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EPOV

September 13th…ish

I hurry my ass home, because let's face it, I have major shit to tend to.

Capital MAJOR.

Half an hour later, I flick on the TV just as Carmen Denali introduces her 

guest for today's show.

The star of my dreams.

"Our guest today is none other than the lovely Isabella Swan, model for 

Alice Brandon's Lovely Lingerie! Come on out here, Isabella!"



"Yes, yes, let me see you, baby," I say to myself, getting comfortable on 

my couch. "Oh, and happy birthday to ya."

And then she comes out.

"Fuck, yes, sway that ass."

Uuungh.

Isabella Swan, my dream girl.

Yes, I'm a follower on her blog, and yes, I would marry her. In a 

heartbeat.

At the age of twenty-two… well, twenty-three now, she is the model who 

just signed on to work for Alice Brandon; some chick who really knows 

how to design lingerie. And I might have a slight crush on the lovely 

Isabella Swan. Slight.

She is the most gorgeous woman on the planet, and it doesn't matter if 

she's in lingerie or if she's wearing sweats, I swear. Though… she's always 

naked in my dreams, but whatever.

But seriously, she is flawless. C-cups, I believe I read on Lovely Lingerie's 

website.

Perfect to nuzzle, you know. And squeeze and bite and suck and lick and 

fuck and… I'm hard.

Perfect ass. I swear that God felt proud after he created her.

The most beautiful face ever. Gorgeous eyes. Pouty lips. Adorable nose.

And it's hard, because… well, the woman is so close. I mean, we both live 

here, in New York.



Only problem is… she's twenty-three, and I'm… fifty-seven, married, and 

have three children.

KIDDING!

I'm twenty-four, dammit. Very much single, and no kiddos.

Unless you count my bitch as a kid. You know, my English bulldog, Tanya.

But I call her T. Sometimes T-Fat, cause she's sorta on the heavy side.

But back to Isabella Swan.

Here's what I know about her, and no, I ain't no stalker, but… I sorta, you 

know… visit her blog… sorta… often.

Whatever.

Lovely Isabella Swan moved from some small town in Washington, and to 

pay for college – to become a photographer – she started doing model 

jobs, and it didn't take long until she got signed. First with Irina Intimates, 

and now with Alice Brandon's Lovely Lingerie.

Hmm, what else… She's a shortie in the model world. 5'5".

She's blunt, and ain't shy whatsoever. She writes sexy stuff in her blog 

sometimes. You know… stuff like… what she thinks about… what fantasy 

she's having at the moment… and she's not afraid to let people know what 

she thinks, regardless of the paparazzi following her. And her blog.

She has a dog. Jakey, who is an ugly little mutt. But she loves him, and 

loves to show pictures of him on her blog.

Uhmmm, oh, yeah, she's smart, too. That's important.

Yes, it is. I promise.



But yeah, from the interviews I've seen, it's obvious she's smart as hell. 

Down to earth and very polite, if not a bit potty mouthed, but that's just 

fucking excellent for the spank bank.

And maybe it's time for a shower now.

_q(o.O)p_

A few days later…ish

"Morning, boss." Seth grins, standing in the doorway to my office.

"Hiya, fuckface." I smirk.

"I have the designs you wanted me to do," he chuckles.

"Perfect. Go fetch, will ya?"

"Sure thing, almighty asshole," he laughs, walking away.

Yeah, I'm that kind of boss. You know the kind… or maybe you don't… but 

I'm wearing jeans and a t-shirt everyday.

Not a fucker on earth could make me wear a tie.

Boss of what, though?

Cullen Speaks.

The whole fuckery started back in Chicago – where I grew up – and I was 

an awkward, scrawny teenager with glasses and braces. Not kidding, but 

that's not me anymore.

But I was never shy, though. Ever. And I was a musical motherfucking 

genius. Still am.



Anyway, people sorta listened when I spoke of what I knew, and it wasn't 

much I knew, but I definitely knew music. So, I started one of those 

blogs, and I talked music.

