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BPOV

I hated myself. Truly hated myself for even entertaining the idea of 

betting against Rose, but to actually bet against her was far worse. I did it 

anyway, though, despite knowing that she was always right.

Instead of backpacking through Europe like most people did the summer 

before college, Rose and I headed to Japan, and Tokyo, knowing that that 

city was on the top of our lists of cities we really wanted to photograph.



We are both attending Brooks Institute in Santa Barbara this fall, both of 

us dreaming of becoming photographers, and this was the perfect trip for 

us, no doubt, and these past ten days have been awesome.

We only had three days left before we had to go home, but yesterday 

Rose told me that she was sure she could convince our parents to extend 

our stay with another week.

I didn't believe her, and that led to her saying, "If I succeed, you have to 

agree to at least try to hook up with someone on this trip. We're not only 

here to take pretty pictures, remember?"

I was so sure there was not a chance in hell she'd be able to convince my 

parents that I said, "Bring it on."

Our parents extended our stay.

Yeah…

So, now we're sitting in Shinjuku Gyoen National Garden, and Rose is 

determined to find 'the dude I'm gonna hump.'

Her words. Definitely not mine.

But while she hunted down the poor fucker that will have to endure my 

lame attempts on flirting, I'm enjoying the park, and it's without a doubt 

one of my favorite spots in Tokyo. Just too bad we aren't here for the 

cherry blossom season, because I can only imagine it being… amazing.

"What about that one," Rose said, nudging my shoulder as she pointed 

towards the nearest gate.

Long hair. Blond. Jean jacket. Goddamn ponytail.

"No, thanks," I huffed, resuming to watch the park through my camera.



My beloved Nikon, oh, how I adore you.

I zeroed in, basically people watching, and found an old couple sitting on a 

bench with their backs facing me, and it was such a cliché picture, but 

damn, I wanted it. So, I took it. And I smiled as the old woman rested her 

gray haired head on the old man's shoulder.

Cliché but beautiful.

"That one," Rose said confidently, disturbing my peace. "The guy with the 

batshit crazy hair," she clarified as I followed her line of sight.

The guy was standing next to a fountain and he, too, had a camera. It 

was kind of far away, but he definitely had a nice body. Tall, too. Jeans, 

black t-shirt. And I loved his messy hair.

"He has a camera, B, it'll be a good opener for ya," Rose commented.

I sighed, knowing that she would never let this slide, so I might as well 

just suck it up.

"Brace yourself, dude. You're in for a world of pain," I mumbled to myself, 

standing up to brush filth off of my cargo shorts.

"And I'm about to be mortified," I added.

"Stop mumbling, Swan. You can do this," Rose said, standing up, too. "I'll 

meet you back at the hotel, m'kay?"

WHAT?

"Excuse me? You're leaving?" I… almost screeched. "We don't even know 

if the dude speaks English!"

The bitch merely laughed as she packed her camera into her backpack.



"Rose, you can't leave me here."

"Honey, as much as I love you, and as much as I'm glad that you're finally 

gonna get some… I'm not into voyeurism."

Bitch!

"First of all, nothing is going to happen. The dude will obviously just get a 

good laugh out of it, and secondly; don't honey me!"

"Oh, spare me the drama, Bella," she sighed, rolling her eyes at me. 

"Besides, I wanna see that guy I met last night."

Huh.

OH! That… that… that… BITCH!

"You're doing this to get rid of me? Jeesh, Rose, all you had to do was 

ask!"

"Shut up, drama queen," she whispered, smiling brightly. "I'm doing this 

because you really need to get laid."

I took a deep breath, realizing just how much I was overreacting, and I 

think Rose noticed it, too, because she just nodded, winked, and then she 

left.

Okay.

Okay.

Okay, I can do this. I can go up to him, say something flirty, get shot 

down, and then I'll go back to the hotel.

Yes, I can do that.

Deep breath.



And again. A deep breath.

My phone buzzed then, and I figured it was my parents checking in on 

me.

To quote the Nike-dude; Just do it! – Rose.

The Nike-dude? My lord, Rose is… special.

Glancing around, I saw her watching me from the gate.

Just do it?

Fine. I'll do it.

With… very fake… determination, I grabbed my bag, and then I marched 

towards the guy… who… oh… my… God… is… hot.

Standing a few feet behind him, I began chewing on my lip, because hot 

damn, this man was… gorgeous. Okay, so I've only seen his profile and his 

back, but it's very promising.

Just do it. Just do it.

I went for the camera-opener since he was taking pictures of the fountain.

"That's a good angle," I said, hoping he spoke English, but then I realized 

what I had just said and I could've killed myself for saying something so 

stupid!

That's a good angle?

But all he did was huff, "I know," and he didn't even turn around.

Cocky bastard!



And since I have no verbal filter, I didn't shut up. "Good angle… but not 

great."

That's a thing with me, and I can't stand arrogance, so once I had that 

said, I turned to leave.

Rose would just have to find someone else, cause I aint humping 

conceited pricks.

"Excuse me?" I heard him snap from behind me, still in that cocky tone.

"You're excused!" I laughed over my shoulder.

"No, no, you hang on there, missy!" he called, and I cursed under my 

breath, 'cause I could hear him catching up. I also noticed his accent. The 

man was definitely from the south.

Goddamnit. Why would he follow?

I hate you, Rose. I hate you and I curse you. Curse you!

Then… there was a hand on my shoulder, and I was stopped.

Fuck.

"My angle was nothin' but great," he drawled in his southern accent as I 

turned around, and I… sorta froze…just… momentarily, cause… my God, 

so hot.

He's also an arrogant bastard, my inner voice screamed.

