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EPOV

"Hey, Cullen! Are you coming or what? You're running late, and my father 

needs you to be on time for this one."

Yeah, yeah, coming, coming, coming.

"Five minutes," I said, not looking up from my desk.

I hate words, which can be considered awfully funny, but not in a ha-ha-

that's-hilarious kinda way. No, this is more heh-well-that's-odd sorta 

awkward chuckle kinda way.

Because I'm a song writer.

Yeah.

So, I should like words. I should be good with them.

In a way, I suppose I am. I mean, I didn't get this job by chance, and no 

nepotism was involved. Hint, hint, Jasper…or Jasper's dada. Because 

there's a dude very familiar with nepotism, and he's currently on my ass 

for being late with the song. But it's my life. Here at Whitlock Studios in 

New York Cit-aaaaay.

I could be the announcer on David Letterman or some shit, I swear.

But I digress.

Right now I'm having a hard time – no pun intended – with this shitty 

song. It's a good song, mind you, because it's written by me after all. No, 

I'm not conceited. I'm just schooled. However, there are a few words I'm 

struggling with.

"Cullen!"



Whitlock! I mimicked in my head.

Ignoring him, I went through the lyrics again.

Yadi, yadi, blah, blah… yeah, whatever.

It'll have to do. It's not like the song will be appreciated anyway. Christ, 

it's for some godawful vampire movie. Yeah, I know. I'm snorting, too.

I'm the fucking boss in the music department at Whitlock Studios, and 

there's only one person I answer to. Unfortunately that's Jasper Whitlock. 

Whiny little fucker. And he, the stupid, stupid idiot, apparently looooved 

the books mentioned movie is based on, and he forced us all to read them 

in order to 'get into the right mindset' for when we wrote the music for the 

movie.

Thank God for Ben who took one for the team, read the books, and wrote 

a twenty page synopsis for the rest of us to read.

After three pages, I was snorting and pfft-ing out loud. I mean… Volvos? 

Sparkling in the sun? Men turning into smelly poodle-pups? Bitch, please. 

I'm just saying that if I was a vampire, I would rule the fucking world.

Okay, maybe not.

But I sure as fuck wouldn't find myself in a Biology lab. In High School. As 

a virgin. Getting off to strawberry-smelling shampoo.

But hey, that's just me.

With a sigh, I stood up from my desk chair, gathered the lyrics and the 

sheet music, and then I strolled over to where Whitlock waited in the 

doorway, and at 6'3'' I pretty much towered over the curly, golden haired 

little munchkin. A munchkin that was so occupied with his iPhone that he 

didn't notice I was so close that I could see the text he was typing.



I miss you, too, Pookie bear. And I love you with all my heart – 

Your Jasper forever. 

Vomit-alert.

"Whitlock!" I bellowed, then I laughed a little when he jumped ten feet in 

the air. "Oops, didn't mean to scare you there. You ready to go or what?" 

I asked, nodding in the direction of the elevators.

Cue Whitlock-scowl.

Naaw. Cutie pie, there.

"That was highly unnecessary, Edward," he told me…with that scowl of 

his…as he adjusted his mile-thick, black rimmed glasses.

I laughed a little through my nose and shook my head. "Au contraire, 

young one," I snickered, and we started walking for the elevators. I 

matched his munchkin-pace. "You bug me, I bug you-"

"Let's just get one thing straight here, shall we?" he said, cutting me off. 

Munchkin's upset. "Don't call me 'young one.' I'm only a year younger 

than you!"

And I stopped and looked down at him. Sorta in shock. "You're twenty-

five?" I asked incredulously, and he nodded. "But you're so…" boyish? 

Munchkin-like? Little? Pimple-faced?

Yeah, all of that.

I mean, the man is dressed like…his mother puts his clothes out for him 

every morning. We're talking corduroy, people. And sweater vests. Now, 

I'm no fashionista. Far from it, just ask my sister. You'll only see me in 

jeans and t-shirts, but come the fuck on! Even I know that you shouldn't 

wear a corduroy suit in shit-brown and fucking sandals. Neon green 



sandals! No one should care that much about what's good for your posture 

at work. Nobody.

But… it's not my business.

So, I said, "Huh," and pressed the button to the elevator. "Well, whaddya 

know."

Jasper huffed and entered the elevator before me, and I moseyed along, 

not really having care in the world.

With my back against the mirrored wall, I relaxed, folded my arms over 

my chest, crossed my legs at the ankles, and closed my damn eyes. 

Aaaand, elevator music sucks ass. Truly. It does. It shouldn't exist, 

especially not in skyscrapers where you have to suffer through it for oh so 

long. I mean that, by the way, cause I work on the 37th floor, and we're 

heading to the 4th floor where my three studios are. Okay, not my 

studios, obviously, but I'm in charge of them. And don't ask me why the 

music crew has offices on the 37th and then have the studios on the 4th. 

It doesn't make sense to me either.

"So…"

Oh, no. Don't make small talk, munchkin. I beg you.

I fought the urge to pull the beanie down my fucking face.

"You excited to meet the author?"

The what now?

"Humh?" I hummed sleepily. Cause I'm tired, damnit.

Late night last night.



No, not clubbing. I wish it was that. Okay, maybe not clubbing ‘cause 

that's not how I roll. Bars are more my thing but it wasn't that either. 

Hasn't been for months. No, it's this fucking project. Vampire-movie.

Pfft.

"The author. Of the books. She's going to be there now. And her crew of 

course."

"Oh, goody," I replied dryly, keeping my eyes closed.

So, I'll be recording with a fucking audience?

Another pfft.

"They know it's just a mock-up, right?" I asked, arching a brow. "I mean, 

they're not expecting the band to be here, are they?"

‘Cause that would suck.

If they expect the band, Kings of Leon in this case, to be here, they'll be 

sorely disappointed when I show up.

Haha. Actually it could be fun to see their faces.

Not that I can't sing, ‘cause I fucking can, but this recording is just a 

mock-up to send to the boys in LA, so they'll know what we have in mind.

"Yes, they know."

Alrighty.

Then there was the ding, alerting us that we had arrived on the 4th floor, 

so I adjusted my beanie, opened my eyes, and walked ahead of Whitlock… 

and I sorta slowed down a little when he had problems keeping up.

"Studio 2, right?" I asked over my shoulder.



"Yes," he replied, a little outta breath.

I slowed down some more.

But when I passed the coffee room, I told Munchkin to meet me in the 

studio, ‘cause I needed some damn caffeine first. And he scurried off while 

I made a beeline for the coffee, but oh…yes, you naughty vending 

machine, you're up next, ‘cause I have an itch you can scratch.

As I waited for the Italian machinery to get my coffee ready, I did what 

most drummers do. I tap. In this case, my fingers against my thighs. 

There's always a beat for musicians. Silence is unbearable. It needs to get 

filled. Ha, no pun intended. For good measure, I whistled some, too. 

Under my breath.

Come on…I want my cuppa Joe today, puh-lease.

"Excuse me, are you Mr. Cullen?"

I looked over my shoulder, and twitch.

Hellooo there, shortie.

Another munchkin. But this one had everything Jasper didn't. Namely a 

gorgeous face, body, and a vagina. Tits, too.

"I am, yea. But please…call me Edward," I said, nodding a little. Then I 

turned back to the coffee machine where my coffee was finally done. At 

last. Can I get a halleluuuujah. "Who's asking, by the way?" I asked, 

flashing her my instant-hit smile before I headed for the vending machine.

"Jasper Whitlock's asking," she deadpanned.

Shortie's got spunk.

Again, no pun intended.



