
Disclaimer: I don’t own Twilight.

Author Note: You know those texts/messages on people's profiles that end 

with something in the line of "if you agree, put this on your profile." Well, 

there is one message I've seen that I haven't been able to let go of. So, it 

turned into a one-shot.

Category: Angst—HEA, though.

Rated M for language.

I wrote to: Already Gone by Kelly Clarkson

Wear a helmet, okay? Same goes for seatbelts. 

They exist for a reason.

Bella Cullen

"Hey, Daddy!" Faith said, never wasting time to plant kisses on Edward's 

face. She did it—everyday. "I've so much to tell you today!"

I wished I had her personality.

I used to have it.

But now I lived in guilt.



"You have got to be kidding me, Edward!" I squealed as we watched a 

truck deliver a fucking beauty. My eyes lit up. I was pretty sure I was 

bouncing, too. "You bought the motorcycle?"

We were standing right outside the Cullen Animations building, and people  

were staring, most likely because I was acting like a two year old. But I 

didn't care and neither did Edward.

Our family never understood us. Hell, our friends didn't either. They never 

understood why we had to live in danger, as they put it. But that was us, 

and it wasn't danger… until it was. We just had a thing for adrenaline. 

Ever since we met in freshman year of college and found out we had… 

well, everything in common, we'd been inseparable.

Together we'd done…a lot. Many firsts. Pretty much all of them. Always 

together. He took my V-card, I took his. We were two geeks with a love 

for that…that rush. No wonder we fell fast and hard for each other.

He dared me to get a tat, I dared him to tag along. When he said he 

wanted to get his nipple pierced – just for the hell of it – I responded by 

getting my tongue pierced.

It started out like this. Innocent, nothing major.

Then when we graduated from college, we were finally free to let go of 

Seattle.

He dared me to go rock climbing in Utah, which we both did. I dared him 

to go bungee jumping in South America, which we both did.

"Sure did," he chuckled, wrapping his arms around my waist. "I figured 

after eye-fucking the damn thing for months, we deserved to own it." He 

winked at me. "How about we go for a ride, wifey?"

I sighed, tuning into what Faith was telling Edward.



"…and then Auntie Alice just ran out, Daddy!" she laughed. "And Uncle Em 

was trying to catch her!"

My insides churned.

Nausea. It never really left. Everyday as I saw his face, a part of me died.

The guilt was eating at me, and as it was, I could only smile for our 

daughter.

Sometimes I wondered if he knew. I wondered if he noticed.

I was selfish, I knew that, but I couldn't let go.

I couldn't stop.

I had Faith.

But I was losing faith.

"Fuck yeah." I grinned, turning around in his embrace. "I can't believe you 

actually bought it, though. It's a fortune," I chuckled, shaking my head at 

him… to which he just winked and kissed my nose.

"Hey, since when did we have to worry about money?" he asked, cocking 

a brow.

He was right. As two geeks, we never really struggled to make it. Our 

company was giving us the big bucks, just because we happened to be 

computer savvy.

"You're right, I suppose," I sighed. Then I smirked. "So, why did you only 

buy one, then?"

He grinned. Crookedly and widely.



"Because I want nothing more than to feel your legs wrapped around me, 

of course."

We weren't cocky by any means, but we still knew how much we fucking 

rocked our business, and with our passion, we didn't need to continue 

after four years in college. We already knew what we wanted and damnit, 

we had the skills. So… when we sat down and started making plans for 

our animation business, we were only twenty-one. We were literally a 

match made in… somewhere. I wouldn't say heaven. But yeah, we 

matched, and we met at U-dub – him being from Chicago, and me being a 

Seattle local. It was all about Comic Con, video games, and… well, a need 

for an adrenaline rush.

We knew early on that we had found 'the one,' so when we got to naming 

our company, he said, "I'd say we name it Cullen Animations." And I had 

raised the bitch-brow and countered, "I'm sorry, but I didn't hear Swan in 

there."

But why would Swan be in it? Especially considering what Edward had 

done next.

Down on one knee. "Well, if you marry me, you'll be a Cullen." There was 

a ring. A gorgeous one. "What do you say, baby? Will you make me the 

luckiest bastard of earth and be my wife?"

Being the geek that I was – still am, mind you – I cried out 'yes' in every 

language I knew… including Klingon, which just turned my Edward the 

fuck on.