And just like that, I was back in the game.

But as I focused on him, he seemed… out of it.

"Your opinion, not mine," I said, annoyed with myself that I had lost my 

icy tone.



The man shook his head then, only slightly, as if to clear it, and then the 

fucker grinned. Widely.

I hated him for it, 'cause the dude was too hot for his own good.

"You know what, you're right, ma'am," he said, again flashing me that 

lopsided smile. "Maybe my angle coulda' been better. Wanna help me find 

a better one?"

Uh… huh?

What?

"What?" I asked, thoroughly confused.

"Let's start over, shall we?" he chuckled while rubbing his neck. "My 

name's Edward. Edward Cullen, ma'am. And you?"

Oh, hot damn, his voice. His drawl…

Uhm…

"Bella," I replied, still in my daze as I shook his hand.

What's he up to? And my lord, I like his hands…

"Bella," he repeated quietly, as if trying my name out… I liked it. 

Immensely. "Pleased to meet ya, Bella, and I'm sorry for bein' rude back 

there… I'm sorta in my own world when I take them shots."

Oh. Oh!

I didn't see that coming!

Maybe he's not that bad after all.



"No worries, I know what you mean." I smiled, deciding to throw him a 

bone. "I'm the same," I said, holding my Nikon-bag up in explanation.

I realized then that he was still holding my hand, and I think he realized 

the same as he let it go.

I didn't like it. That he let my hand go, that is.

"Ah, you're a photographer?" he asked as he shoved his hands into his 

pockets.

"Um, no… not yet anyway," I chuckled, feeling nervous all of the sudden. 

"Hopefully I will be after college, though."

"Same here." He grinned. "I'm startin' my second year at the School of 

Visual Arts in New York this fall. What about you?"

"I'll be a freshman at Brooks in Santa Barbara," I replied, trying very hard 

not to swoon over his accent, but I was also impressed with his school, 

because it was truly one of the best.

Just like mine, I snickered internally.

Yes, I was still high on my giddiness from the fact that they offered me a 

full scholarship.

"That's a mighty fine school," he murmured.

I nodded, hating the traitorous blush that took over my cheeks, but in my 

defense, it was all his fault. The drawl. The body. The smile. Those damn, 

smoldering, gorgeous, green, perfect, intense… eyes.

"So, uh…" He trailed off, chuckling and rubbing the back of his neck again. 

"Um, how long you in Japan for?"



"Another week and a half?" And I have no idea why that came out as a 

question. "What about you?"

"Two more weeks."

I nodded. Once. Looked down.

Silence.

Okay, time to leave the poor guy alone.

"Dang it, here we go," I heard him mumble quietly then, and I looked up 

in confusion, just as he took a deep breath. "Can I take you out? Um… on 

a date?"

Another uhmmm-moment for me.

He's asking me out?

Really?

YES! Yes, oh yeees!

I strangled my inner hussy as I answered while blushing, of course. "Um, 

sure. Yes, I'd like that."

"Yeah?" he replied, seemingly smiling in relief, and it made me all warm 

inside.

"Yes," I confirmed, smiling like a goddamn goof.

"Perfect." He grinned. "Where you stayin'? Or… uhm… do ya have 

anything planned now?"

Anything planned?

Heh. Ask Rose what I have planned.



"Nope, I'm free now. Whaddya wanna do?"

"Actually I'm starvin'. How 'bout you?"

Christ, the dude can smile widely. Almost as if I'm the one making him 

smile.

"I could eat." And more…

God, I'm such a hussy.

"Great," he said, still smiling at me.

After sending Rose a quick text about… 'scoring'… Edward and I walked 

towards the gate, and he took me to a sushi bar where we ate, talked… 

and laughed for hours.

Yes, the time sure flew, but seriously, Edward was… amazing.

Growing up Greenville, Mississippi, in a big family, he always wanted to be 

a photographer, and when it was time to decide college, he didn't hesitate 

to choose photography as his major. He also told me that he was actually 

traveling alone, because his friends from back home were more interested 

in Mexico or Florida. 

I, in return, told him about Rose and that we were inseparable thanks to 

our mutual love for photography, and the fact that we both shared the 

same interest for traveling. And after that, we just talked and… got to 

know each other.

It felt weird, because this was truly a date, and it confused me seeing as 

we were both here on vacation, and once we got home, we would have 

the entire country separating us.



Whatever Edward and I did would be a summer fling or whatever it's 

called, and dating isn't normal for that, is it? Don't you usually just… hook 

up?

Not that I minded being on a date with Edward, because I truly didn't. The 

man is wonderful and funny, and oh so goddamn polite and hot and 

gorgeous and nice and cute and adorable and sexy and smart and gifted 

and chivalrous and… just so fucking perfect. But see, that's the problem. 

I'm getting to know him, and I… I want him. Badly.

He is the ultimate guy for crying out loud.

"Have you had enough of me, or are ya interested in headin' someplace 

else?" He winked from across our table.

Enough of him?

Hardly.

Can I keep you forever?

"I'm up for… uhm, what's your plan?" I giggled. Yes, giggled. I'm sorry, 

but it's the sake.

"A bit tipsy, are we, my Bella?" he laughed softly.

"Like you aren't!" I giggled harder, but seriously, he's… affected, too.

"Come on, brown eyes, I'll be takin' you to Tokyo's finest now," he 

drawled, chuckling as he held his hand out for me.

I took it gladly.

But then his words registered as we left the sushi bar.



"Tokyo's finest?" I asked curiously, trying not to think too much about the 

fact that we were holding hands.

"Yes, ma'am." He nodded. "You can't visit Tokyo without experiencin' 

karaoke, now can ya?"