I chuckled and pressed the button for my Snickers bar.

"You sure don't look like Whitlock," I told her, licking my lips as I watched 

the candy bar come closer and closer. "Although you might share the 

same height." Thump; Snickers bar, you're mine.

With my coffee and candy bar, I was finally ready to face the execs and 

other movie-people in the studio, and I wondered, who are you, Shortie, 

cause you don't look like no exec in those tight jeans and oh… Hello, 

there.

"Good band," I commented, eyeing her black t-shirt… not her spectacular 

tits. Perky but still full. Twitch. No, I'm looking at the print with Korn on it. 

"If this vamp-movie hadn't been so teenage-ingly awful, I would've asked 

them to work with us."

‘Cause I want an opportunity to work with Korn.

"What?" I asked then, noticing a bitch-brow cocked and ready. What did I 

say? Shit, I must have messed up because whenever my sister gives me 

that look, I'm in trouble.

"I'm Bella Swan," she said, approaching way too quickly, and her hand 

was coming up. Fuck, is she gonna hit me? Um, no. I chuckled nervously, 

realizing she was waiting to greet me.

Dumbass.

Whatever.

So, I stuck my lovely Snickers bar in my back pocket and greeted the 

sexy chick.

"Nice to meet ya, Bella." I grinned and gave her a wink.



She smirked like a sexy devil woman. "Right back atcha. You should come 

meet my best friend. I'm here for her support today. Her name is Rose 

and she wrote the books."

Yeah, my grin fell.

Awkwaaard.

"Huh…" I released her hand…and sipped my coffee as I stared at the 

ceiling for an itty bitty moment. Well, that was clever, eh? Insulting the 

author in front of said author's best friend? Nice work, man. "Weeeell…" I 

sighed, making a bubble face. Now what?

"Good for her," I decided with a firm nod. "I hear they're popular."

Just don't know why…but whatever.

"Mmhmm," Bella replied, looking awfully amused. "You know, you're kinda 

cute when you're blushing."

Pfft.

I don't blush.

Wait. I did a double take on her.

And grinned.

"Cute, huh?" I asked. "I'd rather take hot or sexy but…cute works, too."

"Hold your horses, cowboy," she chuckled. "We only just met. Cute will 

have to cut it…for now."

Damn, I feel so exposed when you're looking at me like that.

Keep going.



But she didn't. Instead she said, "Come on, cowboy. There's a dude 

named Whitlock waiting for you," and I didn't like that very much, but I 

made a mental note to ask for her number later.

Then, as I stuffed my face with my Snickers bar, I walked slightly behind 

her as we walked towards the studio, and holy fuck, what an ass.

Shimmy my way instead, baby.

"Enjoying the view, Cullen?" she asked, putting on a little extra effort in 

her sway.

"Very," I replied bluntly. "You're a real…asset."

Okay, that was bad.

And she laughed, proving my point, but what-the-fuck-ever.

But then it was back to work. People all over the place, crowding my 

studio. Fuckers. How dare you? Oh, no, seriously. "For the love of Marshall 

and Zildjian!" I said, walking through the studio control room to enter the 

studio, ‘cause grrr, there were suits in there. Doing shit they shouldn't. 

"Don't sit on the fucking amplifiers, please! Make it a rule; no sitting on 

the amps! And get away from my drum set before I off you, I swear to 

God," I growled, glaring at some douche.

This studio may belong to Whitlock Studios but the drum set here in 

Studio 2, as well as the guitars in Studio 1, they belong to me! Don't even 

get me started on the grand motherfucking piano in Studio 3! Crazy 

people!

And I… turned to see… "No. No way, José! Do you realize what those 

cost?" I waved my hand at the poor, poor Gibson and the poor, poor 

Fender that two suits were playing around with. What the hell is this? 

Kindergarten? And I groaned, pulling at my hair through the beanie. "Who 



are all these people?" I whipped around, hoping to see my studio 

technician. "Emmett! Where the hell are you?"

Why are they all ignoring me?

Can I cry?

To top it off, I don't know where I put my coffee!

"Ahem," I heard a quiet voice… ahem. So, I turned. And saw… what's-her-

face? Ah, Bella. The sexy, tiny, gorgeous munchkin. "Looking for this?" 

she asked, and I could've kissed her because she was holding up my 

coffee.

"Among other things," I sighed, taking the coffee from her. "Thank you, 

by the way. So much."

I meant that shit ‘cause I'm dead without caffeine.

"You don't happen to know where Jasper is, do ya?" I asked before taking 

a sip from my much needed coffee.

"Ah, yes, he's out there," she said, pointing at the half-mirrored glass that 

separated the studio from the control room. "The reason he sent me to 

look for you is because he's apparently afraid of you." Now she was a little 

amused again. "And he told me that his father was on his way down."

Sucks to be you, Jasper.

"Peter's gonna kill Jasper," I chuckled, looking around me at all the 

insolent fuckers that had no business in a recording studio, much less 

around instruments. "Anyway…" I sighed, closing my eyes for a second. 

Damn headache, don't you dare come here. "Thank you, Bella," I told her 

again, giving her a grateful smile. "I'll just go chop off Jasper's balls 

before his father does it for him."



I turned to leave, but Bella stopped me by grabbing my arm. And holy 

fuck, I gasped loudly, because it was like a shock running through my 

system, leaving me all tingly and-

Nah, just kidding. That shit only happens in vamp-movies where you drink 

from Bambi and get your first kiss at the young age of a hundred and 

seven.

Her hand on my arm felt nice, though. Very nice. Bella's, that is.

"You mentioned an Emmett? I met him earlier," Bella said, and I arched a 

brow, smirking ‘cause the pretty girl was still holding onto my arm, which 

she noticed then…and let me go. "Um, sorry," she mumbled.

"Don't be," I snickered in amusement. "Now that we're so familiar with 

each other, we need skin-on-skin contact, and you might wanna give me 

your number," I winked, "but yes, I'm looking for Emmett. Seen him?"

She blinked, seemingly having an off moment, but it coulda been for my 

oh snap so fast change of subject. I bet it was that. But I really do need to 

find Emmett because he's in charge of the studio when I'm not here, and 

he was the fucker letting all these fucknuts in.

Him and Jasper Munchkinlock.

"You're giving me whiplash, Cullen. Hmm, and I think I only heard that 

thing about you needing Emmett."

Oh, look who decided to be funny.

"No, I'm pretty sure I asked for your number, too." I smiled, cause she 

brought it outta me. "But yeah… I need Emmett."



Bella giggled. Nice. And pointed in the direction of the small recording 

booth we had for solo recordings. "While you were busy staring at my ass 

earlier, my friend sent me a text. I believe that booth is occupied."

Oh, no, he didn'.

"Emmett wouldn't dare," I told her, shaking my head vehemently. "It's a 

rule. One of the rules."

No eating, no drinking, and no fucking in the studios. Well, my coffee is 

vital. Doesn't count. And I'm the fucking boss.

With a shaky breath, I brought out the last of my Snickers bar and shoved 

in my mouth.

Also vital.

He isn't, is he? Is Emmett in there? Fucking the fucking author? When all 

these execs are around?

The vamp-author?

Damn, shame on you, Emmett.

"What rules?" Bella asked curiously.

I shrugged and sipped my coffee before replying. "No eating, no drinking, 

and no fucking in the studios."

Then I stashed the empty candy bar wrapper in my pocket.

"Well," she mused, looking up at me with a wicked glint in her eye. "That's 

two rules broken right there, Edward," she said, nodding at my coffee 

before pointing at my pocket… where the candy wrapper is. "Wouldn't 

wanna break the third rule, too, now would we?"



