feel that about me for more than just a few seconds. I went to 
ōŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ǎǘǳǇƛŘŜǎǘ ǎƳƛƭŜ ƻƴ Ƴȅ ŦŀŎŜΣ ŀƴŘ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ ǘǊȅ ǘƻ ƘƛŘŜ ƛǘ ŦǊƻƳ 9ŘǿŀǊŘΦ .ŜŎŀǳǎŜ L 
ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘΦ LΩŘ ǎƘƻǿ him every part of me that loved that kiss. And when he was finally under the 
covers and pressed up against me, all the lust was gone, but my smile never went away. 

× 

L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ ƘŀǾŜ ƛǘ ƛƴ ƳŜ ǘƻ ƘŀǘŜ ǘƘŜ ŀƭŀǊƳ ŎƭƻŎƪ ǿƘŜƴ ƛǘ ǿŜƴǘ ƻŦŦ ǘƘŜ ƴŜȄǘ ƳƻǊƴƛƴƎΣ ōǳt I gave 
9ŘǿŀǊŘ ǘƘŜ ǳǎǳŀƭ ǎǉǳŜŜȊŜΣ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ L ǿŀǎ ǎǘƛƭƭ ǘƛǊŜŘΣ ŀƴŘ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ƭŜŀǾŜ Ƙƛǎ ŀǊƳǎΦ IŜ ǎǘƛƭƭ 
pulled away with a groan that was very unlike the one during the kiss, but it still stirred the 
memory and made me lick my lips by instinct. 
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I went ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ Ƴȅ ƳƻǊƴƛƴƎ ǊƻǳǘƛƴŜ ŀǎ ƴƻǊƳŀƭ ŀǎ ǇƻǎǎƛōƭŜΦ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ƳŀƪŜ ƛǘ ǿŜƛǊŘ ŦƻǊ 
Edward by acting any differently. But once I closed the door to the bathroom, I let my face 
break out into the goofy grin again as I got dressed. 

Once I was packed, I felt the need to leave the cookies on the table, and then realized I had 
already given them to him the night before. Fudge You Alls. Lǘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǎǳƳ Ƴȅ Řŀȅ ǳǇΦ L 
ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ǿŀƴǘŜŘ ǘƻ ƴŀƳŜ ǘƘŜƳ άI Hate Jessica Stanley And All Her Slutty Friends For Making Me 
Feel So Crappy In An Underfunded Gym Locker Room CookiesέΣ ōǳǘ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ǘƻƭŘ ƳŜ ǘƘŜ 
½ƛǇƭƻŎ ōŀƎ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ōƛƎ ŜƴƻǳƎƘΦ L ǿŀǎ ǾŜǊȅ ƘŀǇǇȅ ǘƘŀǘ L ƴŜǾŜǊ ƭŜǘ ƘŜǊ ǎŜŜ ƳŜ ŎǊȅ ȅŜǎǘŜǊŘŀȅΦ L 
waited for her to stop fuming and walk out of the locker room with a huff before I let the tears 
take me. Jessica Stanley would never get the satisfaction of seeing it. 

Edward was still lying in bed with his eyes closed, running his fingers through his messy hair 
drowsily just like he did every morning, as I drew my hood up and slung the bag on my back. I 
had my back to him, walking to the door, in silence just like we always did when his voice 
stopped me. 

άIŜȅΗέ IŜ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ ǘƘƛŎƪƭȅ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ Ƙƛǎ ƳƻǊƴƛƴƎ ǎƭŜŜǇ ǾƻƛŎŜ ǘƘŀǘ L ǊŀǊŜƭȅ ƘŜŀǊŘΦ L ǘǳǊƴŜŘ Ƴȅ ƘŜŀŘ ǘƻ 
see him propped up on one forearm, running his other hand through his hair still. 

Iƛǎ ŘǊƻƻǇȅ ƎǊŜŜƴ ŜȅŜǎ ƴŀǊǊƻǿŜŘ ŀǘ ƳŜΦ ά5ƻƴΩǘ ȅƻǳ ŜǾŜǊ ƭŜǘ ǘƘŀǘ ōƛǘŎƘ ƎŜǘ ǘƻ ȅƻǳΣ .ŜƭƭŀΦέ IŜ ǎŀƛŘ 
ƛƴ ŀ ƘŀǊŘ ǾƻƛŎŜΦ L ƴƻŘŘŜŘ ŀǘ ƘƛƳ ƻƴŎŜ ŀƴŘ ǎƳƛƭŜŘ ŀ ƭƛǘǘƭŜΦ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŎŀǊŜ ǿƘŀǘ ǎƘŜ ƻǊ ƘŜǊ ŦǊƛŜƴŘǎ 
thought of meΦ !ƴŘ ǘƘŜƴ Ƙƛǎ ŦŀŎŜ ōǊƻƪŜ ƻǳǘ ƛƴǘƻ ŀ ǿǊȅ ǎƳƛǊƪΦ άtƭǳǎΣέ IŜ ǎƘǊǳƎƎŜŘΦ ά{ǘŀƴƭŜȅ 
ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ǎƘƛǘ ƻƴ ȅƻǳ ǿƘŜƴ ƛǘ ŎƻƳŜǎ ǘƻ ƪƛǎǎƛƴƎΦέ ¢ƘŜƴ ƘŜ ŦƭƻǇǇŜŘ ōŀŎƪ Řƻǿƴ ƻƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ōŜŘ 
and rolled over. 

And that morning, I really did skip across the yard on the way home. 

× 

Nothing could ruin my mood. Not even Alice and her pouting about the Cullen house party this 
weekend. In fact, it just made my mood even better. Because I was going to tell Edward to 
make sure Jasper came this time around, and I was going to make sure she wore green. I spent 
the whole ride to school trying to fight off my grin at the thought of it. 

Lǘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ǿŀǎ ǉǳƛǘŜ ǊƛŘƛŎǳƭƻǳǎΣ ǘƘƛǎ ǿƘƻƭŜ ŘƛǎǘǳǊōƛƴƎ ŘŀƴŎŜ ǘƘŜȅ ǿŜǊŜ ŘƻƛƴƎΦ hŦ ŎƻǳǊǎŜΣ LΩŘ ōŜ ŀ 
complete hypocrite to say anything, seeing as how I was head over heels for Edward, and much 
ƭƛƪŜ !ƭƛŎŜΣ Ƨǳǎǘ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǘŜƭƭ ƘƛƳΦ !ƭōŜƛǘ ŦƻǊ ƳǳŎƘ ŘƛŦŦŜǊŜƴǘ ǊŜŀǎƻƴǎΦ 

Alice was always waiting on Jasper. Just sitting by and waiting for him to make some indication 
ǘƘŀǘ ƘŜ ƴƻǘƛŎŜŘ ƘŜǊΦ ¢ƘŜȅ ǿŜǊŜ ƛƴ ǇƻƭŀǊ ƻǇǇƻǎƛǘŜ ŎƭƛǉǳŜǎΧ if you could even call Jasper and 
9ŘǿŀǊŘ ŀ ΨŎƭƛǉǳŜΩΦ hǳǊ ǎƛǘǳŀǘƛƻƴǎ ǿŜǊŜ ǎƻ ǎƛƳƛƭŀǊΣ ŀƴŘ ȅŜǘ ǎƻ ŘƛŦŦŜǊŜƴǘ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǎŀƳŜ ǘƛƳŜΦ !ǘ ƭŜŀǎǘ 
ŦƻǊ !ƭƛŎŜ ŀƴŘ WŀǎǇŜǊΣ ǘƘŜ ƻƴƭȅ ǘƘƛƴƎǎ ƘƻƭŘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜƳ ōŀŎƪ ǿŜǊŜ ǘƘŜƳǎŜƭǾŜǎΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǳƴǊŜǉǳƛǘŜŘ 
like I was with Edward. But at the same time, Edward and I were far closer than Alice and Jasper 
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had ever been. It was all very confusing. And all the confusion just solidified the fact that I was 
finally feeling like a real teenage girl for once. 

²ƘŜƴ ǿŜ Ǝƻǘ ǘƻ ǎŎƘƻƻƭΣ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƭƻƻƪ at Edward getting out of his Volvo. No way would I be able 
ǘƻ ƘƛŘŜ Ƴȅ ǎƳƛƭŜΦ !ƴŘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅΣ L ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǎǘŀƴŘ ƭƻƻƪƛƴƎ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ±ƻƭǾƻ ŀǘ ŀƭƭΣ ƛƴ ŦŜŀǊ ƻŦ ŀ ƳǳŎƘ 
different reaction. Likely, vomit would be involved. 

Once we were out of the car and walking across the quad, I heard a very distinct snicker coming 
from a group in front of us. I lifted my hooded head just enough to see the legs of Jessica and 
her slut posse. And instead of just walking by with my hood up and my head down like I always 
ŘƛŘΣ L ǘƻƻƪ 9ŘǿŀǊŘΩǎ ŀŘǾƛŎŜΦ L ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƭŜǘ ǘƘŀǘ ōƛǘŎƘ ƎŜǘ ǘƻ ƳŜΦ {ƻ L ƭƛŦǘŜŘ Ƴȅ ŎƘƛƴ ŀƴŘ 
rounded my shoulders, and sent her the cheekiest smile I could muster. 

She glared, and she glowered, and she shot more daggers at me than was entirely necessary, 
but she kept her mouth shut. I had to battle with the urge to stick my tongue out at her like a 
four year old as I passed. I heard a very familiar quiet chuckle from far behind me. Edward. It 
just made me smile wider at her. He was watching. He was amused. He liked me better. 

My entire day was good like that. By lunch, Jessica and her group had ceased all 
acknowledgment of my existence. I suppose I had lost my luster. Which suited me just fine. 
Edward was fine in Biology. No more notes, no glares, just sketching and looking bored as 
ŀƭǿŀȅǎΦ L ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǿŀƛǘ ŦƻǊ ǘŜƴ-o-clock. So I spent gym working to distance myself like always, 
hood up, head down. Jessica never passed me the basketball. 

× 

!ƭƛŎŜ ǿŀǎ ǇƭŀƴƴƛƴƎ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ άaŀƪŜ WŀǎǇŜǊ 5Ǌƻƻƭέ ƻǳǘŦƛǘ ǿƘŜƴ ǿŜ Ǝƻǘ ƘƻƳŜΦ LΣ ƻŦ ŎƻǳǊǎŜΣ ǇƻƛƴǘŜŘ 
ƘŜǊ ǘƻǿŀǊŘǎ ŜǾŜǊȅ ƎǊŜŜƴ ƴǳƳōŜǊ ƛƴ ƘŜǊ ŎƭƻǎŜǘΦ !ƴŘ ǘƘŜƴ ǎƘŜ ŦƻǳƴŘ ΨƛǘΩΦ L ǿŀǎ ǎƛǘǘƛƴƎ ƻƴ ƘŜǊ ōŜŘΣ 
laying on my back and staring at the ceiling, wishing I was in a very different bedroom. 

ά{ƻΦέ !ƭƛŎŜ ōƻǳƴŎŜŘ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ƘŜǊ ŎƭƻǎŜǘ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ǎƳƛǊƪΦ άL ŦƛƎǳǊŜΣ LΩǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ƎƻƛƴƎ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘƛǎ ŀƭƭ 
ǿǊƻƴƎΦέ {ƘŜ ǎƘƻƻƪ ƘŜǊ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ƘŜŀŘ ǾŜƘŜƳŜƴǘƭȅ ǿƛǘƘ ƘŜǊ ƘŀƴŘǎ ƻƴ ƘŜǊ ƘƛǇǎΦ L ǘǳǊƴŜŘ Ƴȅ ƘŜŀŘ 
towards her and quirked an eyebrow. You think? 

{ƘŜ ǊƻƭƭŜŘ ƘŜǊ ŜȅŜǎΦ άL ƳŜŀƴΧέ {ƘŜ ƘƻǇǇŜŘ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ōŜŘ ōŜǎƛŘŜ ƳŜΣ ƳŀƪƛƴƎ ƳŜ ƧǳƳǇ ŀ ōƛǘΦ 
άWŀǎǇŜǊΩǎ ŀ ōŀŘ ōƻȅΦ aŀȅōŜ L ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ ƛƴŘǳƭƎŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƴŀǳƎƘǘƛŜǊ ǎƛŘŜ ƻŦ Ƴȅ ǿŀǊŘǊƻōŜΦέ {ƘŜ 
wiggled her eyebrows. I looked at her mischievous grin closely, and then slowly sat up on the 
bed with a skeptical look on my face. Could she get any naughtier? 

She could. She would. She did. 

Five minutes later, Alice came sashaying out of her walk in closet in the outfit I knew was going 
to break Jasper. It would probably break every male in Forks high. And possibly a few females 
too. My jaw was in serious danger of unhinging if it got any lower to the ground. 
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Because there Alice stood, in black leather pants, so tight they looked like they were painted 
on, and hanging so low on her hiǇǎ L ǿŀǎ ǎǳǊǇǊƛǎŜŘ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǇǳōƛŎ ƘŀƛǊ ǎƘƻǿƛƴƎΦ L ǿŀǘŎƘŜŘ 
her while she did a little spin for me, and even I felt like I was molesting her seeing it. 

ά!ƭƛŎŜΦέ L ŎƘƻƪŜŘΣ ƎŀǇƛƴƎ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ōƭŀŎƪ ƭŜŀǘƘŜǊ ƛƴŎǊŜŘǳƭƻǳǎƭȅΦ ά¸ƻǳ ŎŀƴΩǘ ōŜ ǎŜǊƛƻǳǎΦέ L ǎƘƻƻƪ Ƴȅ 
head with my mouth still hanging open. 

άtƭŜŀǎŜΦέ {ƘŜ ǎŎƻŦŦŜŘ ŀƴŘ ǿŀǾŜŘ ƘŜǊ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ƘŀŘΦ ά¢ƘƛǎΧέ {ƘŜ ǊŀƛǎŜŘ ƘŜǊ ŜȅŜōǊƻǿǎ ŀƴŘ ǇƻƛƴǘŜŘ ŀǘ 
ƘŜǊ ƭŜƎΦ άLǎ ƴƻǘƘƛƴƎ Ƴȅ ŘŜŀǊ ǎǿŜŜǘ ǾƛǊƎƛƴŀƭ .ŜƭƭŀΦέ {ƘŜ ǎŀƴƎΣ ŘƻƛƴƎ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ǎǇƛƴ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ 
mirror with a triumphant smile. 

I was still gaping unabashedly. How she managed to put her body out there like that was 
ōŜȅƻƴŘ ƳŜΦ L ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǎǘŀƴŘ ƴŜȄǘ ǘƻ 9ŘǿŀǊŘ ƛƴ ŀ ōŀƎƎȅ ǘ-ǎƘƛǊǘ ǿƛǘƘƻǳǘ ōƭǳǎƘƛƴƎΦ ά!ƭƛŎŜΣ L ŀƳ not 
ǿŀƭƪƛƴƎ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ǘƘŜ ǉǳŀŘ ǿƛǘƘ ȅƻǳ ƭƻƻƪƛƴƎ ǘƘŀǘΗέ L ǎŀƛŘΣ ŀ ōƛǘ ƘƛƎƘŜǊ ǘhan was necessary. She 
just snorted and rolled her eyes at me while trying to find the perfect top to go with it. Like 
anyone will be looking at her top. 

After Alice set her outfit out for the next day, I made the three of us dinner. I almost wanted to 
show Esme what her sweet innocent daughter was going to wear to school tomorrow. But I 
ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǘƘƛƴƪ L ŎƻǳƭŘ ōŜŀǊ ǘƘŜ ƭƻƻƪ ƻƴ 9ǎƳŜΩǎ ŦŀŎŜ ǿƘŜƴ ǎƘŜ ǎŀǿ ƛǘΦ 

At precisely nine, I began my batch of cookies. Black Leather Ladyfingers. !ŘƳƛǘǘŜŘƭȅΣ ǘƘƻǳƎƘ LΩŘ 
never fŀƛƭ ǘƻ ōŜ ǎƘƻŎƪŜŘ ǿƘŜƴ L ǎŀǿ ƘŜǊ Řƻ ƛǘΣ L ŀŘƳƛǊŜŘ !ƭƛŎŜΩǎ ŜȄƘƛōƛǘƛƻƴƛǎǘ ǘŜƴŘŜƴŎƛŜǎΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎ 
just something I could never do. She thrived on having attention drawn to her, putting herself 
and her body out there for all to see. She was so comfortable in her skin and so confident that it 
just made me feel even mousier when I was standing next to her. I was plain at best. At worst, 
invisible. 

Invisible was my comfortable skin. 

× 

L ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ƴŜǊǾƻǳǎ ǿƘŜƴ L ŎƭƛƳōŜŘ Ƴȅ ǿŀȅ ǳǇ ǘƻ 9ŘǿŀǊŘΩǎ ōŀƭŎƻƴȅ ǘƘŀǘ ƴƛƎƘǘΦ L ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ΨƳŀƪŜ 
ǎƘƛǘ ǿŜƛǊŘΩΦ IŜ ŀƴǎǿŜǊŜŘ ŜƴǘƘǳǎƛŀǎǘƛŎŀƭƭȅΣ ǎƴŀǘŎƘƛƴƎ Ƴȅ ƘƻƻŘ ƻŦŦ Ƴȅ ƘŜŀŘ ŀǎ ǎƻƻƴ ŀǎ L ǿŀƭƪŜŘ ƛƴ 
the room, and looking really hungry again. I felt bad that my mood last night ruined his meal. 

I unpacked his dinner onto his bed. Edward got messy the last time he ate lasagna, so I brought 
extra napkins with me, setting them beside the container. He had the container opened, 
smelling it before I even finished unpacking. So I had to chuckle at him. 

I took my spot on the sofa again, scooping up the iPod, and watching him eat. It was all very 
domestic, the nights I spent with Edward. Me making him dinner after a long day, and us 
getting into the same bed. I shook my head to rid it of those thoughts. It was a friendship. I 
ǘƘƛƴƪΦ L ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ŦƛƴŘ ŀ ǿƻǊŘ ŦƻǊ ǿƘŀǘ ǿŜ ƘŀŘΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜǊŜΩǎ ƴƻ ǿŀȅ L ǿƻǳƭŘ ŜǾŜǊ ŀǎƪ ƘƛƳΦ 
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Edward got my attention when he began cursing. I looked up from the iPod, and sure enough, 
he had made a mess. Tomato sauce all over his lips, chin, and shirt. I chuckled at him and shook 
my head. 

άLǘΩǎ ƴƻǘ ŦǳŎƪƛƴƎ ŦǳƴƴȅΗέ IŜ ŎƘŜǿŜŘΦ ¢ƘƻǳƎƘ Ƙƛǎ ƳƻǳǘƘ ǿŀǎ ŦǳƭƭΣ ǎƻ ƛǘ ŎŀƳŜ ƻǳǘ ƳǳŦŦƭŜŘΦ IŜ 
ōŜƎŀƴ ǎǿƛǇƛƴƎ ŀǘ Ƙƛǎ ǎƘƛǊǘ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ƴŀǇƪƛƴǎ ŀƴŘ ƭƛŎƪƛƴƎ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ ǎŀǳŎŜ ƻŦŦ Ƙƛǎ ƭƛǇǎΦ !ƴŘ L ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ 
help myself. I stared shamelessly at his tongue as he darted it out across his lips. It was like 
everything else in the room disappeared into black, and all that existed was his tongue and 
those lips. I was dazed, completely mesmerized by the motion. And the only thing that broke 
the spell was the napkin coming over his lips. 

L ǉǳƛŎƪƭȅ ŘƛǾŜǊǘŜŘ Ƴȅ ŀǘǘŜƴǘƛƻƴ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƛtƻŘΣ ǇǊŀȅƛƴƎ Ƴȅ ŦŀŎŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǊŜŘ ŀƴŘ L ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŎƻƳǇƭŜǘŜƭȅ 
ǘǊŀƴǎǇŀǊŜƴǘΦ [ǳŎƪƛƭȅΣ ƴƻǘƘƛƴƎ ƛƴ ǘƘŀǘ ƳƻƳŜƴǘ ŎƻǳƭŘ ŘƛǎǘǊŀŎǘ 9ŘǿŀǊŘ ŦǊƻƳ Ƙƛǎ ŦƻƻŘΦ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƭƻƻƪ 
at him again until the moans and hums were gone. 

By the time he was finished eating, I was fairly certain he killed the shirt. I told him so. 

άLǘΩǎ ƴƻǘ ŘŜŀŘΦέ IŜ ŦǊƻǿƴŜŘΣ ƭƻƻƪƛƴƎ Řƻǿƴ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ƘǳƎŜ ǊŜŘ ǎǘŀƛƴǎ ŀƴŘ ǇǳƭƭƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ ǎƘƛǊǘ ƻǳǘ ǘƻ 
ƛƴǎǇŜŎǘ Ƙƛǎ ǾƛŎǘƛƳ ƳƻǊŜ ŎƭƻǎŜƭȅΦ άLǘΩǎ ƧǳǎǘΦΦΦέ IŜ ǎƘǊǳƎƎŜŘ ƻƴŜ ǎƘƻǳƭŘŜǊΣ ƭƻƻƪing at the shirt 
ƳƻǊƻǎŜƭȅΦ άΧ ǎƭŜŜǇƛƴƎΦέ !ƴŘ L ŎƘǳŎƪƭŜŘ ŀǘ ƘƛƳΦ .ŜŎŀǳǎŜΣ ǊŜŀƭƭȅΣ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎ ƴƻ ǎŀǾƛƴƎ ǘƘŀǘ ǇƻƻǊ 
thing, and he sounded rather attached to it. 

After declaring the shirt a goner, we decided to call it an early night. We were both pretty 
spent, not getting as much sleep the night before. So we got ready for bed in our usual fashion. 
No awkwardness after the lip licking incident on my side. 

Once we were under the covers and the light was out, Edward scooped me up like always and 
held me tight. I breathed in the scent of his chest, allowing myself a little grin, and stroking his 
hair and humming. He was asleep in minutes. 

× 

L ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘŀǘ ǘƛƳŜ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŀǘ 9ŘǿŀǊŘ ǿƻƪŜ ƳŜ ǳǇΣ ōǳǘ L ŎƻǳƭŘ ŦŜŜƭ ƘƛƳ ƎǊƛǇǇƛƴƎ Ƴȅ ǎƛŘŜ ǎƻ 
tightly with his arm that I was ŎŜǊǘŀƛƴ ǘƘŜǊŜΩŘ ōŜ ōǊǳƛǎŜǎΦ IŜ ǿŀǎ ōǊŜŀǘƘƛƴƎ ƘŜŀǾƛƭȅΣ ŀƭƳƻǎǘ 
raspy. I opened my eyes and tried to lift my head up to see his face in the meager amount of 
light the moon outside the window provided. 

His jaw was clenched so tight I could see the straining muscles rippling with every grind of his 
teeth. And he was still holding me to him so tightly it hurt. My arm was still around his back, so I 
began stroking his hair, hoping it would loosen his grip on me. 

His eyelids shot open and his breathing was still heavy, heavy enough I could feel it on my face. 
He darted his green eyes down to meet mine. He looked so odd, scared almost. 
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ά9ŘǿŀǊŘΚέ L ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊŜŘ ƎǊƻƎƎƛƭȅΣ ǎǘƛƭƭ ǎǘǊƻƪƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ ƘŀƛǊΦ Iƛǎ ƎǊƛǇ ƻƴ Ƴȅ ǎƛŘŜ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ƭƻƻǎŜŘ ŀƴȅΣ ŀƴŘ 
he was just staring into my eyes ǿƛǘƘ ŀƴ ǳƴǊŜŀŘŀōƭŜ ŜȄǇǊŜǎǎƛƻƴ ƻƴ Ƙƛǎ ŦŀŎŜΦ ά²ƘŀǘΩǎ ǿǊƻƴƎΚ 
²ŜǊŜ ȅƻǳ ŘǊŜŀƳƛƴƎΚέ L ŀǎƪŜŘ ǉǳƛŜǘƭȅΣ ǘǊȅƛƴƎ ƴƻǘ ǘƻ ǇŀƴƛŎΦ 

IŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƳƻǾŜ ƻǊ ǎŀȅ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ ŀ ŦŜǿ ƳƻƳŜƴǘǎΦ IŜ Ƨǳǎǘ ǎǘŀǊŜŘ ƛƴǘƻ Ƴȅ ŜȅŜǎΣ ōǊŜŀǘƘƛƴƎ ǊŀǎǇȅ 
and clutching me to him. Just as I was beginning to panic, he relaxed his arm and let out a deep 
breath that blew over my face. 

Then, without speaking, he grabbed the back of my head in his palm and crushed it into the 
ŎǊƻƻƪ ƻŦ Ƙƛǎ ƴŜŎƪΣ ǇƭǳƴƎƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ ŦŀŎŜ ƛƴǘƻ Ƴȅ ƘŀƛǊ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ŎǊƻƻƪ ƻŦ Ƴȅ ƳƛƴŜΦ ά5ƻƴΩǘ fucking leave 
ƳŜΦέ IŜ ƎǊƻǿƭŜŘ ŀƎŀƛƴǎǘ Ƴȅ ǎƘƻǳƭŘŜǊΦ 

L ǿŀǎ ǎƻ ŎƻƴŦǳǎŜŘ ŀƴŘ ǘƛǊŜŘΣ ŀƴŘ L ƘŀŘ ƴƻ ƛŘŜŀ ǿƘŀǘ 9ŘǿŀǊŘ ǿŀǎ ǘŀƭƪƛƴƎ ŀōƻǳǘΦ άLΩƳ ƴƻǘ ƭŜŀǾƛƴƎΣ 
9ŘǿŀǊŘΦ L ǇǊƻƳƛǎŜΦέ L ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊŜŘ ŀƎŀƛƴǎǘ Ƙƛǎ ƴŜŎƪΣ ǎǘƛƭƭ ǎǘǊƻƪƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ ƘŀƛǊ ǿƛǘƘ Ƴȅ ŦƛƴƎŜǊǎΦ IŜ ǿŀǎ 
silent, just taking deep breaths of my hair, so I began humming to him. Eventually he was 
asleep again, so I extracted my head from his big palm and put it back on his chest in my spot, 
too sleepy to question what just happened. 

 

 

 

Lǘ ǿŀǎ ŀ ŘǊŜŀƳΣ ōǳǘ ƛǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎ ƳƻǊŜ ƻŦ ŀƴ ƛƳǇǊŜǎǎƛƻƴΦ !ƴ ƛƳǇǊŜǎǎƛƻƴ ǘƘŀǘ Ƴȅ ƎƛǊƭ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ 
there. A sense of dread and fucking loneliness, a lot like how I felt before Bella came along. It 
scared the shit out of me. 

When the alarm went off, I took longer to pull away. It was screeching that same fucking 
annoying sound, but when Bella squeezed, I squeezed back, and stayed for just a few more 
ŦǳŎƪƛƴƎ ǎŜŎƻƴŘǎΦ {ƘŜ Ǝƻǘ ƻŦ ōŜŘ ƭƻƻƪƛƴƎ ŎƻƴŦǳǎŜŘΣ ōǳǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŀǎƪ ƳŜ ŀōƻǳǘ ǿƘŀǘ ƘŀǇǇŜƴŜŘ ƭŀǎǘ 
night. Which is good, because I doubted if I could even explain it. 

{ƘŜ ƭŜŦǘ ƳŜ Ƴȅ ŎƻƻƪƛŜǎ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǘŀōƭŜ ŀƴŘ ƭŜŦǘ ƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ŘƻƻǊ ƭƛƪŜ ŀƭǿŀȅǎΦ L ǿŀǎ ǘƘŀƴƪŦǳƭ ǎƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ 
want to dwell on that shit. 

× 

I was feeling tense and fucking high-ǎǘǊǳƴƎΦ L ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǉǳƛǘŜ ǇƭŀŎŜ ǿƘȅΤ ǘƘŜ ŘǊŜŀƳΣ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ ŘǊŀƳŀ 
ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ōŜŜƴ ƭƛƴƎŜǊƛƴƎ ŀǊƻǳƴŘΣ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ŦǳŎƪƛƴƎ ƪƴƻǿΣ ōǳǘ L ŦŜƭǘ ƭƛƪŜ L ǿŀǎ ōǳȊȊƛƴƎ ǿƛǘƘ ƛǘΦ WŀȊȊ Ǝƻǘ ƛƴ 
the car that morning and got a knowing look on his face. He could always tell my emotions. 

He slumped down into the passenger seat and looked straight ahead while I drove. We had 
been drifting apart since all the bullshit that happened last year; never seeing each other 
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outside of school or hanging out on weekends. And Em had that party coming up, and I really 
just wanted to fucking enjoy being normal for a change, and hopefully ease some of the tension 
I was feeling. 

άIŜȅΣ WŀȊȊΦ tŀǊǘȅ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ /ǳƭƭŜƴ Ƴŀƴǎƛƻƴ CǊƛŘŀȅΦ ¸ƻǳ ƛƴΚέ L ǘǳǊƴŜŘ Ƴȅ ƘŜŀŘ ǘƻǿŀǊŘǎ ƘƛƳ ŀƴŘ 
quirked an eyebrow. He pursed his lips thoughtfully for a few moments. 

άCǳŎƪ ƛǘΣ ǿƘȅ ƴƻǘΦέ IŜ ǎƘǊǳƎƎŜŘ ƭŀȅƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ ƘŜŀŘ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǎŜŀǘ ŀƴŘ ŎƭƻǎƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ ŜȅŜǎΦ 

I smirked. Jazz always had a hard time turning down a party. Though this particular one would 
be far more ƭŜƎŀƭ ǘƘŀƴ ǳǎǳŀƭ ǎƘƛǘ ƘŜΩǎ ǳǎŜŘ ǘƻΦ 

And I was fucking thankful Jazz still had his eyes closed when I pulled into the school parking lot. 
Because the sorry fucking excuse for pants that Brandon had on would have given him a heart 
ŀǘǘŀŎƪΧ ǎƛƴŎŜ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎ ōŜƴŘing over to get something from the floor of her car. My gaze 
probably lingered on her ass a little longer than was entirely appropriate. That was obviously 
ǘƘŜ ƛƴǘŜƴŘŜŘ ǊŜŀŎǘƛƻƴ ǘƘƻǳƎƘΦ L Ǝƻǘ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŎŀǊ ōŜŦƻǊŜ WŀȊȊ ƻǇŜƴŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ŜȅŜǎΦ L ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ōŜŀǊ ǘƻ 
see him suffer that hard on. 

× 

By lunch, most of my tension had subsided. I could see my girl giving me worried sideway 
glances when I passed her in the quad, but I was fine. Just need to let loose a little is all. 

Jazz was at the table when I got to the cafeteria. And I knew the look he had on his face. It was 
getting to be too much for me to watch this bullshit. I sat down in my seat fucking loudly, and 
sent him a pointed glance. Do it, fucker! 

He was bouncing his leg up and down so fast, it made the whole table vibrate. I rolled my 
fucking eyes. I went to get my bag of cookies out to eat, before I realized I left them on my table 
this morning. I glared into its empty spot. Fucking Shit. 

I straightened back up and began eating the disgusting school food Jazz had on his tray. When 
he gƭƻǿŜǊŜŘ ŀǘ ƳŜ L ǎƘǊǳƎƎŜŘ ŀƴŘ ǎƳƛǊƪŜŘΦ /ƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƎŜǘ ǘƘŀǘ ŦǳŎƪŜǊ ŀƴȅ ƳƻǊŜ ǎǘǊŜǎǎŜŘ ǘƘŀƴ ƘŜ 
already was. 

He leaned back into seat and let out a deep breath, rubbing his face with his hands and calming 
himself sufficiently. We sat there in silence for a long while, eating and drinking, with all the 
sounds of the cafeteria surrounding us. 

{ǳŘŘŜƴƭȅΣ WŀȊȊ ǇƻǳƴŘŜŘ Ƙƛǎ Ŧƛǎǘ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǘŀōƭŜ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ƭƻǳŘ ΨǎƭŀƳΩ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƘƻƻƪ ǘƘŜ ŦƻƻŘ ǘǊŀȅ ŀƴŘ 
nearly spilled his milk. I snapped my head up from the tray, slightly fucking shocked and 
confused. He was staring behind me, so I slowly turned and followed his gaze. 
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Brandon was at the entrance of the cafeteria with her back to us ten feet away. Newton was 
behind her acting like he was smacking her ass and chuckling at his friends. 

άI9̧Η .w!b5hbΗέ WŀȊȊ ȅŜƭƭŜŘ ŦǊƻƳ Ƙƛǎ ǎŜŀǘΦ L ǎǇǳƴ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ǘƻ ŦŀŎŜ ƘƛƳΦ !ƴŘ ƘŜ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ŦǳŎƪƛƴƎ 
determined. IŜΩǎ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ŦǳŎƪƛƴƎ Řƻ ƛǘΦ 

I was sitting with my mouth hanging open in utter fucking disbelief. Then slowly it turned into a 
big fucking smirk, because IΩǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ǿŀƛǘƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ ǘƘƛǎ ǎƘƛǘ ŦƻǊ ŦƻǳǊ ȅŜŀǊǎ ƴƻǿΦ L ƭŜŀƴŜŘ ōŀŎƪ ƛƴ Ƴȅ 
chair and waited for Brandon to walk over. I knew she would. 

I could tell when she was close because the look on Jaspers face got calmer, and he just smiled 
at her all fucking goofy and in love like the stupid prick he is. My smirk was so big my cheek 
hurt. When she finally reached our table, she was standing there, all black leather pants, and a 
comically modest amount of cleavage, with the same fucking goofy grin that Jazz had plastered 
ƻƴ ƘŜǊ ŦŀŎŜΦ {ƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ ƴƻǘƛŎŜ L ǿŀǎ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǘŀōƭŜΦ 

άIŜȅΣ WŀǎǇŜǊΗέ {ƘŜ ŎƘƛǊǇŜŘΣ ƭƻƻƪƛƴƎ ŀ ǿƘƻƭŜ ƭƻǘ ƭƛƪŜ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎ ǘǊȅƛƴƎ ǿƛǘƘ ŜǾŜǊȅǘƘƛƴƎ ƛƴ ƘŜǊ ƴƻǘ ǘƻ 
ƭƻƻƪ ŀǎ ŜȄŎƛǘŜŘ ŀǎ ǎƘŜ ŀŎǘǳŀƭƭȅ ŦǳŎƪƛƴƎ ǿŀǎΦ aȅ ǎƳƛǊƪ ƎǊŜǿΣ ŀƴŘ L ƎƭŀƴŎŜŘ ŀǘ Ƴȅ ƎƛǊƭΩǎ ǘŀōƭŜ 
where she was sitting staring at the exchange with the same smirk I was wearing. Tit for tat. 

άIŜȅΣ ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ǎŜŀǘΣ L ǿŀƴǘŜŘ ǘƻ ŀǎƪ ȅƻǳ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎΦέ WŀȊȊ ǎŀƛŘ ŎƻƻƭƭȅΣ ǎǿƛǇƛƴƎ ŀǘ Ƙƛǎ ǎƘƛǊǘ ƭƛƪŜ ƘŜ 
was mildly bored. Which we all know is a fucking lie. Alice sashayed over to the seat next to 
him, and I had to suppress the snicker that was dying to come out, because they were just so 
fucking obvious and oblivious at the same time. 

She took her seat next to him, not even sparing me a glance, and leaned forward with her arms 
on the table, doing the same shit as Jazz; trying to look bored. I rolled my eyes. 

ά²ƘŀǘΩǎ ǳǇΚέ !ƭƛŎŜ ŀǎƪŜŘΣ ǇƭŀȅƛƴƎ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ƭƻŎƪ ƻŦ ƘŜǊ ǎƘƻǊǘ ōƭŀŎƪ ƘŀƛǊΦ WŀȊȊ ǿŀǎ ŦƛȄŀǘŜŘ ƻƴ ǿƘŀǘ 
her finger was doing before he snapped himself out of it. 

ά¦ƳƳΦΦΦέ IŜ ǎǘŀƳƳŜǊŜŘ ǳƴŎƘŀǊŀŎǘŜǊƛǎǘƛŎŀƭƭȅΣ ǎƘŀƪƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ ƘŜŀŘΦ ά¸ƻǳ ƎƻƛƴΩ ǘƻ ǘƘŀǘ ǇŀǊǘȅ CǊƛŘŀȅ 
ŀǘ ǘƘŜ /ǳƭƭŜƴǎΩΚέ IŜ ŀǎƪŜŘΣ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŀ /ǳƭƭŜƴ ǎƛǘǘƛƴƎ right fucking here. Alice bobbed her 
little so fast I thought it might fall off and smiled widely at him. He smiled back. Fucking 
pathetic. ά¸ŜŀƘΣ ƳŜ ǘƻƻΦέ IŜ ǎƘǊǳƎƎŜŘ ƴƻƴŎƘŀƭŀƴǘƭȅΦ 

And with that, they were both lost again. Looking around nervously, not taking it any fucking 
further. I fought the urge to groan. Alice got a flash of something in her eye and smiled, 
reaching down into her book bag for something. 

And when she came back up she was holding a fucking Ziploc bag of Black Leather Ladyfingers. 
And suddenly I froze. Everything froze. Because Jazz would notice that bag, and the black 
sharpie on it. He had been looking at bags just fucking like it for almost two weeks now. 
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{ƘŜ ǘƻǎǎŜŘ ǘƘŜ ōŀƎ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǘŀōƭŜΦ ά/ƻƻƪƛŜΚέ {ƘŜ ŀǎƪŜŘ ǎŜŘǳŎǘƛǾŜƭȅΦ WŀȊȊ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ǘƻǿŀǊŘǎ ƘŜǊ ǘƘŜƴΣ 
and glanced down at that fucking bag and stared at it wide eyed. Fuck. Me. 

Slowly he lifted his gaze to my eyes. And I was sending him every fucking silent message I could 
think of. [ŜŀǾŜ ƛǘ ǘƘŜ ŦǳŎƪ ŀƭƻƴŜΦ 5ƻƴΩǘ ŦǳŎƪƛƴƎ ŀǎƪ ƘŜǊ ǎƘƛǘΦ 5ǊƻǇ ƛǘΦ [Ŝǘ ƛǘ ŦǳŎƪƛƴƎ ƎƻΦ I shook my 
head at him just to emphasize the look. 

.ǳǘ ƘŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ƘŀǾƛƴƎ ŀƴȅ ƻŦ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƘƛǘΦ ά{ƻΣ !ƭƛŎŜΧέ IŜ ǊŜŀŎƘŜŘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ōŀƎ ŀƴŘ ǇƭǳŎƪŜŘ ƻǳǘ ŀ 
ŎƻƻƪƛŜ ƴƻǘ ōǊŜŀƪƛƴƎ Ƴȅ ƎŀȊŜΦ ά¸ƻǳ ƳŀƪŜ ŎƻƻƪƛŜǎΚέ IŜ ŀǎƪŜŘΣ ƭƻƻƪƛƴƎ ǇƛǎǎŜŘΦ Iƻƭȅ ŦǳŎƪΦ !ƴŘ L 
wanted to laugh at him for even fucking thinking I was getting those cookies from Brandon, but 
L ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘΣ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ I knew what she was about to say. And I was fucked. Royally. 

άbƻǇŜΦέ {ƘŜ ŎƘƛǊǇŜŘΣ ŜŀǘƛƴƎ ŀ ŎƻƻƪƛŜ ŀƭƻƴƎ ǿƛǘƘ ƘƛƳΦ άaȅ ŎƻǳǎƛƴΣ .Ŝƭƭŀ ŘƻŜǎΦέ {ƘŜ ǎƳƛƭŜŘ ǿƛŘŜƭȅ 
at him, before he coughed on a piece of cookie. 
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Chapter 14. Victorious Vanilla Vixens  

 

 

 
After Jazz successfully dislodged the ladyfinger from his esophagus he gaped at me. Fucking 
ƎŀǇŜŘΦ ¢Ƙƛǎ ƛǎ ŜȄŀŎǘƭȅ ǿƘȅ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǘŜƭƭ ƘƛƳ ŀ ŦǳŎƪƛƴƎ ǘƘƛƴƎΦ !ƴŘ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ L ƪƴŜǿ WŀȊȊ ǎƻ ǿŜƭƭΣ L 
ƪƴŜǿ ƘŜ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǎŀȅ ǎƘƛǘ ǘƻ .ǊŀƴŘƻƴ ŀōƻǳǘ ƛǘΣ ōǳǘ L ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǎƛǘ ǘƘŜǊŜ ŀƴd be fucking gaped at. 
So I stood up. 

.ǊŀƴŘƻƴ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƴƻǘƛŎŜ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ ƎƻƛƴƎ ƻƴ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ƘŜǊΦ {ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ǘƻƻ ƴŜǊǾƻǳǎ ǘƻ ŜǾŜƴ ŦƻŎǳǎ ƻƴ 
breathing right, so I walked out. I walked out and left Jazz there, and prayed that Brandon 
would distract him long enough for me to prepare myself for the fucked up conversation we 
were going to have. 

× 

L ŘŜōŀǘŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ƳȅǎŜƭŦ ƛƴ .ƛƻ ƛŦ L ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ǘŜƭƭ .Ŝƭƭŀ ǿƘŀǘ ǿŀǎ ƎƻƛƴƎ ƻƴΦ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǎŜŜ ŀƴȅ ǊŜŀǎƻƴ ǿƘȅ 
L ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ƻǊ ǎƘƻǳƭŘƴΩǘΣ ŀƴŘ ǿƘŜƴ ǘƘŜ ōŜƭƭ ǊŀƴƎ L ǎǘƛƭƭ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ŎƻƳŜ ǘƻ ŀƴȅ ŎƻƴŎƭǳǎƛƻƴΣ ǎƻ L Ƨǳǎǘ ƭŜǘ 
her walk out. I figured I could relay the whole fucked up story to her tonight, when we were 
alone. 

But, because Jazz knew my last class, he was standing there beside the door, fucking waiting for 
me. And the look of pure curiosity on his face when he saw me walking towards him was really 
unacceptable. It made ƳŜ ǳƴŎƻƳŦƻǊǘŀōƭŜΦ L ŎƻǳƭŘ ŦŜŜƭ ƘƛƳ ǎŎǊǳǘƛƴƛȊƛƴƎ ƳŜΣ ŀƴŘ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŦǳŎƪƛƴƎ 
like it. I walked up to him, keeping my same bored mask I always used in this fucking dump. 

WŀȊȊ ǉǳƛǊƪŜŘ ŀƴ ŜȅŜōǊƻǿΦ άL ǘƘƛƴƪ ǿŜ ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ ŘƛǘŎƘ ǘƻŘŀȅΦέ IŜ ǎŀƛŘ ǎƛƳǇƭȅΦ [ƛƪŜ ƘŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ Ǝiving 
me an option. I almost snorted at him. Standing there in another pair of holey jeans and 
another grubby band shirt acting like I fucking owed him something. 

.ǳǘ L ƪƴŜǿ ōŜǘǘŜǊΦ LŦ ƛǘ ǿŜǊŜ WŀȊȊΣ ƘŜΩŘ ŦǳŎƪƛƴƎ ǘŜƭƭ ƳŜΦ !ƴŘ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ƳŀŘŜ ƳŜ ŦŜŜƭ ƪƛƴŘ of 
ǎƘƛǘǘȅΦ L ǿŀǎ ōŜƛƴƎ ŀ ǎƘƛǘǘȅ ŦǊƛŜƴŘΦ !ƴŘ LΩŘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ǘƘŜ ŎƻƴǾŜǊǎŀǘƛƻƴ ƻǾŜǊ ǿƛǘƘ ŜǾŜƴǘǳŀƭƭȅΦ 
Better sooner than later. So I nodded and started towards the parking lot while he followed, 
sprinting to keep up with me. 

Once we made it to the car and werŜ ōƻǘƘ ƛƴǎƛŘŜΣ ǘƘŜ ǎƛƭŜƴŎŜ ǿŀǎ ƘŜŀǾȅΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘƛŎƪΣ ŀƴŘ L ǿŀǎƴΩǘ 
going to be the first one to fucking break it. So I put my key in the ignition, and drove towards 
home. 
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L ŎƻǳƭŘ ŦŜŜƭ Ƙƛǎ ŜȅŜǎ ƻƴ ƳŜ ǘƘŜ ǿƘƻƭŜ ǿŀȅΦ .ƻǊƛƴƎ ƘƻƭŜǎ ƛƴǘƻ Ƴȅ ƘŜŀŘΦ .ǳǘ ƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǎŀȅ 
anȅǘƘƛƴƎΦ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘŀǘ ǘƘŜ ŦǳŎƪ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ǿŀƛǘƛƴƎ ŦƻǊΦ LǘΩǎ ƴƻǘ ƭƛƪŜ L ǿŀǎ .ǊŀƴŘƻƴ ƻǊ ǎƻƳŜ 
shit. But he just kept his mouth shut the whole way to my house. I pulled in and got out, really 
fucking ready to just be in that house, and wishing it was ten already, and my girl was waiting 
for me on that couch. 

He followed me into the house without a word. Never saying a thing, just fucking staring still. 
No one was home, so I went to the living room, and flopped heavily onto the couch. Jasper just 
stood there in front of me, never sitting down. 

άhƪŀȅΧέ WŀȊȊ ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘ ǎƭƻǿƭȅΣ ƴŀǊǊƻǿƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ ŜȅŜǎ ŀǘ ƳŜΦ ά²Ƙŀǘ ǘƘŜ ŦǳŎƪ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳ ŘƻƛƴƎ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ 
ŎǊŀȊȅ ƎƛǊƭΚέ IŜ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ !ƴŘ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƘƛǘ ǇƛǎǎŜŘ ƳŜ ƻŦŦ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ Ŧƛƴŀƭ ǘƛƳŜΦ 

ά{ƘŜΩǎΦ bƻǘΦ CǳŎƪƛƴƎΦ /ǊŀȊȅΦέ L ƎǊƻǿƭŜŘ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ŎƭŜƴŎƘŜŘ ǘŜŜǘƘΣ ƎƭƻǿŜǊƛƴƎ ŀǘ ƘƛƳΦ άIŜǊ ƴŀƳŜ ƛǎ 
Bella.έ L ǎƴŀǇǇŜŘΣ ƎƭŀŘ ǘƘŀǘ L ŎƻǳƭŘ Ŧƛƴŀƭƭȅ ǘŜƭƭ ƘƛƳ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƛƴŎŜ L ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴ ǿŀƛǘƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǎƛƴŎŜ Řŀȅ ƻƴŜΦ 
His eyes grew wide, and he looked stunned. To think that I would defend Bella Swan. After the 
initial shock from that comment wore off, he slid into the chair he was closest to. 