Oh, crap.

Good thing I'm not sober.

Alright, next thing. "And brown eyes?"

He winked and let go of my hand… only to drape his arm around my 

shoulders. And then he whispered, closely, "You, my darlin' Bella, have 

the most gorgeous eyes I've ever seen."

I shivered.

"And you're obviously drunk," I told him.

He chuckled and shook his head at me, but held me closer as we made 

our way to 'someplace else' in the Tokyo night.

I stopped, though, once, because Tokyo at night is a sight to behold, and I 

brought my camera up to take a few shots of a building where the 

billboards were all full of the same commercial, for a shampoo of all 

things… but what captured me was the cherry blossom, and I smiled, 

thinking that I may miss the cherry blossom season in Tokyo, but I sure 

have photos with a building covered in them.

Edward smiled curiously as I put the camera back in the bag.

I smiled and shrugged. "I wanted a good shot of cherry blossoms."

I expected him to laugh at me.



He didn't.

Instead he closed our distance, dipped down while cradling my face… and 

he kissed me.

Shivering in the feeling of his lips against mine, I wrapped my arms 

around his neck, and deepened the kiss by parting my lips for him.

We both moaned quietly as our tongues met, and shivers upon shivers 

rushed through me, making me want more and more and more and 

harder…

I could feel him. Against my abdomen, I felt him and it only made me 

want him more. More. Please, more.

"Karaoke's gonna have to wait," I panted breathlessly as I broke the kiss. 

"Come back to my hotel?"

He closed his eyes tightly, and he had this deep crease between his 

brows.

"I want to," he murmured, still with his eyes closed, and then he chuckled 

once. "I think you can feel how much I want it… But… we've been 

drinkin'."

"And I don't want you to be feelin' like that's why I asked you out," he 

added, and it confused me again, because one, why is he so gentlemanly? 

And two, isn't that the point of having a summer fling?

"Stop saying things like that, Edward," I chuckled uncomfortably.

He frowned in confusion. "What do you mean?" 

I decided to go with honesty.



"Because when you say things like that… and-… you take me out on a real 

date…" I shook my head, trying to get my shit right. Deep breath. "It 

makes me want more."

There.

I've said it.

"It's mutual," was all he said, and then his lips were on mine again. 

Harder this time. More. Firmly, passionately, and we really, really need to 

get back to my hotel. Now.

"Is your hotel closer or is mine?" I breathed, shivering hard as he nipped 

at the skin below my ear.

"There's a hotel across the street," he groaned quietly.

Yes. Hotel. Across the street. Good.

"Let's go," I whimpered, thanking God for Rose who forced me to go with 

her on that painful spa appointment the day before yesterday.

"Lord, Bella, you're makin' me lose my damn mind," he groaned, taking 

my hand to get us across the street.

Yes, and your words are female Viagra, I swear to it.

It took too long, too, too long, but we endured the wait, and twenty 

minutes later – yes, that long – we were in our own hotel room, and once 

Edward closed the door behind us, I giggled and began walking backwards 

towards the bedroom while he followed, giving me a predatory look.

"Tryin' to get away from me, brown eyes?" he murmured huskily, and I 

fought the urge to whimper as I saw the tip of his tongue dart out to wet 

his bottom lip.



I wanted to do that for him.

Not being able to wait any longer, I spun around and headed for the 

bedroom in a much more… urgent… pace, and boy, Edward followed 

eagerly.

"Eager?" He smirked as I reached the bed, and I merely cocked an 

eyebrow before responding simply, "Yes."

He liked that answer.

"Me, too," he murmured, walking towards me slowly while letting his eyes 

rake over me. "I can't deny that gettin' you alone was one of the first 

thoughts that entered my mind when I saw you today."

I swallowed hard as he reached me, and shivered violently when his 

fingertips brushed up my arms.

"So damn beautiful," he whispered as his eyes finally met mine, and then 

his mouth was latched onto my neck, making me moan loudly as I clung 

to him.

The feelings rushing through me were indescribable and so goddamn 

consuming that it was hard to focus, but one thing was very clear; I 

needed much more of Edward Cullen. On so many levels. And as his 

mouth found mine, we deepened the kiss immediately, letting our tongues 

move hard against each other, and it was the shivers and whimpers 

coming from me that I think triggered him, because he groaned and lifted 

me up… and positioned me in the middle of the bed, never breaking the 

kiss… oh, God, and then I felt him… as he pressed his body against mine…

"This. Off," I moaned, fisting his t-shirt, and as he sat up to remove it, I 

did the same, getting my tank top off before unzipping my cargo shorts.



"Damn, woman," he breathed, unabashedly checking out my goods as he 

unbuttoned his jeans, and well, I was no better because as he shoved his 

jeans down…

Hot damn, Edward Cullen's going commando, and he's not little. He's… 

wow, the opposite. Someone truly blessed him in the making.

I'm starting to like it… down south. Or loving it.

"Lie down, brown eyes," he whispered, and I obeyed, meeting his eyes as 

he hovered over me, and it was intense, the way he looked at me. Like it 

was more than just… whatever this was. "You got any idea how gorgeous 

you are, Bella?" he murmured, kissing the tip of my nose before watching 

his own hands as they traced my sides… "Outta this world," he seemingly 

mumbled to himself, hooking his fingers under my shorts to pull them 

down… together with my panties, and our breathing got heavier and 

louder as all of our clothes were gone, and he once again lowered himself 

over me.

He kissed my lips softly as his naked body pressed against mine, and I 

whimpered, feeling his cock… right there.

"Protection?" he whispered against my lips.

