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Summary: 27 year old Edward owns a rock club with his brother, and one night two 

ladies walk in while Edward and Emmett are tending their bar. The Cullen brothers have 

a goal. They don't give up. Romance, M-rated for language and lemon.

One-shot written and dedicated to RoseArcadia for the praise and pimping :)
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Songs I wrote to
Closer – Nine Inch Nails
Feelin' love – Paula Cole

~*~

Isabella should be happy. She's getting married, after all. A joyous occasion,  

right? Or maybe not.

She has no reason to celebrate, because it's a marriage of convenience. Christ,  

it’s her parents…meddling idiots… They are the ones pushing her toward the  

prissy Mike Newton.

It's a perfect match, Isabella, they say.

She knows, of course. She knows very well, because this will merge the two 

families together even more. The Newtons and the Swans. Two families. Two 

fathers owning a law firm together. What a fucking joke. But then again, Isabella  

never puts up a fight. She lets it happen.

At the age of twenty-three, she is about to be married off to a Ken-doll.

Maybe she needs someone to push her toward her happily ever after?

~*~



EPOV

"Fuck, bro," Em hissed next to me, nodding in the direction of the 

entrance.

I looked up from the drink I was making and…fuck indeed.

Two women. Standing out in the crowd. Both smoking hot, but…

"The brunette's mine." I smirked, checking out the very nice ass that 

belonged to mentioned brunette.

"Fine by me," he chuckled. "Blondie's mine."

I clicked my tongue ring between my teeth, finished mixing the drink, and 

slid it across the bar where a plastic cougar waited for it.

"Thank you, handsome," she slurred, handing me a twenty. "Keep the 

change." She winked.

I shook my head, amused, and moved onto the next patron.

Friday night. The club was packed, as per usual. Our place was popular, 

most likely because most clubs here in LA were all about hiphop and Rn’B, 

but this…our club, it was all about rock. In all its forms, my brother and I 

played rock music. Yeah, it's our club. Our slice of heaven. And we tend 

the bar, too, because you won't ever find us behind a desk. We have 

Jasper for that. He takes care of the paper work, and Emmett and I are on 

the floor.

It's not a massive place, but a hundred people or so fill our club perfectly.

It's simple. Black walls. Square. Black painted concrete floor. One DJ 

booth. One bar. Booths and tables scattered along the sides. Simple. 

People come here for the music, not for the interior design.



And tending the bar gives you that spectacular view of the lovely ladies.

We're not players, Em and I, but we do enjoy the view. And tonight, the 

brunette is mine to rest my eyes on.

Sometimes we cave, of course. I mean, we're only human, and if the 

woman's hot enough and we're in need of a release, we take them to the 

apartment upstairs—we don’t ever take them home. Home is where you 

take girlfriends, not one-nighters.

That little brunette… Yeah, she might make me cave.

It would be a nice parting gift. A special, satisfying last night.

I sighed at that thought and worked on autopilot as my mind drifted to 

tomorrow and the next three months of my life.

It's called vacation. I need it.

Emmett recently returned from his own vacation and now it's my turn.

Three months. We do it every year.

Told ya our club is a hit.

We can afford it, and tomorrow I'm out of here.

Just me and my black Harley.

An hour later, the bar was too busy for day dreaming, and Em and I 

worked alongside each other.

I ain’t vain but I know we're a fucking attraction here.

Two bulky fuckers at 6'3". Both inked. Wearing beanies. Dark jeans. Black 

wife beaters.



Only a few things separate me from Emmett. He's a year older than I. My 

hair is a clusterfuck, his is cropped short, mine's reddish brown, his is 

dark brown, close to black. My smile's all crooked and shit, and Emmett's 

dimpled.

That's it.

Our eyes are green after our mother, but had it not been for the eyes, I 

would've doubted the relation between us and our folks. Because Emmett 

and I couldn't have been more different from our parents. But let's not get 

into that mess. Not now. No, not now when two lovely ladies are on their 

way over to the bar.

I turned on my charm, of course, and smirked at Em who was stuck with 

two dudes on the other side of the bar.

"Evening, ladies," I said, giving the brunette a wink. "What can I get ya?"

Fuck me, I thought as she blushed. Goddamn, that's material for the 

spank back right there.

"Two beers," Blondie replied. "Uh… Heineken?"

Why did it come out as a question?

And…beers?

Huh.

I thought I was good at reading people.

They were both dressed in black dresses, rather short ones, and truth be 

told, they looked a little…uppity. No Cosmos then? Alrighty.

"Coming right up," I replied with a nod.



I headed straight for the beer fridge next to the register, pulled two 

Heinekens out, and laughed when Emmett mouthed 'lucky bastard' to me. 

Then I headed back to the two lovely ladies, also noticing that Felix was 

arriving. Excellent. That means I can take a break soon.

Felix is one of our ten employees, and he's a bartender like us.

"They're on me, ladies," I said, popping the caps of the two bottles before 

sliding them over the counter, obviously flashing them my smile in the 

process. "And if you need anything, let me know, yeah?"