άhƪŀȅΦ bƻǘ ŎǊŀȊȅΦ L ƎŜǘ ƛǘΦέ IŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ ƭƻƻƪƛƴƎ ǊŀǘƘŜǊ ŦǳŎƪƛƴƎ ŀǇƻƭƻƎŜǘƛŎΦ WŀȊȊ ƪƴƻǿǎ ƳŜ ǿŜƭƭ 
ŜƴƻǳƎƘ ǘƻ ƪƴƻǿ ǘƘŀǘ L ǊŀǊŜƭȅ ŘŜŦŜƴŘ ǇŜƻǇƭŜΦ ά{ƻΣ ǿƘŀǘΩǎ ƎƻƛƴƎ ƻƴ ǿƛǘƘ ȅƻǳ ŀƴŘ BellaΦέ IŜ 
emphasized her name, like he deserved a gold fucking star or some shit. 

I huffed, and it was probably a little fucking childish to do so, but I huffed nonetheless. Because 
ǘƘƛǎ ǿŀǎ ƻƴŜ ƭƻƴƎ ŦǳŎƪƛƴƎ ǎǘƻǊȅΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎ ƴƻ ǿŀȅ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ƛǘΦ άwŜƳŜƳōŜǊ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƘƛǘǘȅ ǇŀǊǘȅ 
you skƛǇǇŜŘΚέ L ŀǎƪŜŘ ŘŜŦŜŀǘŜŘΦ WŀȊȊ ŦǳǊǊƻǿŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ōǊƻǿǎ ŀƴŘ ƴƻŘŘŜŘΣ ǎƻ L ŎƻƴǘƛƴǳŜŘΦ ά²ŜƭƭΣ ǎƘŜ 
ŎŀƳŜ ǿƛǘƘ .ǊŀƴŘƻƴΦέ IŜ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ǎǳǊǇǊƛǎŜŘ ǘƻ ƘŜŀǊ ǘƘƛǎΣ ƻŦ ŎƻǳǊǎŜΦ ά.ǳǘΣ bŜǿǘƻƴ ǿŀǎ ŦǳŎƪƛƴƎ 
with her, so she ran upstairs to hide from him, and she just so fucking happened to choose my 
ǊƻƻƳ ǘƻ Ǌǳƴ ƛƴǘƻΦέ IŜ ǇǳǊǎŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ƭƛǇǎΣ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘŦǳƭΦ ¢ƘŜƴ ƴƻŘŘŜŘ ŦƻǊ ƳŜ ǘƻ ŎƻƴǘƛƴǳŜΦ 

I let out a deep breath and sank into the couch. Then I told him everything. I told him about the 
first meeting, about her not sleeping, about my not sleeping. I left out the parts private for 
.ŜƭƭŀΦ L ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ŦǳŎƪ Ƴȅ ƎƛǊƭ ƻǾŜǊ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘŀǘΦ IŜǊ ǎǘƻǊȅ ƛǎ ƘŜǊǎ ǘƻ ǘŜƭƭΦ WŀȊȊ ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘƻƻŘΦ L ǘƻƭŘ ƘƛƳ 
ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ƎŀȊŜōƻΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ŦǳŎƪƛƴƎ ŘŜƭƛŎƛƻǳǎ ŎƻƻƪƛŜǎ ǎƘŜΩŘ ōǊƛƴƎ ƳŜΦ LΩŘ ǘŜƭƭ ƘƛƳ Ƙƻǿ ǿŜΩŘ ǘŀƭƪ 
because we were both so fucked up and just clicked. I told him about my cold, and about how 
my girl took care of me, and I told him about Thanksgiving. And Thanksgiving night. 

ά²ŀƛǘΦέ IŜ ƘŜƭŘ Ƙƛǎ ƘŀƴŘ ǳǇ ŀŦǘŜǊ L Ǝƻǘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǇŀǊǘ ŀōƻǳǘ ƘŜǊ ǘƻǳŎƘƛƴƎ ƳŜΦ ά{ƻΣ ǎƘŜ Ŏŀƴ ǘƻǳŎƘ 
you, but ƴƻ ƻƴŜ ŜƭǎŜΚέ IŜ ŀǎƪŜŘ ƛƴŎǊŜŘǳƭƻǳǎΦ 

L ƭŜǘ ƻǳǘ ŀ ŦǊǳǎǘǊŀǘŜŘ ǎƛƎƘΦ ά¸ŜǎΣ ƻƪŀȅΦ bƻǿ ǎƘǳǘ ǘƘŜ ŦǳŎƪ ǳǇΦ {ŀǾŜ ȅƻǳǊ ǉǳŜǎǘƛƻƴǎ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ŜƴŘΦέ L 
snapped. He was going to read too fucking much into this as it was. I could already see it on his 
face. 
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So I told him about how we slept together all night. And yes. Of course, his jaw hit the fucking 
floor, because he was getting it all wrong. But I just kept going. I told him about how we kept 
doing it. The dinners. The holding. I left out some things. The humming for instance, no fucking 
way would he let me live that shit down. I left out the pajamas, and tried with everything in me 
to make it seem a whole hell of a lot less intimate than it actually fucking was. 

By the end of the whole story, he was back to fucking gaping at me. So I sat, picked at my nails a 
little bit, just waited for him to soak it in. 

ά{ƻΦέ IŜ ŎƭŜŀǊŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ǘƘǊƻŀǘΣ Ǝƻǘ ǳǇ ŀƴŘ ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘ ǿŀƭƪƛƴƎ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ƛƴǎǇŜŎǘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǇƛŎǘǳǊŜǎ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ 
ǿŀƭƭǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƭƛǾƛƴƎ ǊƻƻƳ ǿƛǘƘ Ƙƛǎ ǘƘǳƳōǎ ƭƻŎƪŜŘ ƛƴǘƻ Ƙƛǎ ōŜƭǘ ƭƻƻǇǎΦ ά[Ŝǘ Ƴe see if I understand 
ǘƘƛǎΧέ IŜ ŦǳǊǊƻǿŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ōǊƻǿǎ ŀƴŘ ŎƻŎƪŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ƘŜŀŘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǎƛŘŜΦ ά¸ƻǳ ŀƴŘ .Ŝƭƭŀ {ǿŀƴ ǎƭŜŜǇ 
ǘƻƎŜǘƘŜǊΦέ L ƴƻŘŘŜŘΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎ ǘǊǳŜΦ ά.ǳǘ ȅƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘΧ ǎƭŜŜǇ ǘƻƎŜǘƘŜǊΚέ 

L ƴŀǊǊƻǿŜŘ Ƴȅ ŜȅŜǎΦ ά¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ǿƘȅ ǿŜ ƪŜŜǇ ƻǳǊ ŦǳŎƪƛƴƎ ƳƻǳǘƘǎ ǎƘǳǘΦ ¸ƻǳ ƪƴƻǿ WŀȊȊΣ contrary to 
popular belief; it is ǇƻǎǎƛōƭŜ ǘƻ ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ŦŜƳŀƭŜ ƛƴ ȅƻǳǊ ōŜŘ ǿƛǘƘƻǳǘ ŦǳŎƪƛƴƎ ƘŜǊΦέ L ǎǇŀǘΦ .ŜŎŀǳǎŜ L 
saw it coming. 

He eyed me skeptically, but eventually took it for what is was worth. Just fucking sleep. I never 
told him about the kiss. No reason to fuel the fire. 

ά.ǊŀƴŘƻƴΧέ IŜ ǘǊŀƛƭŜŘ ƻŦŦΣ ǘǳǊƴƛƴƎ ǘƻ ŦŀŎŜ ƳŜΣ ƭƻƻƪƛƴƎ ŎŀǳǘƛƻǳǎΦ ά²ƛƭƭ ŦǳŎƪƛƴƎ ƪƛƭƭ ȅƻǳΦέ IŜ ǎŀƛŘ 
simply. Like it was a fact. And it probably was. 

ά¸ŜŀƘΣ ƴƻ ǎƘƛǘΦέ L ǎŎƻŦŦŜŘΦ ά¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ǿƘȅ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƪŜŜǇ ȅƻǳǊ ŦǳŎƪƛƴƎ ƳƻǳǘƘ ǎƘǳǘ ǘƻƻΦέ L 
ǊŀƛǎŜŘ Ƴȅ ŜȅŜōǊƻǿǎ ŀǘ ƘƛƳΦ L ƪƴŜǿ ƘƛƳ ōŜǘǘŜǊ ǘƘŀƴ ǘƻ ǘƘƛƴƪ ƘŜ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘΣ ōǳǘ L ƘŀŘ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ǘƘŜ 
words out there anyways. He nodded at me at flopped back into the chair. 

We were silent a while. The whole house was as a matter of a fact. School was probably already 
ƻǳǘΣ ōǳǘ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ŀ ǇǊŀŎǘƛŎŜ ŘŀȅΣ ŀƴŘ 9Ƴ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ōŜ ƘƻƳŜ ǳƴǘƛƭ /ŀǊƭƛǎƭŜ ǿŀǎΦ 

ά/ŀƴ L ƳŜŜǘ ƘŜǊΚέ WŀȊȊ ŀǎƪŜŘ ŦƻǊƳ ǘƘŜ ŎƘŀƛǊΦ 

L ǎƴŀǇǇŜŘ Ƴȅ ƘŜŀŘ ǳǇ ǘƻ ƳŜŜǘ Ƙƛǎ ƎŀȊŜΦ ά!ōǎƻƭǳǘŜƭȅ ŦǳŎƪƛƴƎ ƴƻǘΦέ L ǎŀƛŘ ŀǎ ŎŀƭƳƭȅ ŀǎ ǇƻǎǎƛōƭŜ 
narrowing my eyes. My girl was not some novelty to be fucking gaped at. 

IŜ ǉǳƛǊƪŜŘ ŀƴ ŜȅŜōǊƻǿΦ ά²Ƙȅ ƛǎ ǘƘŀǘΚέ ƘŜ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ .ŜŎŀǳǎŜ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ŀ ǇǊƛŎƪΦ 

I let out a deep sigh and slumped further into the couch, propping one of my boots on the 
ŎƻŦŦŜŜ ǘŀōƭŜ ƛƴ ŦǊƻƴǘ ƻŦ ƳŜΦ ά.ŜŎŀǳǎŜΣ L ŦǳŎƪƛƴƎ ǘƻƭŘ ȅƻǳΣ ǎƘŜ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ƭƛƪŜ ƎǳȅǎΦέ ¢ƘŜƴ ŀŦǘŜǊ ŀ 
ǇŀǳǎŜΦ ά!ƴŘ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ŀ ǇǊƛŎƪΦέ L ǎƳƛǊƪŜŘΦ .ŜŎŀǳǎŜ ƘŜ ǿŀǎΦ IŜ ƪƴŜǿ ƛǘΦ IŜ ǘǊƛŜŘ ǘƻ ƭƻƻƪ ŀƭƭ 
fucking mock offended, but we both knew it was true. 

We were silent again for a while before something pretty fucking important occurred to me. 
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ά²Ƙŀǘ ƘŀǇǇŜƴŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ .ǊŀƴŘƻƴΚέ L ŀǎƪŜŘΣ ƎŜƴǳƛƴŜƭȅ ŎǳǊƛƻǳǎΦ L ǿŀǎ ǇǊŀȅƛƴƎ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜȅ Ƨǳǎǘ ǿŜƴǘ 
ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƧŀƴƛǘƻǊ ŎƭƻǎŜǘ ŀƴŘ ƘǳƳǇŜŘ ŜŀŎƘ ƻǘƘŜǊ ŦƻǊ ŀƴ ƘƻǳǊΦ .ǊŀƴŘƻƴ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŜȄŀŎǘƭȅ ǎǘǊƛƪŜ ƳŜ ŀǎ 
the prude type, after all. 

Jazz got thaǘ ŦǳŎƪƛƴƎ ƎƻƻŦȅ ƎǊƛƴ ƻƴ Ƙƛǎ ŦŀŎŜ ŀƎŀƛƴΦ ά{ƘŜΩǎ ŎƻƳƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǇŀǊǘȅΦέ IŜ ǎƴƛŎƪŜǊŜŘΦ 
And I rolled my fucking eyes, because of course Brandon was coming to the party. Then he 
ǘƛƭǘŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ƘŜŀŘ ŀƴŘ ǇǳǊǎŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ƭƛǇǎΦ ά{ƘŜ ǘƻƭŘ ƳŜ ƘŜǊ Ŏƻǳǎƛƴ ǿŀǎ ŎƻƳƛƴƎΣ ǘƻƻΦέ IŜ ǎŀid with a 
raised eyebrow. 

L ǎƴƻǊǘŜŘΦ ά{ƘŜΩƭƭ ǇǊƻōŀōƭȅ Ƨǳǎǘ ǎǇŜƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǿƘƻƭŜ ŦǳŎƪƛƴƎ ƴƛƎƘǘ ƘƛŘƛƴƎ ƛƴ Ƴȅ ǊƻƻƳΦέ L ǎƳƛǊƪŜŘ 
ǎƘŀƪƛƴƎ Ƴȅ ƘŜŀŘΦ aȅ ƎƛǊƭ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŀ ǇŀǊǘȅ ǇŜǊǎƻƴΦ WŀȊȊ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ǇǊŜǘǘȅ ŦǳŎƪƛƴƎ ǘŀƪŜƴ ŀōŀŎƪ ŀǘ Ƴȅ 
casual talk of having a girl waiting for me in my room at night. And so I had to roll my eyes 
again, because no one would ever understand it just ǿŀǎƴΩǘ fucking like that. 

¸ŜǎΣ .Ŝƭƭŀ ŀƴŘ L ƘŀŘ ŀ ƎǊŜŀǘ ƪƛǎǎΦ L ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ƭȅƛƴƎ ǿƘŜƴ L ǘƻƭŘ ƘŜǊ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎ ōŜǘǘŜǊ ǘƘŀƴ {ǘŀƴƭŜȅΦ L 
liked it. Possibly more than I should. Definitely more than I should. It was more important than 
ever that I keep that fucking flip switched off, because it would be too easy to fuck it up. She 
had been through more shit in the last year than anyone should ever have to experience. She 
was delicate. Fragile. 

In some ways she was very maternal; taking care of me all the time. But in so many other ways 
my girl was so lost and child-ƭƛƪŜΦ L ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ōŜŀǊ ǘƻ ōŜ ǘƘŀǘ ŀǎǎƘƻƭŜΦ ¢ƻ Ǌƛǎƪ ǿŀƴǘƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǘǊŜŀǘ Ƴȅ 
girl the same way assholes like Newton did. And it would be so fucking easy to do it with her 
warm little body pressed against mine every night. But I was where she felt safe from assholes 
ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘŀǘΦ ¢ƘŜǊŜΩǎ ƴƻ ŦǳŎƪƛƴƎ ǿŀȅ L ǿƻǳƭŘ ƭŜǘ ƘŜǊ ƭƻǎŜ ǘƘŀǘ ŎƻƳŦƻǊǘΦ !ƴŘ L ƪƴŜǿ ǘƘŀǘ ŦǳŎƪƛƴƎ 
switch was the only thing keeping me from acting like the hormonal teenage mothefucker I 
ǿŀǎΣ ŀƴŘ ƭƻǎƛƴƎ ƛǘ ŀƭƭΦ !ƴŘ L ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƭƻǎŜ ǘƘŜ ǊƻǳǘƛƴŜΦ L ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƭƻǎŜ Ƴȅ ƎƛǊƭΦ 

 

 

 

 
He did it. Jasper actually talked to Alice. And now I was barricaded in her room listening to her 
go a million miles a minute and scrutinizing every last detail of the exchange. 

ά¢ƘŜ ƘŀƛǊΧέ !ƭƛŎŜ ǎƛƎƘŜŘ ŘǊŜŀƳƛƭȅ ǿƘƛƭŜ ǎƛǘǘƛƴƎ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ŦƭƻƻǊ ŀƎŀƛƴǎǘ ƘŜǊ ōŜŘǊƻƻƳ ŘƻƻǊΦ {ƘŜ ƘŀŘ 
ŎƻƳŜ ƛƴ ŀƴŘ ŎƭƻǎŜŘ ƛǘ ŀƴŘ ǎƭƛŘ ōŀŎƪ ŀƎŀƛƴǎǘ ƛǘΣ ŀƴŘ ǎƘŜ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ƳƻǾŜŘ ŦƻǊ ŀƴ Ŝntire hour. She had 
ŀ ƭƻƻƪ ƻŦ ǾƛŎǘƻǊȅ ƻƴ ƘŜǊ ŦŀŎŜ ŜǾŜǊ ǎƛƴŎŜ ƭǳƴŎƘΦ άLǘ ǿŀǎ ƭƛƪŜΧέ {ƘŜ ōǊŜŀǘƘŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ǿƛŘŜ ǎƳƛƭŜ ƻƴ 
ƘŜǊ ŦŀŎŜΦ άbƻΦέ {ƘŜ ǎƘƻƻƪ ƘŜǊ ƘŜŀŘΣ ōƻǳƴŎƛƴƎ ƘŜǊ ōƭŀŎƪ ǎǇƛƪȅ ƘŀƛǊ ŀƭƭ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƘŜ ǇƭŀŎŜΦ άbƻ ǿƻǊŘǎΦ 
bƻ ǿƻǊŘǎ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŀƛǊΦέ {ƘŜ ƎƛƎƎƭŜŘΦ !ƴŘ I giggled right along with her as I lay on her bed, 
because I knew exactly how she felt. 
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άhƘΗέ {ƘŜ ǎǉǳŜŀƭŜŘΣ ŎƭŀǇǇƛƴƎ ƘŜǊ ƘŀƴŘǎ ǘƻƎŜǘƘŜǊΦ ά!ƴŘ ƘŜ ƭƻǾŜŘ ȅƻǳǊ ŎƻƻƪƛŜǎΦέ {ƘŜ ǿƛƴƪŜŘ ŀƴŘ 
ǊǳōōŜŘ ƘŜǊ ƘŀƴŘǎ ǘƻƎŜǘƘŜǊΦ ά¢ƘŜȅ ǿŜǊŜ ƪƛƴŘ ƻŦ Ƴȅ ǎŜŎǊŜǘ ǿŜŀǇƻƴΦέ {ƘŜ ǎƴƛŎƪered. And I 
ŎƘǳŎƪƭŜŘ ŀǘ ƘŜǊΣ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ǘƘŜȅ ǿŜǊŜ Ƴȅ ǎŜŎǊŜǘ ǿŜŀǇƻƴ ǘƻƻΦ hŦ ŎƻǳǊǎŜ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ōƭŀŎƪ ƭŜŀǘƘŜǊ 
pants. 

She heaved another dreamy sigh and rested her head back against the door, closing her eyes, 
ŀƴŘ ǎǘƛƭƭ ƎǊƛƴƴƛƴƎ ƭƛƪŜ ŀƴ ƛŘƛƻǘΦ ά¢ǿƻ ƳƻǊŜ ŘŀȅǎΦέ She said with a victorious nod, then lifted her 
ƘŜŀŘ ǳǇ ŀƴŘ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ŀǘ ƳŜ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ŘŜǘŜǊƳƛƴŜŘ ŜȄǇǊŜǎǎƛƻƴΦ ά¢ǿƻ ƳƻǊŜ ŘŀȅǎΧ ŀƴŘ WŀǎǇŜǊ IŀƭŜ ǿƛƭƭ 
ōŜ ƳƛƴŜΦέ {ƘŜ ǎƳƛǊƪŜŘΦ !ƴŘ L ƘŀŘ ǘƻ ƎƛƎƎƭŜ ŀǘ ƘŜǊΣ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜΣ ǎƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ƛǘ ȅŜǘΣ ōǳǘ ƘŜ 
already was. 

× 

I had beeƴ ƳƛƭŘƭȅ ŎƻƴŎŜǊƴŜŘ ŀƭƭ Řŀȅ ŀōƻǳǘ 9ŘǿŀǊŘΩǎ ŘǊŜŀƳ ǘƘŜ ǇǊŜǾƛƻǳǎ ƴƛƎƘǘΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜ ŦƛǊǎǘ 
time either of us had a dream at all while we were sleeping together. And honestly, it scared 
me. Because if his dreams came back, I would be useless. I could still bring him food and talk to 
ƘƛƳΣ ŀƴŘ LΩŘ ǎǘŀȅ ŀǿŀƪŜ ǿƛǘƘ ƘƛƳ ŀƭƭ ƴƛƎƘǘ ƛŦ ƘŜΩŘ ƭŜǘ ƳŜ Ƨǳǎǘ ǘƻ ƪŜŜǇ ƘƛƳ ŎƻƳǇŀƴȅΣ ōǳǘ L 
ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƭƻǎŜ ǘƘŜ ƻƴŜ ǘƘƛƴƎ L ƘŀŘ ƻǾŜǊ ŀƴȅƻƴŜ ŜƭǎŜΦ ¢ƘŜ ŀōƛƭƛǘȅ ǘƻ ƳŀƪŜ ƘƛƳ ǎƭŜŜǇΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜ 
only hold I had on him at all. 

So when I packed up his dinner that night and got ready to leave, I reasoned with myself not to 
ōǊƛƴƎ ƛǘ ǳǇΦ LΩŘ ƭƛǾŜŘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƭŀƴŘ ƻŦ ŘŜƴƛŀƭ ǿƘŜǊŜ 9ŘǿŀǊŘ ǿŀǎ ŎƻƴŎŜǊƴŜŘ ƭƻƴƎ ŜƴƻǳƎƘ ǘƻ ŀŘŘ ƻƴŜ 
more thing to that list. 

Edward seemed different tonight when he came to the door. And I was scared because I was 
thinking the dream was worse than I thought. But what he said as he pulled the hood off my 
head shocked me. 

άWŀȊȊ ƪƴƻǿǎ ŜǾŜǊȅǘƘƛƴƎΦέ IŜ ƳǳǘǘŜǊŜŘΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜƴ ǘƻƻƪ Ƙƛǎ ǎŜŀǘ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ōŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ƘŜŀǾȅ ŦƭƻǇΣ 
relaying the events of his afternoon to me. I stood stunned, battling with the part of myself that 
ǿŀǎ ƘŀǇǇȅ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƻƳŜƻƴŜ ŜƭǎŜ ƪƴŜǿΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊ ǇŀǊǘ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŀǎ ǎŎŀǊŜŘ 9ŘǿŀǊŘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘΦ 

I began unloading his meal, glancing at him warily, wondering if this changed anything, and 
praying iǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘΦ IŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǎŜŜƳ ŀƴȅ ƳƻǊŜ Řƛǎǘŀƴǘ ǘƘŀƴ ƘŜ ǳǎǳŀƭƭȅ ǿŀǎΦ 

ά5ƻƴΩǘ ǿƻǊǊȅΤ WŀȊȊ ǿƛƭƭ ƪŜŜǇ Ƙƛǎ ŦǳŎƪƛƴƎ ƳƻǳǘƘ ǎƘǳǘΦ bƻ ƻƴŜ ǿƛƭƭ ŜǾŜǊ ƪƴƻǿΦέ 9ŘǿŀǊŘ ǎƘǊǳƎƎŜŘ 
after I got settled on the sofa. I frowned at him. I suppose a part of me was hoping that it would 
aƭƭ ŎƻƳŜ ƻǳǘΣ ŀƴŘ ǿŜ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ƘƛŘŜ ŀƴȅƳƻǊŜΦ ²ƻǳƭŘ ƛǘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ōŜ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊǎǘ ǘƘƛƴƎ ŜǾŜǊΚ L 
grimaced and dropped my head down. 

9ŘǿŀǊŘ ǎƛƎƘŜŘ ƘŜŀǾƛƭȅ ŀƴŘ ǊŀƪŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ŦƛƴƎŜǊǎ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ Ƙƛǎ ƘŀƛǊΣ ǎǘŀǊƛƴƎ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŎƻƴǘŀƛƴŜǊΦ ά5ƻƴΩǘ 
fucking look at me like that, .ŜƭƭŀΦέ IŜ ǎƛƎƘŜŘΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜƴ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ǳǇ ǘƻ ƳŜŜǘ Ƴȅ ŜȅŜǎ ǿƘŜƴ L 
ƭƛŦǘŜŘ Ƴȅ ƘŜŀŘΦ άLΩƳ ƴƻǘ ŦǳŎƪƛƴƎ ŀǎƘŀƳŜŘ ƻŦ ȅƻǳΦ L Ƨǳǎǘ ŘƻƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ŜǾŜǊȅōƻŘȅ ƎŜǘǘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǿǊƻƴƎ 
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ŦǳŎƪƛƴƎ ƛƳǇǊŜǎǎƛƻƴΦέ IŜ ǇƭǳƴƎŜŘ ǘƘŜ ŦƻǊƪ ƛƴǘƻ Ƙƛǎ ƳƻǳǘƘ ŀƴŘ ōŜƎŀƴ ŎƘŜǿƛƴƎ ǿƘƛƭŜ ǎǘŀǊƛƴƎ ŀǘ 
me. I donΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘŀǘ L ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ƭƛƪŜΦ aŀȅōŜ ŀ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ƘǳǊǘΦ tƻǎǎƛōƭȅ ŀ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ǎƪŜǇǘƛŎŀƭΦ 

IŜ ǊƻƭƭŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ŜȅŜǎΦ ά5ƻ ȅƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ŀƴȅ ƛŘŜŀ ǿƘŀǘ ȅƻǳǊ Ŏƻǳǎƛƴ ǿƻǳƭŘ Řƻ ǘƻ ƳŜ ƛŦ ǎƘŜ ŦƻǳƴŘ ƻǳǘ 
ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘƛǎΦέ IŜ ŎƘŜǿŜŘΣ ƳƻǘƛƻƴƛƴƎ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ōŜŘ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ǎƛǘǘƛƴƎ ƻƴΦ !ƴŘ L ŎǊƛƴƎŜŘΦ .ŜŎŀǳǎŜ the 
thought of all the screeching Alice would do when she found out I was sleeping next to Edward 
Cullen every night was horrifying. 

9ŘǿŀǊŘ ŎƘǳŎƪƭŜŘΦ ά{ŜŜΚέ ƘŜ ŀǎƪŜŘΣ ŜŀǘƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ ŦƻƻŘ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ǎƳƛǊƪΦ ά{ƘŜΩƭƭ Ŏǳǘ Ƴȅ ŦǳŎƪƛƴƎ ōŀƭƭǎ ƻŦŦΦέ 
He snickered. And I crinƎŜŘ ŀƎŀƛƴ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ǊŀǘƘŜǊ ƭƛƪŜƭȅ ƘŜǊ ǊŜŀƭ ǊŜŀŎǘƛƻƴ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ōŜ ŦŀǊ 
ŦǊƻƳ ƛǘΦ {ƘŜ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƴŜǾŜǊ ōŜƭƛŜǾŜ ǘƘŀǘ 9ŘǿŀǊŘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǎƻƳŜƘƻǿ ǘŀƪƛƴƎ ŀŘǾŀƴǘŀƎŜ ƻŦ ƳŜ ƛƴ ǿŀȅǎ 
ǘƘŀǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƛƴǾƻƭǾŜ ǎƭŜŜǇΦ Not that he ever would. My mind echoed bitterly. I mentally slapped 
myself for the bitterness. Take what you can get, Bella. 

I nodded at Edward in understanding, and watched him eat the rest of his meal in silence, 
plugging the iPod ear buds into my ears while listening to his usual moans and hums. When he 
was done, he put the containers away and told me how good the meal was, which made me 
smile. Then he got out his sketchbook and started drawing, so I walked over to the bookcase to 
select the book I had been reading and relaxed on the sofa. It was silent for a long while, just 
9ŘǿŀǊŘ ŀƴŘ L ŜƴƧƻȅƛƴƎ ŜŀŎƘ ƻǘƘŜǊΩǎ ǇǊŜǎŜƴŎŜ ƭƛƪŜ ǿŜ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ŘƛŘΦ 

άCǳŎƪΦέ 9ŘǿŀǊŘΩǎ ƭƻǿ ŎǳǊǎŜ ŀƭŜǊǘŜŘ ƳŜ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ōŜŘΦ άIŜǊŜΦέ IŜ ƳǳƳōƭŜŘΣ ǊŜŀŎƘƛƴƎ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƻ Ƙƛǎ 
bed side table to get something while his sketchbook was still in his lap. He slid something off 
ǘƘŜ ǘŀōƭŜ ŀƴŘ ƛƴǘƻ Ƙƛǎ ǇŀƭƳΦ ά.ŜŦƻǊŜ L ŦƻǊƎŜǘΦέ IŜ ŀŘŘŜŘ ǘǳǊƴƛƴƎ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻǿŀǊŘǎ ƳŜΦ 

He held his hand out over the mattress and I furrowed my brows, closing my book and getting 
off the sofa. I walked closer to the bed to inspect the contents of his palm. A key. I raised an 
eyebrow at him questioningly. 

ά¢ƻ ǘƘŜ ǊƻƻƳΦέ IŜ ǎƘǊǳƎƎŜŘΣ ƘƻƭŘƛƴƎ ƛǘ ƻǳǘ ŦǳǊǘƘŜǊ ǎƻ L ǿƻǳƭŘ ǘŀƪŜ ƛǘΦ {ƭƻǿƭȅΣ L ƭƛŦǘŜŘ Ƴȅ ƘŀƴŘ 
and plucked the key from his palm, staring at it with a confused expression. Edward was giving 
me the key to his room? I grinned a little despite myself, and still quirked an eyebrow at him, 
wondering why I would need it. 

IŜ ǊƻƭƭŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ŜȅŜǎΦ άL ŀǎǎǳƳŜ .ǊŀƴŘƻƴ ƛǎ ŘǊŀƎƎƛƴƎ ȅƻǳ ǘƻ ǘƘƛǎ ǇŀǊǘȅ ƻƴ CǊƛŘŀȅΚέ ƘŜ ǊŀƛǎŜŘ Ƙƛǎ 
eyebrows. I nodded with a grimace. I already agreed, pre-WŀǎǇŜǊ ŎƻƳƳƛǘǘŀƭΣ ŀƴŘ ǎƘŜΩŘ ƴŜǾŜǊ ƭŜǘ 
ƳŜ ƎŜǘ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ƛǘΦ ά!ƴŘ L ŀǎǎǳƳŜ ȅƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ǎǘŀȅ Řƻǿƴ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿƛǘƘ ŀƭƭ ǘƘƻǎŜ ŦǳŎƪƛƴƎ ŘǊǳƴƪ 
ƎǳȅǎΚέ L ƴƻŘŘŜŘ ŀƎŀƛƴΦ L ƘŀŘ ǇƭŀƴƴŜŘ ǘƻ ŎƻƳŜ ǳǇ ǘƻ 9ŘǿŀǊŘΩǎ ǊƻƻƳ ǘƻ ǊŜŀŘ ŀƴŘ ǘŀƭƪ ǘƻ ƘƛƳ 
again. Like the last party. I grinned again despite myself. 

ά²ŜƭƭΣ LΩƳ ƭƻŎƪƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǊƻƻƳ ǳǇΦ LΩƳ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ōŜ ƘŀƴƎƛƴƎ ǿƛǘƘ WŀȊȊ ǿƘƛƭŜ ƘŜΩǎ ƘŜǊŜΦέ IŜ 
continued sketching. My grin turned into a frown. 
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ά¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǇŀǊǘȅΚέ L ŀǎƪŜŘ ǉǳƛŜǘƭȅΣ ǎǘƛƭƭ ǎǘŀƴŘƛƴƎ ƛƴ ŦǊƻƴǘ ƻŦ Ƙƛǎ ōŜŘ ƘƻƭŘƛng the key. He 
looked up from his sketch with a cautious expression and nodded at me once. I bit my lip and 
ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ōŀŎƪ Řƻǿƴ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ƪŜȅΦ L ǿŀǎ ŀ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ŘƛǎŀǇǇƻƛƴǘŜŘ ǘƘŀǘ L ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ōŜ ǎǇŜƴŘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǇŀǊǘȅ 
with Edward, but after staring at the key for a momenǘΣ L ǊŜŀƭƛȊŜŘ LΩŘ ōŜ ƘŜǊŜ ǿŀƛǘƛƴƎ ƘŜǊŜ ŦƻǊ 
ƘƛƳ ǿƘŜƴ WŀǎǇŜǊ ƭŜŦǘΦ !ƴŘ L ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ŦŜŜƭ ǳǇǎŜǘ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŜ ǿŀƴǘŜŘ ǘƻ ǎǇŜƴŘ ǘƛƳŜ ǿƛǘƘ Ƙƛǎ 
friend. I closed my fist around the key and slipped it into my pocket, looking up and giving 
Edward a smile to show him it was okay. He sent me a little half smile back and continued 
sketching. 

We got ready for bed not long after that. Changing into our pajamas and sliding under the 
covers comfortably. 

Once the light was off, he turned towards me and wrapped me protectively in his arms with a 
sigh. I returned the gesture, resting my head on his chest and bringing my arm up to stroke his 
ƘŀƛǊ ƭƛƪŜ ŀƭǿŀȅǎΦ L ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘ ƘǳƳƳƛƴƎ ǉǳƛŜǘƭȅΣ ǇǊŀȅƛƴƎ ƘŜ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ŘǊŜŀƳ ǘƻƴƛƎƘǘΣ 
while he tightened his grip on my waist. 

It was the first morning I was glad to wake up to that stupid alarm clock. I was glad it woke me 
ǳǇ ŀƴŘ ƴƻǘ 9ŘǿŀǊŘΦ IŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŘǊŜŀƳ ƭŀǎǘ ƴƛƎƘǘΦ L ǎƳƛƭŜŘ ƛƴǘƻ Ƙƛǎ ŎƘŜǎǘ ŀƴŘ ƎŀǾŜ ƘƛƳ Ƴȅ ǳǎǳŀƭ 
squeeze. Yesterday he squeezed me back, but this morning he pulled away with his usual groan. 

I let out a sleepy sigh and rolled out of the bed while he fumbled with the screeching clock 
sleepily. I drowsily stumbled my way through the dark to the sofa to get my bag, snatching it up 
and heading into the bathroom. I flicked on the light and hissed at the intrusion, squinting my 
eyes and glaring at my reflection. My hair looked awful. 

I began removing my pajamas, which always smelled like Edward in the mornings. I folded them 
neatly and slid them into my bag, removing my day clothes and hoodie and putting them on. I 
stood in front of the mirror for a moment, grimacing at the hay stack hair I was sporting before I 
pulled it up into a ponytail to wash my face. When I was done, I reached into my bag and 
produced my toothbrush, attacking my morning breath with vigor. While I was brushing, I took 
ŀ ƎƭŀƴŎŜ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǘƻƻǘƘōǊǳǎƘ ƘƻƭŘŜǊ ƻƴ 9ŘǿŀǊŘΩǎ ŎƻǳƴǘŜǊΦ IŜ ƘŀŘ ŀ ƎǊŜŜƴ ǘƻƻǘƘōǊǳǎƘΦ L ƪŜǇǘ 
brushing, cocking my head to the side at it. It was just sitting there in that holder all alone. 

I spit into the sink and rinsed out my mouth before running the water over my toothbrush. I 
went to put it back in my bag like always, but I stopped. Slowly, I straightened up and glanced at 
the toothbrush holder. I looked at it and back to the toothbrush in my hand a few times. 
IŜǎƛǘŀƴǘƭȅΣ L ƭƛŦǘŜŘ ǘƘŜ ōǊǳǎƘ ŀƴŘ ǎƭƛŘ ƛǘ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƘƻƭŜ ōŜǎƛŘŜ 9ŘǿŀǊŘΩǎΦ 

I stood back and cocked my head to the side staring at it curiously, biting my lip. L ƳŜŀƴΣ ƛǘΩǎ 
only practical. I never brush my teeth at home. I always do it EdwarŘΩǎ ŜǾŜǊȅ ƴƛƎƘǘ ŀƴŘ ŜǾŜǊȅ 
morning. Surely it only makes sense to keep it here. I was ignoring the little voice in my head 
that was squealing over the fact there was some evidence of me in his room at all. Usually I 
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would be careful not to leave anything, packing it all away diligently. But I was going to leave 
ǘƘŜ ǘƻƻǘƘōǊǳǎƘΦ Lǘ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ǊƛƎƘǘ ƴŜȄǘ ǘƻ 9ŘǿŀǊŘΩǎΦ DǊŜŜƴ ŀƴŘ ōƭǳŜΦ 

²ƛǘƘ ŀ ƴƻŘΣ ŀƴŘ ŀ ǘǊƛǳƳǇƘŀƴǘ ǎƳƛƭŜ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǘƻƻǘƘōǊǳǎƘ ƘƻƭŘŜǊΣ L ǿŀƭƪŜŘ ōŀŎƪ ƛƴǘƻ 9ŘǿŀǊŘΩǎ ǊƻƻƳ 
and packed up the rest of my things. I knew he was still awake because he was running his 
fingers through his hair like always. Otherwise his eyes were closed. Drawing up my hood and 
slinging the bag onto my back, I produced the bag of cookies I had made the night before and 
deposited them on his bed side table. Victorious Vanilla Vixens. Made in tribute to Alice and her 
leather pants. She would love them. 

L ǎŜƴǘ ŀ ǎƳƛƭŜ ŀƴŘ ŀ ǎƳŀƭƭ ǿŀǾŜ ǘƻ 9ŘǿŀǊŘΩǎ ƎǊǳƳōƭƛƴƎ ǎƭŜŜǇȅ ŦƻǊƳΣ ǿǊŀǇǇŜŘ ǳǇ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ōƭŀƴƪŜǘǎΣ 
and walked out the door. A little victorious myself. 
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Chapter 15. Sourly Cinnamon  

 

 

 
 
Edward never mentioned the toothbrush Thursday. 

When I climbed up to his room, he was waiting there for me, like always. Hungry, bored and 
sketching. I was on his couch watching him eat, when I began struggling to imagine Edward at 
the party tomorrow. In my head I was putting together the perfect hangover remedy. But I 
ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ǇǊȅΣ ǎƻ ǿƘŜƴ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ŘƻƴŜ ǿŜ Ƨǳǎǘ ǘŀƭƪŜŘ ŀōƻǳǘ ŀ ƴŜǿ ŀƭōǳƳ ƘŜ ƎƻǘΦ !ƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ 
but the party. 

L ŀƭƳƻǎǘ ŦŜƭǘ ǊŜǎŜƴǘŦǳƭ ǘƘŀǘ L ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ōŜ Řƻwnstairs with him enjoying it. But I pushed that 
ōƛǘǘŜǊƴŜǎǎ ŀǎƛŘŜΣ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ƻƴŎŜ ǘƘŜ ƴƛƎƘǘ ǿŀǎ ƻǾŜǊΣ L ǿƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ǘƘŜ ƻƴŜ ƘŜΩŘ ŎƻƳŜ ǘƻΦ ²ƘŜƴ 
Edward closed his sketchbook at the end of the night, he looked really very tired, so I made my 
way to the bathroom, hoping to find my toothbrush still nestled in beside his. 

LΩƳ ƴƻǘ ŜȄŀŎǘƭȅ ǎǳǊŜ ǿƘŀǘ L ǿŀǎ ŜȄǇŜŎǘƛƴƎ ƘƛƳ ǘƻ Řƻ ǿƛǘƘ ƛǘΣ ōǳǘ L ǿŀǎ ƘŀǇǇȅ ǿƘŜƴ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ǎǘƛƭƭ 
there, just sitting next to his looking happy as a clam. I smiled at it before I plucked it up and 
finished my nightly routine. 

²Ŝ ŎǊŀǿƭŜŘ ƛƴǘƻ ōŜŘ ƭƛƪŜ ŀƭǿŀȅǎΣ ǘǳǊƴƛƴƎ ƻŦŦ ǘƘŜ ƭƛƎƘǘ ŀƴŘ ǎŎƻƻǇƛƴƎ ŜŀŎƘ ƻǘƘŜǊ ǳǇΦ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƎŜǘ 
past the first verse of the song before Edward was asleep. 

Friday started badly. When the alarm clock went off and Edward pulled away, I rolled out of 
bed and stumbled to the couch like always. But I stubbed my toe on the bed frame. I hopped 
the rest of the way to the sofa to get my bag, muttering low profanities that made Edward 
drowsily snicker from the bed. I glowered at him. 

It was like the omen for my entire day. I slipped off the lattice 4 steps too early and landed on 
Ƴȅ ōŀŎƪΦ Lǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƘǳǊǘ ƳŜΦ tƘȅǎƛŎŀƭƭȅΦ ¢ƘƻǳƎƘ Ƴȅ ǇǊƛŘŜ ǎǳǊŜƭȅ ǘƻƻƪ ŀ ƘƛǘΦ L ōǳǊƴŜŘ Ƴȅ ǿǊƛǎǘ 
making bacon for Esme after I got home. Stupid splattering grease. I felt so betrayed. 

On the way out the door to school with Alice, I hit my hip on the doorknob. Hard. I glowered at 
it sourly, and got into the yellow Porsche, just knowing. This was going to be one of those days. 
L ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ŜƴƧƻȅ !ƭƛŎŜΩǎ ŜƴǘƘǳǎƛŀǎƳ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƘŜ ǿƘƻƭŜ Jasper situation on the way to school. And 
that just made me even more sour. 
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I failed my Trigonometry quiz rather thoroughly. It was my very first fail, and I shot daggers at 
ǘƘŜ ƳƻŎƪƛƴƎ ǊŜŘ ΨCΩ ŀƭƭ ŦƛǊǎǘ ǇŜǊƛƻŘΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎ ǇƻǳǊƛƴƎ ŀƭƭ ŘŀȅΣ ƳŀƪƛƴƎ Ƴȅ ōƻƻǘǎ ǎƭippery, and my 
footing horrible. I nearly tripped twice in second period, which is saying a lot because I only 
stood up once. When I passed Edward out in the quad, he was entirely drenched, slippery black 
leather jacket and hair that I was dying to smooth back out of his eyes. And looking anywhere 
but at me. 

I slopped into lunch with my hoodie weighing three times what it was meant to, and dripping 
ƭƛƪŜ ŀ ǿŜǘ Ŏŀǘ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƻ !ƭƛŎŜΩǎ ǘŀōƭŜΦ L ŦƭƻǇǇŜŘ ƛƴ Ƴȅ ǎŜŀǘ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ŘƛǎƎǳǎǘƛƴƎ ΨǎǇƭŀǘΩΦ L ŎƻǳƭŘ ŀƭƳƻǎǘ 
hear her ǉǳƛǊƪ ŀƴ ŜȅŜōǊƻǿ ŀǘ ƳŜΣ ōǳǘ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƭƻƻƪ ǳǇΣ Ƨǳǎǘ Ǝƻǘ ƻǳǘ Ƴȅ ōƻƻƪ ŀƴŘ ƻǇŜƴŜŘ ƛǘΣ Ƴȅ 
hair dripping little wet circles into the white pages. I really just wanted this day to be over. To 
ōŜ ƛƴ 9ŘǿŀǊŘΩǎ ōŜŘ ǿŀǊƳ ŀƴŘ ŘǊȅ ŀƴŘ ǎƳŜƭƭƛƴƎ ƘƛƳΦ 

But when I walked into Biology, I found the universe really did hate me. Because Edward was 
already in his lab stool, and I slipped right in front of him. One second I was slopping towards 
the lab table, the next I was landing face first on the cold floor with another disgustiƴƎ ΨǎǇƭŀǘΩΦ L 
ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƳƻǾŜ ŀǘ ŦƛǊǎǘΦ L Ƨǳǎǘ ŎƭƻǎŜŘ Ƴȅ ŜȅŜǎ ŀƴŘ ƭŀƛŘ ǘƘŜǊŜ ƛƴ Ƴȅ ƻǿƴ ǎŜƭŦ-induced puddle, sparing 
myself a few seconds to loathe my existence. Everyone else in the room was chuckling and 
ǎƴƛŎƪŜǊƛƴƎΣ ōǳǘ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŎŀǊŜΦ 

I slowly dragged myself off the cold ς now wet ς floor, and swatted the wet tendrils from my 
face furiously. I chanced a peek at Edward and he was glaring at everyone else in the room with 
his fists clenched tight at his sides. I felt my face soften when I realized he was mad that they 
were laughing at me. It made the rest of the class bearable. 

.ǳǘ ǘƘŜƴ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎ ƎȅƳΦ DȅƳ ǿŀǎ ŀǿŦǳƭΦ L Ǝƻǘ Ƙƛǘ ǿƛǘƘ ŦƛǾŜ ŘƛŦŦŜǊŜƴǘ ōŀǎƪŜǘōŀƭƭǎΦ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ 
ƪƴƻǿ Ƙƻǿ ƻǊ ǿƘŜǊŜ ǘƘŜȅ ŎŀƳŜ ŦǊƻƳΣ ŀƴŘ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ ŦƭƛƴŎƘ ŀǿŀȅΦ L Ƨǳǎǘ ǘƻƻƪ ƛǘΣ ǘƘƛƴƪƛƴƎ 
eveƴǘǳŀƭƭȅ ǘƘŜ ǳƴƛǾŜǊǎŜ ǿƻǳƭŘ ǎŜŜ LΩǾŜ ǘŀƪŜƴ ŀǎ ƳǳŎƘ ŀǎ L ŎƻǳƭŘ Ǉƻǎǎƛōƭȅ ƘŀƴŘƭŜ ŀƴŘ ƭŜŀǾŜ ƳŜ 
be. 