Wow, at least one of us is thinking clearly.

He rocked against me, only slightly, and warmth washed over me as I 

moaned at the feeling, and I… tried to think… to decide… because I really 

wanted to feel him… all of him… and I was on the pill of course… but 

Edward's still a stranger.

However, for some reason, I didn't think… Edward was carrying anything… 

or maybe I was just being stupid and ignorant, but…



"I'm on the pill," I said, looking straight into his expressive eyes, and I 

think his small nod was our silent understanding that we… somehow 

trusted each other.

He kissed me then, passionately and sensually, as his fingers teased my 

already wet pussy, and it was torturous, feeling his long fingers work me, 

spreading the wetness, paying extra attention to my clit before stroking 

down and into me again.

"Damn, you're tight, baby girl."

I moaned out, loudly, getting impatient and urgent as he pinched my clit 

lightly.

"I want to taste you, beautiful," he whispered huskily against my lips. "I 

want to make you feel good… Fuck, your scent is drivin' me insane…"

His words were driving me insane, and that was the first time I've heard 

him say 'fuck', and no, he's not tasting me, because I need him. Now. 

Tasting comes later.

"No," I gasped, arching against him as he fingered me harder, "Need 

you… now, Edward!" I moaned.

And I needed it all. Hard. Instinctual and needy. Because that's how I felt, 

and I couldn't understand why, but I really needed him. Wasn't just want.

He growled, actually growled, before sucking hard at my neck, and then I 

finally felt him, hard and ready at my entrance, and ever so slowly as he 

held his breath, he pushed into me, making me cling to him desperately, 

moaning wantonly at the sensation of him filling me. And never had I felt 

so… Fuck, whatever it was, I felt… complete.

"You okay, baby?" he gritted out, once he was fully sheathed in me.



Okay? Was I okay? Oh, God, words cannot describe how good I feel, but 

'okay' is quite the understatement.

"More than okay," I whimpered, squirming slightly under him, trying to 

make him understand that I needed more, because… words failed me.

"G'damn," he breathed out, and then his lips were on mine. Hard and 

passionately, and he moved in the same pace, pushing into me 

unyieldingly with deep, long strokes that reached my sweet spot, all while 

kissing me into oblivion, and… oh… couldn't believe how he found focus… 

God, so much… everywhere… his hands… his cock… his body… everything.

"Oh, fuck, Edward!" I moaned out loudly. I clung to him, meeting his 

every thrust with a buck of my hips, making us both moan, and I allowed 

myself to let go, to let my nails dig into his back. I could already feel it, 

the build-up, the need for more, the surging of pleasure that made my 

breathing hitch as I clenched down on him.

"Christ, baby… Oh, God, you-… I need you to come, beautiful," he 

groaned, speeding up his godly fingers as they stimulated my clit, and 

yes… oh… closer… Deeper. Harder. More, oh, so much more… ungh… fuck!

Yes!

"I'm… I'm coming-… Oh, Edwaaard!"

"God, yes, Bella, let me see you come… oh, fuck, I can feel you."

I was already under, unable to say or do anything as the orgasm washed 

over me in powerful waves, consuming every fiber in my being. And 

Edward followed quickly, grunting out his release with two hard thrusts 

before stilling his movements.



I don't know for what reason, but I kept my arms around him as we lied 

there, regaining our breaths, but one thing was sure; I didn't want this to 

be over. Not tonight. Not… oh, fuck, not ever.

"I'm crushin' you, brown eyes," he whispered, planting soft kisses in the 

crook of my neck.

Don't let me go, I pleaded internally, feeling like a clingy child.

"Let's get some sleep, eh?" he suggested quietly, and I felt myself relax, 

perhaps because he didn't say our night was over, perhaps because he 

said we were staying here and not returning to our hotels.

I nodded, only once, and kissed his shoulder before letting him go, and if I 

didn't know any better, I'd say he pulled out of me reluctantly, but all my 

thoughts disappeared as he dragged my spent body with him, and as I 

was back in his arms, resting my head on his naked chest… feeling his lips 

on my forehead… feeling his fingers draw lazy circles on my spine… All 

things were right in the world.

We were quiet for a long time, the only indication of us being awake being 

his moving fingers on my back, and my fingers doing the same on his 

chest. And I wondered what he was thinking. Was he thinking about a nice 

way to let me down, to say that this was over now? I mean, I knew it was 

stupid. That I was stupid. We met… only hours ago… and we slept 

together, which I will never regret, but to outsiders, this is nothing but a 

one night stand, and Edward wouldn't be weird or anything if he wasn't 

here when I wake up tomorrow morning. He would just be normal. 

Because here, in this situation, I'm the one not acting normal. I'm the one 

acting like a lovesick puppy, desperate to have him for a while longer.

"You ought to text your friend, gorgeous… lettin' her know you're here 

with me," he murmured after a while.



God, he's… No, there are no words. Too sweet and considerate for words.

It felt drafty and cold as I pulled away from him, but I tried not to think 

about it more than I already was, and instead, I focused on the three 

texts I had received during the night. All of them from Rose.

Yeah, I told ya you would score! Good girl! – Rose.

I snickered at that before scrolling down to read the next one.

Is it okay if I spend tomorrow with Alec? – Rose.

Ah, her Tokyo-fling.

Off to bed soon. It'd be nice to hear from you. – Rose.

Checking the time at the nightstand, I noticed she had sent the text an 

hour ago, so I quickly sent her a text back.

Sorry for checking in so late. Have had the best night ever. Staying 

at a hotel with him tonight ;) No, you go have fun with Alec 

tomorrow. I'll call tomorrow. – Bella.

