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BPOV 

After my spa appointment with Alice—a couple of hours she’ll never forget

—we said goodbye. She was having lunch with Jazz before returning to 

Forks, and I had two questions. One, would she let Jazz know she got the 

full treatment at the hotel this morning? And two, how were her parents 

going to react when she got home?

I told her I was more than happy to be there for support when she 

decided to tell them about Jazz, and she smiled, silently telling me that 

she would call if she needed it.

As for Jazz finding out about Alice’s activities this morning…well, we’d see 

later when we saw him for the shoot.

Yes, the photo shoot.

I was nervous about telling Alice, because I wanted her to know. For some 

reason it felt like she had a say, even though it was Jasper’s profession; it 

was his job.

So, imagine my surprise when Alice hugged me downstairs and said, 

“Have fun at the shoot.”

Jazz had evidently already told her, not to mention explained the details.



“Bella, your delivery is here,” Edward called from the living room.

I smiled indulgently and tied the short satin robe around my waist before 

heading for the door.

Edward smirked when I passed him in the living room. He knew what the 

delivery was. However, his smirk faltered when he saw the white robe, 

barely covering my ass.

He couldn’t approach, though, because he was in the middle of a phone 

conversation his lawyer. 

As I opened the door, I heard Edward tell Scott to hold on.

I had a feeling my man was unable to keep himself from joining me.

“Uh… Delivery for M-Ms. Swan?” the man stuttered, blushing as he 

gawked.

He did nothing for me.

But the man approaching me from behind sure did, and he showed no 

shame when his hand snaked around my waist. Up my ribcage, up, up, 

up, stopping right below my breast. He pulled me flush to him. My back to 

his chest—hard. 

My nipples started tightening.

“Being playful, kitten?” he whispered in my ear.

I shivered as his thumb brushed over my left nipple.

Fuck me.

“Um, d-delivery for Ms. S-Swan?” the man repeated. “I was told to bring it 

up here.”



“Thank you,” I said, quite breathily, and signed for the package before 

Edward slammed the door closed.

I yelped.

He pushed me up against the wall, hard as hell, breathing heavily in my 

ear, pressing the evidence of his arousal against my abdomen.

“My desperate little girl,” he murmured huskily, cupping both my breasts 

in his hands. “Are you begging for attention?”

Yes.

“No,” I breathed.

He pinched my nipples. Both of them. Hard. And growled, “Don’t lie!”

“Fuck!” I cried out. “Yes, yes…”

“Yes, what?” he whispered softly. “Yes, you’re begging for attention by 

dressing in this tiny little robe?”

“Yeees!” I moaned wantonly.

His hand, down my stomach, down, down. Cupping my pussy.

I bucked against him.

It had been so long.

Please.

“So wet, little love,” he cooed, dropping his forehead to my shoulder. 

“Fuck,” he muttered, and then he slid my thong aside. Two fingers, 

teasing my slit. I was so wet for him, having been denied for days. “My 

sweet girl, you’ll come hard today.”



Oh, God…

Two fingers were inside me before I could respond to his words.

But respond I did. I groaned loudly, loving his promise. Today. Yes, 

finally. 

I will feel him again.

“You’ll fuck me?” I whimpered, locking my arms around his neck. His 

fingers slid in and out of me with ease. Not enough. God, it wasn’t 

enough. “Please, Edward…tell me…”

“I will fuck you so good,” he whispered, kissing my shoulder. “I promise 

you will have my cock today. As much as you want.”

Oh…the possibilities.

“But not yet.” And then he was gone.

I was left there panting. My body tingled. Shivers ripped through me.

He was on the phone again.

While licking his fingers.

~IdC~

Two hours later, we were home.

He corrected me and said, “One of our homes. Besides…Isla’s our real 

home, isn’t it?’

I agreed wholeheartedly.



But this place was gorgeous, too. Clean, modern. But still warm. Not 

necessarily homey, but that was okay, because like Edward said, Isla was 

home.

