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Chapter 19

EPOV

One picture is of Isabella and me entering that French bistro together. It’s 

technically innocent, but it still looks intimate. 

Another picture is of me kissing her on the forehead.

There’s one where we’re inside the bistro, holding hands over the table.

Lastly, there’s a photo of Isabella burying her face against my chest—it 

was taken on our first day at the Sundance. We’d just gotten out of the 

theater, and you can see the wide smile on my face.

Not so innocent, no.

“I will take care of everything, sweetheart,” I tell her and give her hand a 

squeeze. Then I reluctantly let go and step on the gas. “I need to call my 

assistant.” Holding the wheel with one hand, I bring out my phone with 

the other. “Can you initiate the call for me so I can hear it on the car 

speakers?” I give her the phone and then hold the wheel with both hands. 

The snow is coming down heavily, and I don’t exactly want to get us into 

an accident. 

“It’s Jasper, right?”

I nod. “Just push dial.”



As soon as Bella had gotten off the phone with Alice and she had 

explained it all to me, we left the Grey Goose event quickly. And after a 

quick stop in Salt Lake to get our stuff from the hotel, we decided to go 

home instead. 

I know our vacation is over.

“Edward—Jesus fucking Christ!” And that’s Jasper’s greeting over the 

phone. “Maria’s furious; she’s been trying to reach you for hours!”

I chuckle wryly, now regretting that I turned off my phone earlier. “Hello 

to you, too, Jasper.”

“I’m not on the clock,” he replies flatly. “Right now you’re just the bastard 

who’s preventing me from going to sleep.”

“I like him,” Bella giggles quietly.

I shoot her a playful glare before returning my attention to the road. 

“Just fill me in,” I tell Jasper. “You said Maria’s been calling?” She’s my 

publicist, and I can’t wait to talk to her. That was sarcasm. 

“You can say that. She wants you to go to LA right away. While she 

doesn’t really give a flying fuck about your personal life, it looks pretty 

bad with the launching of ‘the perfect family getaway’ in Hawaii. Especially  

when the owner of the hotel is out doing God knows what with his own 

sister-in-law.” He coughs. “Who is hot as hell but almost twenty years 

younger than you. By the way, is it true?”

I blow out a breath and give Bella a sideways glance.

“She’s right here, Jasper,” I sigh. “She can hear you.”

“Um, hi,” Bella says, smiling awkwardly. 



“Oh, shit! So, it’s true?! How the fuck did you manage to land Isabella 

fucking Hale?! I’d give a million bucks to get on tha-”

“I think that’s enough,” I grit out through clenched teeth.

For the first time in my life, I have jealousy surging through me.

“Right.” He clears his throat. “Sorry about that. Uh—hello, Ms. Hale. 

Please excuse my language.”

“It’s okay,” Bella chuckles.

“Jasper,” I say, eager to get back on track, “Isabella and I will fly out 

tomorrow.” Unfortunately. “Tell Maria to come to my office around two.”

“Got it. Will you both be there—Ms. Hale, too?”

“Yes.”

Isabella gives me a nervous smile.

“And, uh, the other Ms. Hale?”

I grimace. “That would be a no.” I’m pretty sure Rosalie wants to meet me 

without publicists first. I’m also sure she wants to meet me without 

Isabella there.

“All right. I’ll book the flight and a car for you. Can I go to sleep now?”

“By all means,” I say dryly. 

After disconnecting the call, we grow silent for a while.

Though we knew our bubble was going to burst one day, we sure didn’t 

expect for it to burst so…publicly. 

I take the blame for that. 



I’m the one who has betrayed Rosalie, so I will make sure to handle this 

swiftly. It doesn’t matter if Rosalie tries to drag me down in the tabloids—

let her—but I won’t have her dragging down Isabella. Rosalie has done 

enough of that.

“Daddy?” she asks in a small voice.

“What is it, sweet girl?” I reach for her hand again, wanting her close.

“Um, we’re…I mean…”

I bring her hand to my lips and kiss the top of it softly. “You can ask me 

anything.” Tilting my head in her direction, I see that aside from her 

nervousness, she’s now also scared. At least she looks scared. “Tell me, 

Bella.”

She exhales shakily. “We’re—we’re really in this t-together now, right?”

“What do you mean?” I frown. “Of course we are.”

“Okay.” She gulps. “I’m sorry—I just needed to hear it again.”