"Everythin' alright?" Edward asked as I returned to him.

"Yep." I smiled, shivering in pleasure as he snuggled closer to me, burying 

his face in the crook of my neck before kissing me there. It was feeling I 

could definitely get used to, just lying here with Edward, running my 

fingers through his hair, listening to him hum at the feeling.

"Have you been at the Tsukiji Market?" he asked quietly, sorta out of the 

blue… I think.

"Um, no?" I replied.



I hadn't been there but I had certainly read about it, and I knew it was 

famous for its fish auctions.

He nodded once, and sighed in contentment as I added pressure on my 

fingers in his hair. He evidently liked that. A lot. And for some reason it 

made me smile smugly to make him feel good in such a way. Yes, I was 

most definitely out of my mind.

"I'm goin' there tomorrow," he mumbled. "Um… wanna come with me?"

Oh!

"Yes," I breathed, trying and failing to keep my massive grin from taking 

over my entire face. Oh, and don't get me started on the way my heart 

pounded.

Edward tightened his hold on me then, and yes, I could feel him smile 

against my skin. It did big things to me, and it was hard not to entertain 

the idea of him maybe liking me more than a one nighter. But he kind of 

had to, right? I mean, why ask me to join him otherwise?

*T*T*T*

"Time to wake up, brown eyes," I heard a velvet voice whisper… followed 

by feathery kisses on my collarbone. "We don't wanna be missin' the first 

tuna auction," he chuckled silently, now kissing his way down to my 

stomach, and at the same time, my fingers found his hair, making him 

hum as I scratched his scalp. It was nothing short of perfection waking up 

this way.

"What time's it?" I mumbled sleepily, still with my eyes closed.

"4:30."



I groaned. Of course I expected it to be early, already having read that 

the auctions start at 5 am, but my lord, what Edward was doing now 

made me wanna stay here. All day long.

*T*T*T*

At 5 am, Edward and I were grinning like fools with our cameras ready as 

the bidding started, and I have to say I was giddy, flying high on my 

happiness. It was all Edward of course. The way he held my hand as we 

made our way to the market. The way he seemed to linger, stay close, 

touch, and kiss me a lot, and as God is my witness, I was a happy 

receiver, not wasting time to show just how much I loved our… 

affectionate situation… so to speak.

It was comfortable and so natural, if not just for me, then for the both of 

us, to act this way. Even if this was only a vacation fling that would last… 

well, I don't know for how long, but no longer than another week and a 

half, it still seemed like we were determined to act like a real couple for 

the duration, and no one could be happier about that than me.

"Over there, lovin'," Edward whispered closely then, pointing towards 

crates upon crates of fish to be auction, and I smiled before zeroing in 

with my camera.

The market was full of life, restaurant owners and their chefs, 

wholesalers, tourists… all kinds of people gathered here, either to 

experience it, or to get their hands on the best fish for their menus. And 

my Nikon captured it. The wild gesturing, the heated bidding, the serious 

faces, the curious bystanders, the payments and deliveries… it was all 

there, and Edward and I both stayed close together as our cameras 

worked to capture this part of Tokyo, and I have to say it was a big thing 

to experience.



It was a good thing it was light out seeing as flash photography was not 

allowed, because this was something I didn't want to miss for the world. 

And my God, it was loud. Shouting and hollering all over the place.

I giggled then as a big man gestured wildly and announcing really loudly, 

and I think he was saying that the auction was over because big crowd 

started scattering, probably heading home if they had bought what they 

came for, or to go to the next auction.

"That was fun," Edward chuckled as he packed his camera back into his 

camera bag. "But now I'm mighty hungry. How 'bout you, brown eyes? 

Can I take you to breakfast?"

Swoon. Seriously, swoon.

"Or, I can take you to breakfast seeing as you've paid for everything so 

far. My turn now, mister," I said firmly as I, too, packed away my camera.

"Oh, shush, woman. You ain't paying nothin' while I'm around," was his 

reply, and the dude even rolled his eyes at me.

Taking my hand and threading our fingers together, he led me out of the 

auction house, and people were milling around everywhere as we reached 

a more open space.

"Don't be silly, Edward, I can pay for my own breakfast," I told him, 

actually feeling guilty about him paying the big bucks for our room. But 

when I tried to talk to him about it, he only shushed me. Literally, he put 

his finger over his lips and shushed me… like you do with a child.

"And I'm sayin' that my mama raised me better than that. And even if she 

didn't, I still wouldn't let you pay, so just shut your trap, brown eyes," he 

huffed.

See? He's impossible. And so fucking adorable I could cry.



"You're calling her your mama?" I teased, kissing his bicep as we stood in 

line at a small coffee shop.

"Don't be makin' fun of my accent now, missy," he threatened playfully, 

even pointing a finger at me that made me giggle. "I mean, how's that 

gonna work out for ya when I introduce you to your future in-laws?" He 

winked.

Another swoon-moment, for sure. At least for me.

It was playful of course, and he was referring to earlier this morning when 

we checked out from the hotel. Edward decided it was fun to mess with 

the receptionist by stating that the suite had worked wonders for him, but 

now he was nervous to face my parents, cause he had now deflowered his 

bride-to-be, and that was never his intention, but he blamed the suite. 

The receptionist didn't know how to respond, but she sure looked scared 

as she told us to have a good day.

"How are you going to explain 'deflowering' me to my parents then, huh?" 

I shot back, deciding to play along.

"You told me yesterday that your dad's a police chief, yes?" he said, 

draping an arm around me as the customer in front of us moved forward 

one step.

"Yes." I smiled, curious to see where he was going with this, and also a bit 

impressed that he remembered.