Then she shimmied her way back towards the control room.

Fuck. Me.

"What the hell is going on here?" I heard someone bellow.

That someone was Peter Whitlock. Boy are you in for it now, Jasper.

Every fucker gathered in the two sections of the studio froze.

Except for me, cause I knew what Peter was pissed about. That dude 

hired me because I was smart, talented, and the best man to handle his 

three beloved studios. And he knew that I would never let this many 

people inside here to fuck around with millions of dollars worth of 

equipment. But Jasper would. Jasper did. The little munchkin. Yeah, I bet 

you regret having your son as my boss now, dontcha, Peter?

Then, as if wide eyed and frozen production-execs, Whitlock-reps, and 

book-people weren't enough, we heard…

"Oh, yes… yes, yes, Emmett! Ungh… Fuck, yes, right there!"

…and…

"Goddamnit, Rose! Christ, I love your pussy! You… uuuungh… better give 

me… fuck… your number later."

…coming from the small recording booth.

I'm trying not to laugh, and looking over at Bella, I see she's trying to 

hold it in, too.

I swear you could hear crickets.

And Emmett's grunts of course.



"Well, at least he asked for her number," Bella said dryly, and that did it 

for me. I burst out laughing so fucking hard that nothing could stop me.

One by one, they all followed, bursting out in laughter, and Bella giggled… 

and shimmied her way over to me, but damn… that sound, the giggling, it 

was so fucking cute that I pulled her to me, draping an arm around her, 

and almost forgot the image of her hips swaying. Almost. Not quite 

because… you know, her ass is outta this world. But anyway…

"Just another day at the office," I sighed dramatically, looking a little 

behind her shoulder… and down, there, yes, ass. Divine. Nice. "Is it ever 

like this where you work, Ms. Swan?" I asked with a wink, not ashamed to 

get caught checking her out.

"Oooh, pretty boy remembered my last name," she cooed, making her lips 

all pouty, and fuck me if that wasn't hot. "But for your information, my job 

is very interesting."

Yeah, I'm still stuck on pretty boy. Is that an upgrade from cute?

I dunno, man. I dunno.

But then I snapped out of it. A little, and asked, "What do you do, pretty 

girl?"

Pretty girl smirked. "I work with the Yankees, pretty boy."

Twitch.

Yeah, uh, my jaw? Dropped.

I looked at her t-shirt. Korn – hard rock… metal. She works with the 

fucking Yankees? And she's a tease. A flirt. Suggestive. A natural. Yea, I 

think I just met my dream girl. Just saying.

"Heard of Sam Uley? The first base man?"



I nodded dumbly.

Of course I've heard of the dude.

"I'm his off-road PA."

Holy… something.

"Oh, my pretty girl," I grinned, "I'm so taking you out soon. I need to 

hear all about this job of yours."

She laughed and it was… you know… beautiful. "You wanna take me out 

because of my job?"

"Yeah. Only," I deadpanned. "Silly girl," I snickered. "Didn't I ask for your 

number before you told me about your job?"

"Mmm, yes, you did," she chuckled, looking in the direction of the 

recording booth. "You did better than your friend, that's for sure."

I grinned cause yeah.

Proverbial fist pump.

But then Peter interrupted our little flirty convo by shouting out to the 

idiots to take a fucking hike, which admittedly I enjoyed, so I waved buh-

buy to the jerks, smiling as they left my studio. And last but oh so not 

least, Peter told Jasper to leave. So, buh-buy to you, too, munchkin.

When only the closest involved was left in the studio, I strolled over and 

banged on the door to the recording booth… and yelled, "Get out here, 

you fucknuts!" And I laughed when I heard their gasps and curses. This 

was fun. Bella agreed with her own laughter, and then with a wink sent 

my way, she left the studio to take her place by the mixing consoles 

where Ben had finally taken control. Then for good measure, I banged on 



the door again. And bellowed, "Emmett, Peter's after your ass! But uh… 

not in the way Vamp-author is."

Peter chuckled and I headed over to the guitars, eager to get this out of 

the way, and also, you know… I wanna impress Bella. Can ya blame me? 

The woman's perfect so far, and I'm a musician. Chicks dig that, right?

Though I'm a drummer at heart, I play many instruments, and when I 

strapped my beloved Fender Vintage 57' over my shoulder, I was home.

By the time I had set up the microphones and plugged every wire in, a 

proud looking Emmett and a blushing woman, who I assumed was the 

author, strolled out of the recording booth. Her head was bowed whereas 

Emmett's was held high. Fucker. And puh-lease, what the fuck is the 

woman shy about? She just boned a dude twenty minutes after meeting 

him, and now she's shy?

"Hellooo, Ms… um, author," I said, cause I didn't want her to get away 

from this little… situation… with Emmett… so quickly at least. This was 

something I could milk forever for fuck's sake. "I'm Edward Cullen." I 

stuck my hand out.

Waaaiting.

And then Bella showed up with her sexy smirk.

"Hey, beautiful. I was just greeting your BFF," I said.

Another giggle. "Rose, this is Edward Cullen. He's the head of the music 

department here at Whitlock Studios. And, Edward, this is Rosalie Hale. 

My BFF," she giggled, "and also the author of the Silent Heart series."

Wow.



First thing's first. "Are you Sam Uley's PA, or Rosalie's?" I joked, cause the 

woman who's here just for her best friend's support seems to know and 

awful lot about this place. Which takes us to the next thing, and now I 

was focused on Bella only. "I never told you I was the head of the music 

department. Did someone check up on me?" I teased.

"For your information, I did, yes. Because Rose's PA was sick today, and 

it's sorta my thing… ya know?" she retorted.

I wanna spank her.

Whoa, where did that thought come from?

Kidding. I know where it came from. Her ass shimmying away from me. 

Again.

"Um, yes, nice to meet you, Mr. Cullen," I heard the author mumble then, 

but before I could respond, she scurried away in Bella's direction.

Then there was Emmett. A proud Emmett.

So, I smacked him in the back of the head before I told him, "Go take 

your seat next to Ben, you asshat."

"Yes, boss," he laughed, rubbing the back of his head.

Shameless monkey.

All thoughts about that left me, though, cause I noticed I was finally alone 

in the studio. At last. And the others were gathered in the control room.

Then the red lamp above the window flicked on, signaling that we were 

recording.

"Bring up the music feed, Ben," I told him, putting on my headphones.



I was glad the music was already recorded. Only the voice left. I 

snickered. The voice of me.

"Yes, boss," Ben replied over the intercom. "Why do you have the guitar, 

by the way? The music is all set."

"I know," I said, taking my seat on the stool. "But there are a few riffs I 

wanna add." I tuned the guitar, adjusted the microphone, and placed the 

lyrics and the sheet music in front of me. "We'll run it through one time, 

alright?"

"Okay."

I sighed. Closed my eyes.

You know, centering my chi or shit or whatever it is that my sister calls it.

Yeah.

"Recording one – Title; Closer – For Kings of Leon. August 22nd. Edward 

Cullen," I said into the mic. "Cue music, Ben."

The music followed instantly.

I heard it faintly in my headphones.

Starting with the effects Ben and I struggled with for weeks, but we finally 

got it right, and it became the foundation of the song.

The bass followed.

Then, my drums. Nice.

Guitar effects. Eerily to fit the theme, almost like a siren. Perfect.

I took my cue. Eyes closed.



Opened my mouth, and…

Stranded in this spooky town

Stoplights are swaying and the phone lines are down

This floor is crackling cold

She took my heart, I think she took my soul

With the moon I run

Far from the carnage of the fiery sun

I listened as my crash cymbal took focus for a second, signaling the break 

between verses, and then the guitar effects filed in perfectly.