The blog became popular, and local bands started sending me their shit, 

and I reviewed them, went to shows, and recommended whatever.

It grew even larger when one of the artists I had recommended made it 

big. And the dude, Jasper Whitlock, he mentioned me in an interview, 

stating that I was the first one to review his shit.

I was sorta mindblown, 'cause I was a nobody.

And then it all exploded.

Bands all over the country started sending me demos and tickets to their 

gigs. So, I moved to New York, thinking… 

I'm gonna do this shit. I'm gonna live on this.

And that's what I do today.

And more.

Cullen Speaks makes money thanks to advertising. And since the website, 

my blog, and the forum, is not only fucking spectacular thanks to my web 

designer – Seth – but also goddamn popular, I have companies standing 

in line to show their blinkies, their banners, and links on my property.

My staff isn't big; it's just me, Seth who takes care of graphic design, 

Peter who handles the marketing, his wife Charlotte who takes care of the 

company's finances, Sam who's in charge of everything sent to us, his 

girlfriend Emily who is the forum's admin, Bree who's our receptionist, and 

lastly there's Embry – my assistant.



Business is great, and the eight of us work ten to four, Mondays to 

Thursdays.

Yeah, it's casual, it's mellow, and it's awesome money.

Our office space in Chinatown is more like a huge open space. No 

goddamn cubicles here. And I'm the only one with an office, but that's 

because I need it for meetings.

The rest is open space where there are desks, couches, computers, a 

stereo, plenty of iPods, and even a few bean bags. Not kidding.

That's how I roll.

Oh, and pizza boxes. Everywhere.

The small kitchen is perfect… 'cause… where else are we gonna have the 

coffee maker?

But back to me.

I walk the earth to put good music out there… and to jerk off to Isabella 

Swan.

Speaking of… I think it's time to see check her blog.

Her personal one. Not the one the models have at Lovely Lingerie.

Her personal is the one I'm most addicted to, 'cause she posts something 

everyday.

So, yeah… I log in.

And then I'm met with Isabella Swan's gorgeous face.

My dick greets her with a twitch.



Yep, she's posted already.

Good morning, people :) Hope your day has started well.

My Tuesday didn't.

Jakey had apparently decided that my couch was the perfect place to take 

a midnight-shit. Yes, you read it. So, now I'm going couch-shopping! So 

excited about that!

Or not.

Anyway, I'm back in school, of course, and it's my final year, and then I'll 

be behind the camera instead of in front of it ;)

Hmm, what else…

Well, I'm longing for tomorrow, but you already know that.

I guess I'll see ya tomorrow, people.

Off to school now, and tonight *drumroll* Alice is showing me and the 

other girls the Christmas line ;)

Adios /Isabella.

Christmas line!

Holy fuck me! Oh God, I can picture it. I really can.

A deep red miniscule thong with a white rim… mmm, maybe in velvet… 

and a pushup bra for her spectacular tits.

Christ on a cracker.

I'm still confused about her cryptic shit regarding Saturdays and 

Wednesdays, though. Just like the million other men jerking off to her.



Everyone who reads her blog knows that Isabella Swan has something 

going on every Saturday and Wednesday, but she never lets her readers 

know what it is. But she loves to rub it in with cryptic messages.

Lord knows I hate Wednesdays. That's the day I reply to readers. And 

though there are a few members who have me laughing sometimes, it's a 

drag, and I don't really like it.

My favorite days of the week are without a doubt Tuesdays and 

Saturdays.

Tuesday – today – is my day. The day I post on my blog. The day I 

highlight the demos I've like most over the past seven days, and the day I 

tell people where to go on Saturday. AKA, I recommend shit that goes 

down in the music world on Saturday. Mostly in the tri-state area when it 

comes to gigs, but when it comes to their music, I rec from all over the 

country.

Time to get to work, and I'm psyched to get my rec's out, because Sam 

gave me some good shit this week, and there will be four highlights this 

week.

_q(o.O)p_

"Embry!" I scream.

Who the fuck needs an intercom, eh? You have a voice for a reason. And 

that's why I don't close the door to my office.