²ƘŜƴ L ǿŀǎ Ŧƛƴŀƭƭȅ ƘƻƳŜΣ L ǎƭƻǇǇŜŘ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ ǿŀȅ ǘƻ !ƭƛŎŜΩǎ ōŜŘǊƻƻƳΣ ƎƭƻǿŜǊƛƴƎ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ŦƭƻƻǊ ǘƘŜ 
entire way, and watched her model twelve different outfits for the party tonight. 

ά.ŜƭƭŀΗέ {ƘŜ ǎŎǊŜŜŎƘŜŘΣ ƳŀƪƛƴƎ ƳŜ ŎǊƛƴƎŜΦ ά!ǊŜ ȅƻǳ ŜǾŜƴ ƭƻƻƪƛƴƎΚΗέ L ƭƛŦǘŜŘ Ƴȅ ƘŜŀŘ ŜƴƻǳƎƘ ǘƻ 
see her black skirt and halter top that was likely to make her freeze all night and nodded. She 
huffed, and walked back into her closet to change again. When she asked me again, I suggested 
she wear the green dress from the last party. She left me alone after that. 

I was afraid to make dinner. Terrified. I stood in the kitchen, glancing at the stovetop warily for 
ǘǿŜƴǘȅ ƳƛƴǳǘŜǎΦ L ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƴŜŜŘ ŀnymore burns. I made sandwiches while Alice bounced 
ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ǘƘŜ ƘƻǳǎŜ ƛƴ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ǎƪƛƳǇȅ ƻǳǘŦƛǘΦ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ƛǘ ƛƴ ƳŜ ǘƻ ƳŜƴǘƛƻƴ ǘƘŜ ƎǊŜŜƴΦ {ƘŜ ǿŀǎ 
on her own. No way was I spreading my cursed luck to her for the day. 
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When the time came to make cookies, I let out a hysterical laugh at the empty mixing bowl. 
Wondering what kind of vile recipe could possibly sum this particular brand of crappy day up. I 
decided it involved cinnamon, and a sickening amount of sugar, so I went to work. Beating all 
the ingredients a little harder than was really necessary. When they were done, I made five 
½ƛǇƭƻŎ ōŀƎǎΦ L ŀŘŘŜŘ WŀǎǇŜǊ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƳƛȄΣ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ŎƻƻƪƛŜǎ ǿŜǊŜ !ƭƛŎŜΩǎ ǎŜŎǊŜǘ ǿŜŀǇƻƴΣ ŀƴŘ L 
ǿŀƴǘŜŘ ƘƛƳ ǘƻ ƭƛƪŜ ƳŜΦ IŜ ǿŀǎ 9ŘǿŀǊŘΩǎ ōŜǎǘ ŦǊƛŜƴŘ ŀƴŘ ƴƻǿ ƘŜ ƪƴŜǿ ŀōƻǳǘ ƳŜΦ L ƭŀōŜƭŜŘ the 
cookies Sourly Cinnamon. 

²ƘŜƴ ǘŜƴ Ŧƛƴŀƭƭȅ ŎŀƳŜΣ !ƭƛŎŜ ŀƴŘ L ƳŀŘŜ ƻǳǊ ǿŀȅ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ /ǳƭƭŜƴǎΩΦ L ōǊƻǳƎƘǘ Ƴȅ ƻƭŘ ōƻƻƪ 
bag, and filled it with my pajamas and food for Edward. But I told Alice I just wanted to do 
homework while I was there. That earned me ŀ ǾŜǊȅ ŎƻƭŘ ƎƭŀǊŜΦ {ƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘŜ ƛŘŜŀ ƻŦ ƳŜ 
doing schoolwork in place of partying. I nearly snorted at her. Alice was gone and in the house 
before I even made it to the walkway. I glared at the cold wet soggy ground and slopped further 
towards the booming house. I rolled my eyes at the loud rap music they were playing. Because 
ǘƘŜ CƻǊƪǎ ǎǳōǳǊōǎ ǿŜǊŜ ǎƻ ƎŀƴƎǎǘŀΧ 

¢ƘŜǊŜ ǿŜǊŜ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ŜǾŜǊȅǿƘŜǊŜΦ aƻǊŜ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ǘƘŀƴ ƭŀǎǘ ǘƛƳŜΦ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ǿƘŜǊŜ Emmett found 
everybody, but there were clearly more people attending than the usual Forks crowd. I kept my 
head down when I finally cleared the threshold. There was a small group of people in the foyer 
making their way outside, laughing boisterously, as I passed. I hugged the walls, figuring an 
emotional breakdown would be just the kind of thing to top this day off. 

I made my way to the staircase not even looking up. I bobbed and weaved, and hugged the wall 
of the living room with a grimace. But as I hit the first step, I decided to use the empty space to 
get a layout of the room, and maybe see Edward, or Alice. So I lifted my head and began 
scouring the crowd. 

Emmett was standing on the couch with a very bored Rosalie at his side. He was chugging a 
large bottle of something likely alcoholic, while a small group that had gathered was chanting 
for him to chug. I grimaced again. I looked around some more, hoping to spot that bronze mop 
of hair. 

L ǎǇƻǘǘŜŘ !ƭƛŎŜΩǎ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ōƭŀŎƪ ƘŜŀŘ ŦƛǊǎǘΣ ƘƻǇǇƛƴƎ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƻ ŀ ƭŀǊƎŜ ǘŀōƭŜ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ŦŀǊ ŜƴŘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǊƻƻƳΦ 
She had heels so high; she was nearly the same height as the people she was passing. I followed 
her with my gaze until eventually she met up with Jasper. He had on grubby jeans and a shirt. 
He never looked like he cared much about his appearance. Alice is sure to ruin that. 

He smiled at her big and wide, offering her a red plastic cup, which she took indifferently. I 
wanted to snort at her. Trying to look like she ŘƛŘƴΩǘ come to this party just to see him. I shook 
my soaked, hooded head and moved my gaze over the crowd some more. 

Not too far from Jasper, I found the mop of hair I had been looking for. Edward was sitting in a 
chair close to the table, leaning it back with his feet and teetering with a drink in one hand and 
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the other in his jacket pocket. He was watching the Jasper/Alice exchange with a smirk. I smiled 
automatically. He was getting some amusement out of it. 

I bit my lip and stood there; holding on to the banister, wishing I could be with him, or hoping 
Edward would meet my gaze. He never did. Instead another girl came into my view. Strawberry 
blonde hair, teased and curled, winding down all her cleavage. And she flopped onto his lap. 
Making the chair he was leaning back in hit the floor with a thump I could almost hear from 
where I was standing across the room. 

I clenched down on ǘƘŜ ōŀƴƛǎǘŜǊ ŀƴŘ ǘǊƛŜŘ ǘƻ ŦƻǊŎŜ Ƴȅ ŜȅŜǎ ŀǿŀȅΣ ōǳǘ L ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘΦ L Ƨǳǎǘ ǎǘƻƻŘ 
there watching, while my vision went red. Her big stupid blonde hair was blocking Edwards 
face, but I could see her running her ugly pale fingers through his hair. My hair. And that was it. 
I tuned my head and ran up the staircase, tripping on the last step, but not feeling it all. I kept 
running through the second story, trying to keep the tears back. 

I darted up the next set of stairs onto the third floor, panting and still dripping wet. I fumbled 
ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ Ƴȅ ƘƻƻŘƛŜ ǇƻŎƪŜǘ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ƪŜȅ ǘƻ 9ŘǿŀǊŘΩǎ ǊƻƻƳΣ ŀƴŘ ŦƻǊŎŜŘ ƛǘ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƭƻŎƪ ǊƻǳƎƘƭȅΣ 
flinging the door open and slamming it behind me. 

I balled my fists into my eyes and let out a frustrated growl, keeping them there for a few 
minutes while I stewed and seethed. I took my fists off my eyes and looked around the room. It 
looked just the same as always. Nothing out of place. Except for me. 

I flung my bag off and threw it on the black leather sofa, hitting the cushion with yet another 
ŘƛǎƎǳǎǘƛƴƎ ΨǎǇƭŀǘΩΦ !ŦǘŜǊ Ƴȅ ƛƴƛǘƛŀƭ ŀƴƎŜǊ ŘƛŜŘ ŘƻǿƴΣ L ŦŜƭǘ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ŜƳƻǘƛƻƴΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ōƛǘǘŜǊƴŜǎǎΦ 
It was defeat. The strawberry blonde was exactly something Edward should go for. She was 
beautiful, sexy, confident. My complete opposite. 

I sunk into the sofa and leaned my head back, closing my eyes. Just waiting for Edward to come 
so I could take what I could get. And trying with all my might not to imagine what he was giving 
her. 

 

 

 
Fucking Emmett and his stupid fucking parties. I sat, beside the rather large table of alcohol and 
ƭŜŀƴŜŘ ōŀŎƪΦ !ƭƭ L ǿŀƴǘŜŘ ǘƻ Řƻ ǿŀǎ ƎŜǘ ŦǳŎƪŜŘ ǳǇ ŦƻǊ ƻƴŜ ƴƛƎƘǘΦ ¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ƛǘΦ L ƘŀŘ ƴŜǾŜǊ ƘŀŘ ǘƘŜ 
chance to really get drunk. Always having to stay awake, always too afraid of drinking too much 
to fully enjoy it. Of course I still ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ŜƴƧƻȅ ƛǘΦ .ŜŎŀǳǎŜ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ǿŜǊŜ ŦǳŎƪƛƴƎ everywhere. 

I wanted to be in my room, just fucking relaxed. But Brandon was coming tonight, and Jazz 
needed a wingman. And unfortunately, I was that motherfucker. I glanced over at him from 
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where I was sitting and saw him staring intently at the entryway. I followed his gaze and took 
notice that Brandon had finally arrived. I smirked. She was looking slutty as ever. Black mini 
skirt and a red halter top. She looked like sin. She weaved her way through the crowd and 
finally made it to jasper, taking a drink from his hands, looking bored. I smirked bigger and 
forced back a snicker. 

I watched the unfolding exchange in mild curiosity as Jazz coolly leaned back on the table. Just 
as I was about to make some snarky fucking comment to him for the sole purpose of seeing him 
embarrassed in front of Brandon, something large and heavy dropped into my lap and knocked 
my chair back to the floor. 

I blinked a few times, stunned, and focused on a very wide smile of a strawberry blonde. Sitting 
on my fucking lap. I darted my eyes down to her very obvious cleavage, and stared a beat 
longer than was entirely necessary, enjoying the view. She brought her hand up and began 
running it through my hair. 

άIŜȅ ǘƘŜǊŜΦέ {ƘŜ ǇǳǊǊŜŘΣ ƭŜŀƴƛƴƎ ƛƴ ŎƭƻǎŜǊ ǘƻ ƳŜΦ άaȅ ƴŀƳŜ ƛǎ ¢ŀƴȅŀΦέ {ƘŜ ǎƳƛƭŜŘ ǎŜŘǳŎǘƛǾŜƭȅΦ 
IŜǊ ǿƻǊŘǎ ǿŜǊŜƴΩǘ ǎƭǳǊǊŜŘΣ ōǳǘ L ŎƻǳƭŘ ǎƳŜƭƭ ǘƘŜ Wäger all over her breath. 

L Ǉǳǘ ƻƴ Ƴȅ ǎƛƎƴŀǘǳǊŜ ŎǊƻƻƪŜŘ ǎƳƛƭŜΣ ŀƴŘ ǿŀǘŎƘŜŘ ŀǎ ƘŜǊ ŜȅŜǎ ƭƛǘ ǳǇΦ άIŜƭƭƻΣ ¢ŀƴȅŀΦ ²Ƙŀǘ ŀ ƴƛŎŜ 
ƴŀƳŜΦέ L ǎŀƛŘ ǎǿŜŜǘƭȅΣ grabbing her hip. She smiled wider and leaned into me even further. I let 
Ƴȅ ǎƳƛƭŜ Ŧŀƭƭ ŀƴŘ L ƎƭŀǊŜŘ ŀǘ ƘŜǊΦ άbƻǿΣ ƎŜǘ ǘƘŜ ŦǳŎƪ ƻŦŦ ƻŦ ƳŜΦέ L ǎǇŀǘΦ 

I was expecting her face to fall, or maybe for her to run off crying or some shit, but she just 
smiled wider ŀƴŘ ƪŜǇǘ ǎǘǊƻƪƛƴƎ Ƴȅ ƘŀƛǊΣ ǿƘƛŎƘ Ƨǳǎǘ ǇƛǎǎŜŘ ƳŜ ƻŦŦ ŜǾŜƴ ƳƻǊŜΦ 5ƻƴΩǘ ƎŜǘ ƳŜ 
wrong, the Tanya bitch was sexy, fucking hard core sexy. All cleavage and legs and legs that I 
followed with my eyes down my thighs. But I knew what this girl wanted. They were all the 
same. Come to a party, looking for the nearest cute single guy to sink their teeth into after they 
ǿŜǊŜ ŘǊǳƴƪ ŜƴƻǳƎƘ ǘƻ ƭŜǘ ǘƘŜƛǊ ƛƴƘƛōƛǘƛƻƴǎ ǿŜŀǊ ƻŦŦΦ L ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŦǳŎƪƛƴƎ ƛƴǘŜǊŜǎǘŜŘΦ 

It probably would have been smart to just fuck her in some bathroom or something. Maybe get 
a blow job just to ease my tension a bit. Let the switch on for an hour or two. But all I could 
smell while I was sitting there with her in my lap was cotton fucking candy. And it made me 
fucking nauseous. 

I roughly shoved her off my lap by her bony hip. Probably a little too fucking roughly, but I 
ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƎƛǾŜ ŀ ǎƘƛǘΦ {ƘŜ ǎǘǳƳōƭŜŘ ƻŦŦ Ƴȅ ƭŀǇ ƎƭŀǊƛƴƎ ŀǘ ƳŜΣ ŀƴŘ ŎƭƛŎƪŜŘ ŀǿŀȅ ƛƴ ƘŜǊ ƘŜŜƭǎ ǿƛǘƘƻǳǘ 
another word. I let out a frustrated sigh and ran my fingers through my hair, hating that she 
even fucking touched it. 

I chanced a peek over towards where I last saw Jasper, and he was gone. And that shit pissed 
me off. I was thinking if Brandon was already here, my girl was up stairs waiting for me. And 
with that thought, I grabbed the nearest bottle of clear liquor and two shot glasses, and made 
my way through the crowd to the staircase. There was only one person in this house I wanted 
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to get drunk with. Anyone could see my girl was having a shitty day. She fell in Bio today, and I 
had to fight with my every instinct not to get up and pick her up off that floor. 

I knew Bella had never gotten drunk before. And I cringed to think off all the possibilities of her 
first time doing it in some fucking frat house or some shit when she went to college. Better to 
quench her curiosity now while I was around to look after her. 

I trudged my way up the stairs, passing all the doors I had locked up carefully so no one would 
ŜƴǘŜǊΦ L ŎƻǳƭŘ Ƨǳǎǘ ƛƳŀƎƛƴŜ ǘƘŜ ƭƻƻƪ ƻƴ 5ŀŘŘȅ /ΦΩǎ ŦŀŎŜ ǿƘŜƴ ƘŜ ǿŜƴǘ ƛƴǘƻ Ƙƛǎ ƻŦŦƛŎŜ ŀƴŘ found a 
used condom on his floor. I snickered into the empty hall. 

I reached my door and tried the doorknob, but it was locked. I smirked. Smart fucking girl. I 
ƪƴƻŎƪŜŘ ƻƴ ƛǘΣ ŀƴŘ ŦƻƭƭƻǿŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ǇŜǊŦǳƴŎǘƻǊȅ άLǘΩǎ ƳŜΦέΣ ōŀƭŀƴŎƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ōƻǘǘƭŜ ŀƴŘ ƎƭŀǎǎŜǎ ƛƴ 
my hands. When Bella finally opened the door, the look on her face confirmed what I had 
earlier thought. Shitty fucking day. She shuffled her way to the sofa while I closed the door. 
²ƘŜƴ ǎƘŜ ŦƭƻǇǇŜŘ ŘƻǿƴΣ ǿŀǘŜǊ ǎǇƭŀǘǘŜǊŜŘ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ƘŜǊ ƘƻƻŘƛŜΣ ŀƴŘ L ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩt help it. I fucking 
chuckled. 

άCǳŎƪΣ .ŜƭƭŀΦέ L ǎƘƻƻƪ Ƴȅ ƘŜŀŘ ǿƘƛƭŜ ƘŜŀŘƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ōŜŘΦ άDƻ ŦǳŎƪƛƴƎ ŎƘŀƴƎŜ ƛƴǘƻ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ 
ŘǊȅΦέ L ǎŀǿ ƘŜǊ ōŀƎ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǎƻŦŀΣ L ƪƴŜǿ ǎƘŜ ōǊƻǳƎƘǘ ǇŀƧŀƳŀǎΦ L ǎŜǘ ǘƘŜ ōƻǘǘƭŜ ŀƴŘ ƎƭŀǎǎŜǎ Řƻǿƴ 
ŀƴŘ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ǘƻ ƘŜǊ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ǿǊȅ ǎƳƛƭŜΦ ά²ŜΩǊŜ ƎŜǘǘƛƴƎ ŘǊǳƴƪΦέ L ǎƳƛǊƪŜŘΦ 

IŜǊ ŜȅŜǎ Ǝƻǘ ǿƛŘŜ ōŜƘƛƴŘ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ ōǊƻǿƴ ƘŀƛǊ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŀǎ ǎƘƛŜƭŘƛƴƎ ƛǘΦ άLΩǾŜ ƴŜǾŜǊΦΦΦέ {ƘŜ ǘǊŀƛƭŜŘ ƻŦŦ 
quietly and began picking at her sleeves nervously. She was so fucking cute when she was 
nervous. 

L ǊƻƭƭŜŘ Ƴȅ ŜȅŜǎΦ άbƻ ǎƘƛǘΣ .ŜƭƭŀΦέ L ǎƘƻƻƪ Ƴȅ ƘŜŀŘΦ άL Ǝƻǘ ȅƻǳǊ ŦƛǊǎǘ ƪƛǎǎΣ LΩƳ ƎŜǘǘƛƴƎ ȅƻǳǊ ŦƛǊǎǘ 
ŘǊǳƴƪ ǘƻƻΦέ L ǎƳƛǊƪŜŘΣ ǇŜŜƭƛƴƎ ƻŦŦ Ƴȅ ƭŜŀǘƘŜǊ ƧŀŎƪŜǘ ŀƴŘ ǎƭƛƴƎƛƴƎ ƛǘ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƘŜ ōŜŘΦ L ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ 
again to glance at her on the sofa, and she was fucking blushing. I rolled my eyes again. Even 
saying the word kiss around Bella made her blush. 

She hesitantly lifted herself off the sofa and grabbed her bag, shuffling her way to my bathroom 
to change into her pajamas. As soon as the door closed I peeled off my clothes and slid into my 
pajamas too, because the shit I was wearing still smelled like cotton fucking candy. 

I could hear the water turn on in the bathroom and figured Bella was brushing her teeth, which 
made me roll my eyes, because all that minty shit was just going to make the vodka taste even 
worse. But it brought me back to yesterday morning when I walked into the bathroom and 
spotted a new occupant in my toothbrush holder. I stared at it for quite a while, wondering why 
she left it there. I figured it was intentional. I mean, yƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘ ŀŎŎƛŘŜƴǘƭȅ ŘǊƻǇ ȅƻǳǊ ǘƻƻǘƘōǊǳǎƘ 
into a fucking toothbrush holder. Right? I wanted to give it back to her because it made me 
uncomfortable having her shit in my room, but I kept my mouth shut. Because it looked right 
sitting there next to my green one. All fucking little and blue. Even our toothbrushes were tit for 
tat. 
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I shook my head and flopped onto my bed, making the shot glasses clink together slightly. I 
ǎǳǇǇƻǎŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŜƴŘΣ L ǿŀǎ ƎƭŀŘ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ Ƨǳǎǘ ŀ ǘƻƻǘƘōǊǳǎƘΦ ¢ƘŜ ŦƛǊǎǘ ǎƛƎƴ ƻŦ ŀ ǘŀƳǇƻƴ ŀƴŘ LΩm 
squashing this shit. 

Bella opened the door finally, shuffling out in her blue pajama pants and baggy white t-shirt. 
Her hair was still wet and dripping and she looked fucking glum. 

άtǳǘ ȅƻǳǊ ƘŀƛǊ ōŀŎƪ ƻǊ ǎƻƳŜ ǎƘƛǘΣ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ŘǊƛǇǇƛƴƎ ǿŀǘŜǊ ŜǾŜǊȅǿƘŜǊŜΦέ L ǎŀid, arranging the bottle 
and glasses on the bed for us. She stopped in front of the sofa, and looked at me blankly for a 
moment, then reached into her bathroom bag and pulled out something to put her hair back 
with. She used her little hands and fingers to gather up all her hair on the top of her into a little 
bun. 

I stared for a moment, because I had never seen Bella with all her hair out of her face and off 
her neck. Fucking pale. My girl was always fucking pale. I shook my head and patted the bed in 
front of me, motioning for her to come sit on it with me. It was very reminiscent of the first kiss, 
and as she climbed up onto the bed and crawled over, I could see a faint blush tint her little 
cheeks. It made me chuckle. 

She sat Indian style, mirroring me, exactly like the first kiss, but farther away. I opened the 
bottle and picked up a shot glass, filling it to the top and handing it to her, then filling the 
second one for myself. She stared at the glass of clear liquid dubiously, taking a sniff of it and 
crinkling up her little nose in a way that made me chuckle even more. 

ά¸ŜǎΣ ƛǘΩǎ ŦǳŎƪƛƴƎ ƎǊƻǎǎΦέ L ǎƳƛǊƪŜŘΣ ƭƛŦǘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǎƘƻǘ Ǝƭŀǎǎ ǘƻ Ƴȅ ƭƛǇǎΣ ŀƴŘ ǿŀƛǘƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ ƘŜǊ ǘƻ Řƻ ǘƘŜ 
ǎŀƳŜΦ IŜǎƛǘŀƴǘƭȅΣ ǎƘŜ ƭƛŦǘŜŘ ǘƘŜ Ǝƭŀǎǎ ǳǇ ǘƻ ƘŜǊ ƭƛǇǎ ǿƛǘƘ ƳŜΦ ά.ǊŜŀǘƘ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ȅƻǳǊ ƳƻǳǘƘΣ ƛǘΩƭƭ 
ƘŜƭǇΦέ L ƻǊŘŜǊŜŘ ǎƻŦǘƭȅΣ ƪƴƻǿƛƴƎ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƻƻǘƘǇŀǎǘŜ ǿŀǎ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ŀƳǇƭƛŦȅ ǘƘŜ ǎƘƛǘǘȅƴŜǎǎΦ {ƘŜ 
brought a little hand to her nose and pinched it between her thumb and index finger. And I 
fucking laughed into my shot glass, but finally tilted it back, drinking the vodka in a quick 
motion. 

Bella copied me, throwing it back into her mouth, still holding her nose, and swallowing in one 
movement. Once it was all in, her eyes got wide, then they clenched together and she let out a 
little fucking half shudder, half cringe with her little face all puckered up. And I had to chuckle 
again, because she never let go of her nose. Once the tremors wore off, she dropped her hand 
from her nose and stared at me blankly. 

άCŜƭƭƛƴƎ ǿŀǊƳΚέ L ŀǎƪŜŘΣ ƪƴƻǿƛƴƎ ǎƘŜ ǇǊƻōŀōƭȅ ǿƻuld be. She nodded, and set the glass down 
on the bed beside mine. 

{ƘŜ Ǉǳǘ ƘŜǊ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ƘŀƴŘǎ ƛƴ ƘŜǊ ƭŀǇΦ ά²Ƙȅ Řƻ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ŜǾŜƴ ŘǊƛƴƪ ǘƘƛǎ ǎǘǳŦŦΚέ {ƘŜ ƎǊƛƳŀŎŜŘΣ ǎǘŀǊƛƴƎ 
ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ōƻǘǘƭŜ ƻŦ ǾƻŘƪŀ ōŜǘǿŜŜƴ ǳǎΦ άLǘΩǎ ŘƛǎƎǳǎǘƛƴƎΦέ {ƘŜ ŎǊƛƴƎŜŘ ŀ ƭƛǘǘƭŜΣ ǇǊƻōŀōƭȅ ǊŜƳŜƳōering 
the taste. 
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L ǎƴƛŎƪŜǊŜŘ ŀǘ ƘŜǊΦ ά¸ƻǳΩƭƭ ŦƛƴŘ ƻǳǘ ƛƴ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘŜƴ ƳƛƴǳǘŜǎΦέ L ǎƳƛǊƪŜŘΣ ŀƴŘ ōŜƎŀƴ ŦƛƭƭƛƴƎ ƘŜǊ Ǝƭŀǎǎ 
ŀƎŀƛƴΦ L ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƭŜǘ Ƴȅ ƎƛǊƭ ƎŜǘ ǘƻƻ ŦǳŎƪŜŘ ǳǇΦ Wǳǎǘ ŦǳŎƪŜŘ ǳǇ ŜƴƻǳƎƘ ǘƻ ǎŎŀǊŜ ƘŜǊ ŀǿŀȅ ŦǊƻƳ 
any future experiences. 

She threw down another shot, easier than last time, but still holding her nose, and the 
puckering growing more pronounced, opening her mouth and smacking her tongue against the 
shitty taste. I poured her a few more shots, but stopped her when I noticed her eyes getting the 
famiƭƛŀǊ ƎƭŀȊŜ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƘŜƳΦ Lǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǘŀƪŜ ƳǳŎƘ ŦƻǊ ƘŜǊΦ L ǘƻƻƪ ǘǿƛŎŜ ŀǎ ƳǳŎƘΣ ŀƴŘ Ƴȅ ƎƛǊƭ Ƨǳǎǘ ǎŀǘ 
there in front of me, fucking watching, smacking her lips still. 

Once I was satisfied we had enough alcohol in our systems to enjoy a very good buzz, I closed 
the bottle and set it on the bed side table with the shot glasses. When I turned back around to 
Bella she was staring at me blankly, eyes a little glazed over, still looking fucking glum. 

άbƻǿ ǿƘŀǘΚέ {ƘŜ ŀǎƪŜŘΣ ǇƭŀȅƛƴƎ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ŦŀōǊƛŎ ƻŦ ƘŜǊ ōƭǳŜ ŦƭŀƴƴŜƭ ǇŀƧŀma pants. 

L ǎŎƻƻǘŜŘ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ ƭŜŀƴ ŀƎŀƛƴǎǘ Ƴȅ ƘŜŀŘōƻŀǊŘΦ άbƻǿΣ ǿŜ ŦǳŎƪƛƴƎ ǎƛǘ ōŀŎƪ ŀƴŘ ŜƴƧƻȅ ƛǘΦέ L 
shrugged. Bella pursed her lips and nodded, looking down at the hand that was picking at her 
pants. I leaned my head back against the headboard and closed my eyes, enjoying the relaxing 
tingling feelings from the liquor. 

L ƘŜŀǊŘ .Ŝƭƭŀ ƳŀƪŜ ǎƻƳŜ ǎƻǊǘ ƻŦ ƳƻǾŜƳŜƴǘ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ōŜŘΦ ά5ƻ ȅƻǳ Řƻ ǘƘƛǎ ƻŦǘŜƴΚέ {ƘŜ ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊŜŘΦ 
I opened one eye to see she had gone fucking fetal on me again. I rolled my one opened eye. 

ά9ǾŜǊȅ ƴƻǿ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜƴ ǿƘŜƴ WŀȊȊ ŦǳŎƪƛƴƎ ǊƻǇŜǎ ƳŜ ƛƴǘƻ ƛǘΦέ L ǎƘǊǳƎƎŜŘ ƻƴŜ ǎƘƻǳƭŘŜǊ ŀƴŘ ŎƭƻǎŜŘ 
my eye again, feeling warm and heavy. 

We were silent for a while, just enjoying the effects. You could still hear the loud bass of the 
music below us, nearly rattling the windows of the mansion. I was deciding in my head that 
there was no fucking way I was helping Em clean up tomorrow. I saw Crowley vomit in that 
houseplant. Fucking lightweight. 

άL ǎŀǿ ȅƻǳ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŀǘ ƎƛǊƭ Řƻǿƴ ǘƘŜǊŜΦέ .ŜƭƭŀΩǎ ǎƻŦǘ ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊ ōǊƻƪŜ ƳŜ ŦǊƻƳ Ƴȅ ǘƘƻǳghts. I slid my 
eyes opened and she had gone back to sitting Indian style, staring at her hands in her lap 
intertwined. Her eyelids looked heavy as fuck, and I nearly smirked that my girl was quiet drunk 
before her comment sunk in. 

άhƘΦέ L ǎŀƛŘΣ ǎǳǊǇǊƛǎŜŘ she stayed down there long enough to see. Then I fucking grimaced 
ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ Ŏƻǘǘƻƴ ŎŀƴŘȅ ōƛǘŎƘΦ ά¸ŜŀƘΦ ¦ƳƳΦΦΦέ L ǎǘŀƳƳŜǊŜŘΣ ŦǳǊǊƻǿƛƴƎ Ƴȅ ōǊƻǿǎΦ ά¢ƻǊƛΦέ 
L ǎŀƛŘΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜƴ ǊŜŀƭƛȊŜŘ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ƘŜǊ ƴŀƳŜΦ άbƻΦ ¢ŀǊŀΚέ L ǇǳǊǎŜŘ Ƴȅ ƭƛǇǎ ŀƴŘ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ǘƻǿŀǊŘǎ 
thŜ ǿƛƴŘƻǿΣ ǘƘŜƴ ŘŜŎƛŘŜŘ ƛǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ŦǳŎƪƛƴƎ ƳŀǘǘŜǊ ǿƘŀǘ ƘŜǊ ƴŀƳŜ ǿŀǎΦ {ƻ L ŦǳŎƪƛƴƎ 
shrugged at Bella. 
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{ƘŜ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ǳǇ ŀǘ ƳŜ ŀƴŘ ƭƛŎƪŜŘ ƘŜǊ ƭƛǇǎ ƭŀȊƛƭȅΦ L ŎƻǳƭŘ ǘŜƭƭ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ǎǘŀǊǘƛƴƎ ǘƻ Ƙƛǘ ƘŜǊΦ ά{ƘŜ 
ǿŀǎ ǾŜǊȅ ǇǊŜǘǘȅΦέ {ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ƛƴ ŀ ǎƻŦǘ ǾƻƛŎŜ ǘƘŀǘ ǿas nearly slurred, but not quite yet. 

L ǎƴƻǊǘŜŘΦ ά¸ƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘ Ŏŀƭƭ ƎƛǊƭǎ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘŀǘ ǇǊŜǘǘȅΦέ L ǎƭǳǊǊŜŘ ƭƛƎƘǘƭȅ ŀǊŎƘƛƴƎ ŀ ōǊƻǿΦ L ǿŀǎ ŦŜŜƭƛƴƎ ƛǘ 
pretty fucking good myself. 

.Ŝƭƭŀ ǇǳǊǎŜŘ ƘŜǊ ƭƛǇǎ ŀƴŘ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ōŀŎƪ Řƻǿƴ ŀǘ ƘŜǊ ƘŀƴŘǎΦ ά²Ƙŀǘ ǿƻǳƭŘ ȅƻǳ Ŏŀƭƭ ǘƘŜƳΚέ {Ƙe 
asked quietly, picking at her pajama pants once again. 

I rubbed my hand over my face lazily, remembering the strawberry blonde and all her cleavage. 
ά{ŜȄȅΣ ±ƻƭǳǇǘǳƻǳǎΣ {ŜŘǳŎǘƛǾŜΧ 9ŀǎȅΦέ L ǎƘǊǳƎƎŜŘΣ ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊƛƴƎ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǾƛŜǿ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ǿŀǎ ǊŀǘƘŜǊ 
ƴƛŎŜΦ άbƻǘ ǇǊŜǘǘȅΦέ L ŎƻƴŎƭǳŘŜŘΦ 

Bella glanced up at me from under her eyelashes, and my breath nearly hitched, because she 
ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ǎƻ ŦǳŎƪƛƴƎ ŘƛŦŦŜǊŜƴǘ ǿƘŜƴ ǎƘŜ ŘƛŘ ǎƘƛǘ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘŀǘΦ ά²Ƙŀǘ ǿƻǳƭŘ ȅƻǳ Ŏŀƭƭ ǇǊŜǘǘȅΚέ {ƘŜ 
asked, her words slurring a little more. 

I pursed my lips and furrowed my brow. What would I call pretty? What kind of fucking random 
ŀǎǎ ǉǳŜǎǘƛƻƴ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŀǘΚ ά²Ƙȅ ŘƻŜǎ ƛǘ ƳŀǘǘŜǊΚέ L ŀǎƪŜŘΣ ōŜƛƴƎ ŀǇǇǊƻǇǊƛŀǘŜƭȅ ŜǾŀǎƛǾŜΣ ŦŜŜƭƛƴƎ 
uncomfortable discussing my particular type of girl to Bella. 

She shrugged and darted her eyes back to her hands. I leaned my head back to its previous 
position and closed my eyes again, just fucking enjoying the feeling. 

ά²ƻǳƭŘ ȅƻǳ Ŏŀƭƭ ƳŜ ǇǊŜǘǘȅΚέ .Ŝƭƭŀ ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊŜŘ ƛƴ ŀ ƭƛƎƘǘ ǎƭǳǊΦ L ƻǇŜƴŜŘ Ƴȅ ŜȅŜǎ ŀƴŘ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ŀǘ ƘŜǊΣ 
sitting in the same pƻǎƛǘƛƻƴ ǎǘŀǊƛƴƎ ŀǘ ƘŜǊ ƘŀƴŘǎΦ {ǳǊǇǊƛǎƛƴƎƭȅ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ōƭǳǎƘƛƴƎΦ {ƘŜ Ƨǳǎǘ 
looked fucking glum. Then I had to think over her question. Would I call Bella pretty? I tried not 
ǘƻ ǎŜŜ ƘŜǊ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘŀǘΣ ōǳǘ L ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ŘŜƴȅ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎ ŀǘǘǊŀŎǘƛǾŜΦ L ǎǳǇǇƻǎŜ ΨǇǊŜǘǘȅΩ ǿƻǳld suffice. 
{ƻƳŜǘƛƳŜǎΣ ǿƘŜƴ ǎƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǿƻǊƪ ǎƻ ƎƻŘŘŀƳƴ ƘŀǊŘ ǘƻ ƘƛŘŜ ƘŜǊǎŜƭŦΣ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎ ŘƻǿƴǊƛƎƘǘ 
beautiful. 

ά¸ŜŀƘΣ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ǇǊŜǘǘȅΦέ L ŎƻƴŎƭǳŘŜŘ ŘŜŎƛǎƛǾŜƭȅ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ŘǊǳƴƪŜƴ ƴƻŘΦ {ƘŜ ǎƴŀǇǇŜŘ ƘŜǊ ƘŜŀŘ ǳǇ ǘƻ 
meet my gaze and her eyes were glazed over more, and heavy lidded. 

ά¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ƴƻǘ Ƨǳǎǘ ǎŀȅƛƴƎ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƻ ƳŀƪŜ ƳŜ ŦŜŜƭ ōŜǘǘŜǊΚέ {ƘŜ ǎƭǳǊǊŜŘ ǎƪŜǇǘƛŎŀƭƭȅΣ ƘŀƭǘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ 
movement of her hands picking at her pant fabric. 

L ǉǳƛǊƪŜŘ ŀƴ ŜȅŜōǊƻǿ ŀǘ ƘŜǊΦ ά5ƻ L ŜǾŜǊ ǎŀȅ ǎƘƛǘ Ƨǳǎǘ ǘƻ ƳŀƪŜ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ŦŜŜƭ ōŜǘǘŜǊΚέ L ǎŎƻŦŦŜŘΦ Lǘ 
was trueΦ L ƴŜǾŜǊ ǎŀƛŘ ǎƘƛǘ Ƨǳǎǘ ǘƻ ƳŀƪŜ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ŦŜŜƭ ōŜǘǘŜǊΣ ŀƴŘ L ǎǳǊŜ ŀǎ ŦǳŎƪ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǎǘŀǊǘƛƴƎ 
ƴƻǿΦ .ŜƭƭŀΩǎ ŜȅŜǎ ƭƛǘ ǳǇ ŀ ōƛǘ ǘƘŀǘ L ŎŀƭƭŜŘ ƘŜǊ ǇǊŜǘǘȅ ŀƴŘ L ǿŀƴǘŜŘ ǘƻ ǎƴƻǊǘ ŀǘ ƘŜǊ ŦƻǊ ōŜƛƴƎ ǎǳŎƘ ŀ 
fucking girl, all fucking insecure and shit. It was ridiculous. I rolled my eyes at her and leaned 
back on the headboard but kept my eyes opened, staring at my little insecure girl down my 
nose. 
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Then she fucking smiled. All fucking big and goofy and it lit her whole face up. I smiled back at 
her automatically because I fucking loved seeing my girl smile like that. Then finally, her whole 
face broke out into a bright red blush. 

L ǎƴƛŎƪŜǊŜŘΦ ά5ƻƴΩǘ ŦǊŜŀƪ ƻǳǘ ƻǊ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎΦέ L ǊƻƭƭŜŘ Ƴȅ ŜȅŜǎ ǘƘŜƴ Ŧƛƴŀƭƭȅ ǎƭƛŘ ǘƘŜƳ ŎƭƻǎŜŘΦ άL ǘǊȅ 
ƴƻǘ ǘƻ ǎŜŜ ȅƻǳ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘŀǘΦέ L ǎƛƎƘŜŘ ǘǊǳǘƘŦǳƭƭȅΣ closing my eyes. The room was silent and I felt so 
ŦǳŎƪƛƴƎ ƎƻƻŘ ŀƴŘ ǘƛƴƎƭȅ ǘƘŀǘ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ƳŀƪƛƴƎ ƳŜ ŘǊƻǿǎȅΦ L ǎƳƛǊƪŜŘ ǿƘŜƴ L ǊŜŀƭƛȊŜŘ ƛǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŦǳŎƪƛƴƎ 
matter. I had my girl here to keep the dreams away. 

When I opened my heavy lids again, Bella was staring at me with a furrowed brow, still sitting 
with her legs crossed, and all her brown hair piled up on top of her head. I quirked an eyebrow 
at her, wondering what the fuck she was staring at. But she just looked away, back into her lap 
with her little lips pursed. 

I closed my eyes again, feeling really fucking good, straightening out my legs and slumping back 
further onto the pillows below me drunkenly. I heard a quiet gasp and opened my eyes. Bella 
was staring at my stomach wide eyed where my shirt had ridden up when I slouched down. I 
furrowed my brows and glanced at my stomach. She had seen my fucking scars. I hastily pulled 
Ƴȅ ǎƘƛǊǘ Řƻǿƴ ǘƻ Ƴȅ ǿŀƛǎǘ ŀƴŘ ƎǊƛƳŀŎŜŘΦ .ŜŎŀǳǎŜ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƭƛƪŜ ŀƴȅƻƴŜ ǎŜŜƛƴƎ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƘƛǘΦ 

I glanced warily at Bella were she was still sitting staring wide eyed at my now covered 
stomach. I snatched the pillow beside me and set it on top of it, kind of fucking embarrassed 
she had seen. She met my slightly blurred gaze again looking really fucking apologetic. 

άL ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƳŜŀƴ ǘƻ ǎǘŀǊŜΦέ {ƘŜ ǎƭǳǊred out, darting her eyes back to her lap, and I fucking 
grimaced again, feeling like a fucking freak for the first time in quite a while. I clenched my eyes 
ŎƭƻǎŜŘ ŀƴŘ ƘŜƭŘ ǘƘŜ Ǉƛƭƭƻǿ ǘƛƎƘǘŜǊΣ ǿƛǎƘƛƴƎ ǎƘŜ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ǎŜŜƴ ǎƘƛǘΦ ¢ƘŜ ǊƻƻƳ ǿŀǎ ǎƛƭŜƴǘ ŀƎŀƛƴ ŦƻǊ ŀ 
few moments, and the alcohol was numbing the dread I was feeling, but not nearly fucking 
enough. 

.Ŝƭƭŀ ŎƭŜŀǊŜŘ ƘŜǊ ǘƘǊƻŀǘ ŀƴŘ L ƻǇŜƴŜŘ Ƴȅ ŜȅŜǎΦ {ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ǎǘŀǊƛƴƎ ŀǘ ƘŜǊ ƘŀƴŘǎ ŀƎŀƛƴΦ άL ƘŀǾŜ ǎŎŀǊǎ 
ǘƻƻΦέ {ƘŜ ǎƭǳǊǊŜŘ ƛƴ ŀ ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊΣ ǇƭŀȅƛƴƎ ǿƛǘƘ ƘŜǊ ǇŀƧŀƳŀ Ǉŀƴǘǎ again. I furrowed my brow and sat 
up all the way. 

άCǊƻƳ tƘƛƭΚέ L ŀǎƪŜŘ ŎŀǳǘƛƻǳǎƭȅΣ ǘǊȅƛƴƎ ƴƻǘ ǘƻ ǳǇǎŜǘ Ƴȅ ƎƛǊƭΦ {ƘŜ ǇǳǊǎŜŘ ƘŜǊ ƭƛǇǎ ŀƴŘ ƴƻŘŘŜŘ 
heavily into her lap, sparing me a glance from under her eyelashes for a split second. I was 
about to ask more, but she sat up on her knees and turned around so her back was facing me, 
leaning back on her ankles. I wondered what the fuck she was doing, but then she reached over 
her head and grabbed the back of her shirt, sliding it up her back. 

My eyes widened and I briefly panicked, wondering what the fuck she was doing. But then I 
Ŧƛƴŀƭƭȅ ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘƻƻŘ ǿƘŜƴ ǘƘŜ ǎƘƛǊǘ ǎǘƻǇǇŜŘ ŀŎǊƻǎǎ ƘŜǊ ǊƛōǎΦ .ŜŎŀǳǎŜ ŀŎǊƻǎǎ .ŜƭƭŀΩǎ ƭƻǿŜǊ ōŀŎƪ 
was a long jagged scar, reaching from her right hip, and disappearing behind her shirt across 
her spine. 
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I sat there for a moment fucking gaping at it like a hypocrite before she put her shirt back down 
and swayed back around to face me, flopping back onto the bad and crossing her legs. I was 
debating if I should ask her exactly how Phil did it, but ǘƘŜƴ ŘŜŎƛŘŜŘ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ōǊƛƴƎ ŀƭƭ 
that shit up tonight. So I laid back down and gave her a little smile. My girl was trying to make 
me feel better by showing me that. I showed her mine and she showed me hers. 

And I was fucking drowsier than hell, anŘ ǊŜŀŘȅ ǘƻ Ǝƻ ǘƻ ōŜŘΦ ά{ƭŜŜǇΚέ L ǎƭǳǊǊŜŘ ƻǳǘΣ ǎǿŀȅƛƴƎ 
ƭƛƎƘǘƭȅ ŀƎŀƛƴǎǘ ǘƘŜ ƘŜŀŘōƻŀǊŘΣ ŀƴŘ ǇǊŀȅƛƴƎ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǊƻƻƳ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǎǘŀǊǘ ǎǇƛƴƴƛƴƎΦ .Ŝƭƭŀ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ 
up at me and nodded, so I stood up and pulled the covers back, slipping underneath them with 
a sigh. 

άbƻ ŀƭŀǊƳΦέ .Ŝƭƭŀ ǎƭǳǊǊŜŘ ǿƘƛƭŜ ŎƭƛƳōƛƴƎ ƛƴ ƴŜȄǘ ǘƻ ƳŜΦ L ǉǳƛǊƪŜŘ ŀƴ ŜȅŜōǊƻǿ ŀǘ ƘŜǊΦ Pretty 
fucking risky. {ƘŜ ǎŜǘǘƭŜŘ ƛƴǘƻ ƘŜǊ ǇƛƭƭƻǿΣ ƭȅƛƴƎ ŦŀŎƛƴƎ ƳŜ ŀƴŘ ǊƻƭƭŜŘ ƘŜǊ ŜȅŜǎΦ ά9ǎƳŜΩǎ ƛƴ 
{ŜŀǘǘƭŜΦέ {ƘŜ ǎƭǳǊǊŜŘΣ ǎƭƛŘƛƴƎ ƘŜǊ ŜȅŜƭƛŘǎ ŎƭƻǎŜŘΦ L ƴƻŘŘŜŘ ŀƴŘ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ǘƘŜ ƭŀƳp off, not touching 
the alarm, and glad we could sleep the fuck in, because I was dreading the hangover I was going 
to have. 

I scooped my girl up, rather uncoordinated, but successfully, and pressed her to me without 
hesitation. She brought her little hand up and lazily began stroking my hair. I buried my face 
into the little bun on the top of her head and took a deep breath. So much better than cotton 
candy. I smiled into her hair and brought my hand down to her lower back, over where her scar 
was, and rubbed it lightly before pressing her to me more firmly. Tit for tat. 
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Chapter 16. Oatmeal Determination  

 

 

 

L ǿƻƪŜ ǳǇ ŀǘ ǘŜƴΣ ǎǿŜŀǊƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƳȅǎŜƭŦ L ǿƻǳƭŘ ƴŜǾŜǊ ŘǊƛƴƪ ŀƎŀƛƴΦ aȅ ƘŜŀŘ ǿŀǎ ǇǳƭǎŀǘƛƴƎΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ 
quite as bad as Alice always made it out to be, but ǘƘŜƴ ŀƎŀƛƴΣ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƎŜǘ ŘǊǳƴƪ ŜƴƻǳƎƘ ǘƻ 
vomit in the hedges like Alice usually did. I think that probably had something to do with it. 

I opened one eye cautiously, squinting against the bright sun that I had only seen once in this 
room. I was still all wrapped up around Edward and he was sleeping peacefully. In fact, as I 
lifted my head to look at him better, I realized it was the first time I had ever woken up first and 
had the chance to watch him sleep. 