Driven by the strangled vein

Showing no mercy I do it again

I moved the pic over the strings, creating a small pattern that stood out 

together with the next words that followed.

It intensified from here.

Open up your eye

You keep on crying, baby

I'll bleed you dry

The skies are blinking at me

I see a storm bubbling up from the sea

Adding strength on the strings. More. A bit harder. Intensifying further. 

Focus lands on my guitar as well as the effects already added.



And it's coming closer

And it's coming closer

I followed the drums, playing the chords along the pattern as well as 

beyond it, only to return right before I started the next verse.

You, shimmy shook my bone

Leaving me stranded all in love on my own

Another riff.

Yes. Perfect.

Fingers moving.

What do you think of me

Where am I now? Baby where do I sleep

Feels so good but I'm old

Two thousand years of chasing taking its toll

It builds up.

More. Slowly.

Intense.

And it's coming closer

In waves, it keeps building up.

Cymbals are added. China cymbal. Crash cymbal. Nice.

More from the guitar. Stronger.



And it's coming closer

Again. Repeat the pattern.

And it's coming closer

More. Louder. Last time.

My brow furrowed in concentration.

My voice came out stronger.

And it's coming closer

It releases. Everything intensifies. From the drums, the bass, the effects, 

the guitars…

Let go at once.

Song's coming to an end.

With a beat to the crash cymbal, everything faded except for the 

foundation effects that lingered for a few more seconds.

With an inaudible chuckle, I let my guitar linger, too… and then it was 

done.

My eyes opened and I rubbed my jaw as I looked through the window 

where many faces could be seen, but I focused on Ben. "Good?" I asked, 

and he nodded wordlessly. "Let's do it twice more, and then we can ship it 

off to LA after editing."

"Sure thing, boss."

As stated, I performed twice more, feeling satisfied with the added guitar, 

and then I hung my guitar up on the wall before leaving the studio.



"Thanks," I sighed, taking the bottle of water Ben handed me. "By the 

way," I said, giving Peter a pointed look. "We need to get some fucking air 

condition in there."

I gulped the water down, pulling my beanie down to wipe the light sheen 

of sweat from my forehead. Don't judge me for using the beanie.

"I'll write a check," Peter joked dryly.

"Please do," I replied, ignoring the joke-part.

However, I'm not sure he heard my response because he turned to talk to 

the other suits.

Like that's interesting.

He talked and talked and talked…

Yawn.

Others were pretending to listen while whispering between one another… 

or checking their phones… maybe playing… oh, I dunno… Angry Birds 

maybe?

I spent my time in the very crowded control room chugging water, rocking 

back and forth on my feet a little… tapping my fingers against my ass. I 

mean, not in a weird way, but you know, my thumbs were stuck in my 

back pockets and my other fingers were doing the tapping.

Cause I'm a drummer!

Not cause I have an ass fetish. Well… unless we're talking about that 

Bella-girl. Cause dayum.



"You were amazing, Edward," I heard someone whisper behind me and I 

looked over my shoulder… and there was no one there. But when I looked 

down; why hello there, shortie. "Like really… really… oh so amazing."

Oooh, pretty girl's being flirty.

"Are you flirting with me, beautiful?" I whispered, turning slightly to drape 

my arm around her. "I kinda like it, you know."

And damn, you smell good, woman.

Don't worry. No strawberry shampoo here. Just… perfumed.

"Did you just sniff my hair, pretty boy?" she giggled quietly. Then 

goddamn, her hand was in my back pocket. "Hmm, firm." Yep, she'd know 

cause she just gave my ass a squeeze.

Slowly my eyebrows shot up cause… well, she just fucking pinched… or 

squeezed my ass.

My ass!

So, I leaned in. And down. "I hope the ass-squeezing is a two way street, 

pretty girl," I whispered in her ear, letting my lips brush against her skin.

And she whispered back, "I think you're too gentlemanly to get near my 

ass before the first date."

I laughed quietly cause… I may be a gentleman but not that much.

So… as I pretended to listen to Peter, my hands slid down her back. 

Slowly. I felt her shiver. I kinda shivered, too, and then I reached her ass. 

Gave said ass a squeeze and I think my dick just woke up. Yep, he did. 

Hot damn, my hand covered her cheek for Christ's sake. And nice. Really 

fucking superb.



Breaking that third rule doesn't sound so bad no more.

"I think you can let go now," she whispered.

I didn't.

Her hand stayed in my back pocket. Mine stayed in hers.

What a weird day so far.

Gotta love it.

Then I was suddenly eager, and after checking the time, I noticed it was 

almost time for lunch.

"Have lunch with me, Bella," I whispered in her ear.

She looked up at me and though the humor was still there, there was also 

something else. Lust? Want? Definitely attraction.

"Okay," she breathed, and just like that, the air thickened.

I swallowed.

Damn, how didn't I notice her eyes before?

My jaw tensed. The sudden wish to just… fucking maim her- Fuck, slow 

down, man.

"You have a private office around here?" she purred quietly.

Triple-twitch.

I think we just skipped all the dating-rules. Thank fuck.

"You bet," I murmured.

So… when's lunch?



Wrap it up, Pete.

"Good."

Fuck.

"So, Edward, is there anything you'd like to add?" That was not Bella's 

voice.

Peter.

Reluctantly I tore my eyes away from her, and looked up to see every suit 

watching me.

Hello.

"Hmm?" I uttered.

Peter sighed, rolled his eyes, too. "Is there anything you'd like to add? 

Rosalie as well as Ms. Weber are very satisfied with the song. They're 

ready to proceed. Are you?"

"Yeah, fuck, yeah." I nodded like I knew what was going on. "Proceed, by 

all means."

They did. Peter also announced that he was inviting everybody to lunch in 

the restaurant on the top floor, and being the horny fucker I am, I quickly 

did the math. Yeah, the three elevators would get filled. In a fucking 

heartbeat. Not good.

"Bella? Um, about lunch," someone female-ish said. Vamp-author.

Back off, lady, Bella's mine for lunch.

"Yeah, she's busy for lunch," I sighed sadly to Rosalie. "Maybe another 

time, m'kay?"



"Oh, shut up," Bella laughed, punching my arm, but I caught it and 

grabbed her hand, maybe threading our fingers together. "Uh, but yeah… 

Edward's taking me for- to lunch."

The fuck?

I raised an eyebrow at her, silently telling her that she didn't fool me with 

that one. I heard her little 'for' instead of 'to.' I guess I don't have to 

worry about rushing.

Wait, so that means… Shit, that means I'm fucking her now? For lunch? 

Well, fuck me running. This day just became the best day ever. Sorta.

"Have fun," Vamp-author giggled. "I was just going to let you know that 

Emmett's taking me to lunch."

"To or for?" I snickered. "But oh wait, he already did that already, didn't 

he?"

Cue Vamp-glare.

Nice try. Better than Munchkinlock but… no.

"Well, this was nice and all…" I trailed off, watching in horror as the execs 

starting filing out… shit, heading for the elevators. "But Bella? It's time to 

haul ass." And with that said, I picked her up like she was a damn child, 

and positioned her on my hip before I took my leave. Our leave. And 

hauled ass for the elevator. "You think this is funny, pretty girl?" I 

chuckled as Bella fucking squealed with laughter.

"Sorry!" she gasped through laughs when I accidently bumped a few suits 

out of my way. "He didn't mean it! We just have a very important 

meeting!"

Yeah, we do.



I pushed the button for the elevator.

Come on.

Come on.

Come oooooon.