The tour around the penthouse didn’t take long, because Jazz was due to 

arrive at any moment, and we wanted to start right away. 

“The kitchen’s stocked if you’re hungry,” Edward said as we stood in the 

living room. “I’m going to take a shower before Jazz arrives. You’ll be all 

right by yourself for a few minutes?”

I smiled, burying my face in his chest. “I’ll be fine, sweetheart.”

He hummed and kissed me on the forehead. “I love you, baby. So much.”

“Mmm, love you, too.”

~IdC~

I heard him but remained standing by the window in the living room.

I wondered what he was wearing for today’s shoot.



I was wearing a white thong in see-through lace, my collar, and the satin 

robe from earlier. And one more thing. A pair of diamond earrings that 

Edward had given me before we checked out of the hotel. They were a 

part of the delivery. Simple solitaire studs. Magnificent.

The thong was another part of the delivery.

There were other outfits for me that I was to use throughout the day, of 

course. Edward wanted to see me in lots of things. Most items were 

innocent and white, but a few were dark and provocative—things I 

couldn’t wait to try on.

Standing behind me suddenly, he moved my hair aside before leaning in. 

And his breaths, I felt them. Goose bumps appeared. Closer. His mouth. 

His lips ghosting over my neck. Then his words, his dirty words, as he 

tugged on my ponytail. They promised. In a whisper. 

"I can't wait much longer, kitten." Hot whisper. Tongue swirling on my 

pulse point. I whimpered. He wasn't done. "Would you like to hear what I 

have planned, sweet girl?" 

Yes, I do. Please tell me. 

Show me.

Tell me.

Teach me.

"My cock," he growled quietly, nipping on my earlobe. "I'm going to push 

it deep inside of you." He reached around me to tweak my nipples, 

making them even harder. "But not your pussy this time, little one… Well, 

maybe I need your pussy first," he chuckled darkly. “It’s addictive, after 

all.” 



A moan filled the air, and I realized it came from me. 

"But it's time for me to fuck that tight ass, Isabella."

“Fuck,” I breathed out, tilting back my head.

Lastly, he cooed softly, "I'm going to fill it so good, baby girl." 

I was done for.

That’s when the intercom rang.

Edward chuckled. “Looks like Jazz is here.”

EPOV

I let everything go as I reached the intercom.

“Mr. Cullen? This is Mark from the lobby.”

Fancy building. A simple doorbell wouldn’t let you through.

“All right.”

“A Mr. Whitlock is here for you, sir.”

“Send him up.”

I just…let it all go. The meetings I had set up, I let that go. Everything 

with Gianna, the opening of Cullen Eight in Rome, Jenks, my parents. 

Everything was gone. This was about Isabella and me. This was a day I 

desperately needed. Wanted. Had longed for. 

So, by the time Jazz rang the doorbell, I only had today on my mind.

“Jazz, good to see you,” I said, grinning as we shook hands. “Come on in.”

“Thanks,” he replied. “Everything good with you?”



“Absolutely. And you?”

He smirked as he removed his coat. “I think you know I’m fine, no?”

“I beg your pardon?” I chuckled in confusion, feeling Bella’s arms snake 

around my waist. Lifting my arm, I motioned for her to step forward, 

which she did, and I held my arm around her shoulders. “Hello there,” I 

murmured quietly, dipping down for a kiss.

She hummed into the kiss, pecking me a few times before turning to Jazz.

“I think Jazz is referring to his lunch with Alice today,” she said, smiling 

mischievously as she went to hug him. “Good to tee you again, Jazz,” she 

said softly, stepping back to my side. “I take it your lunch went well?” 

I was still confused, but Jazz and Bella weren’t. No, they seemed to 

understand each other perfectly, and I found it a bit unnerving, but I knew 

Jazz was seconds from telling me.

“It did.” He nodded firmly before facing me with a raised eyebrow. “It 

seems your Isabella wasted no time in showing Alice the day spa at your 

hotel.”

Ah.

And so it dawned on me.