I took a moment laying there to think over the previous night. Edward had quite obviously 
ōƭƻǿƴ ƻŦŦ ǘƘŜ ǎǘǊŀǿōŜǊǊȅ ōƭƻƴŘŜΦ L ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘΣ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ƭƛŦŜ ƻŦ ƳŜ ŦƛƎǳǊŜ ƻǳǘ ǿƘȅ ƘŜ ǿƻǳƭŘ ǊŀǘƘŜǊ 
spend time up here getting drunk with me, but it made me happy nonetheless. I was a little 
dubious regarding the vodka, not really having drunk before, but Edward always made things 
comfortable for me. And as I previously promised to myself, I was never doing it again. Once 
was it for me. 

I glanced down under the covers to notice his big arm still wrapped around me. It made me 
ǎƳƛƭŜΦ !ƭƭ ǿǊŀǇǇŜŘ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ Ƴȅ ǿŀƛǎǘ Ƨǳǎǘ ƭƛƪŜ ƛǘ ōŜƭƻƴƎŜŘΦ [ƛƪŜ ǿŜ ōŜƭƻƴƎŜŘΦ ¢ƘŜƴ 9ŘǿŀǊŘΩǎ 
words came into my pulsing head. He said I was pretty. I buried my face into his chest and 
smiled. Then my smile fell. Because he also said he tried not see me that way. Tried. 

IŜ ǎŀƛŘ ΨǘǊƛŜŘΩΦ bƻǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘΦ aȅ ƘŜŀŘ ƴǳȊȊƭŜ ǎǇǳǊǊŜŘ 9ŘǿŀǊŘ ƛƴ ŎƻƴǎŎƛƻǳǎƴŜǎǎΦ Iƛǎ ŜȅŜǎ ŦƭǳǘǘŜǊŜŘ 
open, squinting much like me against the sunlight, and he darted them down to meet my gaze. 
And I blushed. Because we had never really woken up like this before. He stared at me for a few 
moments before clenching his eyes shut and groaning. 

L ŎƘǳŎƪƭŜŘ ǘƘƛŎƪƭȅΦ ά¸ƻǳ ǘƻƻΣ ƘǳƘΚέ L ŀǎƪŜŘ ƛƴ ŀ ǊŀǎǇȅ ǾƻƛŎŜΦ IŜ ǎƭƻǿƭȅ ŜȄǘǊŀŎǘŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ŀǊƳǎ ŦǊƻƳ 
around me, and rolled over like usual. 

άCǳŎƪƛƴƎ ǾƻŘƪŀΦέ IŜ ƳǳǘǘŜǊŜd, running his fingers through his hair. I chuckled again, rolling out 
of bed and making my way to the bathroom while he worked through his usual morning haze. I 
Ǝƻǘ ŘǊŜǎǎŜŘ ƎǊƻƎƎƛƭȅΣ ƘƻƭŘƛƴƎ Ƴȅ ƘŜŀŘ ƻƴ ƻŎŎŀǎƛƻƴ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ǇǳƭǎƛƴƎ ǘƘŀǘ L ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŎŀǊŜ Ŧor. I 
was really glad there was no vomit involved. 
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I packed up at a slower pace than usual, sparing the occasional glance at the bed to make sure 
9ŘǿŀǊŘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŘǊƛŦǘ ōŀŎƪ ƛƴǘƻ ǳƴŎƻƴǎŎƛƻǳǎƴŜǎǎΦ L ǇǳƭƭŜŘ Ƴȅ ŎƻƻƪƛŜǎ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ Ƴȅ ōŀƎ ŀƴŘ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ 
bag of a special mix of herbs I looked up on the internet for hangover remedies. Ginseng, green 
tea, chamomile, nothing too exotic. I put them on the table and gave Edwards curled up form 
instructions on the remedy and a sympathetic glance before leaving out the balcony. 

It was bright out. The sun was shining. And odd event for Forks. I sneaked out and peeked over 
the backyard, feeling more exposed without the usual darkness I was used to shielding me, and 
climbed down the lattice when I was sure the coast was clear. I walked into the back door of 
the house and was met with silence. Alice probably figured I went straight home after she met 
up with Jasper, so she most likely expected me to lock myself in my bedroom all night. 

I walked down the hall to her bedroom to be certain she made it home okay, but her door was 
locked. I furrowed my brow at the knob, cocking my head to the side. Alice never locked her 
door before. It was just the three of us here, so she was always comfortable having it wide 
open. I knocked on the door loudly, panicking that something might be wrong. 

I heard muffled groans coming from the other side. 

ά!ƭƛŎŜΚέ L ŎŀƭƭŜŘ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ŎƭƻǎŜŘ ŘƻƻǊΣ ƴƻǘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ƴŜŜŘƛƴƎ ƘŜǊ ǘƻ ŎƻƳŜ ƻǳǘΣ ōǳǘ ƴŜŜŘƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƪƴƻǿ 
ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎ ƻƪŀȅΦ ¢ƘŜ ŘƻƻǊ ƻǇŜƴŜŘ ŀ ŎǊŀŎƪ ŀƴŘ !ƭƛŎŜΩǎ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ƘŜŀŘ Ǉƻked out, squinting and looking 
a lot like she had a worse hangover than Edward and I combined. 

ά¸ƻǳ ƻƪŀȅΚέ L ŀǎƪŜŘΣ ŎƻƴŎŜǊƴŜŘ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ǿǊƻƴƎ ǎǘƛƭƭΦ {ƘŜ ǎƳƛƭŜŘ ŀǘ ƳŜΣ ōǳǘ ƛǘ 
looked more like a grimace. 

άCŜŜƭ ǎƘƛǘǘȅΦέ {ƘŜ ƎǊǳƴǘŜŘΧ ƻǊ ŀǎ ƳǳŎƘ ƻŦ ŀ grunt as Alice could possibly make. Then I heard 
ƳƻǾŜƳŜƴǘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǊƻƻƳ ōŜƘƛƴŘ ƘŜǊΦ L ŦǳǊǊƻǿŜŘ Ƴȅ ōǊƻǿǎΣ ǿƻƴŘŜǊƛƴƎ ǿƘŀǘ ŎƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ƛƴ !ƭƛŎŜΩǎ 
room, and then my mouth fell open in shock. 

ά!ƭƛŎŜΗέ L ƘƛǎǎŜŘ ƛƴŎǊŜŘǳƭƻǳǎƭȅΣ ƴƻǘ ŜǾŜƴ ōŜƭƛŜǾƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǎƛǘǳŀǘƛƻƴ ǿŀǎ ǊŜŀƭ. Then she huffed, 
looked behind her shoulder into the room, and squeezed out the door wearing nothing but her 
pink silk bathrobe. My mouth hung open even wider in shock. 

I moved back in the hall to make way for her. Just pretty much gaping. I knew Alice was in love 
with Jasper, but I mean, come on. One night? And it was hardly even a date. 

{ƘŜ ǘƻƻƪ ƛƴ Ƴȅ ǎƘƻŎƪŜŘ ŀǇǇŜŀǊŀƴŎŜ ŀƴŘ ƘŜƭŘ ƘŜǊ ƘŀƴŘǎ ǳǇΦ άbƻΣ .ŜƭƭŀΣ ǿŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ǎŜȄΦ L 
ǎǿŜŀǊΦέ {ƘŜ ǊŀǎǇŜŘΣ ǎǘƛƭƭ ǎǉǳƛƴǘƛƴƎΣ ǘƘŜƴ ƎǊƻŀƴŜŘΣ ǇǳǘǘƛƴƎ ŀ ƘŀƴŘ ǳǇ ǘƻ ƘŜǊ Ŧƻrehead. I let out a 
sigh of relief, nodded, and walked towards the kitchen, peeking over my shoulder to make sure 
she was following. She flopped onto the stool as graceful as possible and held her head in her 
hands. I began making her the hangover remedy I made Edward. 
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ά{ƻΦέ L ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘΣ ǇǳǊǎƛƴƎ Ƴȅ ƭƛǇǎΣ ŀƴŘ ƎƭŀƴŎƛƴƎ ǎƛŘŜǿŀȅǎ ŀǘ Ƴȅ ǇƻƻǊ ǇŀǘƘŜǘƛŎ ƭǳƳǇ ƻŦ ŀ ŎƻǳǎƛƴΦ 
ά²Ƙŀǘ ŜȄŀŎǘƭȅ ƘŀǇǇŜƴŜŘ ƭŀǎǘ ƴƛƎƘǘΚέ L ŀǎƪŜŘ ŎŀǳǘƛƻǳǎƭȅΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ŀƴȅ ƻŦ Ƴȅ ōǳǎƛƴŜǎǎΣ ōǳǘ 
L ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƘŜƭǇ ǘƘŜ ŎǳǊƛƻǎƛǘȅΦ tƭǳǎ L ƘŀŘ ƪƛƴŘ ƻŦ ŀlready resigned to living vicariously through her. 
It was a big deal. 

{ƘŜ ƎǊƻŀƴŜŘ ŀƎŀƛƴΦ ά! ƭƻǘ ƻŦ ƳŀƪƛƴƎ ƻǳǘΦ ! ƭƻǘ ƻŦ ŀƭŎƻƘƻƭΦ tƻǎǎƛōƭȅ ŀ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ǾƻƳƛǘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƘŜŘƎŜǎΦέ 
She rasped, dropping her forehead onto the granite counter in front of her. I chuckled, because 
!ƭƛŎŜ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ǇǳƪŜŘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƘŜŘƎŜǎ ŀŦǘŜǊ ǎƘŜ Ǝƻǘ ŘǊǳƴƪΦ LΩƳ ǎǳǊǇǊƛǎŜŘ ǘƘŜȅ ƘŀǾŜƴΩǘ ŎƻƳǇƭŜǘŜƭȅ 
died yet. 

L Ǉǳǘ ǘƘŜ Ƙƻǘ ǎǘŜŀƳƛƴƎ ŎǳǇ ƛƴ ŦǊƻƴǘ ƻŦ ƘŜǊ ŀƴŘ ǘƻƻƪ ǘƘŜ ǎŜŀǘ ŀŎǊƻǎǎ ŦǊƻƳ ƘŜǊ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ƛǎƭŀƴŘΦ ά!ƴŘ 
WŀǎǇŜǊ ǎǘŀȅŜŘΚέ L ƘŜŘƎŜŘΣ ŀǎ ƳƻǊŜ ƻŦ ŀ ŎƻƳƳŜƴǘ ǘhan a question. She lifted her head up and 
took a peek at the cup and nodded, picking it up and sipping it gingerly, still squinting. 

As if he heard me, Jasper came stumbling into the kitchen, looking a lot better than Alice, but a 
lot worse than me. I tensed up by instinct, but remained in my spot when he entered, still 
wearing the grubby outfit from the previous evening, and hair all over the place. 

He glanced up at me, sitting in front of Alice in my black hoodie still, though I had put the hood 
part down after I walked in the door. His eyes got wide for a moment before he offered me a 
tight smile. I could tell he was feeling bad too. So I got up off the stool without a word and 
began making poor Jasper a cup of the remedy as well. 

Alice glanced over at him and patted the stool beside her, which he walked over to hesitantly, 
stealing glances at me the whole way. I smiled back at him, showing him I was okay with it. No 
breakdowns this morning. 

άWŀǎǇŜǊΣέ !ƭƛŎŜ ǊŀǎǇŜŘ ƻǳǘΣ ǎǘƛƭƭ ƘƻƭŘƛƴƎ ƘŜǊ ǇƻƻǊ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ƘŜŀŘΦ ά¢Ƙƛǎ ƛǎ Ƴȅ ŎƻǳǎƛƴΣ .ŜƭƭŀΦέ {ƘŜ 
smiled, holding a hand out towards me. I nodded at him, while he nodded back, offering me a 
more genuine smile. 

I walked to him slowly, setting the cup on the far side of the counter, and sliding it towards him 
in his seat. He glanced down at it and quirked an eyebrow. 

άLǘΩƭƭ ƘŜƭǇ ǘƘŜ ƘŀƴƎƻǾŜǊΦέ L ǎŀƛŘ ǉǳƛŜǘƭȅΣ ǿŀƭƪƛƴƎ ōŀŎƪǿŀǊŘǎ ŀǿŀȅ ŦǊƻƳ ƘƛƳΣ ŀƴŘ ǎƭƛŘƛƴƎ ōŀŎƪ ƛƴǘƻ 
my stool. He hesitantly took the cup and began drinking it, grimacing at the taste, but not 
complaining. I never said it was good. Just that it would help. 

The three of us sat there in silence for a few moments, them sipping their remedies, and me 
just looking down at my lap and swinging my feet from the stool slowly. 

άL ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ŦƻǊ ȅƻǳ ƭŀǎǘ ƴƛƎƘǘΦέ !ƭƛŎŜ ǊŀǎǇŜŘ ŦƻǊƳ her seat. I lifted my head to meet her gaze and 
she narrowed her eyes at me. 
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L ōƛǘ Ƴȅ ƭƛǇΦ άL ŎŀƳŜ ƘƻƳŜ ŜŀǊƭȅΦέ L ǎƘǊǳƎƎŜŘΣ ƘƻǇƛƴƎ ǎƘŜ ōƻǳƎƘǘ ƛǘΣ ǿƘƛŎƘ ǎƘŜ ǎƘƻǳƭŘΣ ǎŜŜƛƴƎ ŀǎ 
how it was very characteristic of me. 

ά¸ŜŀƘΦέ WŀǎǇŜǊ ǊŀǎǇŜŘΦ L ŦƭƛƴŎƘŜŘ ǎƭƛƎƘǘƭȅΣ surprised to hear him speak up, but he was just staring 
ƛƴǘƻ Ƙƛǎ ŎǳǇΦ άL ǎŀǿ ƘŜǊ ƭŜŀǾƛƴƎΦ ¸ƻǳ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ ŀǎƪŜŘ ƳŜΦέ IŜ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƻ !ƭƛŎŜΣ ǎƳƛƭƛƴƎ ŀǘ ƘŜǊ ƛƴ ŀ 
way that softened her face. She shrugged and went back to drinking. 

But I was slightly shocked. Jasper was covering for me. When he met my gaze again, I flashed 
him the biggest grin I could muster, silently thanking him, to which he returned. It seemed a lot 
ƭƛƪŜ ŀƴ ŀŎŎŜǇǘŀƴŎŜΦ IŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǘŜƭƭ !ƭƛŎŜΣ ŀƴŘ ƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƳƛƴŘ ǿƘŀǘŜǾŜǊ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ L ƘŀŘ ǿƛǘƘ 
Edward. I moved Emmett down a notch on my list of favorite guys and slid Jasper into his spot. 

I was going to offer to make them breakfast, but Alice sent me a very pointed glace that told me 
she wanted privacy. So I lifted myself off the stool and said a curt goodbye to them both, and 
went to take a shower. 

× 

I spent the rest of my morning going over the evening with Edward since my earlier musings 
ǿŜǊŜ Ŏǳǘ ǎƘƻǊǘΦ IŜ ǎŀƛŘ ΨǘǊƛŜŘΩΦ !ƴŘ L ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ƘŀǘŜŘ ǘƻ ǎŎǊǳǘƛƴƛȊŜ Ƙƛǎ ŜǾŜǊȅ ǿƻǊŘ ŀƴŘ ǘƻƴŜ Ƨǳǎǘ ƭƛƪŜ 
Alice would with Jasper, but I had to. Because somehow, the whole night for me revolved 
around that one comment. It was echoing in my head all morning long. I try not to see you that 
way. 

Why? Why was he trying not to? I attempted not to put too much thought into the fact that he 
ŜǾŜƴ ƘŀŘ ǘƻ ǘǊȅ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŦƛǊǎǘ ǇƭŀŎŜΦ ¢ƘŜ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ƻŦ ƛǘ ƎŀǾŜ ƳŜ ǘƻƻ ƳǳŎƘ ƘƻǇŜΦ .ǳǘ ƛǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǎǘƛƭƭ 
ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŜȄǇƭŀƛƴ ǿƘȅΦ 

I threw my hoodie into the wash at noon. It was soaked all day yesterday, and it was like my 
second skin. While the washing machine was going, I hopped onto it, and began pondering over 
the other things he said, praying for some kind of clue. He said I was pretty. He said he had to 
ǘǊȅΦ ¢ǊȅΦ L ŦǳǊǊƻǿŜŘ Ƴȅ ōǊƻǿǎΦ ¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ǿƘŜƴ Ƙƛǎ ǇǊŜǾƛƻǳǎ ǎǘŀǘŜƳŜƴǘ ŎŀƳŜ ǘƻ ƳŜΦ 5ƻƴΩǘ ŦǊŜŀƪ ƻǳǘ 
or anything. 

Did he think it would freak me out if he saw me that way? I kept pondering over the whole 
thing while the washing machine was vibrating below me. By the time it was done, I decided it 
ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ƳŀǘǘŜǊ ǿƘȅ ƘŜ ǘǊƛŜŘΦ ¢ƘŜ ƛƳǇƻǊǘŀƴǘ ǘƘƛƴƎ ǿŀǎ ǘƘat he was. So how do I break that? 
How do I break him? I groaned and scratched my head. Guys were so damned confusing. It was 
times like this I really wished I could just ask Alice for her advice. 

With that stroke of genius, I jumped off the washing machine and headed to her room, praying 
she was alone. When I entered the hallway I saw her door was opened, but I knocked on the 
wall of the hall, just for safe measure. 
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άLΩƳ alone.έ !ƭƛŎŜ ƘǳŦŦŜŘ ŦǊƻƳ ƘŜǊ ōŜŘǊƻƻƳΦ L ǎƳƛƭŜŘ ŀƴŘ ŎƻƴǘƛƴǳŜŘ Řƻǿƴ ǘƘŜ Ƙŀƭƭǿŀȅ ŀƴŘ ƛƴǘo 
her room, where she was sitting in front of her vanity mirror fixing her hair. I took my usual seat 
on the bed and laid down. 

I watched her fixing her hair for a while, wondering how to voice the question without being 
suspicious. It was a very slippery slope. I figured I could get anything out of her related to 
Jasper, so I started there. 

ά{ƻΣέ L ŀǎƪŜŘ ŎŀǎǳŀƭƭȅΣ ǎǿƛƴƎƛƴƎ Ƴȅ ƭŜƎ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ŜƴŘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ōŜŘΦ άIƻǿ ŘƛŘ ȅƻǳ ŜƴŘ ǳǇ ōǊŜŀƪƛƴƎ 
WŀǎǇŜǊΚέ L ŀǎƪŜŘΣ ǳǎƛƴƎ Ƴȅ ŜŀǊƭƛŜǊ ƳŜƴǘŀƭ ǿƻǊŘǎΦ hōǾƛƻǳǎƭȅ ǘƘŜȅ ƘŀŘ ŎƻƳŜ ǉuite a long way 
since the few days before. 

{ƘŜ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ŀƴŘ ǎƳƛƭŜŘ ǿƛŘŜƭȅ ŀǘ ƳŜΣ ƭƻƻƪƛƴƎ ƭƛƪŜ ƘŜǊ ƘŀƴƎƻǾŜǊ ǿŀǎ ƴŜŀǊƭȅ ƎƻƴŜΦ άLǘ ǿŀǎ 
ŀƭƭ ŀ ƳŀǘǘŜǊ ƻŦ ŀ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ōƛǘ ƻŦ ŦƭƛǊǘƛƴƎΣ ŀƴŘ ŀ ƘŜƭƭ ƻŦ ŀ ƭƻǘ ƻŦ ƭƛǉǳƻǊΦέ {ƘŜ ǎƴƛŎƪŜǊŜŘ ƳƛǎŎƘƛŜǾƻǳǎƭȅΦ 
And I kicked mysŜƭŦΣ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ 9ŘǿŀǊŘ ƘŀŘ ƭƛǉǳƻǊ ƛƴ ƘƛƳ ƭŀǎǘ ƴƛƎƘǘΣ ŀƴŘ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŦƭƛǊǘ ŀǘ ŀƭƭΦ bƻǘ ǘƘŀǘ 
I even knew how, which made me ask my next question. 

άIƻǿ ŘƛŘ ȅƻǳ ŦƭƛǊǘΚέ L ŀǎƪŜŘ ŦǳǊǊƻǿƛƴƎ Ƴȅ ōǊƻǿǎΦ L ƘŀŘ ƴŜǾŜǊ ŜǾŜƴ ǎŜŜƴ ŀƴȅƻƴŜ ŦƭƛǊǘΣ ƭŜǘ ŀƭƻƴŜ 
harbor the knowledge involved to do such a thing. 

She perked up and turned her whole body towards me, almost vibrating with excitement. 
ά²ŜƭƭΣέ ǎƘŜ ǎƳƛƭŜŘ ǿƛŘŜǊ ŀƴŘ ŎƘǳŎƪƭŜŘΦ άL ǳǎŜŘ ŀƭƭ Ƴȅ ŜȅŜ ƳƻǾŜǎΦέ {ƘŜ ǎƳƛǊƪŜŘΦ L ŦǳǊǊƻǿŜŘ Ƴȅ 
brows. Eye moves? What the hell was that supposed to mean. Alice seemed to notice my 
ŎƻƴŦǳǎƛƻƴ ŀƴŘ ƭŜǘ ƻǳǘ ŀ ŦǊǳǎǘǊŀǘŜŘ ǎƛƎƘΦ ά¸ƻǳ ƪƴƻǿΚΗ 9ȅŜ ƳƻǾŜǎΗέ {ƘŜ ǊƻƭƭŜŘ ƘŜǊ ŜȅŜǎ ŀŦǘŜǊ L 
shook my head at her. She straightened up, like she was preparing for something, so I sat up on 
the bed fully to face her, relatively interested in this whole eye move thing. I mean, I had eyes. 

She put her head down, like she was looking at the floor then looked up at me through her 
eyelashes with a little smile while batting them. Then she straightened up and snickered. 

άThat is ŦƭƛǊǘƛƴƎΚέ L ŀǎƪŜŘ ƛƴŎǊŜŘǳƭƻǳǎΦ ¢Ƙŀǘ ǿŀǎ ōŀǊŜƭȅ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎΦ !ƴŘ ƛǘ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ǎƻΧ ŎƭƛŎƘŞΦ 

!ƭƛŎŜΩǎ ōǊƻǿƴ ŜȅŜǎ ƎǊŜǿ ǿƛŘŜΦ άDŜŜȊ Σ .ŜƭƭŀΣ ƘŀǾŜƴΩǘ ȅƻǳ ŜǾŜǊ ŦƭƛǊǘŜŘ ōŜŦƻǊŜΚέ ǎƘŜ ŀǎƪŜŘΣ ŜǾŜƴ 
more incredulous than I was. I slowly shook my head, fighting back a grimace. She gaped for a 
few seconds before rolling her eyes and reaching onto her vanity for one of her magazines, 
which she tossed at me from across the room. 

άtŀƎŜ ŦƻǊǘȅ ǘƘǊŜŜΦέ {ƘŜ ƴƻŘŘŜŘ ŘŜŎƛǎƛǾŜƭȅΣ ŀƴŘ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ōŀŎƪ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ǘƻ ŀǇǇƭȅ ƭƛǇǎǘƛŎƪ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ 
mirror of the vanity. I looked at the magazine dubiously. It was one of those stupid teenage girl 
magazines that I always rolled my eyes at. I opened it and went to the infamous page forty 
three. 

It was all a bit overwhelming. The eye thing was definitely in there. But there was more. Things 
like casual touching, and laughing more often than you usually would, which just sounded 
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ǎǘǳǇƛŘ ǘƻ ƳŜΦ hŦ ŎƻǳǊǎŜ ǘƘŜ ƴŜȄǘ ǘƘƛƴƎǎ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ƭƛǎǘ ƘŀŘ ǘƻ Řƻ ǿƛǘƘ ŘǊŜǎǎƛƴƎΧ ƻǊ ǘƘŜ ƭŀŎƪ ǘƘŜǊŜƻŦΦ 
Showing off skin and looking your best. Then there were other things dealing with body 
ƭŀƴƎǳŀƎŜΣ ƭƛƪŜ ƭŜŀƴƛƴƎ ƛƴ ŀƴŘ ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ōƻȅ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ŦƭƛǊǘƛƴƎ ǿƛǘƘΦ L ŦŜƭǘ ǎƻ ǊƛŘƛŎǳƭƻǳǎ ŜǾŜƴ 
considering this stuff with Edward. I tossed the magazine aside unceremoniously and left Alice 
to do her primping. 

× 

.ȅ ŘƛƴƴŜǊ ǘƛƳŜΣ L ƘŀŘ ŘŜŎƛŘŜŘ ǘƘŀǘ ŦƭƛǊǘƛƴƎ ǿŀǎ Ƨǳǎǘ Ǉƭŀƛƴ ǎǘǳǇƛŘΦ ¢ƘŜǊŜΩǎ ƴƻ ǿŀȅ L ǿƻǳƭŘ ŜǾŜǊ ōŜ 
able to get through it without blushing madly and looking completely transparent. I did decide, 
ƘƻǿŜǾŜǊΣ ǘƘŀǘ L ƘŀŘ ǘƻ Řƻ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎΦ L ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ Ƨǳǎǘ ǎƛǘ around and expect Edward to realize I 
liked him without making at least a minimal effort. I became mildly determined. I wanted to 
start small, nothing too big and obvious, just test the waters. I chose hair. Edward liked my hair. 
He was always smelling it ŀƴŘ ƴǳȊȊƭƛƴƎ ƛǘ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ ǎƭŜŜǇΦ IŀƛǊ ǿŀǎ ǎŀŦŜΦ ¦ƴŦƻǊǘǳƴŀǘŜƭȅΣ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ 
the first thing about doing hair. So I went to the only person I knew who could. 

Alice squealed and jumped up and down clapping her hands in the middle of her room when I 
asked. And I cringed. I felt like I was selling my soul to the devil. 

ά¢Ƙƛǎ ƛǎ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ōŜ ǎƻ ƎǊŜŀǘΣ .ŜƭƭŀΗέ {ƘŜ ǎǉǳŜŀƭŜŘΣ ƳŀƪƛƴƎ ƳŜ ŎǊƛƴƎŜ ŀƎŀƛƴΦ ¢ƘŜƴ ǎƘŜ ǘƻƻƪ Ƴȅ 
hand and led me over to the cursed vanity. I glowered at all the hair products, wishing there 
was another way. She plopped me down into the seat with another squeal, and began brushing 
and pulling my hair. 

ά{ƻΣ ǿƘŀǘ ŀǊŜ ǿŜ ƭƻƻƪƛƴƎ ŦƻǊΚ ¦ǇΚ 5ƻǿƴΚ ! ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ƻŦ ōƻǘƘΦ hƘΗ L ƪƴƻǿΣ ǿŜΩƭƭ Ǉǳǘ ŀ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ǳǇ 
ƘŜǊŜΧέ !ƭƛŎŜ ǎŀƛŘ ŜȄŎƛǘŜŘƭȅ ŀǎ ǎƘŜ ǘǿƛǎǘŜŘ ŀƴŘ ǇǳƭƭŜŘ Ƴȅ ōǊƻǿn hair every which way. I blocked 
her voice out and closed my eyes, just waiting for it to be over. 

!ƴ ƘƻǳǊ ƭŀǘŜǊΣ !ƭƛŎŜ ƘŀŘ Ƴȅ ƘŀƛǊ ǎƘƛƴȅΦ wŜŀƭƭȅ ŦǊŜŀƪƛƴƎ ǎƘƛƴȅΦ !ƴŘ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ Ƙƻǿ ǎƘŜ ŘƛŘ ƛǘΣ 
but, my god was it was shiny. She had curled the ends, and clipped up my bangs with two clips 
ōŜƘƛƴŘ Ƴȅ ŜŀǊǎΦ L ǘǳǊƴŜŘ Ƴȅ ƘŜŀŘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƳƛǊǊƻǊΣ ŀŘƳƛǊƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ƭƻƻƪΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǎƻ ōŀŘΦ Lǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ 
look obvious. It was actually kind of pretty. And the thought of that word made me smile. 

I thanked her and promised her she could do it again before she went to bed. Apparently that 
was the only collateral acceptable. At nine I began making my cookies, and decided oatmeal 
would be a nice cookie. Oatmeal Determination. L ǇŀŎƪŜŘ ǳǇ 9ŘǿŀǊŘΩǎ ŘƛƴƴŜǊ ŀƴŘ ŎƻƻƪƛŜǎ ŀƴŘ 
slipped on my hoodƛŜΣ ŦŜŜƭƛƴƎ ŀ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ƎƭǳƳ ǘƘŀǘ L ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǿŜŀǊ ǘƘŜ ƘƻƻŘΦ L ǘƻƻƪ ƻƴŜ ƭŀǎǘ ǇŜŜƪ ƛƴ 
the mirror before I left at ten to check my appearance, which just made me feel stupid. I rolled 
my eyes at my reflection, with my shiny brown hair cascading in loose curls over my black 
ƘƻƻŘƛŜΣ ŀƴŘ ǿŀƭƪŜŘ ƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ŘƻƻǊΣ ǘƘŀƴƪƛƴƎ ƎƻŘ ƛǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǊŀƛƴƛƴƎ ǘƻƴƛƎƘǘΦ 

 

 



 
 

163 

 

 
 
 

 
My day was shitty. Vodka is not my friend. I ended up helping Em clean the house anyways, 
ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ǘƘŀǘ ŦǳŎƪŜǊ ǿŀǎ ŜǾŜƴ ǿƻǊǎŜ ƻŦŦ ǘƘŀƴ L ǿŀǎΦ hŦ ŎƻǳǊǎŜΣ ƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ Ƙave Bella making him 
a fucking fantastic hangover remedy either. It tasted like ass, but it made me feel better. I left 
ǘƘŜ ǾƻƳƛǘ ƘƻǳǎŜǇƭŀƴǘ ŦƻǊ ƘƛƳΣ ǘƘƻǳƎƘΦ LǘΩǎ ǿƘŀǘ ǘƘŀǘ ŦǳŎƪŜǊ ƎŜǘǎΦ 

Jazz came over at noon to relay the events of the previous night to me. He had a fucking goofy 
ass grin on his face the entire time. They made out. Second base was cleared. And with the way 
ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ǘŀƭƪƛƴƎΣ ȅƻǳΩŘ ǘƘƛƴƪ ǘƘŜȅΩŘ ǎǇŜƴǘ ǘƘŜ ǿƘƻƭŜ ƴƛƎƘǘ ƘŀǾƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ōŜǎǘ ŦǳŎƪƛƴƎ ǎŜȄ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ 
world. It was comical, really. 

L ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ŜŀǘŜƴ ŀ ǘƘƛƴƎ ŀƭƭ ŘŀȅΣ ǘƻƻ ŦǳŎƪƛƴƎ ǎŎŀǊŜŘ LΩŘ ōŜ ǘƘŜ ƴŜȄǘ ƳƻǘƘŜǊŦǳŎƪŜǊ ǘƻ ǾƻƳƛǘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ 
houseplant. So by the time ten came, I was pretty fucking starved and waiting for my girl 
anxiously. She was perfectly on time, the little tap on the glass at ten. Always so fucking 
punctual. I opened the door quickly and went to take the hood off her head, but was instead 
met by a palm full of soft hair. 

L ǎƭƻǿƭȅ ƭƻǿŜǊŜŘ Ƴȅ ƘŀƴŘ ŀƴŘ ǘƻƻƪ ƴƻǘƛŎŜ ǘƘŀǘ .Ŝƭƭŀ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ƘŜǊ ƘƻƻŘ ƻƴ ǘƻƴƛƎƘǘΦ Lƴ ŦŀŎǘΣ 
her hair appeared to be made ǳǇ ƻǊ ǎƻƳŜ ǎƘƛǘΦ !ƭƭ ōǊƻǿƴ ŀƴŘ ǎƘƛƴȅ ŀƴŘ ŎǳǊƭȅΦ !ƴŘΧ ǇǊŜǘǘȅΦ {ƘŜ 
smiled at me and brushed past me to unload my meal on my bed. And I kind of fucking gaped at 
her hair, because she never really made an effort to do shit like that. It was clipped out of her 
ŦŀŎŜΧ ŀƴŘ Ƨǳǎǘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ŦǳŎƪƛƴƎ ǎƘƛƴȅΦ {ƘŜ ǎƘǳŦŦƭŜŘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǎƻŦŀ ƭƛƪŜ usual and I took notice how it 
swayed behind her in little wave, and all the little curls bounced around. 

I shook my head and went to the bed to begin eating my meal while Bella listened to the iPod 
on the couch. We began discussing the whole fucking Alice and Jasper situation. Bella chuckled 
ǿƘŜƴ L ǘƻƭŘ ƘŜǊ ŀōƻǳǘ WŀǎǇŜǊΩǎ Ǉƻǎǘ-coital glow. Which was hilarious seeing as how there was no 
ǎŜȄ ƛƴǾƻƭǾŜŘΦ L ǿŀǎ Ƨǳǎǘ ǊŜƭƛŜǾŜŘ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ŜȄǇlain to Bella what post-coital was. 

I was still slightly gaping at her hair. It was flowing down that black fucking hoodie in the cutest 
little tendrils. I wanted to pull on one and let it go and watch it bounce back up. And I felt like a 
fucking idiot. 

άƻ̧ǳΩǊŜ ƘŀƛǊ ƭƻƻƪǎ ƴƛŎŜΦέ L ōƭǳǊǘŜŘ ǿƘƛƭŜ ǎǘƛƭƭ ŦǳŎƪƛƴƎ ƎŀǇƛƴƎΣ ƘƻƭŘƛƴƎ Ƴȅ ŦƻǊƪ ƛƴ ƳƛŘ ŀƛǊΦ IŜǊ ƘŜŀŘ 
snapped up and she fucking blushed. Which was not helping with the whole feeling like an idiot 
situation. I rolled my eyes and kept eating. 
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ά!ƭƛŎŜ ŘƛŘ ƛǘΦέ {he smiled, looking down at her lap. I fucking chuckled, imagining Brandon 
kidnapping Bella and assaulting her with an overabundance of hair products. Then Bella glanced 
up at me through her long thick lashes, and my breath fucking hitched. It reminded me of last 
night when she did that. Because when she does shit like that, she just looks so fucking 
different. 

άL ǘƘƛƴƪ ǎƘŜ ǿƛǎƘŜǎ ƘŜǊ ƘŀƛǊ ǿŀǎ ƭƻƴƎŜǊΦέ {ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ǉǳƛŜǘƭȅΣ ǎǘƛƭƭ ƭƻƻƪƛƴƎ ŀǘ ƳŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŀǘ ǎŀƳŜ ŦǳŎƪƛƴƎ 
way, and batting her long lashes a bit. I was slightly mesmerized by the action, and then quickly 
ŘƛǾŜǊǘŜŘ Ƴȅ ƎŀȊŜ ǘƻ Ƴȅ ŦƻƻŘΣ ǘǊȅƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǎƘŀƪŜ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƘƛǘ ƻŦŦΦ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƭƻƻƪ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻǿŀǊŘǎ ƘŜǊ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ 
rest of the meal. 

I thanked her for the meal and started on a sketch while Bella read her book. I forced myself 
not to look up at her, and that fucking shiny hair. But I was still fucking tired, even though I slept 
in that morning. So after an hour, I closed my sketchbook and finally looked up. 

Bella glanced up at me from the book through her eyelashes again, so I quickly darted my eyes 
away. What the fuck was she doing? She got up and went to the bathroom to change, and I sat 
on my bed shaking my head at myself for being so fucking stupid. I was kind of hoping when she 
came out of the bathroom she would have her hair up, or something, but it was still there, 
flowing down her white t-shirt, and looking even better against white than black. I rushed into 
the bathroom after her, trying not to stare at it. LǘΩǎ Ƨǳǎǘ ŦǳŎƪƛƴƎ ƘŀƛǊΦ 

I did my nightly routine rather slowly, kind of fucking dreading having to face all those shiny 
curls. When I finally exited the bathroom, Bella was sitting on her side of the bed Indian style, 
waiting for me. With those fucking curls brushing her elbows and making me gape, even though 
I reaƭƭȅ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻΦ L Ǝƻǘ ƛƴǘƻ ōŜŘ ōŜǎƛŘŜ ƘŜǊ ǳƴŘŜǊ ǘƘŜ ŎƻǾŜǊǎ ŀƴŘ ǉǳƛŎƪƭȅ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ƻŦŦ ǘƘŜ 
lamp. 

Once Bella was situated, I rolled over and scooped her up, and plunged my hands into all those 
shiny fucking curls, breathing them in with a sigh while she buried her head into my chest. My 
ŦŀŎŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƭŜŀǾŜ ƘŜǊ ƘŀƛǊ ŀƭƭ ƴƛƎƘǘΦ 
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Chapter 17. Bye Bye Brandy Snaps 

 

 

 
 
²Ŝ ǿƻƪŜ ǳǇ ŀƎŀƛƴ ǿƛǘƘƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ŀƭŀǊƳ ŎƭƻŎƪΦ ¢ƘŜ ǎǳƴ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ƻǳǘ ǘƻŘŀȅ ƭƛƪŜ ȅŜǎǘŜǊŘŀȅΣ ōǳǘ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ 
still far brighter in the room than I was used to. I opened my eyes and peeked up at Edward, 
remembering how he looked yesterday. His face was mashed in all my curls, covering his nose 
and mouth as he breathed. It made me smile brightly. 

IŜ ƭƛƪŜŘ ǘƘŜ ƘŀƛǊΦ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ƻƴƭȅ ǎŀȅ ǘƘŀǘ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ƘŜ ǘƻƭŘ ƳŜ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ƴƛŎŜΦ I could notice him looking 
at me differently. In a good way. I hope. I shifted my head slightly, but found that it was being 
ƘŜƭŘ ǎǘƛƭƭ ōȅ 9ŘǿŀǊŘΩǎ ŦƛǎǘΣ ǘŀƴƎƭŜŘ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ōŀŎƪ ƻŦ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ ŎǳǊƭǎΦ IŜ ŘŜŦƛƴƛǘŜƭȅ ƭƛƪŜŘ ǘƘŜ ƘŀƛǊΦ 

I laid there for a long while wƛǘƘ Ƴȅ ƘŜŀŘ ƻƴ 9ŘǿŀǊŘΩǎ ŎƘŜǎǘΣ ǊƛǎƛƴƎ ŀƴŘ ŦŀƭƭƛƴƎΣ Ƨǳǎǘ ŜƴƧƻȅƛƴƎ 
feeling him asleep and so peaceful beside me, buried in my shiny hair. After what seemed like 
an hour, he finally began to stir, nuzzling his head deeper into my curls. I smiled into his chest 
yet again. I wondered briefly if he even noticed how much he liked my hair. 

He stiffened infinitesimally, then groaned, and pulled away from my hair. Just like always. I 
rolled out of bed without another glance at him. I wanted the last thing I saw of him this 
morning to be his face nuzzled in my hair. 

When I caught a look at my hair in the mirror, I grimaced and smiled all at the same time. I 
grimaced because it was everywhere. All the curls knotted up. But I smiled because it was 
9ŘǿŀǊŘΩǎ ƘŀƴŘǎ ŀƴŘ ŦŀŎŜ that did it. 

L ǇŀŎƪŜŘ ǳǇ ƘŀǎǘƛƭȅΤ ǿƻǊǊȅƛƴƎ ǘƘŀǘ !ƭƛŎŜ ƳƛƎƘǘ ŎŀǘŎƘ ƳŜ ŎƻƳƛƴƎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŘƻƻǊ ƛŦ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƳŀƪŜ ƛǘ 
ƘƻƳŜ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ǎƘŜ ǿƻƪŜ ǳǇΦ L ǎŜǘ 9ŘǿŀǊŘΩǎ ƻŀǘƳŜŀƭ ŎƻƻƪƛŜǎ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ōŜŘ ǎƛŘŜ ǘŀōƭŜΣ ŀƴŘ ƭŜŦǘ 
through the balcony, doing another sweep of the yard to be positive the coast was clear. 

Alice was still asleep when I got home at seven. I walked to her room to see if Jasper stayed 
again, but found her door wide opened like it always was. I showered and changed, kind of 
glum about having to wash out all the curls, but remembered she made me promise her she 
ŎƻǳƭŘ Řƻ ƛǘ ŀƎŀƛƴΦ LΩŘ ǘŀƪŜ ƘŜǊ ǳǇ ƻƴ ǘƘŀǘΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎ ǎǳŎƘ ŀ ǎƳŀƭƭ ŘƛŦŦŜǊŜƴŎŜΣ ōǳǘ ŦŜƭǘ ƭƛƪŜ ƛǘ ƳŀŘŜ 
such a big impact. I spent the rest of the morning waiting for Alice to wake up, wondering what 
I would do next. 
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I made her breakfast as a thank you for the hair. At eight, she bounced into the kitchen, doing a 
little happy spin that made me chuckle at her. Her face was alight with excitement. 

άDƻƻŘ ƳƻǊƴƛƴƎΗέ {ƘŜ ŎƘƛǊǇŜŘΣ ǎƭƛŘƛƴƎ ƛƴǘƻ ŀ ǎǘƻƻƭ ŀƴŘ ǎǿƛƴƎƛƴƎ ƘŜǊ ƭŜƎǎ ōack and forth with 
vigor. I loved excited Alice. Much better than hung over Alice. I fixed her the plate of breakfast 
that had been waiting for her and sat down to eat with her. 

{ƘŜ ǘƻƭŘ ƳŜ ƘŜǊ ŀƴŘ WŀǎǇŜǊ ƘŀŘ Ǉƭŀƴǎ ƴŜȄǘ ǿŜŜƪŜƴŘΣ ǿƘƛŎƘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǎǳǊǇǊƛǎŜ ƳŜ ƛƴ the least. We 
were sitting and chatting and giggling like two normal teenage girls. And I was rather shocked 
ǿƘŜƴ 9ǎƳŜ ǎǘŜǇǇŜŘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŘƻƻǊΦ {ƘŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǎǳǇǇƻǎŜŘ ǘƻ ōŜ ƘƻƳŜ ǳƴǘƛƭ ƭŀǘŜǊ ǘƘŀǘ ŜǾŜƴƛƴƎΦ 

She walked into the kitchen in her pant suit, glancing at our all our giggling, and smiled at us. 
Her smile looked strangely bittersweet. 

άIŜȅ ƎƛǊƭǎΣ ŀƴȅ ǊƻƻƳ ŦƻǊ ŀƴ ƻƭŘ ǿƻƳŀƴ ƛƴ ƘŜǊŜΚέ {ƘŜ ŀǎƪŜŘ ǎǿŜŜǘƭȅΣ ǎƭƛǇǇƛƴƎ ƛƴǘƻ ŀ ǎǘƻƻƭ ƴŜȄǘ ǘƻ 
Alice. I nodded enthusiastically and made Esme a big plate of the food we were eating. 

άCŀƴŎȅ ǎŜŜƛƴƎ ȅƻǳ ƘŜǊŜ ƳƻƳΦέ !ƭƛŎŜ ǎǉǳŜŀƪŜŘΣ ǎǘƛƭƭ ǎǿƛƴƎƛƴƎ ƘŜǊ ƭŜƎǎ ŀƴŘ ŀǊŎƘƛƴƎ ŀ ŘŜƭƛŎŀǘŜ 
black eyebrow at her mother. Esme smiled at her and began picking at her food, not answering 
the unspoken question as to why she had arrived home so early. 

I warily took my seat and resumed eating, though all the giggling over Jasper had come to a 
screeching halt. We ate in a tense silence, Alice and I stealing curious glances at one another 
while Esme ate her breakfast. Finally, Esme set her fork down and daintily wiped her mouth 
with a napkin, finally meeting my gaze. 

ά.ŜƭƭŀΣέ {ƘŜ ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ Ŏŀǳǘƛƻǳǎ ƭƻƻƪ ƻƴ ƘŜǊ ŦŀŎŜΦ L ƛƳƳŜŘƛŀǘŜƭȅ ǎǘƛŦŦŜƴŜŘΣ ǿƻƴŘŜǊƛƴƎ ǿƘŀǘ 
ǿŀǎ ƎƻƛƴƎ ƻƴΣ ŀƴŘ ǇǊŀȅƛƴƎ L ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ƎƻǘǘŜƴ ŎŀǳƎƘǘ ǎƴŜŀƪƛƴƎ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ 9ŘǿŀǊŘΩǎ ǘƘƛǎ ƳƻǊƴƛƴƎΦ άL Ǝƻǘ 
a cŀƭƭ ƭŀǎǘ ƴƛƎƘǘΦέ {ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ǎƻŦǘƭȅΣ ǎƳƛƭƛƴƎ ŀǘ ƳŜ ǊŜŀǎǎǳǊƛƴƎƭȅΦ .ǳǘ L ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǊŜŀǎǎǳǊŜŘ ŀǘ ŀƭƭΣ 
ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ǿŀǎ ǿǊƻƴƎΦ ά¸ƻǳǊ ƎǳŀǊŘƛŀƴ ƛƴ tƘƻŜƴƛȄΣ aǊǎΦ [ŀƴŎŀǎǘŜǊΚέ {ƘŜ ǉǳŜǎǘƛƻƴŜŘΣ ŀƴŘ L 
nodded, remembering the old grey haired women who had legal custody of me during my stay 
in Phoenix. Esme cleared her throat softly and tried smiling again, though it looked like a 
ƎǊƛƳŀŎŜΣ ǘƘŜƴ ǎƘƛŦǘŜŘ ƘŜǊ ƎŀȊŜ ǘƻ ƘŜǊ ŦƻƻŘΦ άtƘƛƭƭƛǇΩǎ ǘǊƛŀƭ ƛǎ ƛƴ a ǿŜŜƪΦέ {ƘŜ ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊŜŘ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ 
plate. 

I clenched my teeth with an audible snap at the sound of his name, and balled my fists up. She 
glanced up at me warily and immediately looked back down at her plate. 