Finally.

I rushed us in, pressing the button for the 37th floor.

Then I waved to the approaching suits as the doors slid close.

You snooze, you lose.

"You can let me go now, you know," Bella murmured, but she made no 

movement to let me go, and shit, then I felt her lips on my neck. "Or not."

"Or not," I echoed, sliding her to my front before I pressed her against my 

body and the wall. "Definitely not," I whispered, looking her in the eye, 

and the air thickened, making me swallow hard. There was no way I 

couldn't kiss her. It had to be right now, and as my eyes flickered to her 

pouty lips, I dipped down.

She closed her eyes and whimpered.

That was the last drop.

I kissed her. Not too hard, but without hesitation.

Damn, soft lips.

Our mouths moved in synch together, testing the waters but still without 

hesitation or apprehension, and when I sucked her bottom lip into my 

mouth and she deepened the kiss by parting her lips, I was a goner. I 

groaned, sliding my tongue against hers, holding her tighter, wanting her 



more, and she was as eager. With her hands fisting my hair through the 

beanie, she showed just where she wanted me – close.

My erection was growing, there's no denying that, but I still wanted more 

with this woman. I didn't want her to be a casual thing or a… well, in this 

case; a one lunch stand. No, I wanted to take her out properly. Get to 

know her.

"I've never done this before," I mumbled against her lips. "On the job, I 

mean. I haven't been this… brazen… And fuck, baby…" I groaned when 

she nibbled on my upper lip, her hands still in my hair, and good God… 

her pussy covering my semi. "Jesus…" My eyes rolled back. My semi was 

no longer a semi. My hands kneaded her ass.

"Haven't been this forward before either, Cullen," she whimpered. "I just… 

Oh, God…"

She rolled her hips over my cock.

I moaned and pushed my tongue into her mouth.

Safe to say, talk comes later.

"Ahem."

Shitfuck shitfuck shitfuck.

I swallowed a moan, panting as we broke the kiss, and that's when we 

noticed that the elevator had stopped.

Problem is, I recognized the 'ahem.'

Reluctantly I lowered Bella to the floor who was trying to peek around me, 

so I moved her to my front because there was no way I'd stand face to 

face, or face to chest, with my sister… while I'm rock solid.



I cleared my throat, noticing the shoe my sister had slid forward to keep 

the doors from shutting. Too bad. Time to face the music. As they say.

"Mini-Munchkin," I said. "This is Bella. Bella, this is my little sister – Alice."

Nah, this aint awkward at all.

Well, Alice just looked amused. Very much so.

She had a thing for visiting me at work, don't ask me why.

"Isn't this a surprise," Alice mused, eyes twinkling. "I was thinking about 

asking you out for lunch, but it looks like you're eating already."

"Hardy-har-har," I snarked, but that was just me and Ali. Snooty little 

thing. We always bickered. "Why can't you be a polite little munchkin and 

greet Bel-"

"Edward's lunch," Bella giggled, sticking her hand out for Alice. "Nice to 

meet you, Alice."

The hell?

Isn't this where Bella should be uncomfortable?

Huh.

"So nice to meet you, too, Bella." Alice grinned. "Well, I'll take a hint," she 

giggled, winking at us, "and Edward? I'll see you at Mom and Dad's this 

weekend-"

"Pookie bear! You forgot- Oh… shit."

Eh…

Uh…



Um…

Umph?

No. No. No. No.

This is not happening.

I stared at them. Both of them. Held Bella tightly to me, but kept my eyes 

on a gulping Jasper and a wide eyed Alice.

Then I pushed Bella forward, not stopping until we were out of the 

elevator, and my stare turned into a glare. It was dawning on me. All of it. 

Alice's visits. Jasper's texting. Holy mother of…

"You're dating my sister?" I gritted out through clenched teeth. "MY 

SISTER?"

"Wow, this is shaping up to be a very entertaining day," Bella murmured, 

and I ignored her because I knew she was shaking out of laughter and not 

fury – which I would've preferred, because it's my SISTER WE'RE TALKING 

ABOUT HERE!

"Jazzy, run," Alice whispered fearfully. "I'll deal with Edward, but uh… 

yeah, run."

Jazzy? Jazzy? JAZZY?

Jasper obeyed and took off faster than a vampire on speed, and hadn't I 

been fucking livid, I would've laughed when I saw him losing one of his 

neon green sandals on his way. But more on that later cause he's a dead 

man.

"Tell me this is some sick joke, Alice," I snapped, stepping away from 

Bella slightly. "You're not actually seeing that fuckwit, are ya?"



"You know, I don't know what your problem is, Edward!" she argued, 

getting annoyingly defensive with me with her chin jutted and hands on 

her hips. "He's a very nice guy and I happen to love him!"

Lo-… love him!

"You guys want me to leave?" Bella asked quietly.

I shook my head, grabbing her hand. "No, you're staying," I told her. 

Don't ask me why but the last thing I wanted was for her to leave.

"Yeah, stay, Bella," Alice said, glaring at me. "I'm leaving anyway."

"The hell you are!" I glared at her. "You asked me what my problem is? 

Well, let me tell ya. We can start with the fact that he's a complete idiot, 

and the only reason he's here is because his mother forced his father to 

hire him!"

Alright, somewhere in my mind I knew I was full of shit right now but 

whatever. Nobody is supposed to like their boss. It's a fucking law for 

Christ's sake, and mine happens to be a sandal-wearing surfer-boy with 

corduroy suits in poop-brown. He's not good enough for my sister and 

that's effing final.

"By the way, sis," I added incredulously, hung up on my thoughts. "How 

can you of all people be with him? Your middle name might as well have 

been Must-Match for crying out loud! That fucker is a walking disaster that 

someone threw fabric on!"

The two women pretty much froze.

Why? I have no fucking idea.



Then I stared at Alice is utter disbelief when she doubled over in laughter, 

and Bella, though she looked mostly confused… yeah, there was definitely 

amusement there somewhere. Fucking women. I don't get them. At. All.

"Oh… my… God!" Alice wheezed out through her laughter. "Edward! 

Gaaahahaa, you're actually… aaaah! And then… Teeee-hee-hee-hee… 

comes down to… clothes!"

Yeah, I don't understand my sister one itty bitty bit.

And in all honesty, I was getting pissed.

"Want me to translate, pretty boy?" Bella smirked.

"Yeah, please!" I begged.

Bella giggled but my glare shut her up, and then she explained. "Well, 

your sister seems to be amused by the fact that you are judging her 

boyfriend by his clothes. That's more of a female thing to do. Yeah. Did I 

get it all, Alice?"

"Yeaaaaahhh!" Alice guffawed, still doubled over, clutching her stomach.

And I was just… well, how the hell did this happen? I mean, this all started 

with getting Bella to my office and now it's all about my baby sister dating 

Munchkinlock. Fuck my life.

"Whatever," I muttered, so over this. But with a last glare, I told Alice, 

"I'm so telling Mom and Dad."

Yeah. No, don't say it. I noticed how petulant that was. Like really fucking 

childish.

Forgive me for being childish, though, but come on… everything sucks 

right now. My boner is long gone, probably shriveled up somewhere, 

pouting because of the outcome of all this shit. And I know I won't be able 



to perform now. Not until I've ripped Jasper a new one, and not before 

I've calmed my ass down. Shit, now I was just a moody mess.

I may or may not have pouted.

And then Alice took off, still laughing her ass off.

Love-ley.

"Fuckin' munchkin-bitch," I grumbled as the elevator doors slid close.

Cock-blocking Whitlock-fucker.

Eeww.