Absentmindedly, I touched the rings on my left ring finger.

Rings I wore to this day. Rings that hurt. Rings that only reminded me of 

what I had done.

"So, what's the plan, Cullen?" I asked, smiling up at him.



Not that he needed to answer. I knew my husband very well, and it was 

time for a vacation. It was June after all, and since our company was so 

damn successful, we could always take two months off each summer… 

which we had done since we started Cullen Animations four years ago. 

Well, expect for the first year when we were still busting our asses off to 

get clients.

But at the age of twenty-five, almost twenty-six, we had it made, and 

fuck yes, it was time for a vacation.

"I think you know, Cullen," he retorted with a smirk.

And yes, I knew. "Where are we going then?" I asked. "We've already 

driven through Europe on bikes, and you know what I feel about repeats."  

He knew I was playing him, of course. Yes, two years ago, after we had 

taken our motorcycle licenses, we had driven through twelve countries in 

Europe on two Ducatis. But when it came to repeats – something we both 

hated – motorcycles were the exception. We both loved bikes.

"Australia," he said. "Or what do you think?"

He didn't have to ask. Australia had been a dream for both of us.

"Sounds like a dream come true," I said softly.

He smiled in return. That smile. My smile.

"Tell me you love me," he whispered.

I smiled. This was our thing. 

"I love you."

"Tell me I'm the one."

"You're the one."



"Good. Now hug me, damnit," he chuckled. "I love you, too, baby. So 

fucking much."

I hugged him. Hard. And kissed him for good measure.

We were going to Australia.

We never made it to Australia.

I destroyed our lives before we even finalized our plans.

"Faith, honey, are you hungry?" I asked softly. "We're going to Grandma 

and Grandpa for dinner, but we have some snacks here if you want."

She just shook her head before returning to Edward.

I could barely look at him.

It didn't help that Faith looked just like him.

Every set of green eyes reminded me. Faith, Esme, Alice, Emmett. Carlisle 

too, of course, even though he had blue eyes. But he was Edward's dad. 

Everything remotely linked to Edward reminded me of how I had 

shattered our family.

Deep breaths.

I deserved the pain.

"So," he sighed, grinning at me. "How about we get out of here?"

He was as eager as I was for a test drive.

"But Mr. Cullen, it's only lunch," I scolded playfully. "We're supposed to 

march up there," I pointed up, towards the thirtieth floor where our 

offices were, "and work. We don't get off until five PM, mister."



"Well, aren't you funny today?" he snickered. "But we own the fucking 

building, baby. I'd say we get off early today."

He had me there.

I was convinced, and we walked hand in hand towards our new bike.

"I'll drive," he announced… with another wink. But then he stopped. 

"Fuck, I only have one helmet. I forgot to bring yours this morning." He 

pulled out his phone. "Know any place nearby where we can buy you 

one?"

I chuckled. "Baby, we live twenty minutes from here. I'll live, you know. 

Besides, I wanna feel the wind."

He chuckled too, shaking his head, and I knew we were both thinking 

about our time in Europe. We were both stupid and incredibly reckless, 

but yeah, when we drove through Germany… God, the Autobahn… no 

speed limits, no helmets. And looking back now, I knew how stupid it was.

But if we survived there, surely I would survive the twenty minute drive to  

our house.

"True," he said, practically reading my mind. "But I'd feel better if you at 

least took my helmet."

"Nope," I said. "Now get on the bike, Cullen… and drive us home."

He hesitated.

I gave him the pout.

He straddled the bike.

I followed, ready to feel the wind in my hair as my husband drove us 

home.



I squeezed my eyes shut.

Memories haunted me.

The pain was unbearable.

But I took it. I lived with it.

Never would I move on. I couldn't, wouldn't. Didn't deserve it.

"You okay, Mommy?"

No. I'm not. I never will be.

"I'm fine, sweetie," I whispered, forcing my tears to wait.

To wait until I was at home. At home, in our bedroom. A bedroom that 

saw tears every night.

"Do you feel better today, by the way?" he asked me, putting his helmet 

on. "I thought about waking you this morning to make sure, but…" he 

chuckled. "I figured you'd wanna sleep in."

He was referring to the past few days, of course. Me hugging the toilet.