ά¢ƘŜȅ ǿŀƴǘ ȅƻǳ ǘƻ ƭŜŀǾŜ ŦƻǊ tƘƻŜƴƛȄ ǘƻƳƻǊǊƻǿ ǘƻ ǇǊŜǇŀǊŜ ǘƻ ǘŜǎǘƛŦȅΦέ {ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ǎƻŦǘƭȅΣ ǇƛŎƪƛƴƎ ŀǘ 
her bacon. I stared blankly at her, blinking, but not really knowing else to do. Because I knew I 
ǿŀǎ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ŦŀŎŜ ƘƛƳ ŀƎŀƛƴΣ ŀƴŘ L ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ƛǘΦ 

άIƻǿ ƭƻƴƎΚέ L ŎƘƻƪŜŘ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ŎƭŜƴŎƘŜŘ ǘŜŜǘƘΣ ōŀƭƭƛƴƎ Ƴȅ Ŧƛǎǘǎ ƳƻǊŜ ǿƘŜƴ L ǊŜŀƭƛȊŜŘ ǘƘŀǘ L ǿŀǎ 
going to have to break my promise to Edward and leave him. 
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Esme never looked up from ƘŜǊ ǇƭŀǘŜΦ ά¢ǿŜƭǾŜ ŘŀȅǎΦέ {ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ǎƻŦǘƭȅΣ ǎǘǳŦŦƛƴƎ ǎƻƳŜ ŜƎƎǎ ƛƴ 
between her red lips. 

L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘŀǘ !ƭƛŎŜ ǿŀǎ ŘƻƛƴƎ ƻǊ Ƙƻǿ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎ ǊŜŀŎǘƛƴƎΣ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ L ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ŦƻŎǳǎ ƻƴ 
anything. I looked down at my plate and nodded with a grimace. My appetite was gone quite 
thoroughly. I slid out of the stool without another word, and went to my room to pack. 

I pulled out my suitcase and began stuffing clothes in, not really seeing what I was putting in it, 
and not reaƭƭȅ ŎŀǊƛƴƎΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ƭƛƪŜ L ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ŜȄǇŜŎǘŜŘ ǘƘƛǎ ǘƛƳŜ ǘƻ ŎƻƳŜΦ L ƘŀŘ ŀƎǊŜŜŘ ǘƻ ǘŜǎǘƛŦȅ 
over a year ago, and now it was time to do it. I zipped up the suitcase in one sweeping motion, 
feeling numb. I sat carefully on the edge of my bed, staring at the closet door, and allowing a 
shudder to go up my spine at the sight of it. 

The truth is I never spent time in my room. Just enough to take a shower and get dressed every 
ƳƻǊƴƛƴƎΦ 9ŘǿŀǊŘΩǎ ǊƻƻƳ ǿŀǎ ƳƻǊŜ ƳƛƴŜ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘƛǎ ƻƴŜ ǿŀǎΦ ²ƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ōƭǳŜ ǿŀƭƭǎ ŀƴŘ ƻǾŜǊǎƛȊŜŘ 
king size bed that I had only used once the entire time I lived here. Then I realized I was going to 
have to go twelve days without sleep. And so would Edward. 

I lied back softly onto the big blue bed that I never used and cried, rolling onto my side and 
bringing my knees to my chin. I sat there for a while before I felt the bed next to me sink down 
on either side. Then I felt four arms surrounding me. Esme and Alice. They sat there with me 
while I cried, and I heard sniffling suggesting that Esme was crying too. Alice gently lifted my 
head onto her lap and let all my tears soak her designer jeans while Esme rubbed my back, 
crying softly with me. 

²Ŝ ǎŀǘ ǘƘŜǊŜ Ƴƻǎǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŘŀȅΣ Ƨǳǎǘ ŎǊȅƛƴƎ ŀƴŘ ŘǊŜŀŘƛƴƎ ǿƘŀǘ L ǿŀǎ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ŘƻΦ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ 
think it was possible to hate Phil any more than I already did, but laying there on that bed and 
crying with the remnants of my family before I was forced to leave them, I did hate him more. 

Lǘ ǿŀǎ ŦƛǾŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŜǾŜƴƛƴƎ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ǘƘŜ ǘŜŀǊǎ ǎǳōǎƛŘŜŘΦ L ƭƛŜŘ ǎƴƛŦŦƭƛƴƎ ƛƴǘƻ !ƭƛŎŜΩǎ wet jeans while 
she ran her fingers through my hair, telling me how pretty it was. I let out a choked chuckle, 
remembering my last sight of Edward this morning. Esme gently relayed to me my flight plans 
and arrangements while I was in Phoenix. It would be ŀ ƘƻǘŜƭΦ !ƴŘ L ǿŀǎ ǘƘŀƴƪŦǳƭ L ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ 
have to go back to the group home. Mrs. Lancaster, the old grey lady social worker, would be 
staying with me. 

At six, I finally dragged myself off of Alice, sending her a sad smile. It was the best thanks I could 
give. I cooked. I cooked a lot. I made things that Esme and Alice could freeze and reheat easily. I 
ƳŀŘŜ ōŀǘŎƘ ŀŦǘŜǊ ōŀǘŎƘ ƻŦ ŎƻƻƪƛŜǎΦ .ŀƎƎƛƴƎ ǘƘŜƳ ŀƭƭ ǳǇ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ǎŜǇŀǊŀǘŜ Řŀȅǎ LΩŘ ōŜ ƎƻƴŜ ƛƴ ŦƛǾŜ 
different bags. It was the only calming thing I could do. My only solace aside from the one next 
door that would be waiting for me at ten, not expecting the news I was going to have to give 
him. 
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!ǘ ƴƛƴŜΣ L ƘǳƎƎŜŘ ŀƴŘ ƪƛǎǎŜŘ !ƭƛŎŜ ŀƴŘ 9ǎƳŜ ƎƻƻŘƴƛƎƘǘΣ ǎŜƴŘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜƳ ōƻǘƘ ǘƘŀƴƪ ȅƻǳΩǎ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ 
bedroom episode, which they boǘƘ ǎƘǊǳƎƎŜŘ ƻŦŦΦ 9ƳǎŜ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ŎƻƳŜ ǿƛǘƘ ƳŜΣ ŀƴŘ L 
ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘƻƻŘΦ {ƘŜ ƘŀŘ ǘƻ ǎǘŀȅ ǿƛǘƘ !ƭƛŎŜΣ ŀƴŘ L ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ƛǘ ŀƴȅ ƻǘƘŜǊ ǿŀȅΦ aƻǘƘŜǊ ŀƴŘ 
ŘŀǳƎƘǘŜǊ ǎƘƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ōŜ ǎŜǇŀǊŀǘŜŘΦ 

I stuffed my old book bag with the twelve bags of cookies for Edward and the dinner I had made 
ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ƴƛƎƘǘΦ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƭƻƻƪ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƳƛǊǊƻǊ ǘƻƴƛƎƘǘ ǿƘŜƴ ǘŜƴ ŎŀƳŜΦ L ǇǳƭƭŜŘ Ƴȅ ƘƻƻŘ ƻǾŜǊ Ƴȅ ƘŜŀŘ 
and walked out the door glumly. My hair was the last thing on my mind. 

I climbed the lattice, feeling better with each step that brought me closer tƻ 9ŘǿŀǊŘΩǎ ōŀƭŎƻƴȅΣ 
and climbed over, landing soundlessly, and knocking on the glass door timidly. Edward 
answered without looking at my face and let me in. Once he glanced up and saw the back of my 
hooded head, I felt him slowly pull it down, letting my very unshiny hair free. 

I walked over to his bed without speaking or looking at him and unloaded his meal from my 
packed bag. I heard him flop down onto the bed and begin opening the containers as I shuffled 
my way to the couch. Once I turned around and met 9ŘǿŀǊŘǎΩǎ ƎŀȊŜΣ Ƙƛǎ ŜȅŜǎ ǿƛŘŜƴŜŘΦ 

ά²ƘŀǘΩǎ ǿǊƻƴƎΚέ IŜ ŀǎƪŜŘΣ Ƙƛǎ ŦƻǊŜƘŜŀŘ ŎǊŜŀǎƛƴƎ ƛƴ ǿƻǊǊȅ ǿƘƛƭŜ ƘŜ ǎŀǘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƳƛŘŘƭŜ ƻŦ Ƙƛǎ ōŜŘ 
holding the container of food. I grimaced and flopped down on to the couch. 

L ǎƛƎƘŜŘ ŀƴŘ ŘŀǊǘŜŘ Ƴȅ ŜȅŜǎ Řƻǿƴ ǘƻ Ƴȅ ƭŀǇΦ ά9ŘǿŀǊŘΣ L ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ƭŜŀǾŜ ǘƻƳƻǊǊƻǿΦέ L ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊŜŘΣ 
never looking up. I played with my fingers while the room grew silent and still. It was thick and 
heavy, and I wished it never had to happen in the first place. 

ά¸ƻǳ ŦǳŎƪƛƴƎ ǇǊƻƳƛǎŜŘ ƳŜΦέ 9ŘǿŀǊŘ ƎǊƻǿƭŜŘ ŀŎŎǳǎƛƴƎƭȅ from the bed. I grimaced and peeked 
up from my lap to meet his hurt, narrowed eyes. It broke my heart to see him hurt, and to think 
ǘƘŀǘ L ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜ ƻƴŜ ŎŀǳǎƛƴƎ ƛǘΦ aȅ ŜȅŜǎ ǿŜƭƭŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ǘŜŀǊǎ ōȅ ƛƴǎǘƛƴŎǘΦ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ ǘƘƛƴƪ L ƘŀŘ ŀƴȅ 
left to cry. 

άL ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ǘŜǎǘƛŦȅ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǘǊƛŀƭΦ LǘΩǎ ǘǿŜƭǾŜ ŘŀȅǎΦέ L ŎǊƻŀƪŜŘ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ǘƘŜ ǘŜŀǊǎ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŜǊŜ ŦƛƎƘǘƛƴƎ 
ǘƘŜƛǊ ǿŀȅ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ Ƴȅ ŜȅŜƭƛŘǎΦ 9ŘǿŀǊŘΩǎ ŦŀŎŜ ǎƻŦǘŜƴŜŘ ŀ ƭƛǘǘƭŜΣ ŀƴŘ ƘŜ Ǉǳǘ Ƙƛǎ ŦƻǊƪ ŘƻǿƴΦ 

ά¸ƻǳΩƭƭ ōŜ ōŀŎƪΚέ IŜ ŀǎƪŜŘ ŜȅŜƛƴƎ ƳŜ ǎƪŜǇǘƛŎŀƭƭȅΦ L ƴƻŘŘŜŘ ŀǘ ƘƛƳ ǎƭƻǿƭȅ ƴŜǾŜǊ taking my eyes 
off of him. His face relaxed and turned more into a frown than anything else. He stared down 
into his container of food, with a little lock of hair falling over his eyes. He covered it up without 
a word, and set it down beside the bed. 

άLΩƳ ǊŜŀŘȅ ŦƻǊ ōŜŘ ƴƻǿΦέ IŜ ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊŜŘΣ ǎǘŀǊƛƴƎ ŀǘ Ƙƛǎ ƭŀǇΦ L ƴƻŘŘŜŘ ŀƴŘ Ǝƻǘ ǳǇ ƻŦŦ ǘƘŜ ǎƻŦŀΣ 
grabbing my bag and shuffling into the bathroom, just as ready as he was to be in that bed. I 
barely brushed my teeth; I rushed, just itching to get in the bed with Edward. 

When I walked back out, Edward was already in his pajamas and sliding the covers of the bed 
down. He glanced at me with a sad expression that just made my mood worse. I shuffled to the 
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bed and crawled into it and under the covers while he did the same. Once we were both lying 
on our backs, he lifted an arm to the lamp on the table and turned it off. 

Just like always, just like instinct, we turned toward each other and wrapped the other in our 
arms. Edward pressed me to him tightly, burying his face into my hair, and mine into his hard 
chest. I breathed in deeply, feeling him doing the same. I pulled my arm up, around his shoulder 
slowly and began caressing his soft messy hair, making him sigh into the top of my head. I got a 
little shiver, so he held mŜ ǘƛƎƘǘŜǊ ǘƻ ƘƛƳΣ ǎƻ ƘŀǊŘ ƛǘ ŦŜƭǘ ŘƛŦŦƛŎǳƭǘ ǘƻ ōǊŜŀǘƘŜΣ ōǳǘ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŎŀǊŜΦ Lƴ 
fact I moved impossibly closer, tangling my legs in his and nuzzling into his warmth. He sighed 
again and I began humming softly. 

άbƻǘ ȅŜǘΦέ IŜ ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊŜŘ ƛƴǘƻ Ƴȅ ƘŀƛǊΦ L ƛƳƳŜŘƛŀǘely ceased my humming, but kept stroking his 
hair and breathing him in. I nodded, understanding the need to appreciate the moment for a 
little longer. I could feel his big hand begin rubbing up and down my back slowly, pressing me 
against his chest while my fingers tangled into his hair and he nuzzled even further into mine. 

After minutes I felt him press a soft kiss to the top of my head while still rubbing my back. I 
ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘŀǘ ƛǘ ǿŀǎΣ ōǳǘ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ǎƻŦǘ ƪƛǎǎ Ƨǳǎǘ ōǊƻƪŜ ƳŜΦ L ǿŀǎ ǘƛǊŜŘ ƻŦ ǘaking 
what I could get. I tilted my head up slowly to meet his eyes. When he felt my head move he 
leaned his head back a bit to meet mine. All I needed was one glace at those sad green eyes, 
and my mind was made up. 

I used the hand that was stroking his hair and slid it down to the nape of his neck. He gazed 
ǉǳƛȊȊƛŎŀƭƭȅ ƛƴǘƻ Ƴȅ ŜȅŜǎΣ ōǳǘ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƛƳŜ ŦƻǊ ǉǳƛȊȊŜǎ ŀƴŘ ǉǳŜǎǘƛƻƴǎΣ ƻǊ L ǿƻǳƭŘ ƭƻǎŜ ǘƘŜ 
nerve. So I quickly pulled my face up and put my lips on his. 

He stiffened and halted his movements on my back. Completely. 

ά{ǘƻǇΦέ IŜ ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊŜŘ ŀƎŀƛƴǎǘ Ƴȅ ƭƛǇǎΦ 

But I kept going. I grabbed his pouty bottom lip and kissed it softly between mine, waiting for 
ƘƛƳ ǘƻ ǊŜǎǇƻƴŘΦ .ǳǘ ƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘΦ IŜ ǿŀǎ ǎǘƛƭƭ ǎǘƛŦŦΦ {ƻ L ŘƛŘ ǿƘŀǘ ƘŜ ŘƛŘ ǘƻ ƳŜ ǿƘŜƴ L ǿŀǎ ŦǊƻȊŜƴΦ L 
slid my hand around from his neck and cupped his face, gently rubbing his cheek with my 
ǘƘǳƳō ŀƴŘ ǘŀƪƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ ōƻǘǘƻƳ ƭƛǇ ŀƎŀƛƴΦ .ǳǘ ƛǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǿƻǊƪΦ L ǇǳƭƭŜŘ ōŀŎƪ ƳƛƴǳǘŜƭȅ ŀƴŘ ǘƻƻƪ Ƙƛǎ 
top lip between mine, softly kissing it and forcing my bottom lip in between his, hoping he 
would respond soon. 

With one big gust of air, Edward finally responded. He brought his hand up my back and to the 
back of my head, crushing my lips into his. I began breathing heavily, sucking on his lips while 
he sucked on mine. I brought my hand to his hair and fisted the back of it, pulling his face closer 
ǘƻ ƳƛƴŜΦ L ƻǇŜƴŜŘ Ƴȅ ƳƻǳǘƘ ŀƴŘ ŘǊŀƎƎŜŘ Ƴȅ ǘƻƴƎǳŜ ŀŎǊƻǎǎ Ƙƛǎ ōƻǘǘƻƳ ƭƛǇΦ IŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƘŜǎƛǘŀǘŜ 
like last time. He darted his tongue out and met mine, making me moan softly. He just pressed 
me closer to him, shoving his tongue into my mouth while I massaged it with mine. I sighed into 
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his mouth, wrestling with his tongue and pressing my body closer. He groaned loudly into my 
ƳƻǳǘƘ ŀƎŀƛƴΣ ƳŀƪƛƴƎ Ƴȅ ǿƘƻƭŜ ōƻŘȅ ƘŜŀǘ ǳǇΦ .ǳǘ ǘƘƛǎ ǘƛƳŜ ƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ Ǉǳƭl away. 

Instead he pushed me over onto my back and rolled on top of me never breaking the kiss, 
holding himself up with one palm while the other pulled my face closer. I fisted my other hand 
into his hair and tilted my head so I could go deeper into his mouth. He groaned again and 
pressed down onto my body with more weight. I could feel every inch of his body pressed 
tightly against mine. And the feeling of what I was doing to him made me moan into his mouth 
again. 

He pulled away from my lips and started kissing and licking his way down my jaw to my throat. 
We were both gasping and our chests were pressed together so tightly that we were panting 
the same rhythm. I titled my head to give him better access, moaning at the sensation of his 
tongue on my neck. When I moaned he shifted roughly into my hips. And I could feel all of him. 
But I was too far gone to care about being indecent. I brought my feet up and wrapped them 
around his waist, whimpering softly, and needing to feel him do it again. He let out a throaty 
growl against my skin and shifted between my hips again, earning another moan from me while 
I pulled and tugged at his hair, pushing him further into my neck where he was kissing and 
licking. 

It felt like every cell in my body was on fire. He lifted his lips from my neck and dragged them up 
ǘƻǿŀǊŘǎ Ƴȅ ŜŀǊΦ L ŎƻǳƭŘ ƘŜŀǊ Ƙƛǎ ŜǾŜǊȅ ǊŀǎǇȅ ōǊŜŀǘƘΦ ά²Ŝ ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ ŦǳŎƪƛƴƎ ǎǘƻǇΦέ IŜ ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊŜŘ 
in my ear huskily. But I shook my head, panting, and shifted my hips against his again, arching 
my back off the bed, closer to his chest. 

άCǳŎƪέ IŜ ƎǊƻŀƴŜŘ ƭƻǳŘƭȅ ƛƴǘƻ Ƴȅ ŜŀǊ ŀƴŘ ŘǊƻǇǇŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ƘŜŀŘ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŎǊƻƻƪ ƻŦ Ƴȅ ƴŜŎƪΣ ƎŀǎǇƛƴƎ 
for air and shaking his head, causing his nose to tickle my neck. And I was thinking that even 
though my virtue was supposed to mean something, I coǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǉǳƛǘŜ ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊ ǿƘȅΦ .ǳǘ ǘƘƛǎ 
time he pulled away. He rolled over beside me onto his back, his chest heaving up and down, 
and his eyes still closed. 

I lied on my back, licking my swollen lips and catching my breath, and wanting to touch Edward 
in very inappropriate places. We laid there for minutes, until our breathing calmed down. I 
chanced a peek over at Edward and he still had his eyes closed. 

ά9ŘǿŀǊŘΚέ L ōǊŜŀǘƘŜŘΣ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ƘƻǇƛƴƎ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ Ƨǳǎǘ Ǌǳƛƴ ŜǾŜǊȅǘƘƛƴƎΦ IŜ ƻǇŜƴŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ŜȅŜǎ ŀƴŘ ǎƭƻǿƭȅ 
turned hiǎ ƘŜŀŘ ǘƻ ƳŜŜǘ Ƴȅ ƎŀȊŜΦ IŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƭƻƻƪ ŀƴƎǊȅΣ ƻǊ ǳǇǎŜǘΦ Iƛǎ ŜȅŜǎ ǿŜǊŜ ŘŀǊƪΣ ŀƴŘ ƘŜ 
had a look of what I assumed, and hoped, to be lust in his eyes. 

IŜ ƭŜǘ ƻǳǘ ŀ ƘŜŀǾȅ ǎƛƎƘ ŀƴŘ ǎƘƻƻƪ Ƙƛǎ ƘŜŀŘΦ ά¢Ƙŀǘ ǿŀǎ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ŦǳŎƪƛƴƎ ǎǘǳǇƛŘΦέ IŜ ƳǳǘǘŜǊŜŘΦ L 
frowned at him. Not really understanding what was stupid about it. 

IŜ ǊƻƭƭŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ŜȅŜǎ ŀǘ ƳŜ ƛƴ ŀ ǾŜǊȅ 9ŘǿŀǊŘ ŦŀǎƘƛƻƴ ŀƴŘ ǊƻƭƭŜŘ ƻǾŜǊ ƻƴǘƻ Ƙƛǎ ǎƛŘŜΦ άLΩƳ ǊŜŀŘȅ 
ƴƻǿΦέ IŜ ǎƛƎƘŜŘΣ ǘƘŜƴ ǎŎƻƻǇŜŘ ƳŜ ǳǇ ŀƴŘ ǊŜǎǳƳŜŘ ƻǳǊ ŜŀǊƭƛŜǊ ǇƻǎƛǘƛƻƴΦ 
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As I pressed myself closer to Edward, I coǳƭŘ ǎŜŜ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ǎǘƛƭƭ ǉǳƛǘŜ ŜȄŎƛǘŜŘΦ .ǳǘ ƛǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ōƻǘƘŜǊ 
me any. I pushed myself closer and he hissed, so I stilled, and began stroking his hair. I wanted 
ǘƻ ǘŜƭƭ ƘƛƳ L ǿŀǎ ǎƻǊǊȅ ŦƻǊ ƳŀƪƛƴƎ ƘƛƳ ŦŜŜƭ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘŀǘΦ .ǳǘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅΣ L ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǎƻǊǊȅ ŀǘ ŀƭƭΦ IŜ ōǳǊƛŜŘ Ƙis 
head into my hair once again and started breathing deeply, so I began humming to him quietly. 
Once he was asleep, I nuzzled into his chest and closed my eyes. Enjoying my last night of sleep 
for twelve days. And praying there would be more when I got back. 

× 

The stupid alarm clock was back. The weekend must have spoiled me quite a bit. I squeezed 
9ŘǿŀǊŘΩǎ ŎƘŜǎǘ ŀǎ ƘŀǊŘ ŀǎ L ŎƻǳƭŘΣ ǿƛƭƭƛƴƎ ƘƛƳ ƴƻǘ ǘƻ ǘǳǊƴ ŀǿŀȅ ŀŦǘŜǊ ǿƘŀǘ ƘŀǇǇŜƴŜŘ ƭŀǎǘ ƴƛƎƘǘΦ 
Willing him to show some sort of sign that he was okay with it. Willing him not to pull away. 

He did. He groaned and rolled over, pawing at the alarm clock sleepily with his eyes still closed. 
I frowned and slowly slid out of bed, shuffling drowsily to the sofa to get my bag. I plucked it off 
the floor and drug my feet to the bathroom with my head down. 

I closed the door with a timid click and slid against it until I was sitting. I was so stupid. Just 
grabbing Edward and kissing him like it was no big deal. I let my emotions get the better of me, 
and now not only was I in serious danger of rejection, but there was so much more on the line 
when he finally did it. 

I sat there for a while, stewing in self hatred before finally picking myself up off the floor and 
looking in the mirror. My cheeks were flushed, of course. And that stupid toothbrush was 
ǎƛǘǘƛƴƎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƘƻƭŘŜǊ ƴŜȄǘ ǘƻ ƘƛǎΦ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ ǳǎŜ ƛǘΦ L Ƨǳǎǘ ŎƘŀƴƎŜŘ Ƴȅ ŎƭƻǘƘŜǎ ŀƴŘ ƘŜŀǾŜŘ ŀ 
heavy sigh and put my hood up. 

When I walked out into the room, Edward was running his fingers through his hair with his eyes 
closed. Just like always. Not talking or saying anything at all. It hurt. I immediately felt stupid 
again. I walked over to the bed side table and began piling it with bags of cookies, fighting back 
the tears that were threatening to spill over. The last bag I placed on top of the stack, Bye Bye 
Brandy Snaps mocked me with its stupid black sharpie ink. I closed my eyes for a moment, 
ǎǘŀƴŘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜǊŜ ōŜǎƛŘŜ ǘƘŜ ōŜŘ ǘƘŀǘ L ǎŎǊŜǿŜŘ ŜǾŜǊȅǘƘƛƴƎ ǳǇ ƛƴ ŀƴŘ ƧǳǎǘΧ ǘǊƛŜŘ ǘƻ ōŜ ƴǳƳōΦ 
Prayed for numb. 

Once I opened my eyes, I spared on glance towards Edward in the bed. He was lying in bed 
entirely still with his bronze messy hair all over the place from all my pulling and stroking, 
staring at me blankly. No emotion, no anger, no lust, no love, no concern. Just blank. I closed 
my eyes slowly and turned around; hating that that was the last memory I was going to have of 
him for the next twelve days. An already hard and painful twelve days. 

I made my way to the door, shuffling with my hood up and my head down. 
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ά²ŀƛǘΦέ 9ŘǿŀǊŘ ƻǊŘŜǊŜŘ softly from the bed. I stiffened, dreading what his next words would 
be, and slowly turned around to meet his gaze. He was still blank. I stood, waiting for the 
ƛƴŜǾƛǘŀōƭŜ ǿƻǊŘǎΦ .ǳǘ ƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǎŀȅ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎΦ IŜ Ƨǳǎǘ ǊŜŀŎƘŜŘ Řƻǿƴ ƻƴŜ ŀǊƳ ǳƴŘŜǊ ǘƘŜ ōŜŘ ŀƴŘ 
pulled out his black leather-bound sketchbook and held it out to me. 

I stood there for a moment, not understanding what his sketchbook had to do with anything 
before I made my way to the bed and took the book out of his hand. 

ά5ƻƴΩǘ ŦǳŎƪƛƴƎ ƭƻƻƪ ŀǘ ƛǘ ǳƴǘƛƭ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ƎƻƴŜΦέ IŜ ǎƴŀǇǇŜŘ ƘŀǊǎƘƭȅ ǿƛǘƘ ƴŀǊǊƻǿŜŘ ŜȅŜǎΦ L ŦƭƛƴŎƘŜŘ 
away from his hard voice and turned hastily towards the door, running out to the balcony and 
slamming the door shut. I climbed down through blurry vision and ran through the dark yards 
to my house, passing the gazebo with a sob. 

× 

Esme drove me to Sea-Tac at ten in the morning. I stared out the windows at all the green that I 
had come to love, dreading having to leave. And dreading having to come back. All at the same 
ǘƛƳŜΦ 9ǎƳŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǎŀȅ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƳŜ ǘƘŜ ŜƴǘƛǊŜ ŘǊƛǾŜΦ Wǳǎǘ ƻŎŎasionally patted my hand 
lovingly. I wanted to smile at her and tell her I was going to be okay. But that was bullshit. 

L ƭŜŦǘ ƘŜǊ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŀƛǊǇƻǊǘ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ƘǳƎ ŀƴŘ ŀ ƪƛǎǎΣ ŀƴŘ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǘŜƭƭ ƘŜǊ L ǿƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ƻƪŀȅΣ ōǳǘ ǎƘŜ 
understood. Or at least she thought she did. I walked through the crowd of people grimacing 
with my hood up and my head down. When my flight to Phoenix was finally announced, I 
entered the airplane glancing around me, cringing at all the people packed so closely together, 
and grateful that Esme bought two seats right next to each other just so I could sit alone. 

I hurried to my seat and took the window, putting my bag n the seat next to mine to emphasize 
the fact that I wanted to be alone. It took the plane forever to take off. It was like a metaphor 
for my entire life. When it finally did, it was afternoon already and the sun was nowhere to be 
seen. Clouds as far as the eye could see. 

hƴŎŜ ǿŜ ǿŜǊŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŀƛǊΣ L ǎƭƛŘ Ƴȅ ƘŀƴŘ ƛƴǘƻ Ƴȅ ŘǳŦŦŜƭ ōŀƎ ŀƴŘ ǇǳƭƭŜŘ ƻǳǘ 9ŘǿŀǊŘΩǎ ōƭŀŎƪ 
sketchbook. I fingered the cover reverently, holding back tears at all the stupid things I had 
done. I opened it cautiously to the first page. There was an amazingly good sketch of a young 
ǿƻƳŀƴΦ aŀȅōŜ ƛƴ ƘŜǊ ƭŀǘŜ ǘǿŜƴǘƛŜǎΦ {ƘŜ ƘŀŘ 9ŘǿŀǊŘΩǎ ǇŜǊŦŜŎǘƭȅ ǎǘǊŀƛƎƘǘ ƴƻǎŜ ŀƴŘ ŀ ōƛƎ ǎƳƛƭŜ 
on her lips. I glanced down at the corner to read the details of the sketch in neat script. 

Edward Cullen 

July 

Elizabeth Masen 
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I raked my eyes over the perfect sketch carefully, realizing this must be his mother, and 
surprised to learn his real last name for the first time. 

I turned the page, and it was her again, in a different pose, happier and smiling with another 
man, who I assumed was his father, Edward Masen, Sr. He had the same messy hair as Edward 
did. It made me smile seeing it. I fingered the page carefully, noting all the tiny details. Edward 
was truly talented. 

I kept flipping, and there were dozens and dozens of sketches of his parents, all meticulously 
drawn during long nights of boredom while he was trying to stay awake. It made me frown and 
smile all at once. But then while I was flipping through the pages, one caught my eye that 
ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŜƛǘƘŜǊ ƻŦ ǘƘŜƳΦ 

It was a girl. In a black hoodie. It was me. Sitting in his room on the black leather sofa reading a 
book. I ran my hand along all the black shading awestruck. I flipped the page and it was me 
again, laying my head down on the picnic table at the gazebo, smiling. The next page was me 
ǘƘǊƻǿƛƴƎ Ƴȅ ƘŜŀŘ ōŀŎƪ ƛƴ ƭŀǳƎƘǘŜǊΦ ¢ƘŜǊŜ ǿŜǊŜ ǇŀƎŜǎ ŀƳƻƴƎ ǇŀƎŜǎ ƻŦ ƧǳǎǘΧ me. I furrowed my 
brow and looked down at the corner of all the pages. They all said the same thing. 

Edward Cullen. 

November 

My girl. 

 

 

 

 
 
I woke up, all tangled in shiny fucking curls. They smelled so fucking good. Then I stiffened, 
remembering how the curls taunted me, and rolled over with a groan. I felt Bella roll out of bed, 
and I forced myself to keep my eyes closed and not look at them anymore. 

I heard her shuffling out of the bathroom ten minutes later and hastily packing up her things. 
Once I was sure she was out the door, I let my eyes finally open. I pathetically sniffed her pillow 
one more time before I rolled my eyes at myself and rolled out of bed. 

aȅ Řŀȅ ǿŀǎ ŦǳŎƪƛƴƎ ōƻǊƛƴƎΦ ¢ƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ ǘƻ Řƻ ōǳǘ ǎƪŜǘŎƘΦ !ƴŘ L ǎǇŜƴǘ Ƴȅ ŜƴǘƛǊŜ Řŀȅ 
sketching those shiny fucking curls. Three pages of them in fact. I felt so fucking stupid, and I 
was wondering if I was going to end up as one of those hair fetish freaks or some shit. 
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By ten I had put my foot down on the shiny fucking curl situation. I refused to let them control 
me. So when she came back at ten that night, I opened the door without looking at her. Fearing 
the shiny fucking curls. But as she walked past me I saw her hood was up again. And for some 
reason, I was pathetically disappointed. I slowly reached up and pulled her hood down like I 
always did. No pretty shiny curls. 

She began unloading my meal on my bead with her back towards me, never speaking. I tried 
not to read too much into it, and flopped down on the bed while she shuffled to the couch. I 
began opening the containers, smelling them reverently. But when I looked up, Bella turned at 
the same time. And the look in her eyes scared the shit out of me. Pain. 

ά²ƘŀǘΩǎ ǿǊƻƴƎΚέ L ŀǎƪŜŘΣ ǘǊȅƛƴƎ ƴƻǘ ǘƻ ǇŀƴƛŎΦ {ƘŜ ƎǊƛƳŀŎŜŘ ŀƴŘ ŦƭƻǇǇŜŘ Řƻǿƴ ƻƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƭŜŀǘƘŜǊ 
sofa. 

She let out a heavy ǎƛƎƘΣ ŀƴŘ ǎƘƛŦǘŜŘ ƘŜǊ ƎŀȊŜ ǘƻǿŀǊŘǎ ƘŜǊ ƭŀǇΦ L ŦǳǊǊƻǿŜŘ Ƴȅ ōǊƻǿΦ ά9ŘǿŀǊŘΣ L 
ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ƭŜŀǾŜ ǘƻƳƻǊǊƻǿΦέ {ƘŜ ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊŜŘΣ ǎƻ ǉǳƛŜǘƭȅ L ŎƻǳƭŘ ōŀǊŜƭȅ ƘŜŀǊΦ 

But I knew what she said. It had been my biggest fear for weeks. She was fucking leaving. Just 
like everyone ŜƭǎŜ L ŜǾŜǊ ŦǳŎƪƛƴƎ ŎŀǊŜŘ ŀōƻǳǘΦ !ƴŘ ŀŦǘŜǊ ǎƘŜ ŦǳŎƪƛƴƎ ǇǊƻƳƛǎŜŘΧ 

ά¸ƻǳ ŦǳŎƪƛƴƎ ǇǊƻƳƛǎŜŘ ƳŜΦέ L ƎǊƻǿƭŜŘΣ ƘǳǊǘ ŀƴŘ ŀƴƎǊȅ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǿƘƻƭŜ ŦǳŎƪƛƴƎ ǊƻǳǘƛƴŜ ǿŀǎ ƎƻƛƴƎ 
away. I would never fucking sleep again. And my girl was gone. She grimaced and met my gaze, 
and I was staring fucking daggers at her. 

άL ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ǘŜǎǘƛŦȅ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǘǊƛŀƭΦ LǘΩǎ ǘǿŜƭǾŜ ŘŀȅǎΦέ {ƘŜ ŎǊƻŀƪŜŘΣ ǎƻǳƴŘƛƴƎ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǾŜǊƎŜ ƻŦ ǘŜŀǊǎΦ aȅ 
face softened with that sound. I fucking hated seeing my girl cry, even if she was leaving me. 
Then her words sunk in. 

ά¸ƻǳΩƭƭ ōŜ ōŀŎƪΚέ L ŀǎƪŜŘΣ ŜȅŜƛƴƎ ƘŜǊ ǎƪŜǇǘƛŎŀƭƭȅ ŀƴŘ ǎŜǘǘƛƴƎ Ƴȅ ŦƻǊƪ ŘƻǿƴΦ {ƘŜ ǎƭƻǿƭȅ ƴƻŘŘŜŘΣ 
holding my gaze for a few moments. I knew her better than to think she wanted to do this. Go 
and face that fucking monster. I frowned into my container of food, realizing that my girl would 
ōŜ ƎƻƴŜ ŦƻǊ ǘǿŜƭǾŜ ŦǳŎƪƛƴƎ ŘŀȅǎΦ LΩŘ ōŜ ŀƭƻƴŜΦ !ƴŘ ŦǳŎƪƛƴƎ ǘƛǊŜŘΦ 

I covered the container up, not wanting to waste the little bit of time we had left with 
something stupid like fucking eating, and set it beside the bed, staring at my lap and feeling 
ŦǳŎƪƛƴƎ ǘƛǊŜŘΦ άLΩƳ ǊŜŀŘȅ ǘƻ Ǝƻ ǘƻ ōŜŘ ƴƻǿΦέ L ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊŜŘΣ Ƨǳǎǘ ƴŜŜŘƛƴƎ ǘƻ ŦŜŜƭ ƘŜǊ ƴŜȄǘ ǘƻ ƳŜΦ L 
heard her get up and begin shuffling to the bathroom. 

I began throwing on my pajamas while my girl was in the bathroom putting on hers. L ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ 
wait to get into that bed. She was fucking leaving. The routine would be gone for twelve days. 
And so would my girl. 

When I heard the door open, I glanced over at her. She looked so fucking sad that it made me 
sad. I pulled down the covers and ǎƭƛŘ ǳƴŘŜǊ ǘƘŜƳΣ ǿƘƛƭŜ ǎƘŜ ŘƛŘ ǘƘŜ ǎŀƳŜΦ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǿŀǎǘŜ ǘƛƳŜΦ L 
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reached up and turned the light out and scooped my girl up. I buried my face into her soft hair, 
pressing her little body tight against my chest. I breathed it in. All fucking brown and flowers 
ŀƴŘ ŎƻƻƪƛŜǎΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŀǎ ǎƘƛƴȅ ǘƻƴƛƎƘǘΣ ōǳǘ ƛǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŦǳŎƪƛƴƎ ƳŀǘǘŜǊ ǘƻ ƳŜΦ 

L ŦŜƭǘ ƘŜǊ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ŦƛƴƎŜǊǎ ǿƻǊƪƛƴƎ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ Ƴȅ ƘŀƛǊ ŀƴŘ L ǎƛƎƘŜŘ ƛƴǘƻ ƘŜǊǎΦ {ƘŜ ǎƘƛǾŜǊŜŘΣ ŀƴŘ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ 
want my girl to be cold, so I held her tighter. Probably too fucking tight. But I wanted to keep 
her next to me. Make her fucking stay. Keep her monsters away for just one more night. As if 
knowing exactly what I was offering, she nuzzled her head into my chest, tickling my nose with 
all her hair. 

But then she started humming, and L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ƛǘ ǘƻ ŜƴŘ ȅŜǘΦ L ǿŀƴǘŜŘ ǘƻ ǎǘŀȅ ƴŜȄǘ ǘƻ ƘŜǊ 
conscious for a just a few more fucking minutes. 

άbƻǘ ȅŜǘΦέ L ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊŜŘ ŀƎŀƛƴǎǘ ƘŜǊ ƘŜŀŘΦ {ƘŜ ƛƳƳŜŘƛŀǘŜƭȅ ǎǘƻǇǇŜŘ ƘǳƳƳƛƴƎ ŀƴŘ ƴƻŘŘŜŘ ƛƴǘƻ 
my chest. Her little fingers felt so fucking good in my hair. I wanted her to feel something like 
that. Anything like that. So I began rubbing her back. Firmly but slowly up and down from her 
neck to her waist, tangling her hair beneath my fingers with each hard caress. 

She tangled her fingers further into my hair, and it made my eyes roll back into my head a little. 
I nuzzled further into hers. It was everywhere, all over my face. My nose pressing into her head, 
just trying to drink in as much as I possibly fucking could before it all went away. I kept rubbing 
her back. She seemed to like it. 

Without even thinking about it, I tilted my head slightly and pressed a soft kiss to her scalp. I 
ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘȅΦ L Ƨǳǎǘ ǿŀƴǘŜŘ ǘƻ ǎƘƻǿ ƘŜǊ ƳƻǊŜ ŀŦŦŜŎǘƛƻƴΦ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ ŦǳŎƪƛƴƎ ǘƘƛƴƪ ŀōƻǳǘ ƛǘΦ 
It just felt natural. I felt her little head tilting up, so I moved mine back slightly. 

L ǿŀǎ ŀŦǊŀƛŘ L ŎǊƻǎǎŜŘ ŀ ƭƛƴŜ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ǎƻŦǘ ƘŜŀŘ ƪƛǎǎΦ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƳŜŀƴ ŦƻǊ ƛǘ ǘƻ ōŜ ǊƻƳŀƴǘƛŎ ƻǊ 
anything, I just needed to show her how I was feeling in that moment. Once I could see her 
face, I darted I gazed into her big brown orbs. She had the strangest look on her face. It 
reminded me of Jazz when he finally worked up the balls to talk to Brandon. Determined. 

Then her little hand was sliding down my head and onto my neck. I furrowed my brows at her, 
wondering what the fuck was going on. Then she pulled her face up and put her lips on mine. I 
fucking froze. Everything froze. Her little soft warm lips were pressing against mine. And I was 
panicking, because one more kiss was sure to make that fucking switch turn on. And neither of 
us wanted that. 

ά{ǘƻǇΦέ L ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊŜŘ ŀƎŀƛƴǎǘ ƘŜǊ ƭƛǇǎΦ {ƘŜ ǿƻǳƭŘ ŦǳŎƪƛƴƎ ǎǘƻǇΣ ŀƴŘ L ǿƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ŦƛƴŜΦ LΩŘ ƴŜǾŜǊ ōǊƛƴƎ 
it up again, and things could stay normal. Her eyes were closed, but mine remained open in 
shock. Why the fuck is she doing this? 
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She kept fucking going. Grabbing my bottom lip in between hers, just like I fucking taught her to 
ŘƻΦ .ǳǘ L ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ŦǳŎƪƛƴƎ ƳƻǾŜΦ .ŜŎŀǳǎŜ L ǿŀǎ ŦƻŎǳǎƛƴƎ ƻƴ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ ŜƭǎŜ ōǳǘ ƘŜǊ ƭƛǇǎ ƻƴ ƳƛƴŜ 
and her soft body flush against me. 

Then she moved her little warm hand around from my neck and cupped my face, rubbing her 
thumb over my cheek. And I briefly wanted to praise her for paying such good attention on the 
last kiss I gave her. But then she grabbed my lip in between hers again, sucking softly and 
lightly. And I was fucking grasping for control, trying not to move, because if I did, everything 
would be ruined. 

But then she moved to my top lip and forced her bottom in between mine. And having her soft 
pouty bottom lip just right fucking there broke me. Every nerve in my body was waking up and 
coming to life. And suddenly, I was a hormonal teenage motherfucker. I brought my hand up 
from her back and pulled her to me roughly, crushing her lips against mine. All the air left my 
lungs as I began sucking on her bottom lip. That same fucking lip. And she was doing the same, 
and she was doing it so fucking good, fisting her little hand into my hair and pressing me against 
ƘŜǊ ƳƻǳǘƘ ƘŀǊŘŜǊΦ ²ƘŜƴ L ŦŜƭǘ ƘŜǊ ǘƻƴƎǳŜ ŎƻƳŜ ƻǳǘΣ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŦǊŜŜȊŜ ǳǇ ƭƛƪŜ ƭŀǎǘ time. I was too 
fucking far gone. 

I darted my tongue out and licked hers. And she fucking moaned. And the sound of her soft 
little moan made me harder than Jessica fucking Stanley and Lauren Mallory combined. I pulled 
her to me tighter, satisfied that she was enjoying this almost as much as I was, and forced my 
tongue into her warm mouth. And she tasted so fucking good with her tongue pressing against 
mine while she sighed into my mouth. She just kept pressing herself against me and pulling my 
face closer, panting into my mouth. And for the first time ever, I finally allowed myself to really 
feel all of Bella against me. And my girl felt so fucking sexy pressed against me that I groaned 
into her mouth. It was the groan that always told me it was going too fucking far. 

.ǳǘ L ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ Ǉǳƭƭ ŀǿŀȅΦ L ƘŀŘ ǘƻ ŦŜŜƭ ƘŜǊ ōŜƴŜŀǘƘ ƳŜΤ L ƘŀŘ ǘƻ ŦŜŜƭ ƘŜǊ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ǎƻŦǘ ōƻŘȅ ǇǊŜǎǎŜŘ 
against mine completely. So I rolled us over. Like the hormonal teenage motherfucker I was. I 
held my upper body up with one palm on the bed, but used the other to pull her face closer. 
And I was idly wondering if this was too much for Bella too fast. But then she fisted her other 
little hand into my hair, and tilted her head just so she could plunge her fucking tongue deeper 
into my mouth. I groaned again, and just let my palm go, pressing into her completely, just like I 
wanted to. When she felt me pressed against her, she moaned softly into my mouth again. 

.ǳǘ L ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ŦǳŎƪƛƴƎ breath. And I could feel her panting beneath me, gasping for air, so I 
ǇǳƭƭŜŘ ŀǿŀȅ ŦǊƻƳ ƘŜǊ ƭƛǇǎΦ .ǳǘ L ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǎǘƻǇΦ L ōŜƎŀƴ ƪƛǎǎƛƴƎ Ƴȅ ǿŀȅ Řƻǿƴ ƘŜǊ ƧŀǿΣ ƭƛŎƪƛƴƎ 
every now and again to taste her warm skin. When I made it to her neck, I began sucking and 
licking and just fucking enjoying the shit out of turning switch on. But then she had to moan 
ŀƎŀƛƴΦ !ƴŘ ōȅ ǊŜŦƭŜȄ ŀǘ ƘŜŀǊƛƴƎ ƛǘΣ L ǎƘƻǾŜŘ Ƴȅ ƘŀǊŘ ƻƴ ǊƛƎƘǘ ƛƴǘƻ ƘŜǊ ƘƛǇǎΦ L ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ŦǳŎƪƛƴƎ ƘŜƭǇ 
it. It was almost like she knew exactly how to drive me fucking crazy. Because when she felt me 
do that, she lifted her little legs up and wrapped them around my waist. And I could feel all of 
Bella through our flimsy flannel pajama pants, and my hard on was right in between her hips. 
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And she had heat just fucking radiating from between her legs. She whimpered softly, her little 
fists pushing my face into her neck. She fucking liked it. And so did I. So why not? 

I growled into her neck and shoved into her again, rougher. Just fucking needing to feel the 
ŦǊƛŎǘƛƻƴ ŀƴŘ ŀƭƭ ƻŦ .ŜƭƭŀΩǎ ƘŜŀǘΦ !ƴŘ ǎƘŜ ƳƻŀƴŜŘ ŀƎŀƛƴΦ L ǇŀƴǘŜŘ ƛƴǘƻ ƘŜǊ ƴŜŎƪ ŀƴŘ clenched my 
ŜȅŜǎ ŎƭƻǎŜŘΣ ǊŜŀƭƛȊƛƴƎ ǘƘŀǘ ƛŦ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ Řƻ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ǎƻƻƴΣ ǿŜΩŘ ōŜ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻƻ ŦǳŎƪƛƴƎ ŦŀǊΦ {ƻ L ƭƛŦǘŜŘ 
my lips up slightly and dragged my bottom lip up her neck to her ear. 

My breath was raspy and husky, and all I could feel was my hard on shovŜŘ ƛƴ ōŜǘǿŜŜƴ ǳǎΦ ά²Ŝ 
ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ ŦǳŎƪƛƴƎ ǎǘƻǇΦέ L ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊŜŘ ƛƴǘƻ ƘŜǊ ŜŀǊΦ !ƴŘ ǿŜ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ŦǳŎƪƛƴƎ ŘƛŘΦ .ŜŎŀǳǎŜ ǘƘŜǊŜΩǎ ƻƴƭȅ 
so much provocation a hormonal teenage motherfucker can take. But Bella had different ideas. 
She shook her fucking head, arching up to press her chest against mine and rubbed her hips 
roughly against my dick again. 