“Oh, baby,” I murmur. I’m disappointed in myself for making her worried 

or doubtful. I need her to know that she’s my world now. “Don’t apologize 

for something like that. It’s you and me now. I promise. I’ll take care of 

everything.” 

“Okay,” she says again, breathing out in relief. The smile she gives me is 

so damn beautiful. “Thank you.”

I shake my head. “Don’t thank me, sweetheart. Just tell me you want the 

same.”

“I do,” she replies quickly. Scooting a bit closer, she rests her head on my 

shoulder. I kiss her hair. “You’re all I want, Edward.”



I feel warm, relieved, and happy. “You’re all I want, too, Isabella,” I 

whisper. “I’m not letting you go.”

She hugs my bicep.

The rest of the ride home is silent.

My phone flickers to life every now and then with a new voicemail from 

Rosalie, but I don’t care right now.

I’ll deal with it when I get back to the house.

~oOo~

And when we finally do get back to the house, I know it’s time to take the 

bull by the horns.

"I think I'm gonna call Aunt Lily," Isabella says as we remove our jackets 

and shoes. "It's probably best she hears about this from us rather than…"

"Reading about it in the papers," I finish, agreeing with her. "All right—

you go call Lily, and I'll…" I sigh, definitely not looking forward to what I 

need to do. "I'll call Rosalie." With the truth pretty much out in the open, 

there's no way I can avoid this conversation—even if I have to have it 

over the phone. "I'll be in my office." I touch her cheek, hating the pinch 

of nervousness and fear in her eyes. "You're more than welcome to listen 

in, you know. I'm not keeping anything from you."

She gives me a small smile. "I trust you. I'm just afraid something's 

gonna get in the way. Like, in our way." She ducks her head. "I'm sorry—

I'm being stupid."

"Hey," I gently grab her chin, "you're anything but stupid. Don’t say 

something like that about yourself ever again. Are we clear on that?"

"Okay," she whispers. 



"Good girl." I kiss her on the forehead. "I happen to think the world of 

you. And I'm always right." I give her a wink to lighten the tension, and 

I'm happy to see it work. 

In the end, Isabella tells me to go ahead. She goes to her bedroom to 

inform Lily, and I find myself sitting behind my desk staring at my phone.

Just get it over with.

Sighing, I locate Rosalie's number and press dial.

It doesn’t take too long before she picks up.

"Is it true?" she grits out.

I close my eyes and pinch the bridge of my nose. There's no reason to 

play stupid. However, I don’t know how far Rosalie is willing to go to…I 

don’t know, destroy me? Regardless, I don’t want her to be sitting on the 

other side of line recording this or something.

"We'll talk when I get back to LA," I say calmly. "And I will tell you 

everything then."

She laughs bitterly. "My own sister, Edward! You've betrayed me with my 

little sister!"

I narrow my eyes, suspicious. Throughout my fifteen years with Rosalie 

Hale, she has never once called Isabella her sister.

"I'm sorry," I say slowly, "I'm not sure I know who you're talking about. 

Surely, it can't be Isabella, seeing as you've spent her entire life bullying 

her. That’s not something you do to your own 'little sister'."

"What're you talking about?" She pretends to be offended. "She's my 

family!"



I blanch at her words, and I can't fucking believe the audacity…

"I don’t understand what I've done, Edward," she cries. "My own sister; 

my own fucking fiancé! Tell me—what have I done to deserve this?!"

I shake my head at her, fearing she'd take things too far and now having 

it confirmed. She can't be alone wherever she is; otherwise, she wouldn’t 

have to lie now. 

"You know what, Rosalie?" I've made up my mind. "You can come to my 

office tomorrow at two PM. My publicist and my lawyer will be there, too. I 

suggest you bring yours. Oh, and your beloved sister is joining us, too."

I hang up the phone just as Bella enters the room with a sheepish smile 

on her face.

"Aunt Lily wants to talk to you." She holds up her phone.

I chuckle tiredly and wave her forward. "No problem, baby. I'll talk to 

her."

Walking over, she asks, "Did you already talk to Rosalie?"

"Yeah." I blow out a breath. "She's up to something. We'll find out more 

tomorrow. But I don’t want you to worry, all right?" She hands me the 

phone. "I'll protect you, I promise."

"I believe you." She sits down in the chair across from me and points at 

the phone. "Talk to her. She's, um…angry?" She chews on her lip. "I think 

she's worried about me."

That makes sense. Before this month, we were all worried about Isabella. 