"I feel fine now," I said, shrugging. But I hadn't felt all that peachy this 

morning.

Edward suspected I was pregnant.

I was starting to suspect the same. But I was afraid to get my hopes up.

We were both ready for a little Cullen.

"Well, you know what I think," he sang. I could practically hear his grin.

Then he started the engine, and I smiled, wrapping my arms around 

Edward's waist. And I promised myself to buy a test tomorrow.



"Off we go, wifey."

And off we went.

It felt like walls of concrete pushed me down. Or together, squeezing me 

until I could barely breathe.

The simplest movement of my chest hurt.

Every rise and fall came with a sharp pain.

And I'm so fucking sorry, Edward.

But I never complained. I carried the guilt inside of me.

Everyday, I replayed that day. Everytime I saw him.

"Baby, slow down!" I laughed.

I hugged him harder, pressing the side of my face against his back.

It was exhilarating, but… a bit too fast for me.

We both loved speed, though Edward was a little worse.

"Please, Edward, slow down!" I repeated, guessing he hadn't heard me 

the over the roar of the engine.

Then I heard him. "But it's fun!" he laughed. However, it felt forced. "Hey,  

Bella? Could you take my helmet? It's my turn to feel the wind!"

I argued before pleading with him to slow down again.

"Just take the fucking helmet, Bella! It's in the way!" he demanded, 

ignoring my plea.

Obeying him, I reached around him, un-strapping the clip under his chin 

before I removed his helmet.



"Now put it on!"

I was annoyed, not understanding why he didn't just slow the fuck down, 

but I still did as told.

We were almost home. The outskirts of the city. Mountains. Forests. As 

green as Edward's eyes. My favorite color.

"Can you slow down now?" I shouted, once again hugging him tightly.

"If it's a boy, I was hoping we could name him after my grandfather!" he 

shouted back, and now he was losing me. Was he insane? Why would he 

talk about this now! "And if it's a girl…Faith."

"Edward, please slow down!" I cried.

I was terrified. And… something felt wrong. So wrong.

"Tell me you love me, wifey."

Faster and faster, ahead was a mountain pass.

Something was wrong.

"I love you," I sobbed.

Everything was wrong.

Inside me, I knew, but… I refused to admit it.

"Tell me I'm the one!"

I hugged him harder.

"You're the one!"

Faster.



Faster.

The breaks didn't work.

Down the mountain.

"I love you, Bella," he cried.

I squeezed my eyes shut, refusing to believe.

I heard the screech.

I stopped breathing.

I felt Edward push me off the bike.

I was out.

Tears streamed.

I wiped them away with yet another on of Edward's hoodies.

I always wore them.

Faith saw me, of course, and soon we were both crying.

I always tried to keep it together. But I failed, much like I failed to keep 

my husband alive.

Alive…without the ability of waking up each morning, that is.

I remembered waking up after the accident.

I remembered the beeping of the machines, I remembered the faces of 

my family.

Edward was right, by the way. I was pregnant.



But how could I enjoy it when I didn't have my husband with me?

I had faith, though. Faith that he would wake up, but as weeks turned into 

months, and Edward's coma was declared as a persistent coma, I started 

to lose it.

And now… four years had passed. He was still in a coma.

I refused to let go.

I didn't have much faith left, if any… but I had our Faith.

Everyday we came here. She always told her daddy about her day. She 

always asked when he was going to wake up. I never had an answer. And 

everyday, I sat here, letting the memories wash over me, drown me, 

consume me. I let the guilt eat me. I deserved it. I should've taken the 

fucking car home. He should've had the helmet.

I cried harder, hugging our daughter to me.

Always the same questions, she cried out. Why won't Daddy wake up? 

Can Daddy hear me?

And I never had the answers.

I didn't know if he could hear us. I didn't know if he was aware or if he 

noticed anything. I didn't know… I just didn't know.

After telling Edward I loved him, and… that he was the one… I took Faith 

home before dinner with Carlisle and Esme.

It was another day in my non-existent life.

But then there was one day. A few weeks later, and I got a phone call in 

the middle of the night.



From the hospital.

I couldn't breathe.

But I could feel… something.

Please. I beg you.

"He's awake, Bella," I heard Nurse Cope choke out. "The first thing he 

asked for was his wife…and daughter."

The air left me in a whoosh.