"Hmm, well, I think the moment is over, pretty boy," Bella said, linking 

arms with me.

"I don't want it to be," I mumbled like a fucking boy, leaning down to rest 

my forehead against her shoulder. Mmm. "Damn, you smell good."

What, she does.

"Neither do I, pretty boy, believe me," she murmured, hooking her finger 

in the loop where my belt goes through. "But uh… you still want my 

number?"

"Fuck yeah," I said immediately. "Hand it over. I'll probably call you in 

twenty minutes."

She giggled and… it felt like a win.

A few minutes later, I had her number, and then I kissed her soundly 

before she told me to go easy on Whitlock. Yeah, right.

Then I sorta pouted again because pretty girl left.



And when I went to find Jasper, his assistant told me he'd gone home for 

the day.

Coward.

So… I headed back to my office, and… I called Bella.

I'm taking her out tomorrow.

Which I did. And then the day after, too. And the next. Actually, to save 

some time; I took her out seven times, seven days in a row because… I 

couldn't get enough of her. What started out as something fun, weird, and 

so fast has turned into something much more.

I like her. A lot. Too much for only a week but… she feels the same, and I 

think we both know what it's leading to.

I also punched Jasper. Gave him a nasty shiner, I did. And I was mighty 

proud, but it all backfired on me when Mom and Dad approved of him at 

the next family dinner. Yeah, fuckers all of them. Especially Alice who 

wasted no time in telling mom that I had a 'girlfriend.' Christ, Bella and I 

hadn't even talked about it but apparently it was okay for Alice to do it. 

But… I liked that word. Yeah.

So, tomorrow I'm gonna man up and make sure she knows that's what 

she is… you know… if she'll say yes.

*O*O*O*

"I want more base," I told Emmett and Ben.

I checked the time, internally smiling.

Bella's here soon.



I called her this morning that I had plans for us this night, and that I 

wasn't taking no for an answer. To be honest, I'm a bit nervous, cause I'm 

making her dinner at my place and I've never done that for a chick before. 

Good thing I can cook, right? But seriously, this girl… Hot damn.

"That's the hundred time you've checked the time, Cullen," Ben said, 

fiddling with the consoles. "What's up?"

"He's taking Bella out again," Emmett piped in, batting his lashes. "I 

swear he's gone softer than he already was, dude. Still hasn't fucked her."

"The fuck, man," I groaned, punching his arm. "Don't talk like I aint sitting 

right here. And for the record, I haven't gone soft… er."

We've just been cock-blocked a helluva lot, I added mentally. And it was 

the truth. First my sister, then Bella's mother crying about some fucking 

pottery class she was taking that wasn't going well, and work. Her work, 

my work. Cock-blockers all of them. I wouldn't have minded it as much if 

Bella didn't but goddamn she's a tease, that one. A tease that is very 

ready to finally do the deed, and so am I. We all know I've been ready 

since day one. But like I said, we've been cock-blocked. Hopefully we can 

rectify that tonight after I've romanced the shit out of her.

"Let's just get this over with, shall we?" I sighed, once again checking the 

time. "Take it from the top," I said, leaning back in my chair as I adjusted 

the headphones.

Ben nodded, pressed play, and then we listened.

It wasn't half bad, and thankfully this wasn't for some vamp-movie.

Not that I got away from vampires, though, because even if the rock song 

was for another movie, vampires were still mentioned in the lyrics. Safe to 

say, I didn't write this one. No, Eric at the office was guilty there. I just 

wrote the music.



"The song is hot, Cullen," Emmett commented.

I agreed because it was.

It was a song to fuck to.

Fuck hard.

Halfway through the song Ben told me there was a knock on the door, so I 

nodded for him to open as I listened to the rest of the song. I hoped it 

was Bella but I needed to get this ready and stopping in the middle of a 

song was impossible. So, I focused on the beat, the lyrics, the… 

everything. It was always consuming to me. Music was a massive part of 

my life. I've lived for it, breathed it. And I know it.

"The guitars may be dominant but I fucking love the bass in this one," 

Emmett said, also into the song, focused, concentrated, tapping his 

fingers on his leg.

I nodded slowly, again agreeing with him because the bass playing was 

brilliant, especially in the beginning. But as a drummer I focused on the 

drums. I sighed because… "I wish they let me be more creative with the 

drums, though."

It was good, it really was, but it was basic. Nothing hard at all. Still, it 

sounded tight, good, and solid. But that's me, I always want more drums.

Emmett's statement was true – the focus was definitely on the guitars in 

this song. The vocals, too.

"It's good," I said firmly as the song ended. "I think we can ship it to the 

office in LA."



After tossing him my headphones, I looked over my shoulder, unable to 

stop the shit-eating grin, cause there was Bella. So fucking gorgeous – my 

kind of girl. Skinny jeans and a fucking Yankees t-shirt. A tight one.

"Hello, beautiful," I said, motioning for her to get the fuck over.

She did, with a beaming smile, and Emmett was right. Again. This girl was 

turning me soft but… I couldn't fucking help it. She was… out of this world. 

And much like me she was obsessed with music, so I wasn't surprised 

when I saw the white buds in her ear. Her iPod was a part of her body, I 

swear.

"Am I interrupting anything? I'm a few minutes early…" She trailed off, 

removing one of the buds.

"Not interrupting," I murmured, wrapping my fingers around her wrist 

before I pulled her down on me. Sorry, I couldn't help it. I needed her 

closer. A lot closer.

She straddled me, hummed, and closed in.

Fuck yes.

"Hey," I whispered, nudging her nose with mine before I kissed her.

"Hey," she whispered back, nibbling on my bottom lip. "Am I too much if I 

said that I missed you?"

I shivered. And fuck no, you're not too much.

"Nope," I murmured, pecking her softly. "Because I missed you, too."

She shivered.



"Alright," I heard Emmett say. "Ben and I are gonna take off before you 

make me vomit with all the sweet shit. Boss, I burnt you a disc; it's in the 

player, okay?"

I gave him a thumbs up, too busy kissing Bella's jaw.

"Oh, and Em?" Bella chuckled. "Rose says thanks for the flowers and the 

teddy bear."

Hah!

Yeah, I knew Emmett was full of shit. He's as whipped as I am for fuck's 

sake.

Emmett didn't say anything but it didn't take many nanoseconds before 

we heard a door click.

And that's when it hit me. We were alone in Studio 3's control room.

Not helping. You're gonna woo her first, remember?

Right.

Fuck.

With a sigh, I forced my mouth to leave her face – I know, sad – and 

rested my hands on her hips because I knew… I knew my tease, and she 

had a thing for grinding me into a blue ball-stage.

"Edward?" she sang quietly. "We're alone."

See? Tease.

"Don't push, baby," I growled playfully, even throwing in a scowl for good 

measure. "I'm trying really hard to make you swoon, you know."



"Oh, but you are, pretty boy," she purred, nipping at my jaw. Twitch. "All 

the dates you've taken me on? Yeah, I've been swooning."

Fist pump.

Focus, Cullen.

I am. I'm focusing on her soft lips on my jaw and her hands trailing up my 

chest.

Wrong thing to focus on.

Debatable.

"Alright," she sighed quietly. "What's the plan for tonight then?"

I chuckled, a bit huskily, and gazed at her, feeling a bit smug when I saw 

her pout. But then… not so much because I was basically becoming my 

own cockblocker.

"I'm cooking dinner for us at my place," I murmured, tucking a piece of 

hair behind her ear. "And then…" I cleared my throat. "Dessert and a 

movie… if that's alright." And hopefully you'll be my girlfriend.

"Edward," she whined. Yes, whined. "You can't do this to me!"