Well, at least a few of us, and I'm sure Lily's concerned now, too, even 

though she likes me. 



Keeping my eyes locked with Isabella's, I raise the phone to my ear and 

greet Lily. "Hello, Lily. How are you this fine evening?" Or late night.

Bella giggles behind her hand, looking so adorable.

"Save the crap," she huffs. "Edward Cullen. Please tell me Isabella was 

lying or trying to be funny. You know, I asked you to get close to her, get 

her to understand that she's not alone, that she has a family who loves 

her—not get into her pants! And don’t get me started on my nieces. 

They're all calling me, wondering if I knew from the beginning! Tanya and 

Rosalie are on the warpath!"

Knowing that behind Lily's anger she's a very sweet and genuine woman, I 

go with the truth. "Isabella is everything to me, Lily. This isn't some 

random fling, and I'm not out to hurt anyone." Bella's gaze softens, and 

dare I say it becomes tender? "I certainly didn’t expect this to happen. I 

didn’t seek her out thinking I could, as you so eloquently put it, get into 

her pants. I care for her—more than I'm willing to admit to you over the 

phone." 

"Oh." I think I've stumped Lily. "Wait. Are you yanking my chain, 

Edward?"

I chuckle incredulously. "I assure you, I'm not yanking anything."

She harrumphs. "Well." Huff, huff. "Shit. You're really serious about her? 

She deserves the best, you know."

I can only smile. She's being protective of her youngest niece, and that’s 

something I'm glad for.

"I'm very serious," I vow honestly. Meeting Bella's gaze again, three 

words almost slip out. "I know we're facing hell when we get back home 

tomorrow, but we will deal with it all—together."



Lily's significantly calmer now, and she promises us we have her support. 

She does scold me, as if I'm a child, that cheating is wrong—like I didn’t 

already know that—but admits that it's nice to see that I've traded up. 

Yeah, Lily is all fire. 

After that conversation, I fill Bella in on the call with Rosalie, and she 

agrees with me. It seems my soon-to-be ex has something up her sleeve. 

But no matter what, it can't be big enough to pull Bella and me apart, and 

that’s what's important.

With all that out of the way for now, we spend an hour packing up 

whatever we'll need for our trip, and I wake up Jasper once more to make 

sure everything is set for tomorrow. He emails me the flight information, 

and then, with a "fuck you" in his voice, he wishes me a good night.

I have the best assistant. Perhaps I should remind him of who pays him, 

lets him stay in fancy suites around the globe, lets him travel first class, 

and…you get my point. 

Lastly, Bella and I go to bed together.

I set the alarm for seven AM, much to my little girl's devastation. 

"So early," she whines and snuggles into my embrace. I snicker and 

tighten my hold on her. "I wish we could go later." I'm a little shocked and 

more than a little turned on when she pouts and actually starts to sucks 

on her thumb.

"My adorable little girl," I whisper, slowly sliding my leg over hers. I settle 

so that her pussy is nestled against my thigh. "You can sleep on the 

plane. I will wake you up when it's time to go." I kiss her cheek. "Can 

Daddy get a kiss?"

She beams at me, releases her thumb, and plants a good one on my lips. 

Groaning quietly, I part my lips to taste her. Our tongues tease and rile us 



up. Unfortunately, we really do need to sleep. We have a long day ahead 

of us tomorrow. 

"Sleep, baby girl," I murmur against her lips as I give her left breast a 

squeeze. She whimpers and arches into me. "If you're a good girl and 

promise to eat all your veggies tomorrow, you can taste my cock in the 

morning before we go. But you have to promise me to behave first."

"Uuungh, you're teasing me, Daddy," she complains, pouting again.

I nip at her jaw. "That didn’t sound like a promise to me." To tease her 

further, my hand trails lower, under her pink cotton panties, and palms 

her pussy. "Are you going to be Daddy's good girl?"

"Yes!" She tries to kick off the covers, but I stop her. Then I resume 

fingering her slowly, softly, making sure not to neglect her little clit. "Oh, 

God. Please—I want you now." She claws at me, trying to get closer. "I 

promise, Daddy—I promise to be your good girl, but…but, but…"

I tsk her. "Not now. I said tomorrow morning."

Realizing that I'm not budging, she stops struggling and sticks her thumb 

in her mouth again. 

I keep two fingers buried inside of her and lazily, absentmindedly, circle 

her clit with the pad of my thumb.

"That’s it, sweetheart," I say softly and kiss her temple. "Sleep now."