"Yea, boss?" he calls back.

"Can you proof-read my shit?" I asked.

A second pair of eyes is always good.

"Send it over! Seth stapled my damn t-shirt to his desk!"



Alrighty.

So, I attach my post in an email, and send it to Seth's computer.

"I sent it to Seth!" I shout.

_q(o.O)p_

By the time I get home, I already have over two thousand reads on my 

latest post, and I just know that I will have oh, so many comments to 

reply to tomorrow… So, no, I don't like Wednesdays.

Which brings us to Isabella Swan.

Time to check her Lovely Lingerie blog.

That's what I do almost every night, because every day there's a new 

picture of her there… in… you know… lingerie.

So, I power up my laptop, fetch the lotion, the box of tissues, and then I 

settle down in the bed.

Not before I feed T, though, because I don't want her pawing on my door, 

and you know… interrupt my happy-me time.

"That's what I'm talking about," I groan as Isabella Swan's Pic Of The Day 

pops up.

Smiling coyly, she looks over her shoulder, into the camera, and fuck me, 

there's a lollipop.

"I'd give you something better to suck on," I murmur as I push down my 

jeans.



She's looking sinful in innocent colors. A white, silky chemise. The baby 

blue ruffled panties are see-through, and I have a perfect view of her 

perfect ass.

And the images come as quickly as ever… Always quick when it's her, and 

I grip my cock…

I set the camera down before walking toward her, and that innocent smile  

of hers… 

Drives me insane.

"Are you done with that coy bullshit yet?" I ask her.

"What do you mean, Edward?" she replies sweetly, biting on that plump 

lip of hers.

Standing before her, I dip my hand under the hem of her panties… down… 

down… cupping her ass.

"You know exactly what," I all but snap. "Always looking so innocent," I 

mutter, kneading her ass roughly, pulling her against me. She moans 

loudly. "Mmm, just what I thought. You're the opposite of innocent."

She moans again, and I waste no time. 

Soon, she's completely naked for me.

"So wet for me," I coo as I finger her slit.

"Yes… ungh… please, Edward," she whimpers.

Desperate for me.

I kiss her neck, flawless and soft neck, and whisper, "Tell me what you 

want, baby."



"You, Edward!" she cries out. "Please fuck me."

My pleasure.

I unzip my jeans… push them down… and press Isabella up against the 

wall. "Wrap those killer legs around me, and I'll fuck you good."

Moaning and panting for me, she obeys, and soon I have the tip of my 

erection pressing against her tight pussy. And as I palm her ass, I slam 

into her-

"FUCK!"

Fuck, fuck, fuck, I chant internally.

Around her, or… images of her, I'm like a pubescent teenager.

"So unfair," I pant breathlessly. "Not even… in my dreams… can I fuck 

her."

I'm definitely skipping foreplay tomorrow.

"Thanks a million, gorgeous," I sigh before closing my laptop. "See ya 

tomorrow."

Time to clean off.

_q(o.O)p_

The next day…ish

"Morning, fuckers," I grumble as I enter the office space.

I'm in a pissy mood, 'cause Isabella Swan hadn't posted anything this 

morning. Okay, it's only ten AM, but I'm anxious.



I dreamt about her last night. Came all over myself after humping the 

bed.

Scared T-Fat like crazy, I swear.

"Morning, boss," Seth laughs.

"Good morning, E," Peter chuckles.

"What's with the piss-face, assmunch?" Bree guffaws.

Stoner, that one.

I ignore them all, 'cause they're being nasty shits.

And today I close the door behind me.

Power up my Mac. Contemplate calling my cousin, Emmett. But then I'm 

thinking… fuck him. For now. I'll call him later.

I just want a new blog post, ya know.

But first I need to get started with the damn replies.

Some idiot once said that you're supposed to save the best for last, and I 

would like to rip off his balls. 'Cause he evidently forgot to tell people that 

you need patience in order to actually be able to wait.

I. Don't. Have. That.

Which is why I always read those comments coming from readers I like. 