Of course I knew all about the girls and how they spent their morning, but 

Jasper’s pointed look could only mean one thing. Bella told Alice all about 

what Jazz would most likely appreciate, and I had to say that, though I 

couldn’t for the life of me think of Alice in a situation such as this one, I 

knew Bella would be good for her. But it was evident that Bella didn’t beat 

around the bush, and I assumed they hadn’t just gone down there this 

morning for massages.



“But you appreciated it, didn’t you?” Bella asked him, smiling smugly as 

she placed a hand on my stomach. “I knew you would, Jazz.”

Oh, she was triumphant now.

“A little heads up would’ve been nice, Isabella,” he chuckled, shaking his 

head. “But yes, I appreciated it, and I appreciate what you’re doing. Alice 

sure enjoyed rendering me speechless.”

I snickered, watching in amusement how Bella’s eyes nearly sparkled in 

her victory. It didn’t take a genius to figure out that this had been her 

plan. She wanted Alice to know that, as women, they held the power 

before they gave their submission. My girl was smart, there was no 

denying that.

“Aaaw, but she needed to see that, Jazz,” she said. “And look at it this 

way; now you know she will definitely continue going to a spa. Hopefully 

she’ll come with me to Vida next time.”

“Hmm, I suppose,” Jazz conceded. “All right.” He grinned and faced me 

now. “Shall we begin?”

“Sounds good.” I was more than ready. “Bella, why don’t you go to the 

living room for now. I’ll talk to Jazz about today.”

“Yes, Sir,” she murmured before walking off.

~IdC~

Once I had gone through the shoot with Jazz, we started out in the living 

room where I wanted a few solo shots of my girl. 

It was amazing to see her slip into her role as a model so easily. It came 

naturally, and I knew she was itching to return to work.



“Isabella, walk over to the piano,” Jazz instructed quietly as he captured 

her every move. “Trace your fingers along the wood. Make it look like 

you’re in thought, like you’re waiting for someone, perhaps.”

He was good.

In the meantime, I sat in a black leather chair, sipping my whiskey as I 

watched her hungrily. I knew Jazz took the occasional photo of me, too, 

but I paid him no attention. My eyes were glued to Bella. The way she 

moved…Christ.

I was hard for her already, and my sweet girl was aware. 

The way she often cast me glances…and of course the bulge in my pants. 

She eyed it. Often, while biting that fucking bottom lip of hers.

The sight of her biting her lip was bordering on pornographic, and I fought 

a groan as she bent over the piano, watching me over her shoulder…all 

while chewing on her lip. Her eyes, so dark and full of desire. Cheeks 

slightly flushed. 

Outside my slacks, I palmed my cock. Stroked it gently, rubbing my 

thumb over the tip.

“Can you crawl over to Edward, Isabella?”

She flushed; I smirked.

Come to me, little one. Crawl for me.

I took one last sip of my drink; then I put it down on the coffee table.

She moved closer to me. Slowly. Eyeing me hungrily.

“Remove the robe,” I whispered huskily.



Being the good little girl she was, she obeyed and kneeled before me.

I removed her robe.

Fuck, she’s heavenly.

“Stand up,” I commanded quietly.

Again she did as she was told, and she stood right in front of me, wearing 

nothing but the see-through thong I had ordered her to wear.

Leaning forward, I placed a soft kiss on her toned, yet soft stomach. My 

hands made their way up her legs and thighs, not stopping until I reached 

the lace of her thong.

I inhaled, grazing my nose along her hipbone. Down, down, down, until I 

planted a kiss over her pussy. A low groan escaped my lips as I felt the 

dampness. Fuck. My tongue darted out and I tasted her. 

“Oh,” she whined.

“Hmm,” I hummed, pressing down my tongue harder, but it wasn’t 

enough. Fuck, I could never have enough of my sweet girl. Therefore, I 

hooked my fingers under her thong, pulling it down slowly. “Fuck, little 

one.” Her bare pussy glistened with arousal for me. “So, so wet for me.”

“Yes,” she breathed.