"Well, we better stay away from Washington then," he answered, 

seemingly proud of his idea. "I'll keep ya safe and hidden with me in 

Greenville." A firm nod.

"And what will we do in Greenville?" I chuckled, enjoying this game way 

too much.



"Get married and raise a family, of course." He grinned, shrugging like it 

was obvious. "We'll work as photographers, too, but that's a given, 

although we might move to Jackson. I doubt they'll need two of us in our 

small town … And then as the years pass by, we'll send one of our 

young'uns to deliver the news about me deflowerin' the Chief's daughter, 

and hopefully the years will cushion the blow."

Wow.

"I'm impressed!" I laughed. "So, we're having kids just so that you don't 

have to face my father? God, Edward!"

My laughter died abruptly as it was our turn to order, but as soon as we 

had, and Edward – the stubborn ass – had paid, we sat down in the corner 

of the coffee shop with our breakfast, and Edward flashed me his lopsided 

smile before continuing the game.

"I'm glad I amuse you so, but I aint that foul, brown eyes. I'll confess to 

your dad, don't worry about that," he chuckled. "And as God is my 

witness, I'll even be makin' sure to get away without a bullet wound, and 

then we'll live happily ever after."

"Actually, I think it'd be safer to just… not confess anything," I giggled as 

I munched on my shellfish sandwich, trying but failing miserably not to 

think about 'happily ever after.'

"I'll take your word for it." He winked. "But we'll wait a few years before I 

face your father just to be sure, cause I can't lie to save my life, I swear."

"Oh? And why's that?" I grinned.

"Because I inherited my mama's traitorous blush. And whenever me or my 

brother lies, we go crimson."



I just…I couldn't stop smiling. Like a goddamn fool, I just smiled at the 

man. And… I was in trouble.

Big time trouble…

"Tell me about your family?" I asked.

I swear I swooned again as Edward smiled beautifully at the mentioning of 

family, and he placed his arm on the back of my chair as he started. 

"Well, we have my parents, Carlisle and Esme, and Dad's a doctor in 

Greenville, and my mama's a realtor." It was that smile again. So 

goddamn overwhelming. "And then there's my brother and sister, I think I 

mentioned Jasper and Elizabeth, yes?"

I nodded, remembering Edward telling me that Jasper was in the army, 

stationed in Fort Benning, Georgia, at the moment, and their baby sister 

Lizzy just starting high school.

"Jasper's the big brother in the family," Edward chuckled. "And he looks 

like my dad whereas Lizzy and I look like Mama…" He trailed off then as 

his smile grew wistful.

"You miss them," I murmured softly.

"Yeah, I sorta do," he sighed, shaking his head slightly before going back 

to a more genuine smile. "Your turn, brown eyes. Tell me somethin' 'bout 

your family."

So, I did. And that's how we spent our day, just… telling stories about our 

families and where we come from, and it was… hard. So hard, because 

there was no doubt, no denying that I was developing a serious crush on 

my southern boy. It was there the entire time, whether it was kissing, 

holding hands, taking pictures, sightseeing… everything about him just 

screamed perfection.



And then, that night, he asked, "Will you stay with me tonight?"

I did. After checking in with Rose – who had apparently been enjoying the 

day with her fling – she and I decided that spending time with our boys 

was what we wanted to do for the rest of the trip.

And we did.

For one week, Edward and I traveled around Tokyo with our cameras in 

tow, and it was on the third day that we started including each other in 

the photos. It was something we hadn't done before, but we both knew 

that our time was running out, so our days became shorter and the nights 

became longer. We made sure to stay close to each other the entire time, 

either with hand-holding, kissing, or hugging. Always close, and our 

photos went from funny faces and laughing to kissing and holding onto 

each other. I knew that developing these pictures would be painful later. 

But it would be all I had left of Edward. The pictures. The memories of him 

telling me about his family in Mississippi. Our nights of hot sex, sometimes 

rough and needy, and sometimes slow, desperate and… loving.

Yes, by the time I only had two days left in Japan, I knew with every fiber 

of me that I was irrevocably in love with Edward Cullen. Unconditionally 

and desperately in love with him.

It was also around this time that Edward didn't want to sightsee anymore. 

Said that he would rather stay in our hotel room. I was very fine with 

that, and that's exactly what we did. For the last three days, we didn't 

leave the hotel. At all. We were either in our room, by the pool, or in the 

hotel restaurant.

We soaked it up.

My favorite time was definitely after sex. Edward brought me close to his 

body, and as he played with my hair, he would make up stories about our 



non existent future. It was a beautiful picture, and I knew he liked me 

immensely, and though I didn't quite believe he was in love with me, he 

did speak reverently about what we could have.

We never spoke about our D-day, though. You know, my day of 

Departure. That was out of question, because we both knew there was 

nothing to do about our situation. We knew that living with the entire 

country separating us, there was no way we could make it. Not that I 

didn't believe in long-distance relationships – although a part of me didn't 

– but it was more than that, because when we'd have time off, which 

wouldn't be often, we would need that time to visit family, and though I'm 

not that very fond of planning trips to Forks since I know I will fall in love 

with the sun in California, I know I will miss my parents, and only seeing 

them for holidays is going to be hard.

God, I just wish Mom and Dad could move back to Phoenix or something.

And shit, I'm digressing.

What Edward and I did talk about was our pretend-future. That was 

allowed and very welcomed, especially by me, but we didn't discuss 

reality. It was what it was, and I think it was a silent understanding.

It won't work.

It's just a big ole' 'fuck my life' situation we've got going on.

*T*T*T*

"What time…" He trailed off, tightening his hold on me as he sighed 

heavily. "What time will you be leavin' tomorrow?"