"Thank you!" Blondie yelled over the music.

I chuckled, sent the seemingly shy brunette another wink, and then I 

went back to work.

As I headed towards the other end of the bar, I looked over my shoulder.

Bingo. Checking me out, Princess?

Oh, how I caught her, and she wasted no time, dragging Blondie away 

from the bar.

Hours passed.

The music pulsed, loud and heavy.

Emmett and I worked with Felix. He was like us. Tall, built, inked…only, he 

wore a wedding band, and his wife – Heidi – was one of our waitresses, 

and she had no problem sneering at the chicks eye-fucking her husband.

"I'm on break!" Emmett boomed out close to midnight, and I laughed 

when I followed his eyes. They were glued on Blondie who was seated 

with the brunette in a booth – the booth closest to the bar.



I'd caught the brunette looking over her shoulder more than once during 

the past couple of hours but still, she always sent Blondie to get their 

drinks refilled. Evidently she was embarrassed about getting caught 

checking me out, or…checking out my ass. But don't worry, I'll get rid of 

that shyness soon. On my next break, in fact.

"Good luck to ya." I snickered, watching Emmett pull two beers out of the 

fridge. "Oh, and get some info, will ya? I need to crack the shortie."

He nodded with a smirk before taking the beers over to the girls, and I 

focused on work.

A beer here. A martini, thanks. Two Cosmos. A Bloody Mary, please. Four 

shots of Jack. Two beers on the tap.

I rolled my shoulders, rubbed my neck, drank some water.

Back to work.

Shouting over the music.

Refilling peanuts.

Cuba Libre. Five Coronas. Three GT's.

Emmett returned as I wiped a rag over the bar.

"We have our work cut out, bro!" he yelled over the music. "They're both 

spoken for. In fact, it's the brunette's bachelorette party."

Huh.

I looked over at their booth, clicking my tongue ring against my teeth 

when I once again caught the brunette checking me out. Bad, bad girl. 

What are we going to do with you?



"You got their names?" I asked, throwing the rag over my shoulder.

"Yeah." He nodded before tipping back his water bottle. "Blondie's name is 

Rosalie. And the other's Isabella. Both from Bel Air."

Ah.

Uppity indeed.

"So, they're slumming it?" I chuckled, absentmindedly dragging my hand 

over the Cullen crest on my bicep. Yeah, Emmett and I know all about the 

fancy life since we're pretty much the same. Only, we left all that behind 

to open Breaking Dawn. No more prissy shit for us.

I mean, what did ya expect? Our names are Edward and Emmett. If that 

doesn't scream charity functions and tea parties, I don't know what does.

So…Rosalie and Isabella. Hmm. Well, they're here. That says a lot. They 

should be with their uppity friends, having a fancy dinner or something. 

But they're not. They're here. I can work with that. Definitely.

"My turn to take a break." I grinned.

My brother grinned back and went back to work.

I on the other hand, headed over to that booth, not stopping until I had 

slid into the booth, right next to the lovely Isabella.

"Having a good time, ladies?" I asked, folding my arms over my chest.

I watched her eyes widen. Gorgeous motherfucking eyes. I watched how 

they took me in. My ink covered arms. My body. Even the fucking beanie.

It didn't take more than a second to put the pieces together, and I came 

up with two answers. Either they're letting things go for a night before 

Isabella gets married, or…they're screaming for an escape. Permanently.



Is that it, Princess? Are you sick of the brunches, the pastels, the Ivy 

League, and the servants?

"Very much," Blondie told me, bringing both Isabella and I back to reality. 

I liked Isabella's blush a little bit too much. "In fact, I enjoy it so much 

that I'm going for a celebratory beer."

With a pointed look in Isabella's direction, Blondie took off, and I smirked 

when she aimed for Emmett's side of the bar.

But back to the lovely Princess who now had her eyes downcast.

I scooted closer, determined to get Princess to speak as well as lift her 

beautiful face.

"You shouldn't hide," I murmured closely.

Her head snapped up. Eyes wide. Flushing. Gulping.

I didn't shy away. Instead I tucked a piece of hair behind her ear, never 

looking away from her, because I wasn't sure I could. Her beauty was out 

of this world.

"I'm Edward," I said, holding my hand out for her.

She looked at it, contemplating, still mute. But then she took it. 

Tentatively. Soft hand. My hand covered hers.

"Isabella," she replied in a slightly breathy voice.

A voice that headed straight to my cock.

No. Not Isabella.

Bella.

"She speaks," I murmured, still holding her hand and gaze.



I'm curious, Princess. Are you shy or are you fighting the urge to eye-fuck 

me?

Or both?

"My brother told me you're getting married tomorrow," I said, arching a 

brow as I glanced down at the Texas-sized rock on her finger. "Damn, 

that's big enough to take down Titanic."

She fucking giggled.

Giggled.

Down, boy.