άCǳŎƪέΦ L ƎǊƻŀƴŜŘ ƛƴǘƻ ƘŜǊ ŜŀǊΦ L ŘǊƻǇǇŜŘ Ƴȅ ƘŜŀŘ Řƻǿƴ ǘƻ ƘŜǊ ƴŜŎƪ ŀƴŘ ǎƘƻƻƪ ƛǘΦ {ƘŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ 
going to help me end this shit. I was all on my own. She was a hormonal teenage motherfucker 
too. Tit for fucking tat. 

I rolled off her with my eyes closed, trying to tone down all the hormones for a minute, which 
ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŦǳŎƪƛƴƎ ǿƻǊƪƛƴƎ ŀǘ ŀƭƭΦ L ǿŀǎ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ƳŀǘƘŜƳŀǘƛŎŀƭ Ŝǉǳŀǘƛƻƴǎ ƛƴ Ƴȅ ƘŜŀŘΣ Ƨǳǎǘ 
trying to get my mind off Bella panting beside me, trying to calm myself down. 

¢Ŝƴ ƳƛƴǳǘŜǎ ƭŀǘŜǊ Ƴȅ ŘƛŎƪ ǿŀǎ ǎǘƛƭƭ ǊƻŎƪ ŦǳŎƪƛƴƎ ƘŀǊŘΣ ŀƴŘ ŀƭƭ L ŎƻǳƭŘ ǘƘƛƴƪ ŀōƻǳǘ ǿŀǎ .ŜƭƭŀΩǎ 
tongue in my mouth and her hips rubbing against me. 

ά9ŘǿŀǊŘΚέ .ŜƭƭŀΩǎ ǎƻŦǘ ǾƻƛŎŜ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ ŦǊƻƳ ōŜǎƛŘŜ ƳŜΦ L ŜǾŜƴ ƎǊƻŀƴŜŘ in my fucking head hearing 
it. I was so fucked. I opened my eyes slowly and turned my head towards her. All I could see 
were those fucking red swollen lips and her licking them. The switch was still on. And now I was 
still hard, and there was no fucking way I was going to walk into that bathroom to whack off 
with Bella feet away from me. 

L ƭŜǘ ƻǳǘ ŀ ƘŜŀǾȅ ǎƛƎƘ ŀƴŘ ǎƘƻƻƪ Ƴȅ ƘŜŀŘΦ ά¢Ƙŀǘ ǿŀǎ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ŦǳŎƪƛƴƎ ǎǘǳǇƛŘΦέ L ƳǳǘǘŜǊŜŘΣ ƪƴƻǿƛƴƎ 
that I was going to have to sleep beside her all night with a throbbing erection pressed against 
her. That was bound to be a little awkward. She frowned at me for my suggestion and I just had 
to roll my fucking eyes. Let her see for herself. 

άLΩƳ ǊŜŀŘȅ ƴƻǿΦέ L ǎƛƎƘŜŘΣ Ƨǳǎǘ ǿŀƴǘƛƴƎ ǘƻ Ǝƻ ǘƻ ǎƭŜŜǇ ŀƴŘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƘŜ ǎǿƛǘŎƘ ōŀŎƪ ƻŦŦΦ L ǎŎƻoped 
her up, trying to keep my hard on as far away from her as possible, but she just kept scooting 
closer. I hissed when she moved against it, and she finally stilled. I buried my head into her hair 
and breathed deep, hoping her smell would calm the hormones. Once her humming started, I 
was drifting off to sleep. Warm and soft and completely fucking hard. 
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I woke up to the alarm clock again. And Bella was squeezing me with everything she had in her. 
And even though I really wanted to squeeze her back and just have her stay in my bed forever 
and never fucking leave, I knew she had to. So I pulled away. 

I more felt than saw her roll out of bed. I kept my eyes shut. Praying that the next time I saw 
her, the switch would be off again. I heard her close the door with a timid click, and it made my 
ƘŜŀǊǘ ŎƭŜƴŎƘΦ L ŦǳŎƪƛƴƎ ƘŀǘŜŘ ǘƛƳƛŘ ŎƭƛŎƪǎΦ LΩŘ ǘŀƪŜ ŀ ŦǳŎƪƛƴƎ ǎƭŀƳ ƻǾŜǊ ŀ ǘƛƳƛŘ ŎƭƛŎƪ ŀƴȅ ŘŀȅΦ ¢ƘŜƴ 
L ƘŜŀǊŘ ƘŜǊ ōŀŎƪ ǎƭƛŘƛƴƎ ǎƻŦǘƭȅ Řƻǿƴ ǘƘŜ ōŀǘƘǊƻƻƳ ŘƻƻǊΦ L ǿŀǎ ǇǊŜǘǘȅ ŦǳŎƪƛƴƎ ǇƻǎƛǘƛǾŜ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ 
what it was. It was just like my girl to do some shit like that. 

aƛƴǳǘŜǎ ƭŀǘŜǊΣ L ƘŜŀǊŘ ǘƘŜ ŘƻƻǊ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ōŀǘƘǊƻƻƳ ƻǇŜƴΣ ōǳǘ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƻǇŜƴ Ƴȅ ŜȅŜǎΦ L ƭƛǎǘŜƴŜŘ ǘƻ 
her shuffling around the room, packing up her shit. Then I heard her walk over to my bed side 
table. I finally let my eyes open and I turned my head towards her. She was unpacking bags of 
cookies for me. 

.ǳǘ L ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ŦǳŎƪƛƴƎ ŦƻŎǳǎ ƻƴ ǘƘŀǘΦ .ŜŎŀǳǎŜ L ǎŀǿ ƘŜǊ ŦŀŎŜ ŀƴŘ L Ƨǳǎǘ ŦǳŎƪƛƴƎ ƪƴŜǿΦ ¢ƘŜ ǎǿƛǘŎƘ 
ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ƻƴ ƻǊ ƻŦŦΦ Lǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ ŜȄƛǎǘ ŀƴȅƳƻǊŜΦ L ǎǘƛƭƭ ǿŀƴǘŜŘ ǘƻ ƭƛŎƪ ƘŜǊ ƴŜŎk and kiss her fucking 
senseless. And it scared me shitless. She turned then and met my gaze. And she was wearing 
ǘƘŀǘ ƎƻŘŘŀƳƴ ƘƻƻŘΦ L ƘŀǘŜŘ ƛǘΦ L ƘŀǘŜŘ ǘƘŜ ƘƛŘƛƴƎΦ L ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƭŜǘ ƘŜǊ ǘƘƛƴƪ L ǿŀǎ Ƨǳǎǘ ǎƻƳŜ ƘƻǊƴȅ 
asshole like Newton. I had to show her how much more she really was to me. 

She closed her eyes slowly, and turned away from me, shuffling to the door with her hood up. 
!ƴŘ L ŦǳŎƪƛƴƎ ǇŀƴƛŎƪŜŘΦ L ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƭŜǘ ƘŜǊ ǘƘƛƴƪ ƻŦ ƳŜ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŀȅΦ {ƘŜΩŘ ƴŜǾŜǊ ŦǳŎƪƛƴƎ ŎƻƳŜ ōŀŎƪΦ L 
realized the only thing I could possibly do. And I fucking hated to do it. 

ά²ŀƛǘΦέ L ŎŀƭƭŜŘ ǎƻŦǘƭȅΦ {ƘŜ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ǎƭƻǿƭȅ ŀƴŘ ƳŜǘ Ƴȅ ƎŀȊŜΦ {ǘƛƭƭ ŦǳŎƪƛƴƎ ƘƛŘƛƴƎΦ L ǊŜŀŎƘŜŘ 
my arm below my bed and produced my sketchbook. I had been drawing Bella ever since the 
first day I met her. She would open it, and see every part of my fucking soul. And I hoped and 
ǇǊŀȅŜŘ ǘƘŀǘ ǿƘŜƴ ǎƘŜ ǎŀǿ ƘŜǊǎŜƭŦ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ Ƴȅ ŜȅŜǎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǎƪŜǘŎƘōƻƻƪΣ ǎƘŜ ǿƻǳƭŘ Ƨǳǎǘ ŦǳŎƪƛƴƎΧ 
get it. 

She slowly shuffled her way to my outstretched hand and took the sketchbook from it. And I 
was really pissed off, because I had never shown anyone my sketches before, and she was still 
ŦǳŎƪƛƴƎ ƘƛŘƛƴƎ ǳƴŘŜǊ ǘƘŀǘ ƎƻŘŘŀƳƴ ƘƻƻŘΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŦǳŎƪƛƴƎ ŦŀƛǊΦ 

ά5ƻƴΩǘ ŦǳŎƪƛƴƎ ƭƻƻƪ ŀǘ ƛǘ ǳƴǘƛƭ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ƎƻƴŜέ L ǎƴŀǇǇŜŘ ƘŀǊǎƘƭȅΣ IŀǘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ƘƛŘƛƴƎΦ 

She flinched away from me and turned, sprinting out the door. And I was the asshole. Because I 
let her leave without saying anything I really wanted to. I wanted to tell her to stay. I wanted to 
tell her that I would miss her like fucking crazy. I wanted to tell her how fucking beautiful I 
thought she was. And most of all, I wanted to tell her that I would be here for her when she got 
back, and that I hoped she would keep her chin up, and be all grown up again, and face down 
that dirty fucking monster like the brave girl she was. 
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But nothing coming out of my mouth would have sounded right. So I gave her the book, and 
watched her run out. Finally seeing the look in her eyes for what it really was. Rejection. 
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Chapter 19. Rocky Road Reprieve 

 

 

 

tƘƻŜƴƛȄ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ŎƘŀƴƎŜŘ ƻƴŜ ōƛǘΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎ ǎǘƛƭƭ ŘŜŀŘ ŀƴŘ ŘǊȅΣ Ƨǳǎǘ ƭƛƪŜ LΩŘ ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊŜŘΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎ ǎƻ 
ŦƛǘǘƛƴƎΦ L ǿƻƴŘŜǊŜŘΣ ŀǎ aǊǎΦ [ŀƴŎŀǎǘŜǊ ŘǊƻǾŜ ƳŜ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ŀƛǊǇƻǊǘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƘƻǘŜƭ LΩŘ ōŜ ǎǘŀȅƛƴƎ ŀǘΣ 
how I ever loved this place so much. Everything seemed so shriveled and cracked. Every road 
and landmark ghosts of a distant and painful past. 

L ŎƭǳǘŎƘŜŘ 9ŘǿŀǊŘΩǎ ǎƪŜǘŎƘōƻƻƪ ǘƻ Ƴȅ ŎƘŜǎǘ ǘƘŜ ǿƘƻƭŜ ŦƭƛƎƘǘΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǿƘƻƭŜ ŘǊƛǾŜ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƘƻǘŜƭΣ 
keeping my hood up and my head down. I missed the smaller population of Forks. The city was 
bustling and teeming with greedy, dirty people that I just wanted to run away from. 

My hotel room was bright and cheery, decorated in dry pastels that made me feel thirsty. 
Everything was wrapped in sanitary single servings that seemed rather metaphoric. The room 
had a clƻǎŜǘ ǘƘŀǘ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ ƻǇŜƴΦ L ǇŀŎƪŜŘ Ƴȅ ǎǳƛǘŎŀǎŜ ŀǿŀȅ ǳƴŘŜǊ Ƴȅ ōŜŘ ŀŦǘŜǊ aǊǎΦ 
Lancaster left. I spent that first night in the bathroom, away from the dark closet, lying in the 
bathtub in the pajamas I had packed away at the last second and browsing throuƎƘ 9ŘǿŀǊŘΩǎ 
sketchbook with his scent surrounding me. 

I would run my fingers over the fine indentations from the pencil, and it almost felt like he was 
somehow closer than he actually was. He always drew me smiling. There were little grins, tiny 
half smiles, and smirks. Then there were big grins. I noticed the date of our first kiss on one of 
me with a big goofy grin on my face. I smiled automatically thinking of it. I looked stupid, but he 
always drew me beautifully. 

Lǘ ǿŀǎ ŎƻƴŦǳǎƛƴƎΦ !ƴŘ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ǳnderstand where I fit in amongst the pages of all the 
ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ƘŜ ƘŀŘ ƭƻǾŜŘ ŀƴŘ ƭƻǎǘΦ IŜ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ ƳŜ Ψaȅ DƛǊƭΩ ƛƴ ŜǾŜǊȅ ǇŀƎŜ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŜƭŘ Ƴȅ ŦŀŎŜΦ .ǳǘ L 
ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘŀƴŘ ǿƘȅΣ ƻǊ ƛƴ ǿƘŀǘ ŎƻƴǘŜȄǘΦ L ǿŀǎ ǎƻ ŀŦǊŀƛŘ ǘƻ ƘƻǇŜΦ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘŀǘ ƭƻǾŜ 
was, or if I was even capable of feeling something so good and pure. But I did know that 
ǿƘŀǘŜǾŜǊ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ L ŦŜƭǘ ŦƻǊ 9ŘǿŀǊŘ ǿŀǎ ŀǎ ŎƭƻǎŜ LΩŘ ǇǊƻōŀōƭȅ ŜǾŜǊ ƎŜǘ ǘƻ ƛǘΦ !ƴŘ L ƘŀŘ ƴƻ ƛŘŜŀ Ƙƻǿ 
he felt about me, or if he was even capable of it either. 

The second day was long, full of briefings filled to the heap with lawyers. I was already tired. I 
had to give the lawyers their credit. They worked overtime to make me comfortable, never 
letting the male lawyers and investigators in the same room with me. It must have been quite 
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thŜ ǘŀǎƪΦ L ǿŀǎ ǘƘŀƴƪŦǳƭ ǘƘŜȅ ƪƴŜǿ ǎƻ ƳǳŎƘ ǊŜƎŀǊŘƛƴƎ Ƴȅ ǎƛǘǳŀǘƛƻƴΦ L ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƘŀƴŘƭŜ ŀƴȅ ƳƻǊŜ 
stress than was already put on me. 

By the third day, the exhaustion was already getting to me. I could see my circles reappearing. 
Mrs. Lancaster was concerned, but I refused medical treatment. I had to re tell the same story 
over and over for the lawyers and examiners. I worked to remain numb. Relaying the story with 
as little emotion as possible. I could tell they wanted more. More emotion, more feeling, more 
tears. But I was saving it. I was saving it for the day where I could stand up and tell the whole 
story to the real people that mattered. Any sooner, and I would be useless. 

I sat in the cold white porcelain bathtub every night, eating my daily bag of cookies, and hoping 
9ŘǿŀǊŘ ǿŀǎ ŜŀǘƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ ǘƻƻΦ LΩŘ ǎǘƛƭƭ ǿŜŀǊ ǘƘŜ ǇŀƧŀƳŀǎΣ ŀƴŘ L ǿƻǳƭŘ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ƭƻƻƪ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ǘƘŜ 
sketchbook, memorizing his mother and father. Picking out small details and features that they 
ƘŀŘ ƎƛǾŜƴ ǘƻ 9ŘǿŀǊŘΦ Iƛǎ ƳƻǘƘŜǊΩǎ ƴƻǎŜΦ Iƛǎ ŦŀǘƘŜǊΩǎ ƘŀƛǊΦ Iƛǎ ƳƻǘƘŜǊΩǎ ŜȅŜōǊƻǿǎΦ Iƛǎ ŦŀǘƘŜǊΩǎ 
strong jaw. 

!ƴŘ L ǊŜŀƭƭȅΣ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ǘǊƛŜŘ ǘƻ ƭƻƻƪ ŀǘ Ƙƛǎ ƳƻǘƘŜǊ ŀƴŘ ŀŘƳƛǊŜ ƘŜǊΣ ōǳǘ L Ƨǳǎǘ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘΦ {ƘŜ ǊǳƛƴŜŘ 
Edward. Threw him out and abandoned him like a used rag. It infuriated me. I probably had no 
right. I knew that Edward told carefully crafted half truths when it came to her. I knew there 
ǿŀǎ ƳƻǊŜΦ L Ƨǳǎǘ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǎŜŜƳ ǘƻ ŦƛƴŘ ŀƴȅ ǊŜŀǎƻƴ ŀŎŎŜǇǘŀōƭŜΦ {ƻ L ƪƴŜǿ ƻƴŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŜȄƛǎǘΦ 

I spent day after day in a cushy leather office. Drinking steaming coffee and being scrutinized by 
every highly paid professional the state could find. It was awful. All I wanted was to get it over 
with and go home. Go giggle with Alice, Go see Edward. Go sleep. Go smile again. 

On the fourth day, I slept. I curled myself in the covers of the fluffy white bed, hating every 
second of it, and I went to sleep. And the dreams came stronger and more vivid than ever. As if 
knowing the man responsible was so much closer, only miles away somewhere. 

There were more and more days, bleeding together in a blur of black coffee and brown leather 
chairs and people taking notes. I kept my hood up, even in the building. I got stares and glances 
from people, silently insinuating my mental stability left much to be desired. And they were 
probably correct. And as EdǿŀǊŘ ǿƻǳƭŘ ǎŀȅΣ L ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƎƛǾŜ ŀ ǎƘƛǘΦ 

I thought about looking up the Cullen number many times to call Edward, but I knew it would 
Ƨǳǎǘ ƳŀƪŜ ƛǘ ǿƻǊǎŜΦ ¢ƘŜ ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ ōŜ ǿƛǘƘ ƘƛƳΦ {ƻ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ ōƻǘƘŜǊΦ L Ƨǳǎǘ ǎǇŜƴǘ ƴƛƎƘǘ ŀŦǘŜǊ 
night in the cold bathtub, fingering the sketchbook and eating my cookies in the pajamas. 

And then, somewhere in the blurs of days of minimal sleep and mediocre bitter coffee, it was 
finally time to get it over with. Mrs. Lancaster arrived early, handing me a garment bag with a 
nice dress in it that I was dreading having to wear. I unzipped the modest blue dress and gave 
Mrs. Lancaster a look that said, ²Ƙȅ ŎŀƴΩǘ ŘǊŜǎǎŜǎ ƘŀǾŜ ƘƻƻŘǎΚ 
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She was an old, loving woman. Grey and worn. Dry and wrinkled. Very Phoenix. She brushed my 
hair for me because it reminded her of her daughter. I let her. Because it reminded me of my 
mother. I slid into the stiff blue dress with a grimace, and we made our way to the courthouse 
through the city, tinted orange with dawn. 

I was led to yet another leather office to await my turn. I wish I could say I was nervous, or 
somehow scared. But I was too tired to be. So I leaned my head against the stiff leather chair 
and just thought of Edward and what he was doing. I figured it was almost time for third period, 
aƴŘ ƘŜΩŘ ǎǳǊŜƭȅ ōŜ ŎǊƻǎǎƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǉǳŀŘ ǎƻƻƴΦ 

When they finally opened the door and requested my presence, that was when I began getting 
nervous. I shuffled nervously into the courtroom with my head down. Because it was the only 
way I knew how to do it. As I took the stand, I looked anywhere but at Phil. If you asked me, I 
ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ ǘŜƭƭ ȅƻǳ ǿƘŀǘ ƘŜ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ƭƛƪŜΣ ƻǊ ƛŦ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ŜǾŜƴ ǘƘŜǊŜ ŀǘ ŀƭƭΣ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ L ƴŜǾŜǊ 
actually looked right at him. 

I relayed my story in a quiet whisper, utilizing my tiny microphone gratefully. I cried. I sobbed. I 
gave them exactly what they had been waiting for for eleven days. And by the time I was done, 
my face was soaked, and I was numb again. 

L ŘƻƴΩǘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊ ŜǾŜƴ ǿŀƭƪƛƴƎ ƻǳǘΣ ƻǊ aǊǎΦ [ŀƴŎŀǎǘŜǊ ƎǳƛŘƛƴƎ ƳŜ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŎŀǊ ǘƘŀǘ ǿas 
ǿŀƛǘƛƴƎΦ L ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊ ǊŜŀǎǎǳǊƛƴƎ ƘŜǊ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ǎǘŀȅ ƭƻƴƎ ŜƴƻǳƎƘ ŦƻǊ ŀ ǾŜǊŘƛŎǘΦ ²Ŝ ŀƭƭ ƪƴŜǿ 
what it would be. Phil was an incompetent criminal. The case against him was solid. 

So I tore off the ugly blue dress and finally slid back into the comfort of my hoodie once we 
entered the hotel. My suitcase was already packed on the while fluffy bed, and I was ready to 
go home. Home to Forks. 

 

 

 
 
I thought for sure the first day would be the worst without her. When I sat at lunch and ate her 
goodbye cookies ŀƭƭ ōȅ ƳȅǎŜƭŦ ǿƘƛƭŜ WŀȊȊ ǇŀǿŜŘ .ǊŀƴŘƻƴ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƧŀƴƛǘƻǊ ŎƭƻǎŜǘΦ ²ƘŜƴ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ 
sitting next to me in Bio, or passing me in the quad. I thought when I got home and went to my 
ǊƻƻƳ ŀƴŘ ǎǘŀǊŜŘ ŀǘ ǘƘŀǘ ŜƳǇǘȅ ŦǳŎƪƛƴƎ ǎƻŦŀΣ L ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ŦŜŜƭ ŀƴȅƳƻǊŜ ƭƛƪŜ ǎƘƛǘ ǘƘŀƴ I already did. 
But then I brushed my teeth, and while I was doing it, I saw her little blue toothbrush sitting 
there in that toothbrush holder all alone. 

I wore the goddamn pajamas that night. There was no fucking reason to, because there was no 
way I was sleeping without my girl. But they smelled like her. And the bed did too. So I put on 
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my pajamas and got under the covers, smelling the cookies and flowers, and feeling like shit, 
and just laid there awake all fucking night. 

Jazz knew by the second day. Alice had told him that Bella left. I was already fucking tired and 
ƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ ǎŜŜ ƛǘΦ IŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǘŀƭƪ ǘƻ ƳŜΣ Ƨǳǎǘ ƎŀǾŜ ƳŜ ŀ ǎȅƳǇŀǘƘŜǘƛŎ ƭƻƻƪ ǘƘŀǘ L ƴŜŀǊƭȅ ǎƴƻǊǘŜŘ ŀǘΦ 
Because he had no fucking idea that I was missing a hell of a lot more than just fucking sleep. By 
the third day my black circles were back, and so was the zombie. When Jazz got in the car that 
morning, I fished for information on Bella from him while I drove slowly. Just fucking hoping 
that Brandon would tell him something about how Bella was. But he had nothing to offer me. 

By the fourth day, I was swaying again. Refusing to sleep without her, but knowing it would 
come. That night, I tried sleeping with my pajamas on in hopes that all her fucking flowers and 
cookies would keep the dreams away, oǊ ƳŀȅōŜ ƳŀƪŜ ƳŜ ŘǊŜŀƳ ƻŦ ƘŜǊ ƛƴǎǘŜŀŘΦ .ǳǘ ƛǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ 
fucking work. I still had the dream, and I still woke up crying and shaking like a fucking baby two 
hours later. I began smoking again that night. I had quit ever since we began sleeping again. But 
now I fucking needed it. I stepped out onto my balcony and stared at the lattice, wishing she 
was climbing up it in her black hoodie. I was fucking pathetic. 

hƴ ǘƘŜ ŦƛŦǘƘ ŘŀȅΣ L ǊŀƛŘŜŘ ŘŀŘŘȅ /ΦΩǎ ǎǘŀǎƘ ƻŦ ŀƳǇƘŜǘŀƳƛƴŜǎ ŀƎŀƛƴΦ IŜ ƘŀŘ ƎǊŀŎƛƻǳǎƭȅ ǊŜǎǘƻŎƪŜŘ 
since I had been sleeping. And I used them rather liberally. I bought a new sketchbook, and I 
sketched my girl all night long, glancing over at the sofa ever so often just to stir her memory. 

I still wore the goddamn pajamas every single night. And by the seventh day, her smell had 
completely faded from the dark flannel and white cotton. I tried downloading the song. All the 
Pretty Little Horses. I put my iPod ear buds in and lied down in my pajamas in the bed and 
ǇƭŀȅŜŘ ƛǘΦ .ǳǘ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ŀƭƭ ŦǳŎƪƛƴƎ ǿǊƻƴƎΦ Lǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǿork. The dreams came. Except now they had a 
creepy song in the background. I gave up on that the first time. 

L ǿŀǎ ǎƻ ŦǳŎƪƛƴƎ ǘƛǊŜŘΦ LΩŘ ǿŀƭƪ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǎŎƘƻƻƭ ŀƴŘ ƘƻǳǎŜ ƛƴ ŀ ƴǳƳō ŘŀȊŜΣ Ƨǳǎǘ ǘǊȅƛƴƎ ǿƛǘƘ 
everything in me not to go to sleep. Plenty of things came back the eighth day. The tunnel 
vision, the slight shreds of memory loss, the complete fucking inability to concentrate on 
ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎΦ L ƘŀŘ ōŜŎƻƳŜ ǘƘŜ ƛǊǊƛǘŀōƭŜ ŀǎǎƘƻƭŜ ŀƎŀƛƴΦ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ōƭŀƳŜ WŀȊȊ ǿƘŜƴ ƘŜ ŘŜŎƛŘŜŘ ǘƻ ƭŜŀǾŜ 
during lunches with Brandon. In fact, I preferred it. I think he probably knew that shit. 

Every day I ate a new bag of cookies. It was the only thing I had left of the routine. Sometimes 
LΩŘ ƎŜǘ ƛƳǇŀǘƛŜƴǘΣ ŀƴŘ ŀƭƳƻǎǘ Ŝŀǘ ŀƴ ŜȄǘǊŀ ōŀƎΦ .ǳǘ L ƴŜǾŜǊ ŦǳŎƪƛƴƎ ŘƛŘΦ hƴŜ ŀ Řŀȅ ǿŀǎ ŀƭƭ L 
allowed myself. All the food I made tasted shitty, and I was hungry. But I was too fucking tired 
to really notice or give a shit. 

On the ninth night, I climbed down to the gazebo in nothing but my pajamas, hoping the cold 
December wind would just keep me the fuck awake. All the quiet and silence just made me feel 
even more tired. It was empty. I was just counting the days one by one. And they bled into each 
other slowly. There was no night, and there was no day. It was just one big lump of shit running 
together. 
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On the tenth day, Carlisle dragged my zombie ass out Christmas shopping. He fucking knew 
ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ǿŀǎ ǳǇΣ ŀƴŘ ƘŜ ǘǊƛŜŘ ŀƭƭ ŀŦǘŜǊƴƻƻƴ ǘƻ ŦƻǊŎŜ ƛǘ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ƳŜΦ .ǳǘ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǎƘƛǘ L ŎƻǳƭŘ 
possibly tell him. He walked around the mall in Port Angeles all day, sparing me wary sideways 
glances that made me want to fucking scream. 

Ten ςo-clock was always the worst time of day. I would always wonder where Bella was and 
how she was coping. And wishing like hell I could be there to hold her when she cried. Because I 
knew she would. My room was fucking empty without her. Everything had little impressions 
and whispers of her in their every fiber. 

L ƪŜǇǘ ǘŜƭƭƛƴƎ ƳȅǎŜƭŦ ǘƘŀǘ Ƴȅ ŦŜŀǊǎ ǿŜǊŜ ƛǊǊŀǘƛƻƴŀƭΦ aȅ ƎƛǊƭ ǿƻǳƭŘ ŎƻƳŜ ōŀŎƪΣ ŀƴŘ ǎƘŜΩŘ ǎǘƛƭƭ ǿŀƴǘ 
to see me, and hum me to ǎƭŜŜǇΣ ŀƴŘ ƳŀȅōŜ ŦǳŎƪƛƴƎ ƪƛǎǎ ƳŜ ŀ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ƳƻǊŜ ǘƻƻΦ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŎŀǊŜ Ƙƻǿ 
much of her she gave me. I just needed something. But the doubt was always there. Fear that I 
ǎŎŀǊŜŘ ƘŜǊ ŀǿŀȅΣ ǘƘŀǘ L ƘǳǊǘ ƘŜǊ ǘƻƻ ŦǳŎƪƛƴƎ ƳǳŎƘ ŀƴŘ ǎƘŜΩŘ ƴŜǾŜǊ ƭŜǘ ƳŜ ŦƛȄ ƛǘ ŀƎŀƛƴΦ LŦ L even 
could. It was so completely reminiscent of another beautiful person who used to hum me to 
sleep every night. 

By the eleventh night, I was tired of trying to stay awake in my room, so I wandered around the 
mansion when Em and Carlisle fell asleep. I ended up in the dark kitchen. The clock was the only 
thing I could hear. The constant ticking, each one bringing my girl closer to me. I sat at the table 
just listening to it, fighting to keep my eyes open and my head upright, while I ate my last bag of 
cookies. Rocky Road Reprieve. They were hard, and nearly stale. And still fucking delicious. 

And while I was eating them I was saying goodbye and letting go. Just in case. Just in fucking 
ŎŀǎŜ ƘƛǎǘƻǊȅ ǊŜǇŜŀǘŜŘ ƛǘǎŜƭŦ ŀƴŘ ǎƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ōŜ Ƴȅ ƎƛǊƭ ŀƴȅƳƻǊŜΦ 
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Chapter 20. Cocoa Hidden Middles  

 

 

 

When Esme pulled up to the Sea-Tac airport, it was already almost dark out. She pulled me into 
a huge hug, telling me ridiculous things like how proud she was of me, and asking me if I was 
okay. I was thinking my physƛŎŀƭ ŀǇǇŜŀǊŀƴŎŜ ǇǊƻōŀōƭȅ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ŦŀƛǊŜŘ ǾŜǊȅ ǿŜƭƭΦ {ƘŜ ƭŜǘ ƳŜ Ǝƻ 
ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ōƛƎ ƪƛǎǎ ŀƴŘ ǘŜŀǊǎ ƛƴ ƘŜǊ ŜȅŜǎΦ !ƴŘ L ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ǘǊƛŜŘ ǘƻ ǎƳƛƭŜ ŀǘ ƘŜǊΣ ōǳǘ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ǘƘƛƴƪ L 
managed it completely. She seemed to understand, 

Every mile we got closer to Forks, I grew more tired. My eyelids were heavy from not sleeping, 
ŀƴŘ ǎƻ Ƴŀƴȅ ǘŜŀǊǎ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ŀƴȅ ƭŜŦǘΦ L ǇǳƭƭŜŘ Řƻǿƴ ǘƘŜ ǾƛǎƻǊ ƳƛǊǊƻǊ ǘƻ ƭƻƻƪ ŀǘ Ƴȅ ŜȅŜǎ ŦƻǊ 
the first time in days. It was bad. They were swollen underneath, and a dark purple that went 
all the way around my bloodshot eyes. I looked awful. 

Esme kept glancing at me sideways and telling me about all the things I had missed while I was 
away. She was worried. And I wished I could have reassured her in some way that I was okay. 
.ǳǘ L Ƨǳǎǘ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘΦ {ƻ L ƭaid my head back on the seat and just watched all the trees blur by 
while she talked. 

²ƘŜƴ ǿŜ ǇǳƭƭŜŘ ǳǇ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƘƻǳǎŜΣ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƭƻƻƪ ŀǘ ƛǘ ŦƛǊǎǘΦ L ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ /ǳƭƭŜƴ ƳŀƴǎƛƻƴΦ L 
ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǎŜŜ 9ŘǿŀǊŘΩǎ ǿƛƴŘƻǿ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ŦǊƻƴǘΣ ōǳǘ ǘƘŜ ŜƴǘƛǊŜ ƘƻǳǎŜ ǿŀǎ ǎǘƛƭƭ ƭit up. It was barely 
eight. I slowly dragged myself out of the car, trying to slam the door, but only having the 
strength for a small click. Esme grabbed my suitcase and walked in while I trudged behind her 
heavily with my hood up and my head down. 

It was a Friday, and Alice was waiting for me in the kitchen, bouncing up and down with an 
enthusiasm that almost made me want to smile. Almost. Unfortunately, when she took one 
glance at my face, her smile died and fell. I hated that I was the one to kill her enthusiasm. She 
was all dressed up, and I quirked an eyebrow at her provocative dress. 

{ƘŜ ŎƭŜŀǊŜŘ ƘŜǊ ǘƘǊƻŀǘ ŘŀƛƴǘƛƭȅΦ άL ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ŘŀǘŜΦέ {ƘŜ ŎƘƛǊǇŜŘΣ ǘǊȅƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǎƳƛƭŜ ŀǘ ƳŜ ƎŜƴǳƛƴŜƭȅΣ ōǳǘ 
I could still see the concern in her eyes. 

L ǊƻƭƭŜŘ Ƴȅ ŜȅŜǎΦ άWŀǎǇŜǊΚέ I rasped, flinching at the sound of my rough voice. Her smile fell 
more before she attempted to perk it back up and nod. I let out a very unauthentic chuckle that 
just sounded empty. But it was the best I could do. 
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Alice threw herself at me, nearly knockinƎ ƳŜ ƻǾŜǊ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ƘǳƎ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǘƘƛƴƪ ƘŜǊ ǎƛȊŜ ŎŀǇŀōƭŜ ƻŦΦ L 
hugged her back, and sent her my best smile, taking my suitcase to my room. But it was dark, 
ŀƴŘ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ Ǝƻ ƛƴΣ ǎƻ L Ƨǳǎǘ ǎƘƻǾŜŘ ƛǘ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ǘƘŜ ŘƻƻǊǿŀȅ ŀƴŘ ŎƭƻǎŜŘ ǘƘŜ ŘƻƻǊ ŀƎŀƛƴΦ 

I dragged my feet to the kitchen, deciding I would just really like to cook something again. Esme 
and Alice sat at the island and watched me cook, telling me about how they heated up all the 
food I made and how good it was. 

I got that same feeling as when I first moved here. Like everyone was walking on egg shells 
around me, trying not to upset me. I hated it. I loved it. 

I kept stealing glances out the kitchen window at the big white gazebo. For some reason 
expecting to see him out there. Which was really stupid. I began wondering if he would be okay 
if I came tonight at ten like always. If he was anywhere near as tired as I was. 

ά9ǎƳŜέ L ǊŀǎǇŜŘΣ ǘǳǊƴƛƴƎ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ǘƻ ŦŀŎŜ ƘŜǊ ǎƛǘǘƛƴƎ ƛƴ ŀ ǎǘƻƻƭΦ {ƘŜ ƳŜǘ Ƴȅ ƎŀȊŜΣ ǎƻ L ŎƻƴǘƛƴǳŜΣ 
ŎƭŜŀǊƛƴƎ Ƴȅ ǎƻǊŜ ǘƘǊƻŀǘ ǎƻŦǘƭȅΦ άLΩƳ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƭƛōǊŀǊȅ ŜŀǊƭȅ ǘƻƳƻǊǊƻǿ ǘƻ ƭƻƻƪ ŦƻǊ ǎƻƳŜ ōƻƻƪǎΦέ 
L ŎǊŀŦǘŜŘ ŀƴ ŀƭƛōƛ Ƨǳǎǘ ƛƴ ŎŀǎŜ ŜǾŜǊȅǘƘƛƴƎ ǿŜƴǘ ǇŜǊŦŜŎǘΦ ά{ƻ L ƳƛƎƘǘ ōŜ ƎƻƴŜ ōȅ ǘƘŜ ǘƛƳŜ ȅƻǳ ǿŀƪŜ 
ǳǇΦ !ƴŘ L ǇǊƻōŀōƭȅ ǿƻƴΩǘ ōŜ ƘƻƳŜ ǳƴǘƛƭ ŀŦǘŜǊƴƻƻƴέ L ŎǊƻŀƪŜŘΦ aȅ ǾƻƛŎŜ ǿŀǎ ǎǘƛƭƭ ǎŎǊŀǘŎƘȅ ŀƴŘ 
sounded as awful as I felt. 

{ƘŜ ƴƻŘŘŜŘ ŀǘ ƳŜ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ǎǿŜŜǘ ǎƳƛƭŜΦ L ƘŀǘŜŘ ƭȅƛƴƎ ǘƻ 9ǎƳŜΣ ōǳǘ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ƳƻƳŜƴǘΣ L ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ 
really care. Alice left at nine to go meet up with Jasper, and I began baking cookies after Esme 
went to bed. Cocoa Hidden Middles. The hidden middle was minty cream. 

L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ƛŦ 9ŘǿŀǊŘ ǿŀƴǘŜŘ ƳŜ ǘƻ ŎƻƳŜΣ ƻǊ ƛŦ L ǿŀǎ ŜǾŜƴ ǿŜƭŎƻƳŜ ŀƴȅƳƻǊŜΦ .ǳǘ L ǿŀǎ ƎƻƛƴƎ 
to go anyways. I had nothing at all to lose. 

So at ten, I packed my bag with food, cookies, and the sketchbook, and stumbled out the door. I 
waǎ ǎƻ ǘƛǊŜŘ L ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ ǿŀƭƪ ǎǘǊŀƛƎƘǘΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎ ŎƻƭŘ ƻǳǘΣ ŀƴŘ ŀ ŦƛƴŜ Ƴƛǎǘ ǿŀǎ ƭƛƴƎŜǊƛƴƎΦ L ƭƻƻƪŜŘ 
ǘƻǿŀǊŘǎ 9ŘǿŀǊŘΩǎ ǊƻƻƳ ŀƴŘ ƴƻǘƛŎŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ƭƛƎƘǘ ǿŀǎ ǎǘƛƭƭ ƻƴΦ ²ƛǘƘ ŀ ŘŜŜǇ ōǊŜŀǘƘΣ L ŘǊŜǿ Ƴȅ ƘƻƻŘ 
ǳǇ ŀƴŘ ōŜƎŀƴ ǎǘǳƳōƭƛƴƎ ŀŎǊƻǎǎ ǘƘŜ ȅŀǊŘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ /ǳƭƭŜƴǎΩΦ 

I climbed the lattice carefully with really bad coordination. My limbs all felt like mush. It took 
three times as long to reach the balcony as usual. I dragged my heavy legs over the railing, 
landing soundlessly, but clumsily. I took a moment to appreciate the skill required to 
accomplish such a climb in my condition. I could barely stand. 

I turned toward the glass French doors, all lit up, without any sound coming from inside, and 
lifted a heavy fist. Knocking once. And only once, because when the first knock hit, the door 
flew open. 

Edward was standing in the doorway of the big bright room, wearing his usual plain black t-shirt 
and dark jeans. His hair was hanging all in his face. And his eyes looked nearly as bad as mine. 
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Dark purple and bloodshot, drooping heavily. He was tired. He was staring at me blankly again, 
not blinking. I bit my lip lazily, feeling too tired to even put in the effort required to do it all the 
ǿŀȅΣ ŀƴŘ Ƨǳǎǘ ǎǘŀǊŜŘ ōŀŎƪΦ ! Ǝǳǎǘ ƻŦ ǿƛƴŘ ŎŀƳŜ ŦǊƻƳ ōŜƘƛƴŘ ƳŜ ŀƴŘ ǊǳǎǘƭŜŘ 9ŘǿŀǊŘΩǎ ƘŀƛǊ ƻǳǘ 
of his face momentarily. 

άIƛΦέ L ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊŜŘ ǎƻŦǘƭȅΣ Ƴȅ ƭŜƎǎ ŦŜŜƭƛƴƎ ǾŜǊȅ ƘŜŀǾȅΦ 9ŘǿŀǊŘ ǎŜŜƳŜŘ ŦǊƻȊŜƴ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŘƻƻǊǿŀȅ Ƨǳǎǘ 
staring at me with those tired blank eyes. I was starting to get worried that I did the wrong 
thing by even coming. And before I could question whether or not he wanted me to stay, he 
held his hand out without breaking my gaze. I dropped my drooping eyes to his upturned palm, 
and without hesitation lifted mine and slid it into it. And before I knew what was happening, 
Edward pulled me into the room quickly, sliding off my hood and wrapping his arms around my 
waist so tightly it lifted me off the ground. And I just collapsed in his arms. So tired and 
exhausted, and just glad to be home again. I threw my arms around his neck and buried my face 
in his shoulder. Taking big gulps of his scent in greedily. He had his face buried into the crook of 
my neck, breathing in just like I was. I brought my hand up and cupped the top of his head, 
tangling my fingers into his messy hair with a sigh. He squeezed me tighter, nearly hurting my 
ǊƛōǎΣ ōǳǘ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŎŀǊŜΦ aȅ ŦŜŜǘ ǿŜǊŜ ŘŀƴƎƭƛƴƎ ƻŦŦ ǘƘŜ ƎǊƻǳƴŘΣ ŀƴŘ L ǿŀǎ ǎƻ ƘŀǇǇȅ ƘŜ ƘŀŘ ǘƘŜ 
strength to hold me up, because all of mine was gone. 

άL ƳƛǎǎŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǎƘƛǘ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ȅƻǳΦέ 9ŘǿŀǊŘ ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊŜŘ ƛƴǘƻ ƴŜŎƪΣ ǎǉǳŜŜȊƛƴƎ ƳŜ ǘƛƎƘǘŜǊ as if to 
emphasize the fact. 

!ƴŘ L ǎƳƛƭŜŘΦ L ŦƛƴŀƭƭȅΣ ǊŜŀƭƭȅΣ ǘǊǳƭȅ ǎƳƛƭŜŘ ƛƴǘƻ Ƙƛǎ ǎƘƻǳƭŘŜǊΦ άL ƳƛǎǎŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǎƘƛǘ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ȅƻǳ ǘƻƻΦέ L 
slurred, still smiling, and just happy that it was even possible to smile again. Edward turned his 
face into my neck, and planted a soft kiss to it. And I smiled more. Big and goofy, surely, and 
squeezed his neck as tight as I could with the energy I had left. And without another word, he 
turned us around and shut the door with his foot. And then he carried me to the bed and sat 
me down on the edge, pulling away from me and kneeling in front of me eyelevel. 

ά¸ƻǳ ƭƻƻƪ ǎƻ ŦǳŎƪƛƴƎ ǘƛǊŜŘΦέ IŜ ǎƛƎƘŜŘΣ ƭƛŦǘƛƴƎ ŀ ŦƛƴƎŜǊ ŀƴŘ ǎǘǊƻƪƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǎǿƻƭƭŜƴ ōŀƎǎ ǳƴŘŜǊ Ƴȅ 
eyes. I let my eyes flutter closed as he touched me, reveling in the electricity I had missed, and 
nodded heavily. Tired was an understatement. I felt him stand up and take the two straps of my 
book bag from my shoulder, sliding them off my arms and taking it off my back. I opened my 
eyes once it was off, and he just put it on the couch and walked back to the bed. He flopped 
down in the center behind me, and I just scooted back. Knowing that we both needed it before 
anything else could possibly be done or said. 

άbƻ ŀƭŀǊƳΦέ L ǎƭǳǊǊŜŘΣ ŀƴŘ ǎŎƻƻǘŜŘ ŘǊƻǿǎƛƭȅ ǘƻ Ƴȅ ǎƛŘŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ōŜŘΣ ƴƻǘ Ŝven bothering to take 
off my shoes and I lied down. But Edward sat up, leaned down the bed to my side, and grabbed 
my feet, untied each of my shoes and slid them off. 

ά¢ƘŀƴƪǎΦέ L ǎƭǳǊǊŜŘΣ ǿŀǘŎƘƛƴƎ ƘƛƳ ǘƘǊƻǿ ǘƘŜƳ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ƎǊƻǳƴŘΦ IŜ Ƨǳǎǘ ǎƳƛƭŜŘ ŀǘ ƳŜΣ ŀƴŘ L Ƙad to 
smile back, because I was so happy to see that smile again. Without another word he laid down 
ƻƴ Ƙƛǎ ǎƛŘŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ōŜŘ ŀƴŘ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ǘƘŜ ƭŀƳǇ ƻŦŦΦ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƘŜ ŜƴŜǊƎȅ ǘƻ Ǌƻƭƭ ƻǾŜǊ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ 
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way, so he brought his arms around me and pulled me to the center of the bed against him. 
Burying his face into my hair like he always did, and making me smile into his chest. I brought 
my arm around his shoulder and up into his hair, and started stroking it softly, humming his 
lullaby. He sighed into my hair and relaxed his body, tightening his grip on me, then drifted off 
to sleep right before I did. 

× 

It was a sleep that could only be rivaled by that first night. Deep and long. I awoke to a soft 
caress on the back of my head, fluttering through my hair. And even though I was groggy and 
disoriented from sleep, I knew it was Edward. I could feel his electricity. I smiled and nuzzled 
further into his chest. I felt and heard him yawn into the top of my head. 

ά²ŀƪŜ ǳǇΦ ¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ŦǳŎƪƛƴƎ ƭŀȊȅΦέ 9ŘǿŀǊŘ ƳǳƳōƭŜŘ ƛƴǘƻ Ƴȅ Ƙŀir. But I could feel his smirk, so I 
had to chuckle, though it was a drowsy one. 

L ǎǘǊŜǘŎƘŜŘ Ƴȅ ƭŜƎǎΣ ŀƭƭ ǘŀƴƎƭŜŘ ƛƴ ƘƛǎΣ ōǳǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƭŜǘ ƎƻΦ ά²Ƙŀǘ ǘƛƳŜ ƛǎ ƛǘΚέ L ǊŀǎǇŜŘΦ aȅ ǾƻƛŎŜ ǎǘƛƭƭ 
ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ǊŜǘǳǊƴŜŘ ǘƻ ƴƻǊƳŀƭΦ 

I felt Edward pull away and I frowned, but just as I was about to open my eyes and get up, he 
put his arm back around me and pulled me back to his chest. 

ά¢Ŝƴ ǘƘƛǊǘȅΦέ IŜ ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊŜŘΣ ōǳǊȅƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ ŦŀŎŜ ōŀŎƪ ƛƴǘƻ Ƴȅ ƘŀƛǊΦ L ǎƛƎƘŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ǎƳƛƭŜΦ ¢ƘŀƴƪŦǳƭ 
that for once, he came back when he pulled away, and I put my arm back around him and gave 
him a tight squeeze. 