Uh…

"What?" I asked, confused as hell.

She gave me the duh-look. "You're already perfect as it is, and now you're 

gonna cook for me?"

Sweet victory.

"Not fair," she mumbled, leaning her forehead against mine. "I mean… do 

you know how… fuck…" She sighed heavily, at first refusing to look at me. 



But then she did, and her eyes… they were… Christ, so beautiful. "Do you 

know how easy you are to fall for?"

Holy… fuck.

I swallowed.

And I knew… I knew I was falling for her, too. I wanted this girl more than 

I've ever wanted anything, and it was becoming increasingly hard to wait. 

Not to… be with her, but to… make her mine. Officially. So, in an attempt 

to reel it in, I changed the subject.

"What are you listening to?" I asked, hoping I sounded confident and not… 

well, fucking dazzled like some chick.

"Changing the subject, Cullen?" she asked, arching a brow.

I chuckled nervously. "I uh… No, but… there are stuff I wanna say but… 

not here."

Her eyes softened and… maybe she understood. Maybe. Hopefully.

She said nothing as she handed me the white bud but she watched me 

intently, just as I watched her, and I think she understood that I wanted 

more tonight. I think she realized that I wanted to take us to the next 

level. That I wanted the whole thing. The labels. The plans. The moving 

forward. Hell, I'm pretty sure I've wanted that since day one, too.

I looked at her questioningly as I put the ear bud in cause there was no 

music.

But then it started. A new song. And it wasn't metal, which surprised me 

because we both listened to the same music.

She just smirked.



I wanna kiss you

I wanna kiss you

I wanna stop the conversation

I wanna kiss you

Devil woman.

I chuckled quietly, rubbing circles on her hips with my thumbs, and told 

her, "Kiss me, pretty girl."

And she did.

Oh, lie beside me now

Funny papers, morning sunlight streams

Oh, fantasize me now

I'll kiss your neck and make your toast and tea

Oh, won't you marry me?

I see a little church atop a hill

But in the meantime I wanna lose my shame

Slowly I pushed my tongue inside her mouth, needing to taste her, to feel 

her… fuck, to have her as mine.

Her fingers in my hair, my hands sliding to her ass.

Fuck.

I groaned in her mouth.



I wanna kiss you

I wanna kiss you

I wanna stop the conversation

I wanna kiss you

I wanna feel you

I wanna feel you

I wanna lean my body into yours

I wanna feel you

I was losing my mind.

"Edward," she whimpered.

Damn it.

I kissed her harder, kneaded her ass… pulled her closer.

She rolled her hips over my erection, making me moan in her mouth.

Oh, believe me now

Walk with me upon the path I see

Oh, a cozy home

Nestled in an English garden scene

You will write your books

And I will paint my paintings by the sea

But now I'll be Lolita if you please



"Fuck, baby," I breathed.

The next time she rolled her hips over me, I thrust upwards.

Waves of lust shot through me.

She moaned in my mouth.

Mine. Fuck, be mine.

Slowly, I moved one hand along her side, feeling her hip, her stomach, 

her ribcage… up… up… Fuck, she's soft.

I cupped her breast in my hand, teasing her through her bra. She moaned 

again.

I was rock hard.

I wanna kiss you

I wanna kiss you

I wanna stop the conversation

I wanna kiss you

I wanna hold you

I wanna hold you

I wanna wrestle you down to the ground

Oh…

I grunted when she breathed in my ear.

Frenzy.



I brushed my thumb over her constricted nipple.

There was no stopping this.

Was there?

She kissed me again, so hard. I kissed her back. Just as hard.

Her mouth moved with mine, fast, eagerly, hotly… so fucking erotically.

I wanna kiss you

I wanna kiss you

I wanna stop the conversation

I wanna kiss you

I wanna have you

I wanna have you

I wanna be a possessive girl

I wanna have you

"Fuck, Bella, you have to stop me."

Her pussy was hot, even through two layers of jeans I felt her.

"I can't," she panted, fisting my hair. "I want you, baby."

Fuck.

Hold you, hurt you, love you, need you, love you

Wrestle you down to the ground

Bite you, love you, hold you



I wanna kiss you

In a fucking final attempt to clear my head, to not take her like a crazed 

animal, I pushed her off me before I stood up, too.

Panting like a marathon runner, I stood. Leaning against the console 

table.

My cock was throbbing. My teeth clenched together.

All I saw was her, but was this right?

Shouldn't I do this more… romantically?

But fuck, I want her. Need her.

Bella was panting, too. Her eyes were dark. Cheeks flushed.

The tension was too thick. I couldn't fucking take my eyes off her.

"Edward."

It was another cockteasing whimper.

I was gone.

So fucking gone that I stumbled in my way to get to her, and…

…I accidently pushed play on the fucking player, and I knew… I knew what 

song cause it was the goddamn song I've worked on all day. It wasn't 

right. It was right. Oh, so fucking right.

Sanity – gone. Just vanished. I only saw her.

"Please, Edward," she begged. "We need this."

If I thought I was gone before…



There was no hesitation when I reached her, and in a flash I had her 

pressed up against a wall.

"Before we do this," I gritted out. "Tell me you're mine, Bella."

I was out of it.

Possessive.

On a fucking warpath.

Sex addicts, drugs and vampires

They permeate my life

Don't know which one I'm gonna be tonight

She growled, fucking growled, and fisted my t-shirt.

"I've been yours since you flamed those fucking vampire-books. Now, fuck 

me."

I blinked.

Mine.

I couldn't even laugh at her vampire-comments because… this was 

happening and she was fucking mine. All mine.

My chest heaved as I towered over her.

Mine.

"Don't worry, baby," I whispered, kissing my way to her ear. "I'm gonna 

fuck you good."

She shivered violently, as did I.



This was happening. Now.

I know you think I'm crazy

You think I've lost my mind

I'm locked and loaded

Got you in my sight

Harder against the wall I pressed her, and I followed with my body. She 

panted. I kissed her, harder than before, and my hands went to her shirt 

right away. Be gone, you offending fucking thing.

It was frenzied.

Her shirt was gone, revealing a black motherfucking bra in lace.

You are my nemesis

The one I can't resist

I got a one track mind

She unbuckled my belt, unzipped my jeans… pushed them down my hips.

I did the same, getting her out of her jeans.

"Get that fucking lace off," I said huskily, barely recognizing my own 

voice, but apparently it worked wonders on Bella because she moaned. 

Loudly.

And obeyed. Her bra was gone.

Turn the lights out

Lay your head down



Now you got me

Where you want me

I'm the pain

You're the pleasure

Can't you read the signs

I got a one track mind

Her breathing hitched when I pushed my boxers down, and I was too 

gone to be polite. I needed this. My cock was throbbing, leaking, so I 

stroked myself, swiping my thumb over the tip. And I groaned.

Soon I'll be inside of you.

Dipping down, I sucked on her earlobe… all while my fingers played with 

the hem of her lacy thong, and then… I was met with wetness. So much. 

Oh, God, she's fucking soaked. For me. She's wet for me.

"Please, Edward," she moaned. "I need you inside of me…"

Fuck. Yes. Beg for me.

"Condom?" I moaned quietly, slipping my hand inside her panties. So… 

fucking… wet.

"No," she said, like I knew she'd say.

Before we got cockblocked last time, we'd already had this conversation, 

and now… nothing stood in my way.

I'm numb, I've got no conscience

Can't get you off my mind



You're in my line of fire everytime

You narcissistic lover

You complicate my life

But then I find myself with you tonight

I ripped off her thong.

"Fuck!" she gasped.