Yes, there are a few of them, and I read and reply to those first, and then 

I'll deal with the clusterfuck of bullcrap.

One of my favorite readers is definitely a chick called IwishIwasBC. Weird 

username, I know, but the chick is funny, and we share the same taste in 

music.



I grin my way through her post.

Edward, I can't believe you recommended a band called The Howlers! 

Wanna know something funny?

I know those idiots! Practically grew up with them. And now, thanks to 

your rec, I'm sure they'll make it big, and then I'll never get them outta 

my system!

Bad boy! ;)

Nah, but to be honest, Cullen, I suppose they're good, but I can't shake 

the memory of peeing in Paul's pool when I was four, so I think I'll skip 

their gig on Saturday.

Might check out that Irish band you recced, though. They seemed good 

from the songs you had linked in your post, and I gotta say I that chick 

Siobhan seems cool. Had to Google that chick's name, though, 'cause I 

had no fucking clue on how to pronounce that shit. Almost flew outta my 

desk chair when I saw that it's pronounced Sheevan. Funny shit.

Anyway, I might check them out on Saturday in Newark.

Talk back to me, Edward ;) /BC.

And I always do. Talk back to her, that is.

‘Cause she's hilarious.

The only thing I know about her is that she lives here in New York, and 

that she's most likely in her twenties. But other than that, I know nada. I 

mean, that's not what this is about. I never divulge much about myself. 

Fucking hysteria.

Trust me, I know what I'm talking about.



Being open was possible back when Cullen Speaks was nothing. I could 

easily tell people where they would find me next Saturday.

If I did that today, people would come there just to thrust demos in my 

face.

So, today I tell people where to go, and that I'll have my "crew" there.

There is no crew. It's just me, but I don't want people coming up to me.

Not that many know what I look like, but it's not impossible to find out.

Anyway…

Talking back to you, BC.

Always love talking music to you, and you covered so much shit that had 

to do with music in your post that I don't know where to start!

Maybe we should start with that very instrumental piece you told me 

about… you know, how you peed in someone's pool? That's heavy shit, 

BC. I'm gonna rec that next week, I swear.

Oh, and don't get me started on that Sheevan-shit! How'd you get tickets 

to that show?

Hope you're sensing my sarcasm here, crazy chick.

Anyway, I haven't decided if I'm sending my crew to check out the Irish, 

or if they're going with The Volturi who're playing here on Manhattan. 

Maybe both.

We'll just have to see.

Have a good week, BC. 

-Cullen.



_q(o.O)p_

Saturday…ish

"Edward Cullen plus one," I tell the doorman.

Yeah, I'm always on the guest list.

Dude finds my name after a while, and Emmett and I are let inside the 

dark club.

"So, tell me about the band, Cullen," Emmett says as we head to the bar.

"Ain't nothing for you, Em." I snicker. "It's Goth metal."

A few beers later, Emmett's looking forward to some Goth metal, which 

means he's drinking on an empty stomach, 'cause the dude's mostly into 

hiphop.

Anyway, we're standing in the sea of people, and I'm a bit annoyed with 

the chicks behind us, talking about guys.

Aren't they here for the music?

Seriously, girls, scram.

"You should go for it, honey," I hear one of them say.

"No, he's gonna think I'm a stalk-"

First Chick cuts Second Chick off. "Well, you are. But who cares? He'll 

probably be flattered. And you've followed him for months now."

I'm so close to telling those chicks to shut the fuck up!

But thankfully, the band comes on then, effectively drowning out the 

chicks' rant.



"NEW YORK!" the lead singer roars into the mic. "How the fuck are ya 

tonight?!"

The crowd goes insane with their cheering.

I grin, feeling that this is what I live for. This feeling. A dark club.

Wearing jeans, a t-shirt with the band-logo, my black beanie. The dim 

lighting in red. The guitar tuning. The crowd buzzing with anticipation. And 

I just stand here, in the middle of it, with my arms folded over my chest, 

just… enjoying the night.