9ŘǿŀǊŘ ǊŜǎǳƳŜŘ ǎǘǊƻƪƛƴƎ Ƴȅ ƘŀƛǊΦ άIƻǿ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳΚέ IŜ ŀǎƪŜŘ ƛƴ ŀ ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǘƻǇ ƻŦ Ƴȅ 
head. 

L ǎƳƛƭŜŘ ƛƴǘƻ Ƙƛǎ ŎƘŜǎǘΦ ά.ŜǘǘŜǊ ƴƻǿΦέ L ǊŀǎǇŜŘ ǎƛƴŎŜǊŜƭȅΦ L ŦŜƭǘ ƘƛƳ ƴƻŘ ŀ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ŀƴŘ ƴǳȊȊƭŜ ŦŀǊǘƘer 
into my hair. We laid like that in silence for a while, just breathing each other in. It was the best 
feeling in the world. I felt like I had just woken up from running a marathon. Next to Edward. 
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She fucking came back. And even more than that, she still wanted to stay with me. She looked 
so tired and worn. I hated seeing my girl so broken. When I saw her at the door, the switch was 
still gone, and even with that goddamn hood up, I still wanted to kiss her all over and fucking 
beg her to stay. But ǎƘŜ ǘƻƻƪ Ƴȅ ƘŀƴŘ ƻƴ ƘŜǊ ƻǿƴΦ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ ōŜƎΦ !ƴŘ L ǿŀǎ ǇǊŜǘǘȅ ŦǳŎƪƛƴƎ 
thankful for that, but I would have done it anyways. But I had to hug her, and I had to smell her, 
and I even had to kiss her neck a little too. Just because I was so fucking happy to be able to. 

And my poor girl was so tired she could barely stand. So I tried to take care of her, the same 
way she would take care of me. Not even caring about the food or anything else. Just needing 
to get in that bed with her finally. Twelve days felǘ ƭƛƪŜ ŀ ŦǳŎƪƛƴƎ ȅŜŀǊΦ {ƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ ƎŜǘ ƘŜǊ 
ǎƘƻŜǎ ƻŦŦΦ {ƻ L ŘƛŘ ƛǘ ŦƻǊ ƘŜǊΦ !ƴŘ ƴƻǘ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƘŜ ŘƛǊǘ ƻƴ Ƴȅ ōŜŘΣ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ L ŎƻǳƭŘ 
really give a shit less. More because I needed to take care of her a little too. 

Her humming was slurred and raspy, and barely audible. But it worked. The sleep was divine. 
Having the real flowers and cookies and humming just did it for me. Maybe it was fucking 
stupid, and childish, but it was impossible without Bella. 

Then I woke up first. And waking up next to Bella and watching her sleep was one of the best 
moments in my entire life. I was confused about everything. Happy to have the routine back, 
but fucking confused. I had no idea where to take it, no idea what to do. No fucking clue how I 
really felt about my girl. 

L ǎǇŜƴǘ ǘƘŜ ǘƛƳŜ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎ ǎƭŜŜǇƛƴƎ ǘƘƛƴƪƛƴƎ ƛǘ ŀƭƭ ƻǾŜǊΦ L ƪƴŜǿ L ƘŀǘŜŘ ƛǘ ǿƘŜƴ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ōŜǎƛŘŜ 
me. I would kill anyone that fucking hurt her. I would do anything to see her smile and make 
her laugh. But that was all shit I already knew. I never thought much of it, because she was the 
ǊƻǳǘƛƴŜΦ ²ƛǘƘƻǳǘ ƘŜǊΣ ƛǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŜȄƛǎǘΦ .ǳǘ ƴƻǿ ǘƘŜ ŦǳŎƪƛƴƎ ǎǿƛǘŎƘ ǿŀǎ ƎƻƴŜΣ ŀƴŘ L ǿŀǎ ŀŦǊŀƛŘ 
there was more to the whole thing than I was letting myself see. 

!ƴŘ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ Ƙƻǿ .Ŝƭƭŀ ŦŜƭǘΦ L ƪƴŜǿ ǎƘŜ ƪƛǎǎŜŘ ƳŜΣ ŀƭƭ on her own. And I knew the look she 
had on her face when she did it. And I had no way of knowing if she did it just to distract herself 
from all the bullshit that was going on, or because it was me. And if she was doing it because it 
was me, I was fucking clueless. Because that would mean Bella had feelings for me beyond that 
of our usual fucked up situation. Because there would be plenty of little signs and clues over all 
these weeks that I had completely missed while I was trying to keep the switch off. 

And by the time my girl woke up, I was no closer to any solution or conclusion on either subject. 
And I figured I could just come out and ask her what the fuck was going on, and I could probably 
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run away from whatever she told me because I was scared shitless that it would ruin 
everything. And if I really needed to, I could fully appreciate the fact that I was completely and 
entirely dependent on her. Not just her company, or her fucking delicous food, or the fact she 
made me sleep, but just her. That was some scary shit. 

So as my girl was lying here with me, all fucking tangled up with me and nuzzling her way 
further into my chest, I decided I would just let her lead me. If she wanted to just sleep then I 
ǿƻǳƭŘ Řƻ ƛǘ ƘŀǇǇƛƭȅΣ ŀƴŘ LΩŘ ŜƴƧƻȅ ŜǾŜǊȅ ǎƛƴƎƭŜ Ƴƛƴǳte of it. And if she wanted to kiss me 
senseless, I would do it right back to her. Because the switch was gone, and my girl was 
beautiful. 

ά9ŘǿŀǊŘΚέ .Ŝƭƭŀ ǊŀǎǇŜŘ ƛƴǘƻ Ƴȅ ŎƘŜǎǘΦ IŜǊ ǾƻƛŎŜ ǎƻǳƴŘŜŘ ŀǿŦǳƭΦ [ƛƪŜ ǎƘŜ ƘŀŘ ǎǇŜƴǘ ǘƘŜ ŜƴǘƛǊŜ 
twelve days crying. She was so fucking nuzzled into my chest that her nose was poking the shit 
ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ƳŜΦ !ƴŘ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŎŀǊŜΦ 

L Ƨǳǎǘ ƴǳȊȊƭŜŘ ŦǳǊǘƘŜǊ ƛƴǘƻ ƘŜǊ ƘŀƛǊΦ [ŜǘǘƛƴƎ ƘŜǊ ƭŜŀŘ ƳŜΦ άIƳƳΚέ L ƘǳƳƳŜŘΣ ǘŀƪƛƴƎ ƛƴ ŀ ŘŜŜǇ 
breath of all the flowers and cookies I had missed. 

ά¸ƻǳǊ ǎƪŜǘŎƘŜǎ ǿŜǊŜ ōŜŀǳǘƛŦǳƭΦέ {ƘŜ ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊŜŘ ǉǳƛŜǘƭȅΦ !ƴŘ L ƪƛƴŘ ƻŦ ŦǳŎƪƛƴƎ ƎǊƛƳŀŎŜŘ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ 
ǘƘŜȅ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ǿŜǊŜƴΩǘΦ !ǘ ƭŜŀǎǘ ƴƻǘ ŎƻƳǇŀǊŜŘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜƳΦ ά¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ǾŜǊȅ ǘŀƭŜƴǘŜŘΦέ {ƘŜ 
concluded with a nod into my chest. I chuckled a little, because I really wasnΩǘΣ ōǳǘ L ǿŀǎ ƎƭŀŘ ǘƻ 
hear her say it nonetheless. 

ά¢ƘŀƴƪǎΦέ L ǊƻƭƭŜŘ Ƴȅ ŜȅŜǎ ƛƴǘƻ ƘŜǊ ƘŀƛǊ ŀƴŘ ōǊŜŀǘƘŜŘ ƛǘ ƛƴ ǎƻƳŜ ƳƻǊŜΦ 

She did the same thing to me, breathing deeply; I could feel her against my chest when she 
ǎƛƎƘŜŘΦ ά5ƻ ȅƻǳ ǿŀƴǘ ƛǘ ōŀŎƪΚέ {ƘŜ ŀǎƪŜŘ ǉǳietly. And I just shook my head. Because I wanted 
her to keep it. 

By that time, I was kind of wondering when I should pull away. Or if she even wanted me to. It 
ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǎŜŜƳ ƭƛƪŜ ƛǘΦ .ǳǘ ǊŜŀƭ ƭƛŦŜ ǿŀǎ ǿŀƛǘƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ ǳǎΣ ŀƴŘ ƛŦ L ǿŀǎ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ŜȄǇƭƻǊŜ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜǎŜ 
ŎƻƴŦǳǎƛƴƎ ŦŜŜƭƛƴƎǎ ǿƛǘƘ Ƴȅ ƎƛǊƭΣ L ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƎŜǘ ǳǎ ƛƴ ǘǊƻǳōƭŜ ōŜŦƻǊŜ L ŜǾŜƴ Ǝƻǘ ŀ ŎƘŀƴŎŜΦ 

So reluctantly, and with one more big breath of her tangled brown hair, I rolled over. She kind 
of clutched on to me and frowned a bit, but I had to fucking do it. 

I ǎƘǊǳƎƎŜŘ ŀǘ ƘŜǊ ŦǊƻǿƴΦ ά9ǎƳŜΩǎ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ŦǳŎƪƛƴƎ ŦǊŜŀƪ ƛŦ ȅƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƎŜǘ ƘƻƳŜ ǎƻƻƴΦέ L ŜȄǇƭŀƛƴŜŘΣ 
which was definitely true. Bella nodded glumly and finally rolled over, and out of bed. I watched 
her shuffle to the bathroom drowsily. I had her hair all tangled up and sticking up everywhere. 
So fucking cute. 

She spent ten minutes in the bathroom like always, and I was hoping she took notice of the fact 
that her little blue toothbrush was still here. Sitting in that toothbrush holder next to mine. And 
she must have because I heard the water running, and figured she was probably using it. 
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I was hungry. Fucking starving. There was no way I was eating last night. The sleep was so much 
more important than anything else. I wanted to say all kinds of shit to Bella, but I knew I 
ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ōŜ ŀōƭŜ ǘƻ ǘƘƛƴƪ ǎǘǊŀƛƎƘǘ ǳƴǘƛƭ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ŘƻƴŜΦ ¦ƴŦƻǊǘǳƴŀǘŜƭȅΣ ǘƘŜ ǎƭŜŜǇ ǎǘƛƭƭ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŎƭŜŀǊ 
shit up. 

Bella finally came out of the bathroom, and she had her hood up. And I wanted to tell her to 
ǘŀƪŜ ƛǘ ǘƘŜ ŦǳŎƪ ƻŦŦΣ ōǳǘ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘΦ {ƘŜ ǎƘǳŦŦled over to the couch and grabbed her bag, opening it 
up and pulling out a bag of cookies. She shuffled over to my bedside table and put them next to 
the alarm clock she hated. When she glanced at me through all her tangled hair, I smiled 
crookedly at her. !ƴŘ L ƘŀŘ ƴŜǾŜǊ ǳǎŜŘ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƳƛƭŜ ƻƴ ƘŜǊ ōŜŦƻǊŜΣ ŀƴŘ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘȅ L ǿŀǎ 
doing it now, but it made her whole fucking face light up. And when I saw it, I swore to myself I 
would do it more often. 

She smiled back with a big goofy ass grin, and blushed a little. I snickered at her, because she 
always blushed at the stupidest shit. So she rolled her eyes, still fucking grinning like mad and 
walked out the door. 

Once she was gone, I snatched that bag of cookies up, hungry and needing to see what her day 
was like yesterday after she got home. The little white rectangle said, Cocoa Hidden Middles. 
And I fucking snorted at the bag. Because it was just so fucking fitting. Our middles were 
ƘƛŘŘŜƴΦ !ƴŘ L ƘƻǇŜŘ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƻƻƴΣ ǎƘŜΩŘ ƭŜǘ ƳŜ ǎŜŜ ƘŜǊ ƳƛŘŘƭŜǎ ǎƻ L ŎƻǳƭŘ ǎǘƻǇ ōeing so fucking 
ŎƻƴŦǳǎŜŘΦ !ƴŘ ǿƘŜƴŜǾŜǊ L ŦƻǳƴŘ ƻǳǘ ŜȄŀŎǘƭȅ ǿƘŀǘ Ƴȅ ƳƛŘŘƭŜǎ ǿŜǊŜ ƳŀŘŜ ƻŦΣ LΩŘ ǎƘƻǿ ƘŜǊ ƳƛƴŜΦ 



 
 

192 

 

Chapter 21. Malted Chocolate Smiles 

 

 

 

That smile. That crooked, glorious, radiant, sexy, seductive smile. He had never smiled at me 
like that. And I knew that smile. I had only seen him use it on two occasions. One was to get 
Mrs. Cope to excuse an absence. The other was to get free pudding from the lunch lady. That 
ǎƳƛƭŜ ǿŀǎ 9ŘǿŀǊŘΩǎ ǿŜŀǇƻƴ ŦƻǊ ǿƻƳŜƴΦ IŜ ƪƴŜǿ ƻƴŎŜ ƘŜ ǳǎŜŘ ƛǘΣ ǘƘŜȅΩŘ ōŜ Ǉǳǘǘȅ ŀǘ Ƙis feet. 
And, my God did it work. 

L ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ƛŦ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜ ƪƛǎǎΣ ƻǊ ǘƘŜ ǘǿŜƭǾŜ Řŀȅǎ ǿƛǘƘƻǳǘ ƳŜΣ ōǳǘ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ŀōƻǳǘ Ƙƻǿ ƘŜ 
looked at me had changed. In a very, very good way. 

So when I got home, I was downright giddy. The trial was behind me, Phoenix was behind me, 
and I still had Edward. And possibly the chance to get a little more of him than I had previously 
expected. I was hoping, and I was okay with it. 

Alice and Esme were lying in the living room in their pajamas when I got in. I snuck back to my 
room and dropped my book bag off and brushed my horrifyingly tangled hair before I went to 
see them. They were just lounging, and when they caught sight of my refreshed giddy Edward 
face, they smiled widely at me. I was aware it was a complete three sixty frƻƳ ȅŜǎǘŜǊŘŀȅΩǎ 
mood. Edward had that kind of effect on me. 

I slid my hoodie off and flopped down on the couch between them. I could tell by their happy 
ǎƳƛƭŜǎ ǘƘŀǘ L ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ōŜŜƴ ŎŀǳƎƘǘΦ 9ǎƳŜ ǇŀǘǘŜŘ Ƴȅ ƪƴŜŜ ŀƴŘ ǎƳƛƭŜŘ ŀǘ ƳŜ ǎǿŜŜǘƭȅ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ǎƘŜ 
lifted herself off the couch in her pink pajamas and stretched, walking out of the room to get 
dressed. 

And I remembered how much I wanted to giggle with Alice again, so I took my shoes off and sat 
Indian style facing her, conjuring up the teenage girl inside of me. 

ά!ƭƛŎŜΦέ aȅ ǾƻƛŎŜ ǿŀǎ ǎǘƛƭƭ ǎƭƛƎƘǘƭȅ ǎŎǊŀǘŎƘȅΣ ōǳǘ ƴŜŀǊƭȅ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ ƴƻǊƳŀƭΦ L ǇŀƛƴǘŜŘ ŀ ǾŜǊȅ ǎŜǊƛƻǳǎ 
ŜȄǇǊŜǎǎƛƻƴ ƻƴ Ƴȅ ŦŀŎŜ ŀƴŘ ǎƘŜ ŀǊŎƘŜŘ ŀƴ ŜȅŜōǊƻǿΦ ά{Ǉƛƭƭ ƛǘΦέ L ŀǎƪŜŘ ǎŜǊƛƻǳǎƭȅΣ ƴŜŜŘƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƪƴƻǿ 
what was happening with Jasper. Her face lit up and she turned toward me, mimicking my 
position and nearly vibrating. 
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{ƘŜ ƎƛƎƎƭŜŘ ƻƴŎŜΦ άWŀǎǇŜǊ ƛǎ ŀƳŀȊƛƴƎΦέ {ƘŜ ǎǉǳŜŀƪŜŘΣ ŘǊŀǿƛƴƎ ƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊŘ ƻǳǘ ŀƴŘ ǊƻƭƭƛƴƎ ƘŜǊ 
eyes in the back of her head a bit. I giggled with her, loving that things were finally happening 
between thŜƳΦ L ǿŀǾŜŘ Ƴȅ ƘŀƴŘ ŦƻǊ ƘŜǊ ǘƻ ŎƻƴǘƛƴǳŜΦ L ƴŜŜŘŜŘ ŘŜǘŀƛƭǎΦ {ƘŜ ƎƛƎƎƭŜŘ ŀƎŀƛƴΦ ά²Ŝ 
ǎǇŜƴǘ ŀƭƭ ǿŜŜƪ ǘƻƎŜǘƘŜǊΦέ {ƘŜ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǊƻƻƳ ŀƴŘ ƭŜŀƴŜŘ ƛƴǘƻ ƳŜ ǿƛǘƘ ƘŜǊ ƘŀƴŘ 
ŎǳǇǇƛƴƎ ƘŜǊ ƳƻǳǘƘ ŀƴŘ ŎƻƴǘƛƴǳŜŘ ƛƴ ŀ ǎŎŀƴŘŀƭƻǳǎ ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊΦ ά!ƴŘ ǘƘŜ ƧŀƴƛǘƻǊ ŎƭƻǎŜǘ ƛǎ ƴƻǿ color 
ŎƻƻǊŘƛƴŀǘŜŘΦέ 

L ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƘŜƭǇ ƛǘΦ L ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ǘǊƛŜŘ ǘƻ ƪŜŜǇ ƛǘ ǘƻ ƎƛƎƎƭŜǎΣ ōǳǘ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŀŘ ƳŜ ƴŜŀǊƭȅ ŦŀƭƭƛƴƎ ƻŦŦ ǘƘŜ ŎƻǳŎƘ 
in loud, raucous laughter. I could just imagine poor Jaspers face when she stopped making out 
long enough to realize the closet was too filthy for her standards. She laughed along with me, 
and it felt so light and carefree. 

hƴŎŜ ƘŜǊ ƎƛƎƎƭŜǎ ƘŀŘ ŘƛŜŘ ŘƻǿƴΣ ǎƘŜ ŎƻƴǘƛƴǳŜŘΦ ά!ƴŘ ǘƘŜ ƪƛǎǎƛƴƎΧέ {ƘŜ ǎƛƎƘŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ŘǊŜŀƳȅ 
look. She shook her head a little, making her black spiky hair bounce, and met my gaze again 
ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ǿƛŘŜ ǎƳƛƭŜΦ ά¢ƘŜ ƪƛǎǎƛƴƎ ƛǎ ŀƭƳƻǎǘ ōŜǘǘŜǊ ǘƘŀƴ ǘƘŜ ǎŜȄΦέ {ƘŜ ǿƛƎƎƭŜŘ ƘŜǊ ŜȅŜōǊƻǿǎ 
suggestively. 

L ƎŀǇŜŘ ŀǘ ƘŜǊΦ hǇŜƴƭȅΦ {ƘƻŎƪŜŘΦ ¢ƘƻǳƎƘ L ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ǎƘƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ōŜŜƴΦ !ƭƛŎŜ ǿŀǎ ƴƻ ǾƛǊƎƛƴΦ ¢ƘŜ 
leather pants said it all. She giggled ŀǘ ƳŜ ŀƴŘ ǊƻƭƭŜŘ ƘŜǊ ŜȅŜǎΦ άhƘΣ ŎƻƳŜ ƻƴΣ .ŜƭƭŀΗέ {ƘŜ 
ŎƘƛŘŜŘΣ ǎƭŀǇǇƛƴƎ Ƴȅ ƪƴŜŜ ǇƭŀȅŦǳƭƭȅΦ ά5ƻƴΩǘ ƭƻƻƪ ǎƻ ǎƘƻŎƪŜŘΦέ {ƘŜ ǎƳƛƭŜŘΦ !ƴŘ L ǎƳƛƭŜŘ ōŀŎƪΣ 
because at least they gave it a couple weeks. I hoped. And maybe if I took her indiscretions 
well, she would take it easy on me if she ever found out about Edward. I stopped asking 
ǉǳŜǎǘƛƻƴǎ ŀŦǘŜǊ ǘƘŀǘΦ WŀǎǇŜǊ ǿŀǎ Ƴȅ ǎŜŎƻƴŘ ŦŀǾƻǊƛǘŜ ƎǳȅΣ ŀƴŘ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ŎƻƳǇǊƻƳƛǎŜ ǘƘŀǘ 
fact with a really bad case of T.M.I. 

I spent the rest of my day unpacking and re-evaluating my Edward situation. I was wondering if 
I should go farther with my previous plan of little steps, to show him that I liked him. I figured 
now was probably a pretty good time to give it a shot, seeing as how we was looking at me 
differently. And definitely smiling at me differently. Plus, I already basically tried to have sex 
with him through pajamas. It was no time to be coy about something like a little flirting. 

So when Alice begged me to let her do my hair again, I gratefully accepted. And not only 
because I thought Edward would like it, and I knew he would because I saw the three different 
sketches of the hair in his sketchbook, but because I just liked spending the time with Alice. She 
somehow amplified the teenage girl inside of me. And I used to hate that, but now it just felt 
good to be normal. Or as normal as I could possibly get. 

She brushed and doted on my long brown locks for two hours. Making it shiny again, curling it 
just like last time. She had a heavy look of concentration on her face as I gazed at her through 
ǘƘŜ Ǿŀƴƛǘȅ ƳƛǊǊƻǊΦ L ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ƭȅƛƴƎ ǿƘŜƴ L ǘƻƭŘ 9ŘǿŀǊŘ ǎƘŜ ǿƛǎƘŜŘ ƘŜǊ ƘŀƛǊ ǿŀǎ ƭƻƴƎŜǊΦ .ǳǘ ǎƘŜ 
sorely lacks the self control to grow it out. I watched her this time, seeing the way she smiled 
when a curl came out perfectly bouncy, and thŜ ǿŀȅ ǎƘŜ ŦǊƻǿƴŜŘ ǿƘŜƴ ǎƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƘƻƭŘ ǘƘŜ ƘŀƛǊ 
in the iron long enough and it sagged. Of course, in typical Alice fashion she would pick it up 
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and redo it with narrowed eyes. I was wondering if her perfectionist tendencies were spreading 
to Jasper yet. I ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ ǘƘƛƴƪ ΨƎǊǳōōȅΩ ǿŀǎ ƛƴ ƘŜǊ ǾƻŎŀōǳƭŀǊȅΦ 

She talked distractedly while she was curling, telling me about things I missed in school before 
it let out for the Christmas holiday. Mike Newton was with Jessica again, and I had to smile 
because they were perfect for each other in all the wrong ways. Once she finished, she did a 
little bow/curtsy at all the shiny curls. I giggled at her and shook my head, making the curls 
bounce around. She smiled wider. 

I made chicken alfredo for dinner. It was really for Edward, but Esme and Alice loved it all the 
same. Christmas was coming up in a week, and school was already out for holiday vacation. So 
Alice was roping me into a shopping excursion. I told her no five times, and she resorted to the 
pout. And I gave in. She knew how to play me like a fiddle. 

When nine came and Alice and Esme went to bed, I began a batch of cookies, and I knew 
automatically what the most significant event in my day was. So I packed up all the chicken 
alfredo and Malted Chocolate Smiles, and went to go see Edward at ten. I left my hood down 
again, and I looked in the mirror before I left. The ridiculously shiny curls stayed all day long. 
Though I had removed the rather painful clips. I rolled my eyes at my reflection again, and 
walked out the door, bouncing curls and all. 

¢ƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŀƴȅ Ǌŀƛƴ ŀƎŀƛƴΣ ŀƴŘ L ǿŀǎ ǘƘŀƴƪŦǳƭ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ǎŀƪŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƘŀƛǊΦ L ǎǘŀƭƪŜŘ ŀŎǊƻǎǎ ǘƘŜ 
ȅŀǊŘǎ ŀƴŘ ŎƭƛƳōŜŘ ǘƘŜ ƭŀǘǘƛŎŜΣ ŦŀƛǊƛƴƎ ōŜǘǘŜǊ ŀŦǘŜǊ ŀ ƭƻƴƎ ƴƛƎƘǘΩǎ ǎƭŜŜǇ ǘƘŀƴ ǘƘŜ ǇǊŜǾƛƻǳǎ ŜǾŜƴƛƴƎΦ 
I could feel all my hair bouncing around as I climbed and made my way over the railing. I 
knocked quietly, and Edward was waiting by the door for me. When he saw me standing on the 
balcony with all my shiny bouncy hair blowing around in the light breeze, he got a strange look 
on his ŦŀŎŜΦ L ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǎǳǊŜ ǿƘŀǘ ƛǘ ƳŜŀƴǘΣ ōǳǘ L ƛƴŎƘŜŘ Ƴȅ ǿŀȅ Ǉŀǎǘ ƘƛƳ ŀƴŘ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǊƻƻƳΣ ŀƴŘ 
began unloading his meal onto the bed. 

ά¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ǇǊƻōŀōƭȅ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ƘǳƴƎǊȅΣ ƘǳƘΚέ L ŎƘǳŎƪƭŜŘ ǿƘƛƭŜ ǳƴǇŀŎƪƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ŀƭŦǊŜŘƻΣ ƛƳŀƎƛƴƛƴƎ ƘƛƳ 
having to make his own food for twelve ŘŀȅǎΦ IŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŀƴǎǿŜǊ ƳŜ ƻǊ ƧǳƳǇ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ōŜŘ ƭƛƪŜ 
always, so after my bag was emptied, I turned around. And he was standing right behind me, 
still staring at me blankly. I furrowed my eyebrows, wondering what the problem was. But 
instead of answering the silent question, he reached up a hand and tucked a wayward curl 
behind my ear, following his movements with his eyes. 

¢ƘŜƴ L ōƭǳǎƘŜŘΣ ŀǎ ƛŦ ǘƘŜ ǿƘƻƭŜ ǎƘƛƴȅ ŎǳǊƭ ǎƛǘǳŀǘƛƻƴ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ƴŜŀǊƭȅ ƻōǾƛƻǳǎ ŜƴƻǳƎƘ ǿƛǘƘƻǳǘ ƛǘΦ IŜ 
slowly lowered his hand and broke his gaze from my hair and walked to his bed in silence, 
flopping down in front of the food. He opened the container and his eyes widened. And I 
ŎƘǳŎƪƭŜŘ ŀƎŀƛƴΣ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ L ƪƴŜǿ ƘŜΩŘ ōŜ ǎǘŀǊǾƛƴƎΦ ²ƘŜƴ ƘŜ ƘŜŀǊŘ Ƴȅ ŎƘǳŎƪƭŜΣ ƘŜ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ƻǾŜǊ ŀǘ 
me, still standing beside the bed, and smiled that same crooked smile. My breath hitched, just 
like it did when he did it this morning, and my face grew hotter. Appropriately mortified of my 
reactions, I turned quickly away and shuffled my feet to the couch. 
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The iPod was on the sofa waiting for me, and I smiled when I saw it, having missed the music. I 
flopped down, bouncing my curls all over the place and scooped it up, putting the ear buds in 
my ears. 

ά!ƭƛŎŜ ŀƎŀƛƴΚέ L ƘŜŀǊŘ 9ŘǿŀǊŘ ƳǳƳōƭŜ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ōŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ Ƙƛǎ ƳƻǳǘƘ ŦǳƭƭΦ L ƭƻƻƪŜŘ up from the 
iPod and he was still staring at my hair. 

L ƴƻŘŘŜŘ Ƴȅ ƘŜŀŘ ŀǘ ƘƛƳΣ ƳŀƪƛƴƎ Ƴȅ ŎǳǊƭǎ ōƻǳƴŎŜ ǎƻƳŜ ƳƻǊŜΦ ά¸ŜŀƘΣέ L ŎƭŜŀǊŜŘ Ƴȅ ǘƘǊƻŀǘ 
ǎƻŦǘƭȅΦ ά²Ŝ ǎǇŜƴǘ ǘƘŜ Řŀȅ ǘŀƭƪƛƴƎ ŀōƻǳǘ WŀǎǇŜǊΦ /ŀǘŎƘƛƴƎ ǳǇΣ ȅƻǳ ƪƴƻǿΚέ L ǎƘǊǳƎƎŜŘ 
nonchalantly, trying to save myself a shred of dignity and focused on the iPod again, praying my 
ŦŀŎŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǎǘƛƭƭ ǊŜŘ ŀǎ ŀ ǘƻƳŀǘƻΦ 

L ƘŜŀǊŘ ƘƛƳ ƘǳƳ ǉǳƛŜǘƭȅΣ ŜƛǘƘŜǊ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ŦƻƻŘ ƻǊ Ƴȅ ǉǳŜǎǘƛƻƴΦ ά¢ƘŜȅΩǊŜ ŀǘǘŀŎƘŜŘ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ŦǳŎƪƛƴƎ 
ƘƛǇΦ LǘΩǎ ŘƛǎƎǳǎǘƛƴƎΦέ IŜ ŎƘŜǿŜŘΦ L ŎƘǳŎƪƭŜŘΣ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ǘƘŜȅ ǇǊƻōably were. Quite literally. 
Attached at the hips. I grimaced a little. 

L ōƭŜǿ ŀ ƭƻŎƪ ƻŦ ƘŀƛǊ ƻǳǘ Ƴȅ ŦŀŎŜΣ ǊŜƎǊŜǘǘƛƴƎ ƭŜŀǾƛƴƎ ƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ǇŀƛƴŦǳƭƭȅ ƴŜŎŜǎǎŀǊȅ ŎƭƛǇǎΦ ά{ƻΣέ L 
ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘ ǘǊȅƛƴƎ ǘƻ ŘƛǎǘǊŀŎǘ Ƴȅ ƳƛƴŘ ŦǊƻƳ ŘǿŜƭƭƛƴƎ ƻƴ !ƭƛŎŜΩǎ ǎŜȄ ƭƛŦŜΦ ά²Ƙŀǘ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳ Řƻƛƴg for 
ƘƻƭƛŘŀȅ ǾŀŎŀǘƛƻƴΚέ L ŀǎƪŜŘΣ Ŧƛƴŀƭƭȅ ƭƻƻƪƛƴƎ ǳǇ ŀǘ 9ŘǿŀǊŘ ŘŜǾƻǳǊƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ŀƭŦǊŜŘƻ ŜƴǘƘǳǎƛŀǎǘƛŎŀƭƭȅΦ 

IŜ ŦǳǊǊƻǿŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ōǊƻǿǎ ǿƘƛƭŜ ŎƘŜǿƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ƴƻƻŘƭŜǎΣ ǘƘŜƴ ǎƘǊǳƎƎŜŘΦ ά¸ƻǳΚέ IŜ ŀǎƪŜŘ ŀŦǘŜǊ ƘŜ 
swallowed, spinning his forks around more noodles. 

I looked down at the iPod and glanced up at him through my lashes, batting them a bit and 
ŦŜŜƭƛƴƎ ǊƛŘƛŎǳƭƻǳǎΦ ά!ƭƛŎŜ ƛǎ ǘŀƪƛƴƎ ƳŜ ǎƘƻǇǇƛƴƎ ǎƻƳŜ Řŀȅ ǘƘƛǎ ǿŜŜƪΦ hǘƘŜǊ ǘƘŀƴ ǘƘŀǘΣ ǇǊƻōŀōƭȅ 
ƴƻǘƘƛƴƎΦέ L ǎƘǊǳƎƎŜŘ ǎƻŦǘƭȅΣ ǿŀǘŎƘƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ ŜȅŜǎ ƎǊƻǿ ǿƛŘŜ ŀ ōƛǘΦ L ǿŀǎ ŀŦǊŀƛŘ L ǿŀǎ ōeing too 
obvious implementing the eye moves with the hair so soon, so I quickly focused back on the 
iPod, probably flaming red. 

IŜ ǿŀǎ ǎƛƭŜƴǘ ǿƘƛƭŜ L ƪƴƛǘǘŜŘ Ƴȅ ŜȅŜōǊƻǿǎ ǘƻƎŜǘƘŜǊ ŀǘ ŀ ǇŀǊǘƛŎǳƭŀǊƭȅ ŜŜǊƛŜ ǊŜƴŘƛǘƛƻƴ ƻŦ Ψ!ƭƭ ¢ƘŜ 
tǊŜǘǘȅ [ƛǘǘƭŜ IƻǊǎŜǎΩ ǇƭŀȅƛƴƎ ƻn the iPod. I was briefly panicked that he had found some kind of 
ƭƻƻǇƘƻƭŜ ǘƻ Ƴȅ ƘǳƳƳƛƴƎ ōŜŦƻǊŜ L ǊŜŀƭƛȊŜŘ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ǘƛǊŜŘ ǿƘŜƴ L Ǝƻǘ ōŀŎƪΣ ǎƻ L ŦƛƎǳǊŜŘ ƛǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ 
work. Which was understandable, because the song sounded downright disturbing. I wondered 
idly who would play something so creepy for their child. 

ά²Ŝ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ Řƻ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎΦέ 9ŘǿŀǊŘ ǎŀƛŘ ǉǳƛŜǘƭȅ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ōŜŘΦ L ǎƴŀǇǇŜŘ Ƴȅ ƘŜŀŘ ǳǇΣ ƳŀƪƛƴƎ 
all my curls bounce over my hoodie. He was looking into the container of food intently, poking 
at the noodles with his fork, and not meeting my gaze. And I was surely gaping. 

L ƭŜǘ ǘƘŜ ƎŀǇƛƴƎ ǎǳōǎƛŘŜΣ ǘǊȅƛƴƎ ƴƻǘ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ Ƴȅ ƘƻǇŜǎ ǳǇΦ ά[ƛƪŜ ǿƘŀǘΚέ L ƘŜŘƎŜŘΣ ǘǊȅƛƴƎ ƴƻǘ ǘƻ 
sound nearly as hopeful as I was. 

He furrowed his brows at his alfredo and raked his fingers through hiǎ ƘŀƛǊΦ άL ŘƻƴΩǘ ŦǳŎƪƛƴƎ 
ƪƴƻǿΦΦΦέ IŜ ƳǳƳōƭŜŘΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜƴ ǇŀǳǎŜŘΣ ƭŜǘǘƛƴƎ ƻǳǘ ǿƘŀǘ ŀǇǇŜŀǊŜŘ ǘƻ ōŜ ŀ ǎƛƎƘΦ άaŀȅōŜ ȅƻǳ 
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ŎƻǳƭŘ ŎƻƳŜ ǿƛǘƘ ƳŜ ǘƻ tƻǊǘ !ƴƎŜƭŜǎΦέ IŜ ǘǿƛǊƭŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ƴƻƻŘƭŜǎ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ Ƙƛǎ ŦƻǊƪΦ άIŜƭǇ ƳŜ ǳǇŘŀǘŜ 
ǘƘŜ ōƻƻƪ ŎƻƭƭŜŎǘƛƻƴ ƻǊ ǎƻƳŜ ǎƘƛǘΦέ IŜ ǎƘǊǳƎƎŜŘΣ Ǉlunging his fork into his mouth with much 
more force than necessary, and still not meeting my gaze. 

I was stunned. Edward and I had never been seen together in public, and had only talked in the 
ŘŀȅƭƛƎƘǘ ƻƴŎŜΣ ōŜƘƛƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǎŎƘƻƻƭΦ ά¸ŜŀƘΦέ L ōƭǳǊǘŜŘΣ Ƴȅ ŦŀŎŜ getting hotter at all the giddiness 
ǘƘŀǘ ǿŀǎ ǊƛǎƛƴƎ ƛƴ ƳŜΦ άLΩŘ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘŀǘΦέ L ǎƳƛƭŜŘ Řƻǿƴ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ƛtƻŘ ŀ ƭƛǘǘƭŜΣ ǘǊȅƛƴƎ ƴƻǘ ǘƻ ǎŜŜƳ ƴŜŀǊƭȅ 
as happy about the whole thing as I actually was. I felt so much like Alice trying to seem 
indifferent towards Jasper. I inwardly rolled my eyes at myself. 

After a few moments of silence, I chanced a peek up through my lashes at Edward and he was 
staring at me intensely, still chewing. When I met his gaze, I saw him swallow heavily and nod, 
shifting his attention to the container of alfredo once again. 

We were silent for the remainder of his meal. Edward was enjoying his alfredo quite 
thoroughly, and I was pondering over all the new developments, wondering exactly what they 
meant. I was trying not to read too much into it. And probably failing rather miserably. 

 

 

 

 
It was the shiny fucking curls. She knew how much I liked those curls. There were three fucking 
pages of them in the sketchbook. In fact, they were the last three pages in there. She had to 
have known. Which could only mean one thing. My girl was trying to look pretty for me. It was 
so fucking obvious. The little blushes just confirmed it. I could write off the fucking delicious 
alfredo easily. She was just doing it because she was gone for so long and she knew I was 
starving. But only one thing could explain the shiny fucking curls. 

And not only did she get pretty for me, but she looked up at me through her eyelashes again 
and batted them with a small smile. And that just fucking sealed it for me. She was fucking 
flirtingΦ !ƴŘ ǘƘŜƴ L ǊŜŀƭƛȊŜŘΧ ƛǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǘƘŜ ŦƛǊǎǘ ǘƛƳŜΦ 

It was obvious that the first time she did the shiny fucking curls, she was flirting with me then. 
²ƘƛŎƘ ƳŜŀƴǘ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜ ƴƛƎƘǘ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ǎƘŜ ƭŜŦǘ ŦƻǊ tƘƻŜƴƛȄΣ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ƪƛǎǎƛƴƎ ƳŜ ŦƻǊ ǎƻƳŜ 
distraction. She did it because it was me. 

I was wondering, while I was eating the fucking delicious alfredo like it held the key to my 
existence, exactly how long she had felt that way about me, and how many times I had fucked 
up because I never realized it. 
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Maybe I could even trace it back to the party, when she asked me about the strawberry blonde, 
and wanted to know if I thought she was pretty. The harder I thought about it, it even explained 
the whole Stanley situation. She had to hear about me fucking Stanley. She was fucking jealous. 
Even the first kiss made more sense. The way she basically fucking roped me into doing it. 

It even explained Thanksgiving, when she let me put my arms around her, and she stayed and 
got as close to me as possible. Maybe I could even trace it all the way back to the gazebo when I 
first attempted to tell her about Stanley. And the more I traced it back, the more fucking stupid 
I felt for not seeing it all sooner. 

The epiphany almost made me choke on my fucking noodles. My girl never had a switch for me. 
And I was so busy trying to keep mine off, I never fucking realized it. 

And because I was letting my girl lead me, I had to make a move too. She had made so many 
small moves that I needed a bigger one to make up for them all. Thankfully she left me a 
window right as she was trying to flirt. It felt like I was doing shit so ass backwards. We already 
slept in the same bed every night. We had already kissed and made out. And just now, I was 
trying to take her out on some fucking quasi-non-date. Confusing was the fucking 
understatement of the century. 

Then there was the whole dilemma of where ǘƻ ǘŀƪŜ ƘŜǊΦ L ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ Řƻ ƛǘ ƛƴ CƻǊƪǎΣ Ƴȅ ŀǎǎ ǿƻǳƭŘ 
ƎŜǘ ŎŀǳƎƘǘΣ ŀƴŘ ƛǘ ǿƻǳƭŘ ŦƛƴŘ ƛǘǎ ǿŀȅ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ǘƻǿƴ ƛƴ ŀƴ ƘƻǳǊΦ L ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǊŜŀŘȅ ŦƻǊ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƘƛǘΦ L 
was ǎǘƛƭƭ ǇǊŜǘǘȅ ŦǳŎƪƛƴƎ ǇƻǎƛǘƛǾŜ ǘƘŀǘ .ǊŀƴŘƻƴ ǿƻǳƭŘ ŎŀǎǘǊŀǘŜ ƳŜΦ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ ǘƘƛƴƪ WŀȊȊ ŎƻǳƭŘ 
ŘŜǘŜǊ ƘŜǊΦ tƻǊǘ !ƴƎŜƭŜǎ ǿŀǎ Ƴȅ ƻƴƭȅ ƻǇǘƛƻƴΦ !ƴŘ Ƴȅ ƎƛǊƭ ƭƛƪŜŘ ōƻƻƪǎΦ !ƴŘ LΩŘ ǇǊƻōŀōƭȅ ǎǇŜƴŘ ǘƘŜ 
whole fucking day staring at her shiny fucking curls anyways. SometƘƛƴƎ ǘƻƭŘ ƳŜ ǎƘŜΩŘ ōŜ 
wearing them. 

Then when I asked, I was worried I was reading more into it. Forcing the words out and looking 
like a complete idiot. But she said yes. Then she did that eye thing again. My epiphany was spot 
on. 

I was finally done with the fucking delicious alfredo, so I put the container beside the bed and 
chanced a peek at Bella on the sofa. She was staring at my iPod, and still fucking blushing. It 
made me smirk. Even all the blushes made more sense. 

ά¢Ƙŀƴƪ ȅƻǳΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎ ŦǳŎƪƛƴƎ ŘŜƭƛŎƛƻǳǎΦέ L ǎŀƛŘ ǎƛƴŎŜǊŜƭȅΣ ǎŜǘǘƭƛƴƎ ōŀŎƪ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ōŜŘΦ {ƘŜ Ŧƛƴŀƭƭȅ ƳŜǘ 
Ƴȅ ƎŀȊŜ ŀƴŘ ǎƳƛƭŜŘΣ ǎƻ L ƎŀǾŜ ƘŜǊ Ƴȅ ŎǊƻƻƪŜŘ ǎƳƛƭŜΣ ǘƘŜ ƻƴŜ L ƪƴŜǿ ǎƘŜΩŘ ƭƛƪŜŘΦ !ƴŘ Ƨǳǎǘ ƭƛƪŜ 
the last two times, her eyes lit up and she blushed harder. It was almost too fucking easy. She 
quickly darted her eyes back to the iPod. 

!ƴŘ L ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ǿŀƴǘŜŘ ǘƻ ǎƪŜǘŎƘ Ƴȅ ƎƛǊƭΩǎ ǎƘƛƴȅ ŦǳŎƪƛƴƎ ŎǳǊƭǎ ŀƴŘ ǘŀƭƪ ǘƻ ƘŜǊ ƳƻǊŜΣ ōǳǘ L ǿŀǎ ǘƛǊŜŘ 
ŀǎ ƘŜƭƭΣ ǎǘƛƭƭ ŎŀǘŎƘƛƴƎ ǳǇ ƻƴ ǎƭŜŜǇΦ ά¢ƛǊŜŘΚέ L ŀǎƪŜŘΣ ƴƻǘ ǿŀƴǘƛƴƎ ǘƻ Ŏǳǘ ƛƴǘƻ ƘŜǊ ƳǳǎƛŎ ǘƛƳŜΦ {ƘŜ 
looked up at me and nodded, making her curls bounce everywhere, and I was still gaping at 
them. And really kind of fucking impatient to feel them in my hands. 
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She removed the ear buds and set the iPod down on the sofa, pushing herself up and grabbing 
her bag. She shuffled to the bathroom with it, and I just kept staring at her curls, watching them 
bounce with every step she took. She was so fucking beautiful. 

While she was in the bathroom I wondered when would be a good time to tell her that. How 
fucking beautiful I thought she was. Bella was a girl after all. I figured they liked hearing shit like 
ǘƘŀǘ ŜǾŜǊȅ ƴƻǿ ŀƴŘ ŀƎŀƛƴΦ Lǘ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ōŜ ƛƴŀǇǇǊƻǇǊƛŀǘŜΦ Lƴ ŦŀŎǘΣ ƛŦ L ƘŀŘ ŜƴƻǳƎƘ ŦŀƛǘƘ ƛƴ Ƴȅ 
epiphany, I could even go so far as to say she would fucking love to hear some shit lƛƪŜ ǘƘŀǘΧ 
from me specifically. 

Ten minutes later my girl walked out of the bathroom in her pajamas, bouncing her curls 
around her white t-ǎƘƛǊǘΦ IŜǊ ŀǊƳǎ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƭƻƻƪ ƻōǎŎŜƴŜ ǘƻ ƳŜ ƴƻǿΦ 9ǾŜƴ ǘƘŜȅ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ōŜŀǳǘƛŦǳƭΦ 
She shuffled her way to the bed while I went to change into my pajamas. When I walked in the 
bathroom and closed the door, I glanced at the little blue toothbrush, and I wondered if it 
ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ǘƻ Řƻ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘƛǎ ǿƘƻƭŜ ŜǇƛǇƘŀƴȅ ǘƻƻΦ .ǳǘ ǘƘŜƴ L ǊŜŀǎƻƴŜŘ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ Ƨǳǎǘ ŀ 
fucking toothbrush. Definitely reading too much into shit. 

I walked out, glanced at Bella in bed waiting for me, and slid the covers down, determined not 
to let the epiphany make shit awkward for me. I slid comfortably under the covers and turned 
the lamp out quickly, still kind of impatient about the whole touching the curls situation. As 
ǎƻƻƴ ŀǎ ǘƘŜ ǊƻƻƳ ǿŜƴǘ ŘŀǊƪ L ǊƻƭƭŜŘ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƻ Ƴȅ ƎƛǊƭ ŀƴŘ ǎŎƻƻǇŜŘ ƘŜǊ ǳǇΦ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǿŀǎǘŜ ŀƴȅ ǘƛƳŜΣ 
plunging my hands into all her soft silky curls and burying my face into them before she even 
got her head onto my chest completely. It always smelled so fucking good. 

!ƴŘ L ǳǎǳŀƭƭȅ ǎƛƎƘŜŘ ǿƘŜƴ L ōǳǊƛŜŘ Ƴȅ ŦŀŎŜ ƛƴǘƻ Ƴȅ ƎƛǊƭΩǎ ƘŀƛǊΦ .ǳǘ ǘƻƴƛƎƘǘ L ƘǳƳƳŜŘ ƛƴ 
ŎƻƴǘŜƴǘƳŜƴǘΣ ŀƴŘ Ƨǳǎǘ ŦǳŎƪƛƴƎ ǎǉǳŜŜȊŜŘ ƘŜǊ ǘƻ ƳŜ ǘƛƎƘǘŜǊΦ L ƪƴŜǿ ǎƘŜΩŘ ƭƛƪŜ ƛǘΦ L ŎƻǳƭŘ ŦŜŜƭ Ƙer 
breathing in my chest. She liked the way I smelled too. 