Once she had stepped out of her thong, I tossed it to the side and leaned 

in once more. And I tasted. I licked her right away, flattening my tongue 

as I parted her slick lips with it. She was sweet, tangy, fresh, and all Bella. 

Goddamn. My fingers gripped her hips. I pulled her closer, burying my 

face in her tight pussy.

My tongue entered her.



“Edward!” she gasped.

Not yet.

I released her and dragged a hand over my face, wiping my mouth and 

chin.

She flushed. Again.

I throbbed.

“I want you on all fours.” I pointed to the floor. “Between my legs, so I 

can feel you.”

Jazz understood where I was going with this, and in my periphery, I saw 

him shuffle around, changing his position until he stood in front of us.

With Bella kneeling between my legs, I leaned down and whispered in her 

ear. “Look into the camera, Isabella.”

I caressed her. My hands worked her. Her back, her thighs, her legs. Her 

sides, her ass…



“Does that feel good, sweet girl?” I teased her wet slit.

“So good,” she whimpered.

Not yet.

I gave Jazz a look to take over again.

He nodded.

“Isabella, walk over to the piano again,” he ordered.

She looked miserable for a second or two before she walked back to the 

piano. Now she was standing there completely naked. I wouldn’t be able 

to wait for long. Not long at all.

Minutes passed as she posed, and I followed Jazz after while, needing to 

see what he captured.

I was rock solid.

It was too much. No way to hold back. Standing there with Jazz, hearing 

him work his camera, and Bella… Fuck, my sweet, sweet Bella. She was 

too delectable standing there by the grand piano. Bent over, throwing the 

camera a coy smile as she looked over her shoulder. She knew, without a 

doubt, how utter sensual and sexy she was, but she never came off as 

vain or conceited. She just was, and she knew. And she was all mine. 

Mine to take, mine to devour and love, mine to fuck.

That was the plan right now.

Walking toward her slowly, I unzipped my pants, smirking as she caught 

the movement. Ah, the blush. She knew what I needed. Right now. 

Without waiting. She wanted it, too.



As I reached her, I leaned in and trailed my hands up her spine, just 

lightly, making her shiver. My mouth ghosted over her neck. It was now.

“Hold on to the piano, sweet girl,” I said softly. “I’m going to fuck you.”

She gasped, followed by a whine, and then she pushed out her tight ass 

for me, making it easier for me to line up with my cock. And line up I did. 

Coating myself in her arousal. Christ. All mine. Her sweet pussy was all 

mine. I owned it.

I stood behind her, ignoring the quiet shuffling as Jazz moved around in 

the living room. She was my focus. Her naked body, her wet pussy…my 

cock…right there.

I was teasing her by pushing only the head of my cock inside her, and the 

grip she had on the edge of the black wood had to be painful. 

She was out of control. It had been several days since her last orgasm. To 

say she was desperate would be an understatement.

Then, in a quick thrust, I was buried inside of her.

Bella cried out loudly.

“Goddamn,” I gritted out quietly, gripping her hips.

I pulsed inside of her. Fuck, she was hot, tight—so slick.

As fast as I had pushed inside, I pulled out, only to slam in again. 

I fucked her hard and fast. Slightly upward, at the perfect angle, and it 

felt so unbelievably good. Fuck. More. My fingers dug into her soft flesh. I 

knew I was going to mark her. Only temporarily, for a day or two maybe. 

Her skin was flawless and I loved it that way, adored it, fuck, even 

protected it, but…to see my marks on her. Christ. I moaned, slamming 

into her harder.



“You like this, don’t you, little one?” I groaned, feeling her clamp down on 

me. “I know you do. You love it when I fuck you hard.”

“Oh, God, Edward!” she moaned. “Yes…yes…more… Fuck, I love it!”

“That’s it,” I grunted. “Tell me how much you love my cock.”

And she did. I continued delivering hard thrusts; she moaned and gasped 

about how she needed my cock, how much she loved it, and how thick it 

was, how long it was, how fucking fat it was.