Paying her no mind, I hitched her legs around my hips.

And told her, "Hold on, baby."

She did, and I dragged my hard cock along her soaked slit.

Fire.

I couldn't take my eyes off her, her pussy. Bare, wet, waiting.

She watched us, too.

The head of my cock was soaked in her wetness.

No more waiting.

I plunged into her.

"Holy fuck," I gritted out.

You are my nemesis

The one I can't resist

I got a one track mind

I'm losing it



I need another fix

I think you could be it

I got a one track mind

I stilled for a second, buried deep inside of her.

Pulsing, throbbing, soaking… so tight.

She groaned loudly, wantonly, clinging to me.

I breathed heavily, we both did.

She clamped down on me…

…and begged for me again.

So, I pulled out of her and pushed in again.

"Fuck," I moaned before kissing her, immediately thrusting my tongue 

inside her mouth.

She was soft, I was hard. Everything. Her ass, her stomach, her tits… her. 

And I was hard, so fucking hard, and working her just as hard. Unable to 

stop. It was frenzied again. She clawed at me, and I dug my fingers into 

her hips, fucking her harder.

Hard, deep.

"Oh God, Edward!" she gasped.

Turn the lights out

Lay your head down

Now you got me



Where you want me

I'm the pain

You're the pleasure

Can't you read the signs

I got a one track mind

Cupping her luscious ass, I pushed her higher up against the wall.

I reached deeper, finding that spot. Yeah, I found it. Her sounds proved it.

"Mine," I mumbled against her shoulder. "You're mine, baby."

Again her tight pussy constricted around me.

Like a fucking vice.

"Yours," she whimpered, meeting my thrust. "And you're… mine."

"Yours." Without a fucking doubt.

I wanna love you till the bitter end

Get underneath your skin

I wanna pleasure every part of you

And take you from within

Kissing her passionately, I continued delivering long, deep strokes into her 

tight pussy, and when my thumb found her clit, she gave me sounds that 

made my body ache for her. Damn it, she fucking owned me already. It 

was true. Her whimpers, breathy moans, her pleading…

I felt it in my body. Closer.



But I needed more.

So, without pulling out of her, I walked us over to the console table, 

perched her perfect ass on the edge because I doubted she'd like having 

the buttons dig into her flesh, and told her to lean back.

"Don't worry about it," I told her gruffly as I saw her hesitate to where 

she could put her hands. "It's off."

Then I pulled out of her… and slammed into her.

Every muscle in my body tensed, and my head lolled back. My hands on 

her hips, my cock throbbing inside her… oh, so deep.

"Fuck yes!" she gasped.

Exactly.

Turn the lights out

Lay your head down

Now you got me

Where you want me

We both watched us. Eyes filled with desire. Roaming.

We watched where we were joined, where my cock pushed in and out of 

her soaked pussy.

Jesus, her breasts. Bouncing slightly whenever our hips met. Hard nipples, 

taunting me.

I couldn't stop myself, so I leaned forward, covering her body with mine, 

and I lavished her breasts with openmouthed kisses. Sucking, licking, 

nibbling.



Closer.

I closed my eyes, savoring… and trying to hold back.

"I'm… oh, God, Edward… I'm close…"

Her moan brought me even closer.

A sweat broke out. I panted. She did, too.

Harder.

Deeper.

She's mine.

All the things I wanted to do to her… with her…

Taste her. Drive her crazy. Fuck her into oblivion.

Make love to her.

I tensed, feeling the coil.

Determined to make her come, I rubbed her clit firmly, persistently, 

continuing to drive into her as I sucked on her nipple. Fuck, please come, 

baby. I'm too close.

Turn the lights out

Lay your head down

Now you got me

Where you want me

I'm the pain



You're the pleasure

Can't you read the signs

I got a one track mind

And then she tensed fiercely. Gasping. Moaning loudly. Throwing her head 

back.

My breathing hitched.

I've never seen anything so beautiful, I'm sure of it.

Constricting around me, she came hard, moaning out my name.

It was impossible to hold off.

Impossible. I couldn't. Not when she looked so fucking sexy.

So, I came. Hard as hell.

Her name on my lips. Only hers.

And somewhere in my mind, I knew there would only be her name. For 

the rest of my life.

I wanted it all with her. Everything.

And that night we continued. There was romancing. Sweet stuff that I 

craved as much as hard fucking, and fuck me if Bella wasn't the same.

She was perfect for me.

It didn't take long until I knew I was in love with her.

Pretty girl felt the same.

Being in love kinda rocks, you know.



Mini-Munchkin-Epilogue

"Hey, munchkin!" I exclaimed, holding my arms out as my little girl 

jumped. Don't worry, I caught her.

"I've asked you not to call me that, Edward!" Jasper groaned… and hell, 

did he whimper, too?

"Don't flatter yourself, Jazz," I snickered and kissed Chelsea all over her 

gorgeous little face. "I was referring to my daughter. Not you." But 

turning back to my little girl now, cause she's much more fun. "How's 

Daddy's little munchkin?"

"Good!" she giggled as I Eskimoed her.

"And where's your brother?"

"Daddy!" And I swear she just rolled her eyes at me. Just like her mother. 

"He's still in mommy's belly."

I chuckled. Couldn't help it. But this one's too cute for words. "I can't 

believe I forgot," I sighed dramatically. "Alright, where's Mommy's belly 

then?"

"Mommy's belly is right here," I heard Bella say, and I looked up. And 

there she was, standing in the doorway to my office with her big belly. 

Actually it's more of a belly walking around with Bella… and not the other 

way around.

"Am I interrupting?" she asked softly. "We were at the park and Chelsea 

wanted to bring Daddy lunch."

"No, no, come in, baby," I said, always eager to have my family close. 

"Jazz was just leaving anyway."

"I was?" he asked.



I nodded. "You was, were… whatever. Just leave."

The dude pouted. So not cool. I'd never do that. But then he left, and I 

grinned, looking over at my pregnant wife. So damn beautiful.

"When are you going to tell him that you actually don't hate him?" Bella 

chuckled, throwing me a divine paper bag with a divine M on it, and I 

knew. Oh, God, I just knew there were two divine Quarter Pounders in 

that bag.

What, I'm a big dude. I need to eat.

I'm not like all the munchkins in my life who can survive on one tiny ass 

burger.

Ya know?

Speaking of munchkins… "I'll never tell Jasper that I'm okay with him," I 

huffed, still kissing Chelsea's face.

Cause I loved her giggles.

"Daddy!" she squealed. "You gots to eat! Playtime after food, Mommy say 

so!"

"Ah," I nodded, "Mommy's a smart girl, aint she?"

"Yea!" she said, high-fiving Bella. "High five, Mommy!"

Yes, that's the family I have. Fucking amazing.

"So…" I murmured, pulling Bella closer. "This was a nice surprise," I said, 

planting a kiss on her mega-belly. Chelsea did the same.

And then we made farting noises on but that didn't work so well with her 

t-shirt in the way.



Anywho…

"Mmhmm, like I said, Chelsea wanted to stop by," Bella said, doing that 

magic-thing with her fingers in my hair.

"No other reason?" I asked, cause she looked like a devil woman again.

Mmm, burger. I dug in, again making Chelsea giggle.

Apparently Daddy looks funny with a burger shoved in his face.

Whatever.

"Actually I do have some news," Devil woman announced.

Uh-oh.

Then she leaned in… closely… and whispered in my ear.

"Rose just called. They're making a fifth movie based on her books."

No. No. No.

Please. No.

Not again! Not another!

"And guess who they're hiring to write the music, dear husband of mine?"

Noooooooooooooo!