I felt her little fingers stroking my hair softly and sweetly. And because I was letting her lead 
ƳŜΣ ŀƴŘ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ L Ƨǳǎǘ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ŦǳŎƪƛƴƎ ǎǘƻǇ ƳȅǎŜƭŦΣ ŀƴŘ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ǎƘŜ ƘŀŘ ŀƭǊŜŀŘȅ ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘ 
humming anŘ L ǿŀǎ ŀŦǊŀƛŘ L ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƎŜǘ ŀ ŎƘŀƴŎŜ ǘƻΣ L ƭƛŦǘŜŘ Ƴȅ ŀǊƳ ŦǊƻƳ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ƘŜǊ ǿŀƛǎǘΣ 
and smoothed all the curls out of her face and off her little neck. Bunching them all up above 
her head so I could bury my face into more of them. I could feel her smiling into my chest and 
nuzzling in deeper as she hummed, and it made me smile into all her curls. I was going to put 
my arm back around her, but opted instead to cup her face as it was pressed against my chest. 
Rubbing her soft little cheek with my thumb softly as I breathed in all her flowers and cookies. 

!ƴŘ ǘƘŜ ƳƻƳŜƴǘ Ƨǳǎǘ ǎŜŜƳŜŘ ǊƛƎƘǘΦ ά¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ǎƻ ŦǳŎƪƛƴƎ ōŜŀǳǘƛŦǳƭΦέ L ǎƛƎƘŜŘ ƛƴǘƻ ŀƭƭ ƘŜǊ ǎƘƛƴȅ 
fucking curls truthfully, nuzzling my way deeper into the top of her head. Her humming 
stopped, and she slowly tilted her little head up off my chest, moving all the hair away from my 
face to meet my gaze, so I leaned my head back so I could see her too. 

Lǘ ǿŀǎ ŀƭƳƻǎǘ ƭƛƪŜ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ ǘƘƻǎŜ ǿŜƛǊŘ ǎƛƭŜƴǘ ŎƻƴǾŜǊǎŀǘƛƻƴǎ L ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ƘŀŘ ǿƛǘƘ WŀȊȊΦ aȅ ƎƛǊƭΩǎ ōƛƎ 
brown eyes were staring right into mine. And the way she was looking at me and smiling told 
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ƳŜ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎ ǊŜŀƭ ƘŀǇǇȅ L ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ǘƘŀǘΣ ŜǾŜƴ ƛŦ ǎƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ōŜƭƛŜǾŜ ƛǘ ƘŜǊǎŜƭŦΦ L Ƨǳǎǘ ƪŜǇǘ ǊǳōōƛƴƎ 
her little cheek with my thumb, trying to tell her with my eyes how much I thought it was true, 
and how lost it made me. 

And that was the real fucking problem in all of this. I was lost, and confused. And I really 
ƴŜŜŘŜŘ ƘŜǊ ǘƻ ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘŀƴŘ ǘƘŀǘΦ !ƴŘ L ŦǳŎƪƛƴƎ ƘŀǘŜŘ ǘƘŀǘ L ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ōŜ ōŜǘǘŜǊ ŦƻǊ ƘŜǊΦ 

Slowly I closed my eyes, never ceasing the moǾŜƳŜƴǘǎ ƻŦ Ƴȅ ǘƘǳƳō ƻƴ ƘŜǊ ǎƻŦǘ ŎƘŜŜƪΦ άLΩƳ ǎƻ 
ŦǳŎƪƛƴƎ ŎƭǳŜƭŜǎǎΣ .ŜƭƭŀΦέ L ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊŜŘΦ !ƴŘ L ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ŦǳŎƪƛƴƎ ǿŀǎΦ L ŦŜƭǘ ƘŜǊ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ƘŀƴŘ ƳƻǾŜ ŦǊƻƳ Ƴȅ 
hair down to my cheek, where she cupped it, a lot like I was doing with her. Slowly I opened my 
eyes to meet her gaze. 

She just looked concerned. For me. And I wanted to snort at her for being so ridiculous, 
because I was so accustomed to being clueless by now. 

{ƭƻǿƭȅΣ ǎƘŜ ǎƳƛƭŜŘ ŀǘ ƳŜΦ άLǘΩǎ ƻƪŀȅΦέ {ƘŜ ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊŜŘΣ ǊǳōōƛƴƎ Ƴȅ ŎƘŜŜƪ ƭƛƪŜ L ǿŀǎ ŘƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƘŜǊΦ 
And I really fucking hoped it was. Because I needed it to be. For the both of us. But I had to 
ƳŀƪŜ ǘƘŜ ŎǳǎǘƻƳŀǊȅ ŘƛǎŎƭŀƛƳŜǊΣ Ƨǳǎǘ ǎƘŜΩŘ ƪƴƻǿΦ 

άLΩƳ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ƎƻƻŘ ŀǘ ŦǳŎƪƛƴƎ ǎƘƛǘ ǳǇΦέ L ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊŜŘΣ ǘǊȅƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƳŀƪŜ ƘŜǊ ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘŀƴŘ ǘƘŀǘ L ǇǊƻōŀōƭȅ 
would end up doing just that. And trying to show her with everything in me how fucking 
terrified that made me. I sighed and closed my eyes again, shaking my head gently against her 
ǇŀƭƳΦ ά.ǳǘ L ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ǘǊȅΧέ L ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊŜŘΣ ǇŀǳǎƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǎǘǊƻƪŜ ƘŜǊ ŎƘŜŜƪ ƘŀǊŘŜǊ ǘƻ ǎƘƻǿ ƘŜǊ ŀƭƭ 
Ƴȅ ŎƻƴǾƛŎǘƛƻƴΦ .ŜŎŀǳǎŜ L ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ŘƛŘΦ !ƴŘ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ L ƘŀŘ ǘƻ ƪƴƻǿΦ άΧƛŦ ȅƻǳ really fucking want me 
ǘƻΦέ 

I could feel her little thumb rubbing my cheek gently, and it was calming me, but I was still 
utterly terrified of either answer. So I opened my eyes. And my girl was smiling. Because she did 
ǿŀƴǘ ƳŜ ǘƻ ǘǊȅΦ L ƭŜǘ ƻǳǘ ŀ ŘŜŜǇ ōǊŜŀǘƘ ŀƴŘ ƴƻŘŘŜŘ ŀǘ ƘŜǊΦ Wǳǎǘ ǎƻ ǎƘŜΩŘ ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘŀƴŘΣ LΩŘ ōŜ ƻƪŀȅ 
with trying. 

She smiled bigger and moved her thumb across my lips. I pressed a soft kiss to it, because it was 
just fucking there. 

{ƘŜ ƭŜǘ ƻǳǘ ŀ ōƛƎ ǎƛƎƘ ǘƘŀǘ ōƭŜǿ ŀŎǊƻǎǎ Ƴȅ ŦŀŎŜΦ ά²Ƙŀǘ ŘƻŜǎ ƛǘ ƳŜŀƴΚέ {ƘŜ ŀǎƪŜŘ ǉǳƛŜǘƭȅ ǿƛǘƘ 
those big brown eyes. 

!ƴŘ L Ƨǳǎǘ ǎƘǊǳƎƎŜŘΣ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿΦ ά²ŜΩƭƭ Ƨǳǎǘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ǿŀƛǘ ŀƴŘ ŦǳŎƪƛƴƎ ǎŜŜΦέ L ǎƛƎƘŜŘ 
against her thumb, and knew I had tƻ ŀŘŘ ǘƘŜ ƭŀǎǘ ŘƛǎŎƭŀƛƳŜǊ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƴƛƎƘǘΦ ά¢Ǌȅ ƴƻǘ ǘƻ ǇǳǎƘ ǎƘƛǘ 
ǘƻƻ ŦŀǊΦ WǳǎǘΧέ L ǇŀǳǎŜŘ ŀƴŘ ƭŜǘ ƻǳǘ ŀ ŘŜŜǇ ōǊŜŀǘƘΣ ǎƘŀƪƛƴƎ Ƴȅ ƘŜŀŘ ŀƎŀƛƴǎǘ ǘƘŜ Ǉƛƭƭƻǿ ƎŜƴǘƭȅΦ 
άΦΦWǳǎǘ ƭŜǘ ƛǘ ŎƻƳŜΦέ L ǎƘǊǳƎƎŜŘΦ Lǘ ǇǊƻōŀōƭȅ ǎƻǳƴŘŜŘ ƭƛƪŜ ŀ ōǳƭƭǎƘƛǘ ŀƴǎǿŜǊΣ ōǳǘ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ŀƭƭ L ƘŀŘΦ 
She nodded at me and moved her thumb against my lips again, darting her eyes down to them. 
{ƘŜ ǿŀƴǘŜŘ ǘƻ ƪƛǎǎ ƳŜΦ !ƴŘ L ƪƴŜǿ L ǇǊƻōŀōƭȅ ǎƘƻǳƭŘƴΩǘΣ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ǘƘŜǊŜΩŘ ōŜ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ŀǿƪǿŀǊŘ 
situation like last time, but I wanted to kiss her too. So I leaned in, and watched as her eyes 
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fluttered closed, and pulled her face to mine, giving her a soft gentle kiss. She pulled my face to 
hers harder with a sigh. 

I took her soft pouty bottom lip in between mine and sucked it gently, while she did the same 
to my top lip. .ǳǘ L ǇǳƭƭŜŘ ŀǿŀȅΦ bƻǘ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ L ǿŀƴǘŜŘ ǘƻΦ .ǳǘ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘΦ L ƳƻǾŜŘ Ƴȅ ƭƛǇǎ 
ǳǇ ǘƻ ƘŜǊ ŦƻǊŜƘŜŀŘ ŀƴŘ ǇƭŀƴǘŜŘ ŀ ǎƻŦǘ ƪƛǎǎ ǘƘŜǊŜΦ Wǳǎǘ ǘƻ ǎƘƻǿ ƘŜǊΣ ƛǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŀƭƭ ŀōƻǳǘ ƭǳǎǘ ŦƻǊ 
ƳŜΦ Wǳǎǘ ƛƴ ŦǳŎƪƛƴƎ ŎŀǎŜ ǎƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŀƭǊŜŀŘȅ ƪƴƻǿ ƛǘΦ 

With a sigh, she pressed her head back into my chest, once again granting me access to all 
those shiny fucking curls. I removed my hand from her cheek finally and bunched all the curls 
up again while she resumed stroking my hair and humming. And I just fucking buried myself 
into ŀƭƭ ǘƘƻǎŜ ǎƻŦǘ ǎƛƭƪȅ ŎǳǊƭǎ ŀƴŘ ŦŜƭƭ ŀǎƭŜŜǇ ǉǳƛŎƪƭȅΣ Ƨǳǎǘ ǇǊŀȅƛƴƎ ǘƘŀǘ L ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ŦǳŎƪ ŜǾŜǊȅǘƘƛƴƎ 
up. 
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Chapter 22. Frosted Pecan Patience 

 

 

 

In the third grade, I made honor roll, and my mom got me a new puppy. And I was so excited 
about it that I spent the entire day squealing and jumping all over the house like a miniature 
Alice on crack, and just scaring the crap out of that poor little puppy. That same night I got cake 
and ice cream, and I went to bed on a sugar high, hugging my new puppy, and just plain loving 
my life. It felt like the best night of my life. Until last night. 

Because when Edward Cullen told me I was beautiful, it effectively moved my puppy night 
Řƻǿƴ ŀ ƴƻǘŎƘΦ !ƴŘ ŀǎ ƛŦ ƘƛƳ Ƨǳǎǘ ǎŀȅƛƴƎ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŜƴƻǳƎƘ ǘƻ ŎƻƳǇƭŜǘŜƭȅ ƳŀƪŜ Ƴȅ ȅŜŀǊΣ ƘŜ 
ǿŀƴǘŜŘ ǘƻ ǘǊȅΦ IŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŎƻƳŜ ǊƛƎƘǘ ƻǳǘ ŀƴŘ ǎŀȅ ŜȄŀŎǘƭȅ what he wanted to try, but I 
understood. He wanted to try to be with me the way I always wanted to be with him. And then 
he kissed me. And not because he pitied me, and not because I forced him into it, but because 
he just wanted to. 

He was scared, and I could tell. And I wanted to just tell him that there was nothing he could 
possibly do to make me turn away from him. But if I was being honest with myself, I was a little 
scared too. Because all my excƛǘŜƳŜƴǘ ǎŎŀǊŜŘ ǘƘŀǘ ǇƻƻǊ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ǇǳǇǇȅΣ ŀƴŘ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ƘƛƳ ƭƻƴƎ 
enough to even give him a name. So as I started humming Edward to sleep, I promised myself I 
ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǎŎŀǊŜ ƘƛƳ ŀǿŀȅΦ !ǎ ƳǳŎƘ ŀǎ L ǿŀƴǘŜŘ ǘƻ Ŏŀƭƭ ƘƛƳ Ƴȅ ōƻȅŦǊƛŜƴŘΣ ƻǊ ƎƛǾŜ ǿƘŀǘ ǿŜ ƘŀŘ 
some kind of label, and giggle with Alice about all of our kisses, I knew I had to be patient. So I 
would do exactly like he asked, and just let it come. 

× 

We woke up to the alarm again, and it felt really cold outside of the covers. I could feel Edward 
breathing into my hair still. I smiled against his chest and gave him the squeeze that always 
said, L ŘƻƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ȅƻǳ ǘƻ Ǉǳƭƭ ŀǿŀȅΦ LŦ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ Ƴȅ ŘǊŜŀƳs better, I would have thought the 
whole night was just one big dream. And before Edward did his usual morning groan, he 
nuzzled further into my hair and gave me a soft kiss on the top of my head. Then he groaned 
and pulled away. But I was okay with that. Because I was being patient, and just letting it come. 

Reluctant to feel the cold chill in the dark room, I slowly rolled out of bed and shuffled to the 
sofa. It took Edward longer than usual to beat the alarm clock into submission. I went into the 
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bathroom while Edward ran his fingers through his hair, letting him wake up. My hair was 
ǘŜǊǊƛŦȅƛƴƎΦ L ǘƘƛƴƪ L ƘŀŘ ƘŀƛǊ ŎǳǊƭƛƴƎ ǳǇǿŀǊŘǎΦ !ƭƭ ǘŀƴƎƭŜŘ ŀƴŘ ǎǘƛƭƭ ǿŀǊƳ ŦǊƻƳ 9ŘǿŀǊŘΩǎ ōǊŜŀǘƘƛƴƎΦ 

I got dressed quickly, just needing to start the day. I pulled my hoodie on and brushed my teeth, 
ǎƳƛƭƛƴƎ ǿƘŜƴ L Ǉǳǘ ǘƘŜ ōƭǳŜ ǘƻƻǘƘōǊǳǎƘ ōŀŎƪ ƛƴ ƛǘǎ ǇƭŀŎŜΣ ǊƛƎƘǘ ƴŜȄǘ ǘƻ 9ŘǿŀǊŘΩǎΦ ²ƘŜƴ L ŎŀƳŜ 
out, Edward was still running his fingers through his hair, and obviously very groggy. It was cold, 
so I put my hood up, and tried to do everything just like normal. I got my bag from the sofa and 
shuffled to the bed side table, still kind of waking up. I pulled out his bag of cookies and 
dropped them next to the alarm clock. I chanced a peek at Edward in the bed, still lying under 
the warm covers. He was lying on his back, still running his fingers through his messy bronze 
hair, but his eyes were open, and he was staring at me intensely. 

Suddenly I got an irrational panic that he was backing out of the whole thing. In the harsh light 
of day ƘŜ ǊŜŀƭƛȊŜŘ L ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ōŜŀǳǘƛŦǳƭ ŀǘ ŀƭƭΦ !ƴŘ ōŜŦƻǊŜ L ŎƻǳƭŘ ƎƛǾŜ ƳȅǎŜƭŦ ŀ ŎƻƳǇƭŜǘŜ 
heart attack over the entire notion, he lifted his hand up from his hair waved me over. 

Skeptically, I got closer to the bed, wondering exactly how close he wanted me to get. But he 
ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƭƻǿŜǊ Ƙƛǎ ƘŀƴŘ ŀƴȅΣ ǎƻ L ƭƛŦǘŜŘ Ƴȅ ƪƴŜŜ ŀƴŘ ŎƭƛƳōŜŘ ǳǇ ōŜǎƛŘŜ ƘƛƳΣ ƭŜŀƴƛƴƎ ōŀŎƪ ƻƴ Ƴȅ 
ankles at his side with my palms on the bed. Finally he sat up, never breaking my nervous gaze, 
and reached his hand up to pull my hood down and free all my tangled curls. After the hood 
was off, he slowly moved his hand to cup my cheek, just like before, rubbing gently with his 
thumb. He just stared into my eyes intensely for a few seconds before he leaned into my face. I 
thought for a moment he was going to kiss me again, and my breath hitched as I stared into his 
intense green eyes and I let my eyes flutter closed, parting my lips slightly by instinct. But 
instead he leaned into my free cheek, and grazed it lightly with his lips and nose, holding them 
there so I could feel his hot breath wash over my face as he rubbed the other cheek with his 
thumb. He kissed it softly before trailing the tip of his nose across my cheek and over my jaw, 
into all my tangled curls until his nose reached the top of my ear. 

He nuzzled my ear lightly through all my curls, and I could hear his lips part as he began to 
ǎǇŜŀƪΦ άL ƘŀǘŜ ǘƘŀǘ ŦǳŎƪƛƴƎ ƘƻƻŘΦέ IŜ ōǊŜŀǘƘŜŘ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ Ƴȅ ƘŀƛǊ ƛƴǘƻ Ƴȅ ŜŀǊΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜƴ ŦƭƻǇǇŜŘ 
back down onto the bed, once again running his fingers through his hair with his eyes closed. I 
ƭŜǘ ƻǳǘ ŀ ōǊŜŀǘƘ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ ƪƴƻǿ L ǿŀǎ ƘƻƭŘƛƴƎ ŀƴŘ ǎŎǳǊǊƛŜŘ ƻŦŦ ǘƘŜ ōŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ŦƭŀƳƛƴƎ ŦŀŎŜΦ 

I shuffled out the French doors into the cold December morning air, and let it cool my hot 
cheeks while I climbed down the lattice with a goofy grin on my face. 

I stalked across the yard to my house, and quietly entered the kitchen, closing it behind me 
with my usual quiet click, and making my way to my bathroom to take my morning shower. I 
grimaced at my hair again in the mirror, but smiled a little too. My face was still a little red from 
the cheek kiss. I got under the steaming hot water of my shower, and finally allowed myself the 
excited squeal I had been holding in for the last seven hours. I felt kind of stupid for being so 
excƛǘŜŘΣ ōǳǘ L Ƨǳǎǘ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƘŜƭǇ ƛǘΦ 
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I cooked for Alice and Esme like usual, and we sat around the kitchen discussing all the holiday 
decorations Alice was forcing us to put up that day. She had diagrams of light displays, and lists 
of garland and tinsel, cunningly marking the most efficient locations to hang decorations 
without compromising the drywall. It was all a bit ridiculous. I lovingly dubbed her the 
Christmas Nazi. And as a punishment, I was in charge of untangling all of the strands of lights 
that kind of reminded me of having to brush my hair out that morning. 

At noon, Alice was screeching over the phone to Emmett, who had been bribed into 
transporting the freakishly large Christmas tree from the lot to our house in his jeep. And 
because of that, I was now making six bags of Frosted Pecan Patience ǘƻƴƛƎƘǘΦ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƳƛƴŘΣ ƛƴ 
fact I quite enjoyed the idea of making Emmett a bag of cookies every day. I still felt awful 
about the hand shaking incident. And Alice was using my cookies as her secret weapon for 
everything. It made me snicker at her. 

When Emmett finally arrived carrying the tree, I stood in the far corner of the room, offering 
him a smile and a nod as hello, which he returned. He put the tree in six different places before 
Alice was finally saǘƛǎŦƛŜŘ ǎƘŜ ŦƻǳƴŘ ǘƘŜ ΨƻǇǘƛƳŀƭ ƭƻŎŀǘƛƻƴ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ƛƳǇŀŎǘ ƻŦ ƳŀȄƛƳŀƭ ƘƻƭƛŘŀȅ 
ŎƘŜŜǊΩΦ wƛŘƛŎǳƭƻǳǎΦ 

By three in the afternoon, our house looked like a disturbingly mutated version of the North 
Pole, and I was swearing that if I ever had to touch another Christmas light again, I was going to 
go even more insane than I already was. 

When I finally got a chance to slow down and think, I spent the rest of day thinking about 
9ŘǿŀǊŘ ŀƴŘ ŜǾŜǊȅǘƘƛƴƎ ƘŜ ƘŀŘ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘŜ ƴƛƎƘǘ ōŜŦƻǊŜΦ !ƴŘ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ŀǎƪ !ƭƛŎŜ ǘƻ Řƻ 
my hair again, or even agree to it. Because she basically forced me to the vanity in her room, 
ǘŜƭƭƛƴƎ ƳŜ ŀōƻǳǘ Ƙƻǿ ƳǳŎƘ ŎǳǊƭǎ ǿŜǊŜ ΨƛƴΩ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ /ƘǊƛǎǘƳŀǎ ǎŜŀǎƻƴΦ L ǘƘƛƴƪ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎ ǘǊȅƛƴƎ ǘƻ 
coordinate me with the Christmas decorations. I certainly felt like one. 

 

 
 
 
 
!ŦǘŜǊ .Ŝƭƭŀ ƭŜŦǘ L Ƨǳǎǘ ŦǳŎƪƛƴƎ ƭŀƛŘ ƛƴ ōŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǿƘƻƭŜ ƳƻǊƴƛƴƎ ǘƘƛƴƪƛƴƎΧ ŀƴŘ ǿŀƛǘƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ Ƴȅ ǾŜǊȅ 
first case ever of raging morning wood to subside. That was going to be a problem. And one I 
had never had to deal with before. Now I was pulling away for much different reasons. 

Everything was so fucking new and confusing, and I had no idea where to go with any of it, and I 
was so terrified I was going to ruin everything. And really, I just wanted someone to vent it all 
ƻǳǘ ǘƻΦ !ƴŘ L ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ Řƻ ƛǘ ǿƛth my girl. So I had to go to the only other motherfucker who 
knew about our situation. And I was going to have to eat a massive amount of crow. Because I 
ƪŜǇǘ ǘŜƭƭƛƴƎ ƘƛƳ ƛǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘŀǘΦ !ƴŘ ƴƻǿ ƛǘ ŦǳŎƪƛƴƎ ǿŀǎΦ 
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Dreading the upcoming conversation, I dragged my ass out of bed and got dressed, throwing on 
my leather jacket and boots. Emmett had gone to fetch Brandon a Christmas tree or some shit, 
ŀƴŘ /ŀǊƭƛǎƭŜ ǿŀǎ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ƘƻǎǇƛǘŀƭΣ ǎƻ L ƭƻŎƪŜŘ ǘƘŜ ƘƻǳǎŜ ǳǇ ŀƴŘ ƳŀŘŜ Ƴȅ ǿŀȅ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƻ WŀȊȊΩǎ 
house. 

L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ Ŏŀƭl first, because he never fucking cared. I figured if Brandon needed a tree today, she 
ǿŀǎ ƻŎŎǳǇƛŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ŘŜŎƻǊŀǘƛƴƎ ƛƴ ƘŜǊ ǳǎǳŀƭ ƘƻǊǊŜƴŘƻǳǎ ŦŀǎƘƛƻƴΣ ǎƻ ƘŜΩŘ ōŜ ƘƻƳŜΣ ŀƴŘ ōƻǊŜŘ ŀǎ 
hell. When I pulled up to the house, I allowed myself a second to stew in my Volvo until I 
worked up the nerve to get out. 

!ƴŘ ŀǎ ƛŦ ǘƘŜ ǿƘƻƭŜ ǳǇŎƻƳƛƴƎ ŎƻƴǾŜǊǎŀǘƛƻƴ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ƴŜŀǊƭȅ ǇŀƛƴŦǳƭ ŜƴƻǳƎƘΣ wƻǎŀƭƛŜ ŀƴǎǿŜǊŜŘ ǘƘŜ 
door. Standing in her tight jeans and sweater, staring me down like I was filth. 

ά9ŘǿŀǊŘΦέ {ƘŜ ǎƴŜŜǊŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ƴŀǊǊƻǿŜŘ eyes. I smirked at her, because she was fucking a bitch 
and just so easy to piss off. She spun around, making all her blonde hair smack the door frame. 
άWŀǎǇŜǊΗ ¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ƭƻǾŜǊ ƛǎ ƘŜǊŜΦέ {ƘŜ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ ƻǳǘ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƘƻǳǎŜΣ ǘǳǊƴƛƴƎ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ǘƻ ǎƳƛǊƪ ōŀŎƪ ŀǘ ƳŜ 
before sashaying back into the house. And I just rolled my fucking eyes, because she always 
used that one. I could hear her and Jazz bickering at each other in the other room, and I just 
leaned against the door frame and picked at my nails. They argued like cats and fucking dogs. I 
could hear a screech and door slamming before Jazz finally appeared in the doorway, rolling his 
eyes. I quirked an eyebrow at him as I entered. 

ά{ƘŜΩǎ ƴƻǘ ǘŀƪƛƴƎ ƳŜ ŀƴŘ !ƭƛŎŜ ǾŜǊȅ ǿŜƭƭΦέ IŜ ŜȄǇƭŀƛƴŜŘΣ ƭŜŀŘƛƴƎ ƳŜ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ǘƘŜ ŜƴǘǊȅǿŀȅ ŀƴd 
Řƻǿƴ ǘƘŜ ƘŀƭƭΦ IŜ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ŀǘ ƳŜ ƻǾŜǊ Ƙƛǎ ǎƘƻǳƭŘŜǊ ŀƴŘ ǊƻƭƭŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ŜȅŜǎ ŀƎŀƛƴΦ ά.ǳǘ L ǎŜŜƳ ǘƻ ōŜ 
ǘƘŜ ƻƴƭȅ ƻƴŜ ǎƘŜΩǎ ŦǳŎƪƛƴƎ ōƭŀƳƛƴƎΦέ Iƛǎ ǾƻƛŎŜ ǊƻǎŜ ƘƛƎƘŜǊ ǘƻ ŀ ǎƘƻǳǘ ŀǘ wƻǎŀƭƛŜΩǎ ŘƻƻǊ ŀǎ ǿŜ 
ǇŀǎǎŜŘΣ ǿƘŜǊŜ L ŎƻǳƭŘ ƘŜŀǊ ŀ ǾŜǊȅ ŘƛǎǘƛƴŎǘ άCǳŎƪ ȅƻǳΦέ ŎƻƳƛƴƎ ŦǊƻƳ the other side. I snickered 
and shook my head. So fucking glad Daddy C. never adopted a teenage girl. 

Jazz led me into his big messy room, stepping over all the cluttered clothes and paper on his 
floor and shutting the door behind him. I looked around the ƭŀǊƎŜ ǊƻƻƳ ǘƘŀǘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ 
changed one bit since the last time I had seen it, and crossed the room to his desk chair, 
flopping down on it heavily. Such a fucking slob. 

ά¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ǎǳŎƘ ŀ ŦǳŎƪƛƴƎ ǎƭƻōΦέ L ƳǳǘǘŜǊŜŘ ǎƘŀƪƛƴƎ Ƴȅ ƘŜŀŘ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ƳŜǎǎΦ WŀȊȊ ƴŜǾŜǊ Ǝƻǘ my brain 
filter. He smirked and shrugged, sitting at the edge of his bed and picking up his guitar, 
strumming it lazily. 

άL ǘƘƛƴƪ ƛǘ ƎƛǾŜǎ ǘƘŜ ǿƘƻƭŜ ǊƻƻƳ ŀ ŎŜǊǘŀƛƴ ŎƘŀǊŀŎǘŜǊΦέ IŜ ǇǳǊǎŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ƭƛǇǎ ŀƴŘ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ǘƘŜ 
trash heap. I rolled my fucking eyes. I was wondering if Brandon ever saw this room, and then 
ŘŜŎƛŘŜŘ L ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ƪƴƻǿΦ ά{ƻΣ ǘƻ ǿƘŀǘ Řƻ L ƻǿŜ ǘƘƛǎ ǇƭŜŀǎǳǊŜΚέ IŜ ŀǎƪŜŘ 
distractedly while fingering the guitar strings. 

I let out a deep sigh, and reached over to the desk to pick up a baseball, tossing it up and down 
ŎŀǎǳŀƭƭȅΦ άLǘΩǎ ŀōƻǳǘ .ŜƭƭŀΦέ L ǊŜǎǇƻƴŘŜŘΦ 
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WŀȊȊ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ǳǇ ŀǘ ƳŜ ǿƛǘƘ ŦǳǊǊƻǿŜŘ ōǊƻǿǎΦ ά¸ƻǳ ƭƻƻƪ ōŜǘǘŜǊΦ aƻǊŜ ǎƭŜŜǇ ǎƛƴŎŜ ǎƘŜ ŎŀƳŜ ōŀŎƪΚέ 
He asked, still strumming, and obviously pointing out the fact I looked less tired than the last 
time he saw me. 

I nodded slowly, still tossing the baseball and dreading what was about to come out of my 
ƳƻǳǘƘΦ άLǘΩǎ ƳƻǊŜ ƴƻǿΣ ǘƘƻǳƎƘΦέ L ƳǳǘǘŜǊŜŘ ǿƛǘƘƻǳǘ ƭƻƻƪƛƴƎ ŀǘ ƘƛƳΦ Iƛǎ ǎǘǊǳƳƳƛƴƎ ǎǘƻǇǇŜŘ ŀƴŘ 
I kind of grimaced, chancing a peek at him looking at me confused. 

άaƻǊŜ ǿƘŀǘΚέ IŜ ŀǎƪŜŘΣ ǘŀǇǇƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ ŦƛƴƎŜǊǎ ŀƎŀƛƴǎǘ ǘƘŜ ǿƻƻŘΦ 

L ǊƻƭƭŜŘ Ƴȅ ŜȅŜǎ ŀƴŘ Ǉǳǘ ǘƘŜ ōŀǎŜōŀƭƭ ŘƻǿƴΦ LΩŘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ǎǇŜƭƭ ƛǘ ƻǳǘ ŦƻǊ ƘƛƳΦ ά.Ŝƭƭŀ ŀƴŘ L ŀǊŜ 
ƳƻǊŜΦέ L ǊŀƛǎŜŘ Ƴȅ ŜȅŜōǊƻǿǎΦ ¦ƴŘŜǊǎǘŀƴŘƛƴƎ ŦƭŀǎƘŜŘ ŀŎǊƻǎǎ Ƙƛǎ ŦŀŎŜ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜƴ ƘŜ Ŧǳcking 
ǎƳƛǊƪŜŘ ŀǘ ƳŜΣ ǿƘƛŎƘ ƳŀŘŜ ƳŜ ƴŜǊǾƻǳǎΦ άLΩƳ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƴŜŜŘ ȅƻǳ ǘƻ ŎƘŀƴƴŜƭ ȅƻǳǊ ƛƴƴŜǊ 
non-ǇǊƛŎƪ ŦƻǊ ǘƘƛǎ ŎƻƴǾŜǊǎŀǘƛƻƴΦέ L ƴŀǊǊƻǿŜŘ Ƴȅ ŜȅŜǎ ŀǘ ƘƛƳΦ 

He allowed himself one snicker before painting on his serious face and nodding at me. I leaned 
back against the chair and rubbed my hand over my face, briefly wondering why I decided 
talking to Jazz would be any help at all. 

ά{ƻΣέ IŜ ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘΣ ǊŜǎǳƳƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ ǎǘǊǳƳƳƛƴƎΣ ōǳǘ ǇŀȅƛƴƎ ƳǳŎƘ ƳƻǊŜ ŀǘǘŜƴǘƛƻƴ ǘƻ ƳŜΦ άIƻǿ ƳǳŎƘ 
ƳƻǊŜΣ ŜȄŀŎǘƭȅΚέ IŜ ŀǎƪŜŘ ƛƴ ŀ ǎǳƎƎŜǎǘƛǾŜ tone, quirking an eyebrow. 

L ƛƳƳŜŘƛŀǘŜƭȅ ƪƴŜǿ ǿƘŀǘ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ƎŜǘǘƛƴƎ ŀǘΣ ŀƴŘ L ƘŀŘ ǘƻ ǎǘƻǇ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƘƛǘ ǊƛƎƘǘ ƘŜǊŜΦ άLΩƳ ƴƻǘ 
ŦǳŎƪƛƴƎ ƘŜǊΦέ L ǎŀƛŘ ǘǊǳǘƘŦǳƭƭȅΦ WŀȊȊ ŦǳǊǊƻǿŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ōǊƻǿǎ ŀƴŘ ƴƻŘŘŜŘΦ 

άhƪŀȅΦέ IŜ ǎŀƛŘ ǎƭƻǿƭȅΣ ǇǳǊǎƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ ƭƛǇǎ ŀƴŘ ƎƛǾƛƴƎ ƳŜ ŀ ƻƴŎŜ ƻǾŜǊΦ ά{ƻ Σ ǿƘŀǘΚ Lǎ ǎƘŜ ƭƛƪŜ ȅƻǳǊ 
ƎƛǊƭŦǊƛŜƴŘ ƻǊ ǎƻƳŜ ǎƘƛǘΚέ 

L ƎǊƛƳŀŎŜŘ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊŘΣ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ L ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ƛŦ ȅƻǳ ŎƻǳƭŘ Ŏŀƭƭ ǳǎ ǘƘŀǘΦ ά²ŜΩǊŜ ƴƻǘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ 
ƎƛǾƛƴƎ ƛǘ ŀ ƴŀƳŜ ȅŜǘΦέ L ǎŀƛŘΣ ƪƴƛǘǘƛƴƎ Ƴȅ ōǊƻǿǎ ǘƻƎŜǘƘŜǊΦ άL ǘƘƛƴƪ ǿŜΩǊŜ Ƨǳǎǘ ŀŎŎŜǇǘƛƴƎ ǘƘŀǘ 
ǘƘŜǊŜΩǎΧέ L ǇŀǳǎŜŘ ǎǘǊǳƎƎƭƛƴƎ ǘƻ ŦƛƴŘ ŀ ǿŀȅ ǘƻ ŜȄǇƭŀƛƴΣ ǘƘŜƴ ǎŜǘǘƭƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ŜŀǊƭƛŜǊ ǘŜǊƳΦ 
άΧƳƻǊŜΦέ L ǎŀƛŘ ŎƻƴŎƭǳǎƛǾŜƭȅ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ǎƘǊǳƎΦ 

WŀȊȊ ǎǘƛƭƭ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ŎƻƴŦǳǎŜŘΦ ά{ƻΣ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ƴƻǘ ŦǳŎƪƛƴƎ ƘŜǊΣ ŀƴŘ ǎƘŜΩǎ ƴƻǘ ȅƻǳǊ ƎƛǊƭŦǊƛŜƴŘΚέ IŜ ŀǎƪŜŘ 
slowly, as if trying to do some mathematical equation, and not approving of the answer. I 
ƴƻŘŘŜŘΦ .ƻǘƘ ŦŀŎǘǎ ǿŜǊŜ ǘǊǳŜΦ IŜ ƴƻŘŘŜŘ ŀƭƻƴƎ ǿƛǘƘ ƳŜ ŦƻǊ ŀ ƳƻƳŜƴǘΣ ǇǳǊǎƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ ƭƛǇǎΦ ά{ƻ 
ǿƘŜǊŜ ŜȄŀŎǘƭȅ ŘƻŜǎ ǘƘŜ ƳƻǊŜ ŎƻƳŜ ƛƴΚέ 

L ƭŜǘ ƻǳǘ ŀ ŘŜŜǇ ǎƛƎƘ ŀƴŘ ǊǳōōŜŘ Ƴȅ ƘŀƴŘǎ ƻǾŜǊ Ƴȅ ŦŀŎŜ ŀƎŀƛƴΦ ά²ŜƭƭΣ we like each other as 
ƳƻǊŜ ǘƘŀƴ ŦǊƛŜƴŘǎΦέ L ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘΣ ƪƴƻǿƛƴƎ ǘƘŀǘ ƳǳŎƘ ǿŀǎ ŀ ŦŀŎǘΣ ŀƴŘ ǿŜ ǿŜǊŜ ǇǊƻōŀōƭȅ ƴŜǾŜǊ Ƨǳǎǘ 
ŦǊƛŜƴŘǎ ŀƴȅ ŦǳŎƪƛƴƎ ǿŀȅǎΦ ά{ƻ ǿŜΩǊŜ Ƨǳǎǘ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǘŀƪŜ ǎƘƛǘ ŀǎ ƛǘ ŎƻƳŜǎΦέ L ǎƘǊǳƎƎŜŘ ƻƴŜ ǎƘƻǳƭŘŜǊ 
deciding my words from last night were still fitting. 
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IŜ ƭŜǎǎŜƴŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ǎǘǊǳƳƳƛƴƎ ŀƴŘ ǉǳƛǊƪŜŘ ŀƴ ŜȅŜōǊƻǿΦ ά!ƴŘ ǿƘŀǘ ǘƘŜ ŦǳŎƪ ŘƻŜǎ ǘƘŀǘ ƳŜŀƴΚέ IŜ 
asked, clearly not understanding. 

L ƘǳŦŦŜŘ ŀƴŘ ǇƛŎƪŜŘ ǘƘŜ ōŀǎŜōŀƭƭ ōŀŎƪ ǳǇΣ ǊŜǎǳƳƛƴƎ Ƴȅ Ŏŀǎǳŀƭ ǘƻǎǎƛƴƎΦ άLǘ ƳŜŀƴǎ ǿŜΩƭƭ Ƨǳǎǘ Řƻ 
ǿƘŀǘ ŦŜŜƭǎ ǊƛƎƘǘΦέ L ŜȄǇƭŀƛƴed while furrowing my brows, attempting to expand on any of my 
ŜŀǊƭƛŜǊ ƳǳǎƛƴƎǎΦ άLŦ ƪƛǎǎƛƴƎ ŦŜŜƭǎ ǊƛƎƘǘΣ ǘƘŜƴ ǿŜΩƭƭ Řƻ ƛǘΦέ L ǎŀƛŘ ŎƻƴŎƭǳǎƛǾŜƭȅ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ƴƻŘΦ άLŦ ƎƻƛƴƎ 
ƻǳǘ ŦŜŜƭǎ ǊƛƎƘǘΣ ǘƘŜƴ ǿŜΩƭƭ Řƻ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƻƻΦέ L ǎƘǊǳƎƎŜŘΣ ƘŀǾƛƴƎ ƴƻ ōŜǘǘŜǊ ŜȄǇƭŀƴŀǘƛƻƴ ƻǊ Ǉƭŀƴ in 
ǇƭŀŎŜΣ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ L ǿŀǎ ǎƻ ŦǳŎƪƛƴƎ ƭƻǎǘΦ ά!ƴŘ ƛŦ ŎŀƭƭƛƴƎ ƘŜǊ Ƴȅ ƎƛǊƭŦǊƛŜƴŘ ŦŜŜƭǎ ǊƛƎƘǘΧ ǘƘŜƴ LΩƭƭ Ŏŀƭƭ ƘŜǊ 
Ƴȅ ƎƛǊƭŦǊƛŜƴŘΦέ 

WŀȊȊ ŎƻƳǇƭŜǘŜƭȅ ǎǘƻǇǇŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ǎǘǊǳƳƳƛƴƎ ŀƴŘ ƎǊƛƳŀŎŜŘ ǿƘƛƭŜ ǎƘŀƪƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ ƘŜŀŘΦ ά²Ƙȅ ŘƻŜǎ ǘƘƛǎ 
ǎƻǳƴŘ ǎƻ ƎƻŘŘŀƳƴ ŎƻƴŦǳǎƛƴƎΣ ƳŀƴΚέ 

I let ouǘ ƻƴŜ ƘǳƳƻǊƭŜǎǎ ŎƘǳŎƪƭŜΦ ά.ŜŎŀǳǎŜ ŎƻƴŦǳǎƛƴƎ ƛǎ ŜȄŀŎǘƭȅ ǿƘŀǘ ƛǘ ŦǳŎƪƛƴƎ ƛǎΦέ L ǎƘƻƻƪ Ƴȅ 
head, realizing exactly how true those words were. Jazz still looked confused, quirking his 
eyebrow at me still. I sighed exasperated as the need to vent all the bullshit came flaring back. 
ά²Ŝ ƴŜŜŘ ŜŀŎƘ ƻǘƘŜǊ ǘƻ ǎƭŜŜǇΦ !ƴŘ ǿƘŜƴ L ŦǳŎƪ ŜǾŜǊȅǘƘƛƴƎ ǳǇ ŀƴŘ ǎƘŜ ǿŀƴǘǎ ƴƻǘƘƛƴƎ ǘƻ Řƻ ǿƛǘƘ 
ƳŜΣ ǿŜΩƭƭ ōƻǘƘ ōŜ ǎŎǊŜǿŜŘΧ ŀƴŘ ǘƛǊŜŘΦ !ƴŘ ŦǳǊǘƘŜǊƳƻǊŜΧέ L ǎŀǘ ǳǇ ǎǘǊŀƛƎƘǘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŎƘŀƛǊ ŀƴŘ Ǉǳǘ 
ǘƘŜ ōŀƭƭ ōŀŎƪ Řƻǿƴ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ōŀƴƎΦ άLŦ ŀƴȅƻƴŜ ŜǾŜǊ ŦƛƴŘǎ ƻǳǘ ǿƘŀǘ ǿŜΩǊŜ ŘƻƛƴƎΣ ǘƘŜȅΩƭƭ ŦǳŎƪƛƴƎ ǎǇƭƛǘ 
ǳǎ ǳǇΣ WŀȊȊΦέ L ǎŀƛŘ ǎŜǊƛƻǳǎƭȅΦ IŜ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ŀ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ǘŀƪŜƴ ŀōŀŎƪ ōȅ Ƴȅ ǘƻƴŜΦ .ǳǘ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ǘǊǳŜΦ ¢Ƙŀǘ ǿŀǎ 
ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ŀ ǿƻǊǎǘ ŎŀǎŜ ǎŎŜƴŀǊƛƻ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ŜƴǘƛǊŜ ŀǊǊŀƴƎŜƳŜƴǘΦ ά!ƴŘ ǿƘŜƴ ǘƘŜȅ Řƻ ǎǇƭƛǘ ǳǎ ǳǇΣ ǿŜΩƭƭ 
both be loǎƛƴƎ ŀ ƭƻǘ ƳƻǊŜ ǘƘŀƴ Ƨǳǎǘ ŦǳŎƪƛƴƎ ǎƭŜŜǇΦ {ƻΣέ L ƭŜŀƴŜŘ ōŀŎƪ ƛƴǘƻ Ƴȅ ŎƘŀƛǊ ǎƭƻǿƭȅΦ ά²Ŝ 
ŎŀƴΩǘ Ƨǳǎǘ ŘŀǘŜ ƭƛƪŜ ǘǿƻ ƴƻǊƳŀƭ ŦǳŎƪƛƴƎ ǇŜƻǇƭŜΦ .ŜŎŀǳǎŜ ǿŜ ŀǊŜƴΩǘΦέ ¢ƘŜƴ ŀŦǘŜǊ ŀ ǇŀǳǎŜΦ 
άbƻǊƳŀƭΦέ L ŎƭŀǊƛŦƛŜŘΦ ¢ƘŜƴ ŀŦǘŜǊ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ǇŀǳǎŜΦέ!ƴŘ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ȅƻǳǊ ƎƛǊƭŦǊƛŜƴŘ ǿƛƭƭ fucking 
ŎŀǎǘǊŀǘŜ ƳŜΦέ 

I was hoping the last comment would lighten shit up a bit after my outburst, but Jazz was still 
fucking gaping at me like I had an extra head. I rolled my eyes, and tossed the ball from hand to 
hand, waiting for it to pass. It felt good at least, just to get all that shit out there and in the open 
with someone. Even if he was gaping. Suddenly I heard the guitar strumming again, so I looked 
up at Jazz. 

IŜ ǇǳǊǎŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ƭƛǇǎ ŀƴŘ ƴƻŘŘŜŘ ƛƴ ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘŀƴŘƛƴƎΣ ŀƴŘ L ƭŜǘ ƻǳǘ ŀ ōǊŜŀǘƘ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ know I was 
ƘƻƭŘƛƴƎΦ ¢ƘŀƴƪŦǳƭ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ōŜƛƴƎ ŀ ǇǊƛŎƪ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ǿƘƻƭŜ ǎƛǘǳŀǘƛƻƴΦ 

L ŘŜŎƛŘŜŘ ǘƻ ǘŀƪŜ ŀŘǾŀƴǘŀƎŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŀǘ ŦŀŎǘΦ ά!ƴŘ ŜǾŜƴ ƳƻǊŜ ǘƘŀƴ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŀǘ ōǳƭƭǎƘƛǘΣ LΩƳ ŦǳŎƪƛƴƎ ƭƻǎǘΦ L 
ƘŀǾŜ ƴƻ ŎƭǳŜ Ƙƻǿ ǘƻ ǘǊŜŀǘ ƘŜǊ ŀƴȅƳƻǊŜΦέ L ǎƛƎƘŜŘΦ IŜ ǎǘŀȅŜŘ ǎƛƭŜƴǘΣ ŀƭlowing me to get it all out, 
ǿƘƛŎƘ ǿŀǎ ƳƻǊŜ ǊŜƭƛŜǾƛƴƎ ǘƘŀƴ L ƘŀŘ ŜǾŜƴ ŜȄǇŜŎǘŜŘΦ ά²ŜΩǊŜ ƎƻƛƴƎ ƻǳǘ ǘƘƛǎ ǿŜŜƪΦέ L ǘƻƭŘ ƘƛƳΣ 
referring to the quasi-non-date. 

He quirked his eyebrow at me in a way that said, Risky? 