What a power trip.

“Such a good girl,” I hissed, feeling my insides coil. “You’re my good girl, 

aren’t you?”

Wrapping her ponytail around my fist, I tugged her head back sharply, 

pulling her flush to my chest. I stilled inside of her. Christ. Her scent, I 

was so fucking close, and she enveloped me. Everything. Her pussy. I 

buried my face in her hair.

She needed more and wriggled her hips, but I wasn’t done.

“Tell me, Isabella,” I whispered in her ear, still fisting her hair. “Tell me 

you’re my good girl.”

“I am,” she whimpered pleadingly, still needing more. “I’m your good 

girl.”

Fuck!

An animalistic sound rumbled in my chest.

She was arched so beautifully, bent to give me all of her.



She was so small, tiny compared to me. My roughness to her supple 

softness. 

Keeping my one hand in her hair, holding her in place, I let the other 

reach around her, up her side, her ribcage…up…until I cupped her left 

breast. Perfect. She was perfect. Light and perky, but still weighy in my 

hand. I groaned, rolling her nipple between my fingers. And her pussy, 

still wrapped tightly around my cock, hot, soaked, pulsing. The feel of her. 

Lastly, her scent…

Mouthwatering.

“You’re so fucking perfect,” I whispered, capturing her mouth with mine.

Slowly, teasingly, I started moving inside of her again. I released her hair 

but kept kissing her. God-fucking-dammit! I moaned loudly when she 

clenched down like a vise around me. 

“You want to come, little one?” I moaned as my middle finger circled her 

clit. “God, you’re so wet.”

“Please, Edward,” she begged breathlessly. “I need it…please…”

And you will have it, love.

I added pressure to her little clit, and I angled myself better to reach 

deeper, to reach that spot.

“Come all over my cock.” I nibbled on her earlobe. She cried out and 

tensed up. “Yes, that’s it, baby. Squeeze that sweet pussy.”

It didn’t take many seconds before she was convulsing and screaming my 

name.

~IdC~



Two hours and a few orgasms later, I finally had her in our bed.

She was satisfied and adorably post-coital.

And now I had her here. Her back to my chest, my lips on her neck, my 

fingers fucking her, and my cock hard, pressing against her lower back.

With lube and an anal plug, I teased her, stretched her, and with a 

vibrator pressed down on her clit, I had her begging for more. Even if she 

had climaxed several times since we’d begun today, this turned her on 

immensely.

“Are you ready, baby girl?” I murmured huskily in her ear.

She nodded and hummed, and I was glad to see her so relaxed. I had 

prepared her very well, never rushing, never skipping a step, and it paid 

off, too. To see her relaxed in my arms even when she knew it was going 

to hurt…it only confirmed that I had done well. I had her trust.

Slowly, I pulled out the plug. Then I poured a good amount of lube in my 

hand before coating my erection as well as her hole. Fuck. So tight. 

After lining up my cock, I hooked my arm under her leg, pulling it up 

slightly for a better angle, and then I took deep breaths as I pushed 

slowly. She understood and held her leg up, making it easier for me to still 

pleasure her clit. Not that she would climax from this, but it would help 

with the pain.

I heard the camera.

I hissed in pleasure.

I watched as the head of my cock entered her, pushing past her ring 

muscle, and it was taking all my strength and restraint not to ram my 

cock inside of her. The thought was appealing, but it was never an option. 



This was different from taking her virginity. Very different, and if done 

wrong, it could hurt her.

“Relax, Bella,” I groaned breathlessly. “You have to relax.”

I both heard and fucking felt the deep breaths she took.

I pushed further inside of her.

I moaned. “You’re doing so well.”

Looking down, I watched as I pushed into her. It was an indescribable 

sight. I was taking the last piece. She was mine, and I was the only one to 

ever have taken her. I was also the last one. Fuck. Yes, that thought. I 

wasn’t just her first, but her last. Just like she was my last.