I closed my eyes, glad he had his head on my chest for a change, because 

I knew if he looked at me now, he would see every goddamn emotion on 

my face.



I sighed, knowing that my voice would be thick with emotion.

"I have to leave here at 10 am," I lied.

The truth was that I needed to leave at 5 am in order to make the flight, 

but I knew it would be impossible for me to face Edward with a goodbye. I 

would fall apart. Which is why I'll be the coward sneaking out.

He nodded once, and again tightened his arms around me, and then he 

said nothing as he left soft kisses on my breasts. It wasn't sexual. Not 

now. It didn't matter that we were both buck naked under the covers, in a 

bed, holding each other. I knew without a doubt that if we had sex again, 

I would burst out in tears, and that would be just a tad too much.

"I'm gonna miss you, brown eyes," he breathed out against my skin, and I 

blinked away tears. Over and over, but after a while, I gave up, because 

they fell anyway.

It was the first time we acknowledged my leaving unless it was about time 

and date. But this… him saying that he will miss me… God, it fucking 

broke me.

"Gonna miss you, too," I whispered thickly as I wiped a few tears away.

He knew I was crying, but I was thankful that he didn't move. We were 

probably close to suffocating with the hold we had on each other, but I 

didn't care, and he didn't seem to either.

"Our house would be white with blue shutters," he murmured quietly after 

a while. I smiled through my tears, relaxing slightly, and allowed myself to 

get swept away by what I wished we would have in Greenville. "And we 

would have a porch swing where we'd sit at night after tuckin' the little 

ones in bed."



I smiled wider at the same time as the tears ran faster, and it was at the 

thought of our two imaginary children that Edward had very proudly 

named for us after reciting his favorite desserts. And I believe he settled 

on Ben after 'Ben and Jerry' and then – of course – 'Sugar' for our girl, 

cause "she's gonna be so honkin' sweet." Edward's words. Not mine. I 

merely swooned when he declared the names. But he wasn't done, 

because after a few minutes he stated that it was too cheesy, but he did 

decide that no matter what; he would nickname our girl Sugar.

"Your parents would move down, too, of course," Edward murmured then, 

bringing me back to reality… sorta. "And your dad will love my cousin 

Emmett, cause he's in college to become a police officer himself."

After wiping away yet another set of tears, I kissed the top of his head 

before whispering, "He would love you, too, Edward."

He really would.

We didn't say anything else, and it nearly killed me when I heard his 

breathing even out after a while, because I knew that our last words had 

been spoken. I wouldn't hear him again. I wouldn't see his eyes again.

Safe to say, I didn't sleep that night, but it didn't matter, because only a 

few hours later, I made my way out of the bed, got dressed quietly all 

while keeping an eye on my sleeping Edward.

Then I headed for the nightstand where I used the notepad and the pen.

Edward.

I'm so sorry, but I couldn't stay.

Thank you for the best 11 days of my life.

Who knew I'd fall in love?



I wish your stories were true.

I wish it was really our future, waiting to happen.

~Bella.

Regardless of what he felt for me, I wanted him to know just how much of 

an impact he's made on my life, because there was no way he'd know 

without me telling him. But I wouldn't be able to handle a casual goodbye 

from him when I'm there, ready to break down in tears. Not that his 

goodbye would be a quick peck on the lips, because I know better than 

that. I know he has feelings for me, but for all I know, he'll be mopey for 

a few days before returning to his life, carrying the memories of a great 

vacation fling.

It was much more than that for me.

Was he really ever just that? A fling?

Doubt it.

"I love you, Edward," I whispered, dropping a soft kiss on his forehead 

before leaving.

How fitting, I thought as I stepped out onto the street.

The rain was pouring down, and it definitely matched my mood.

*T*T*T*

Rose was waiting for me with my luggage that she had taken care of as I 

arrived at the airport.

"Shit, Swan, you look like… well, shit," she said as I approached.



"I know," I sighed, taking my luggage before gesturing for us to get a 

move on, because I really needed to haul ass before I broke down 

completely.

"I knew you liked him, B, judging by the texts and the calls, but um…" 

She trailed off.

"Yes, I fell in love with him," I said, answering her unspoken question just 

to get it out in the open.

"Damn," she muttered. "You really can't just hook up with a guy, can ya?"

I smiled bitterly, but said nothing.

*T*T*T*

"Can't fucking believe we're here, B!" Rose grinned. "My God, I'm already 

proclaiming my love for California!"

Yes, gotta love college. And here we are. Santa Barbara, Brooks Institute, 

or more accurately; our two bedroom apartment, just outside of campus.

The move had certainly been welcome, especially since I've spent the past 

month crying my eyes out… thanks to a certain southern gentleman. And 

dear Lord, I don't know how many times I've dreamt of the Mississippi 

town I never even knew about before Edward.

"Earth to Bella!"

Right.

"Sorry, Rose," I sighed, lunging for my bed.

"Oh, no, you don't! I am so done with your whining, honey," she said, 

sitting down next to me. "Seriously, babe, you've been a weeping mess 

since we came home, and don't even think I haven't noticed you ogling 



the damn pictures you developed, and it sure wasn't the pictures with 

monuments you've eye-fucked. You need to get back to life, Bella."

I threw a pillow at her, knowing she was right, but fuck, it's easier said 

then done. I can't fucking help that I… oh, God, here comes the water 

work. Again.

"Bella," she sighed, softly now, and giving me the damn pity-look she's 

given me for the past four weeks. "I'm serious, Swan, and it's not because 

I want you and I to go clubbing or some shit like that, but… fuck! Have 

you looked in the mirror lately? You've lost weight and don't get me 

started on the circles under your eyes. Gonna start calling you Panda for 

fuck's sake."