"We're The Vamps, as you know," the singer continues. "And… I gotta 

ask… How many found out about us through Cullen Speaks?"

Emmett nudges my arm with his, grinning, as the crowd erupts in cheers 

all over again.

"Fuck, yeah!" the singer growls. "Well, if he's here tonight; Thanks for the 

review, man!"

I chuckle. The crowd howls, whistles, and cheers.

My ego – stroked.

"All right, people! Let's get this shit on the road!"

Cheers. Shouting. Screaming.

And then the music starts. Heavy. Strong. Dark. Goth metal, when you 

hear it live… you feel it in the foundation of the building, in the floor, and 

it pulses through you with a rhythm that's stronger than your heartbeat. 

Your breathing shifts to follow that beat, and it's pushing you down… 

heavily, and it's… powerful. It's sexy music. Dark and… erotic. 

Underground feeling.



I fucking love it.

It can be slow at the same time as forceful. It can be melodic and 

beautiful even when the singer growls out the dark lyrics. It can be 

consuming when only a single guitar is strumming. And it can make you 

shiver, over and over, as you listen to the heavy drum solo, or to the solid 

foundation that the bass player lays… Yes, I live for this.

A few songs into the set, I'm consumed by the music, and they're a 

fuckawesome band. Talented as hell, and I sure as hell will give them a 

good review tomorrow.

In the corner of my eye, I can even see Emmett listen intently, most likely 

surprised by his own reaction to this kind of music.

We stand still, both of us looking more like security than guests in our 

jeans, t-shirts, and beanies. Well, in Emmett's case; a baseball cap, but 

we're not exactly head bangers. We're not jumping around, we're not 

keeping our eyes on anything around us; it's just about the music.

The crowd loves it, too, and they should.

I chuckle as the shorties – read; women – walk around us, trying to see 

better by moving toward the stage.

It certainly has its perks to be 6'3".

Emmett leans in as a new song begins, and sorta shouts, "Look at that 

ass, dude!"

Okay, so maybe I'm a bit more consumed by the music than Emmett is.

But still, I'm a dude, so I follow Emmett's gaze.

Damn, he's right.



Another chick joins the perfect ass, and Emmett whistles lowly, apparently 

liking the friend more.

Since I'm more into brunettes, I'm so staying with the first one.

For the rest of the set, Emmett and I both pay attention to the music…and 

the asses.

Told ya, we're dudes.

Anyway, after the band is done, Emmett and I head to the bar again.

We drink more than a couple of beers, and… shit's good… Shit's even 

better after four shots of vodka.

The club turns into a typical night club. Hiphop, Rn'B, pop.

Not my style, but it fits with the setting, I gotta admit.

However, I could live without the disco-flashing-lights. Good thing I ain't 

epileptic.

"I'm going in," Emmett slur, obviously as drunk as me, and gestures at 

two women on the floor.

It's them. The girls with the asses.

They're doing a good job dancing together. A very good job.

Emmett's already on his way over, and as I watch the brunette dancing 

seductively with her friend, I definitely feel some stirring in my jeans, and 

that shit's rare.

Ever since Isabella Swan…'s blog…entered my life, I haven't really looked 

at other women. I blame her for that, ya know. But now… Hot damn, I'm 

going in, too.



With that decided, I finish my beer before slamming it down on the bar. 

Then I make my way over to where Emmett's already gotten the attention 

from Blondie.

Good thing, 'cause Brunette is mine.

And as E.T with Katy Perry begins, I reach the shortie from behind. My 

hands go to her hips, and I lean in, and… my God, she smells good…

I ask her… "Mind if I join?"

She looks over her shoulder, but not high enough for me to see her face, 

which bothers me.

When I hear her reply, though, I don't care anymore.

"Don't mind at all."

She leans back against my chest, and fuck, my dick's waking up.

With my hands on her hips we move to the music, and Christ… she rubs 

against me, obviously feeling my erection. So, I tighten my hold on her, 

even slipping my hand under her tube top, feeling her toned stomach…

The music pulses.

Lights flashing.