“Ah, goddamn—so tight, Bella,” I grunted, fully sheathed in her. Fucking 

hell, I could barely believe I fit. She pulsed around me, slick and hot, 

squeezing me so tightly.

“Are you okay?” I gritted out.

My entire body was tensed. I throbbed inside of her.

“It hurts, but…s’okay,” she whimpered.

“I know it hurts, baby,” I moaned quietly, slowly pulling out of her. Only 

an inch or two, before I pushed in again. “You take my cock so perfectly.” 

My next thrust was harder, and I groaned loudly, feeling my eyes close. I 

couldn’t help it. I needed to feel. It was all I wanted to focus on; just 

feeling her tight ass around my cock. So, I did. I moved in her slowly but 

surely, never stopping. It was incredible. Like nothing I had ever felt 

before.

“So fucking good,” I admitted, breathing heavily. “Feels so good.”



She whimpered but started to meet my thrusts, silently telling me she was 

okay.

So, I moved harder and faster, fucking her deeply as I fingered her slick 

pussy.

Leaning over her, I pressed my body on top of her.

My hand fisted her hair.

“You like this, sweet girl, don’t you?” I grunted. My free hand slid under 

her body, pushing two fingers inside her again. “You like that my cock is 

in your ass while I finger-fuck your pretty little pussy.”



“Oh, God!” she groaned. “Edward—oh, fuck!”

“Christ, you know how to please me,” I moaned, feeling my orgasm 

approach. “All mine, baby. You’re all mine.”

I thrust hard, making her cry out. “Yes, Edwaaard!”

I wanted to fuck her harder, but…that would come soon enough. 

“I’m close, kitten,” I growled, almost slamming into her. “You want my 

cum inside that tight ass of yours?”

“Fuck,” she gasped breathlessly. “Yes—yes… Yes!”

Too close. I was there.

My body tensed; I felt the tingling, the warmth, and with a final push of 

my hips, I began to spasm. It was all out of control, and it felt so…

fucking…good. My eyes were closed tightly, my face buried in the crook of 

her neck. She clamped down on me, everywhere. Fuck, I felt it all. It was 

everywhere. It rushed, surged through me.

I spilled everything into her, leaving me completely drained and satisfied. 

I hear the door click, signaling Jasper’s departure as we had agreed upon, 

and then I just lay there. Catching my breath, still inside of her. My face 

still buried in her hair.

Jesus.

I breathed her in. I felt her, caressed what was mine.

I hummed. “Hmm, are you okay, love?”

“Yes,” she mumbled, actually trying to squirm her way closer to me.



Moving off her slowly, as gently as I possibly could, I told her, “Time for 

me to take care of my little girl.” 

She smiled and snuggled into my embrace, completely limp as I carried 

her to the master bath.

I had already prepared the Jacuzzi for us, but before that, I brought us 

over to the shower where I cleaned us up.

When that was done, I picked her up again and walked toward the 

Jacuzzi.

“You’re so sweet, you know,” she murmured softly as I lowered her into 

the hot water. 

I chuckled and kissed her forehead. “As are you, love.”

As much as I loved what we had done today, this part of the experience 

was just as important. I needed to take care of her—make sure she was 

well.

“Does it hurt?” I asked quietly. 

She grimaced and settled herself between my legs.

I was quick to wrap my arms around her.

“A little,” she admitted. “But it’s more a…discomfort. It’s okay.”

“Good,” I said, relieved it wasn’t worse. “I’d still like you to take the 

painkillers, though.” Right next to us, I had prepared some snacks for us. 

Fruit dipped in chocolate, cheese and crackers, sodas and bottled water. 

And, like I mentioned, painkillers for Bella.

“Thank you.” She gave me a smile over her shoulder and then reached 

over to take two pills. “Yep, you’re definitely sweet.”



She returned to me and kissed my lips softly.

“Don’t tell anyone,” I growled playfully against her cheek.

Me? Sweet? Perhaps with her, but I didn’t do this to be sweet. Hardly. I 

did it because it was important, and I felt the need to make sure she was 

well taken care of.