Lost weight, I scoffed internally. Four pounds is nothing, and goddamn, 

many lose a little weight in heartbreak. It's standard procedure!

"Now, this is what we're gonna do," Rose said firmly. "We are gonna take 

our cameras and then we're gonna head to campus, and we're gonna take 

some shots to send back home, cause we promised mom and Renée, 

understood? I'll even let you wear your boring wife beater and those 

goddamn cargo shorts you can't seem to part with."

"Fine!" I whined.

*T*T*T*

I was frustrated. As hell. Just… willing the fucking ducks to fly away, but 

did they? No, of course not! Instead they were apparently dead set on 

ruining my shot of the beautiful pond.

"Ah, fuck it," I muttered, deciding to take the shot anyway.

I zeroed in on where the water was still, smiling as I saw how the blue sky 

reflect on the water, and then I snapped off shot after shot, glad that I 



had already taken the boring pictures Mom and Dad had ordered me to 

take. I mean, seriously, can't they just look the school up on Google? To 

be honest, though, campus was really beautiful, and there were hundreds 

of picture-worthy sights all over the place.

Like this pond for instance… if only the ducks could… you know… die or 

something.

Jesus, I'm really bitter, aren't I?

"That's a good angle."

I froze.

It-… oh… my… that voice! I know that voice! God, I really know that voice!

I felt him then, right behind me… and his hands on my hips… oh, God… 

please let this be real… not just a dream…

"Turn around, brown eyes," he whispered closely.

My eyes welled up, followed by a staggering breath, and for some reason, 

I shook my head. I couldn't turn around.

What if he's not real?

"I'm very real, baby girl," he chuckled quietly, but I felt it, also alerting 

me to the fact that I asked my question out loud. "There's somethin' else 

mighty real, Bella."

"What," I croaked, unaware of my tears until then, but I felt them now, 

fall freely.

"Remember them stories I cooked up?" he asked quietly as his lips 

ghosted over my neck, and I nodded, I think, and he continued. "They're 



our future if you want, 'cause you weren't the only one fallin' in love, 

brown eyes."

Oh, God…

He-… he loves me?

Holy… something. Big.

With a trembling body and shaky breaths, I turned around in his arms, 

looked up, and then… I saw him. Real. So beautiful and smiling and 

perfect and… here. He's here.

I blinked. Shivered. Shaky breaths.

"You're here," I breathed out, blinking again just… to be sure.

"Yes, ma'am." He winked. And I… think I died a little.

"I don't understand," I blurted out.

"How 'bout you gimme' some sugar, angel, and then I'll explain-"

I cut him off by throwing my arms around him before crashing my mouth 

against his. He's here. With me. For how long? I have no idea, but he 

loves me and I love him! Someway, somehow, it better work out. And my 

lord, I had not done him justice in my dreams. God, his lips… firmly… 

mmm, more… tongue, yes… and of course I wrapped my legs around him, 

you know. He's here!

Gasping for air, I broke the kiss, but damn it all to hell, I couldn't stop 

completely, cause you just don't do that, so, I may have kissed him some 

more… his cheeks, his nose, his eyes… you get it.

"Have mercy, lovin'," he panted with that award-winning smile of his. 

"Now, that's what I'm talkin' about. Sweet Jesus…"



I giggled and continued to kiss him all over, and for the first time in a 

month, I felt that I could breathe properly, and it was… wonderful.

It was then I became very aware of how this might look to others, and the 

fact that I… squirming, squirming… yes, I can definitely feel him.

"Edward," I giggled as he nuzzled my neck. "Something down south is 

rising!"

"That's your teasin', honey," he laughed softly, and then he still my 

squirming by gripping my hips as he flashed me that… well, I've already 

told you about his smile… and God, his bright eyes, so happy and green. 

"Lord, I missed ya, brown eyes," he whispered, giving me an Eskimo kiss 

in the process.

And yes, I swooned.

"I missed you, too," I sighed, holding onto him for dear life… maybe 

because I had too many questions and didn't know for how long he'd be 

here. But first things first.

"I love you."

Needed to get it out there.

"Hmm, and I love you, too, baby girl." He hummed, closing his eyes and 

just… smiled… with our foreheads together.

A booming laughter interrupted us then, but Edward just chuckled and 

rolled his eyes.

"You know him?" I asked, looking over Edward's shoulder where a huge 

dude was… huh… totally making a move on Rose who was also there.



"That'd be cousin Em, yes. He helped gettin' my stuff out here since he's 

at the Police Academy in LA, and that's a whole lot better than askin' 

Jasper in Georgia."

"Huh," was my clever response. "Well, he's hitting on Rose."

"That's Rose, the friend you traveled with?"

"Yep."

"You ain't gonna introduce me, brown eyes?" he teased before giving my 

chaste kiss. Way too chaste. "Cause Em's dyin' to meet the gal I've been 

ravin' about."

Oh, damn him and his delicious winks.

But something registered then…

"Um, Edward?" I asked as I lowered myself onto the ground again.

"Yeah?"

"You-… um… you said… 'getting your stuff out here'… So uh… what do you 

mean by that?"

Cradling my face, he nuzzled his nose with mine.

"Well, don't be expectin' me to stay away from my girl now."

My breathing hitched. Eyes wide and welling up. Swallowed hard.

"Bella… my beautiful girl. I'm at Brooks now."

Oh, God!

"What?" I breathed out shakily, needing to hear that… that one more 

time.



"I transferred, brown eyes."

That's how my dreams came true. All of them.