Her ass, perfectly aligned with my cock as I bend slightly… to reach, to 

position… and I'm rock hard.

We dance. If you could call it that.

I'd call it foreplay.

Her hand reaches up… resting on my shoulder… and then it's in my hair, 

making me groan, rub against her harder, making her moan.



I'm going insane.

And I'm wasted.

My hand wanders down…

She moans again as my fingers dip under the hem of her tight jeans.

"You're sin," I say huskily in her ear. Then I push her long hair to the side, 

revealing the side of her face, her exquisite neck…

My mouth latches onto her neck.

Goddamn.

I close my eyes, but shit, that makes everything spin.

How much did I really drink earlier?

All thoughts fly out the window, though, when she moves my hand… 

further down… encouraging me to-

"Oh, fuck," I breathe out.

The girl's going commando.

"Yes," she whimpers.

She tugs hard on my hair, under the beanie, and I curse against her neck 

as my cock throb against her ass. Lastly… I cup her bare pussy.

She moans.

I tease her wet, perfect pussy with my middle finger, breathing heavily in 

her ear.

Enough is enough. I need to see her.



Finding focus isn't easy, though.

So much pounding. Spotlights flashing. Tension thick.

I need to fuck this girl.

"Bathroom," she begs.

Yes. Thank you.

She pulls my hand out from her jeans before grabbing it, leading the way, 

quickly, toward the bathrooms.

I'm a happy, happy follower.

"Condom?" she asks as we're about to enter one for the stalls, and I want 

to die.

Because no, I don't have one.

Bathroom hook-ups and one nighters ain't really my thing.

"No," I groan, scrubbing my face with my hands.

Jesus, I need to clear my fucking head.

So much spinning.

Women giggling.

Shortie returns, making me realize that she'd been gone in the first place.

And now she's got a foil packet between her fingers.

"Thank God they have a machine outside," she giggles, pushing me into 

one of the stalls.

That wakes me up, because now… I can see her face.



If I focus… you know, really fucking hard… I can see… pouty lips… big 

brown eyes… sorta familiar… and-

"Fuck, you're beautiful," I hear myself say.

'Cause she really is.

For some reason… weird ass reason, I think of…

Isabella Swan.

Wow, I really am wasted then.

"Mmm, and you're sexy as hell," she responds seductively, making my 

cock twitch.

The next thing I know is her pushing my jeans down.

It triggers me, and I press her hard against the wall.

I kiss her.

Moaning and whimpering come from her.

Grunting and groaning come from me.

And her jeans are gone.

Shortie licks her lips when she eyes my cock.

I have the condom in my hand then.

I roll it on, all while she watches me like I'm something to eat.

I love it.

Then we we're kissing again, hotly, sloppily, hard. Her legs… wrapped 

around me… I kiss her neck, lick it, moan in her ear. And my cock… I hold 



it, teasing her really fucking wet pussy with it… and she moans… begs for 

it.

I slam into her.

Goddamnit! So… tight.

Hard against the wall, I fuck her.

Deeply.

My fingers dig into her ass.

We don't care… I don't, anyway, about those women outside… giggling, 

knowing what we're doing.

Moaning loudly, she clings to me as I thrust in and out of her. I rub her 

clit, making her clamp down on me.

"Fuck," I grit out, squeezing my eyes shut.

"Yes… harder," she whimpers against my neck.

Yes. Harder. More.

Deeper.

Skin slapping.

Fuck, tighter.

"So… close… close, close," she chants breathlessly.

"Come, baby," I grunt, on the edge myself. "Can't. Fucking. Hold it."

Jerkily, I move in her, groaning out loudly as I my orgasm explode 

throughout my body.



But I feel her then, so close, constricting fiercely.

I'm a panting mess, but I keep going, fucking needing her to come 

undone.

With a scream, she finally does, only prolonging my own orgasm.

"Oh, fuck, Edward!"

.

.

.

Yes… umph, what?

"Shit," she pants, and I release her shakily, close to collapsing on the 

floor. "That was…"

Umm…

I shake my head…

I really need to clear it now.

"When…" I breathe heavily. "When did I give you my… my name?"

I finally manage to find focus. And she looks like she's been caught with 

her hand in the cookie jar.

Still reminding me of… Hmm…

"Oh, crap," she hisses quietly, and she's in a hurry now, putting her 

clothes back on. It makes me do the same, though I'm not as quick as she 

is. 'Cause I'm fucking plastered. "I may know who you are already."

Dude. What?



"Care to explain?" I slur as I zip my jeans.

"Not really," she replies wryly, reaching for the door.

I stop her.

And I really focus. I'm very close to her face, and I'm sure I look like an 

idiot, but…

Um.

"You look like Isabella Swan," I tell her accusingly.

Why does she look like Isabella Swan?

She gulps.

"You're Edward Cullen!" she blurts out.

It makes me take a step back.

Don't know why.

But then I close in again.

"And you still look like Isabella Swan."

Now she sighs. In defeat. "I am."

Pretty sure I need to hear that again.

"Pardon?" I get even closer to her. Hell, our noses are practically touching, 

but I need to fucking see her. "I thought I heard you say that you are 

Isabella Swan."

"I am," she repeats, backing into the door. I guess I was too close. "Dude, 

you're all cross-eyed."



Tell me 'bout it.

"You're… You're Isabella Swan." I can't believe it. I just fucked Isabella 

Swan?

"Yes, but could you stop saying it like that? Bella's fine."

Isabella Swan.

Holy fuck, I just fucked Isabella Swan!

But before I can fist-pump the air, I start to panic.

I just fucked Isabella Swan, and she's supposed to be worshipped!

"Oh, no," I groan into my hands. "What have I done? You're supposed to 

be treated like… Well, better than… this." God, I'm such a fucknut. "I 

mean… you're Isabella Swan."

"Okay, listen," she chuckles incredulously. "Stop calling me that. Bella or 

Isabella; fine. But you don't have to say my last name."

I look at her curiously. "What do you mean, Isabella Swan?"

"I've been stalking you!"

First, she's really good at blurting shit out.

Second, yep, that sure shut me the hell up.

I just stare at her.

Both of her, 'cause there are totally two.

"You're Edward Cullen from Cullen Speaks, and um… I may have a slight 

crush on you?" She squeaks at the end. "I'm also… uh, that girl you talk to 

sometimes… online… IwishIwasBC?"



Still staring.

Stiiiill staring.

"Oh, my God, are you gonna throw up?" I hear her ask. "Do you want me 

to take you home? Rose and I have a car waiting for us." She's freaking 

out. I'm still staring, 'cause it's Isabella Swan. And…IwishIwasBC! "No, 

wait. Of course you don't want me to take you home." Insert facepalm. 

"You're probably creeped out. I'm so sorry, I won't bother you… ever 

again."

When she turns to open the door again, I fucking finally snap out of it.

"Wait!" I tell her, slamming the door shut again. "Did you just offer to 

take me home, 'cause the answer is yes."

I mean, if Isabella Swan wants to take you home…

You say yes.

Yes.

"Oh, and by the way?" I add, wrapping my fingers around her wrist. "You 

know nothing about stalking, Isabella Swan. Lemme tell you."

_q(o.O)p_

A few years later…ish

Women who say that men can't multitask are full of shit.

'Cause I'm in the bathroom and reading on my iPhone at the same time.

So, there.

Ha.



And yeah, she just updated her blog.

Good morning, people :)

I hope you had a great weekend.

I sure did. 

As many of you know, I only model for one person now, but that doesn't 

mean I'm out of the game. I really hope you enjoy Lovely Lingerie's latest  

line. I photographed for Alice, and let me tell you; this year's Christmas 

line is sinfully sexy!

Yours truly certainly walked home with a couple of pieces.

Btw, Edward? When you're done reading this, come back to bed. I have 

another craving ;)

Adios /Isabella Cullen.

Oh, fuck yes!

"Coming, honey!" I yell, reaching for the toilet paper.