Reluctantly I let her hand go, but only to move it behind her, letting my 

arm rest on the back of the booth, and I stayed close. Because this one's 

mine. This one's not going anywhere. It's clear as day. I see it because I 

was once part of her world. And now… I chuckled. It's quite obvious she's 

bored with her life.

"Shouldn't you be behind the bar?" she asked, fidgeting with the label on 

her Heineken.

I grinned and winked. "I'm on a break."

She nodded and averted her eyes.

Nuh-uh, Princess. Don't shy away.

"Dance with me," I said, taking her hand again. "You should have fun on 

your bachelorette party."

She fought me, but not really.



I won't handle you with care, Princess. I'm sure people have treated you 

like a porcelain doll all your life.

I chuckled when the next song came on. Perfect. And I led the way, not 

stopping until we reached the middle of the very crowded dance floor.

Without being careful, I pulled her body against mine, fuck, and positioned 

her in front of me, her back to my chest. She was stiff like a fucking stick, 

but I had my plan, and I doubted she'd fight me for long. Correction, I 

doubted she'd fight herself for long.

Because she's not fighting me. I'm not conceited, but I'm not blind either. 

Princess wants this.

I dipped down, breathed her in, enjoying her whimper, and whispered in 

her ear. "Let it go, Bella. Just let me lead."

Damn, she smelled like sin.

Bella gasped when I gripped her hips, pulling her even closer, and fuck, 

she whimpered again, this time because I whispered the lyrics in her ear.

You let me violate you, you let me desecrate you

You let me penetrate you, you let me complicate you

I chuckled huskily in her ear, moving us to the beat, never bothering to 

hide my desire for her, and believe me, she felt it. She started to relax. I 

felt the way she leaned back against my chest.

I was rock hard.

When the chorus came, I made things very clear to Princess.

I want to fuck you like an animal



I want to feel you from inside

I want to fuck you like an animal

My whole existence is flawed

You get me closer to God

I shivered when her arm slid up, up, up, further…behind me…finding my 

hair under the beanie. She was playing lazily with the hair in the back of 

my neck, and I groaned, tightening my hold on her.

You can have my isolation, you can have the hate that it brings

You can have my absence of faith, you can have my everything

Help me tear down my reason, help me, it's your sex I can smell

I cursed, burying my face in her hair.

She rubbed against me.

Naughty girl. What would your fiancé say?

My hands traveled. Down, down, up and down. Circling. Teasing.

We both made sounds when my left hand came in contact with her skin.

Her thigh. So fucking smooth.

My cock throbbed against her lower back.

I want to fuck you like an animal

I want to feel you from the inside

I want to fuck you like an animal



My whole existence is flawed

You get me closer to God

I kneaded her thigh; she moaned and let her head tilt back against my 

chest.

You want me so fucking badly, Princess.

I want you, too.

I attacked her neck with openmouthed, sensual kisses.

Goddamn, she tastes good, too.

Through every forest, above the trees

Within my stomach, scraped off my knees

I drink the honey inside your hive

You are the reason I stay alive

"Edward," she whimpered.

I moaned and sucked on her earlobe, bending at my knees to reach…ah, 

yes. I rubbed my steel hard cock against her ass.

"Bella," I grunted, feeling her hand twist and pull my hair.

So fucking good.

You're coming home with me tonight, Princess.

Unfortunately, the song ended, and I squeezed her to me once, twice, 

three times, before I walked her back to their booth where Blondie waited.

Blondie looked proud, don't ask me why.



"Let me get you a couple of drinks," I murmured closely, kissing Bella's 

hand. "And don't think for a second I'm done with you."

She swallowed…and nodded with a shaky breath.

With another wink, I left her to work for a while.

Talk about tedious all of a sudden.

I couldn't fucking take my eyes off of her, and now…now that her shyness 

was beginning to just…be gone, I was goddamn taken with her smile. 

Cause damn, it was beautiful.

Emmett seemed to be as enraptured by Blondie.

Then, an hour before closing, Blondie and Bella left their booth to sit at 

the bar. And fuck me if Emmett and I didn't fought to keep our focus on 

work. But of course, if Bella's beer was gone, I had to be a good bartender 

and serve her, right?

Right.

However, there was another part of me. The part that didn't want Bella 

wasted for when I fuck her later. So, I grabbed two beers, two Cokes, two 

bottles of water, and a bowl of peanuts for the ladies.

"I'm keeping my eye on you, beautiful," I told her pointedly, pouring her 

Coke in a tall glass. "Don't get drunk on me, alright?"

"Why?" she asked, but this time there was a wicked glint in her eye. 

"What's it to you, Edward?"

Shyness – gone. The woman practically purred my name.

Sliding the Coke toward her, I leaned over the bar and got close enough 

to nibble on her ear. I smiled when she shivered. "Because, Bella, we both 



know you're coming home with me later." I licked the shell of her ear, 

stifling a moan when she whimpered. "Let's face it, sweetheart. You'd 

rather bounce on my cock than go home tonight."

She gasped, I smirked.

You're looking a little flushed, Princess.

I returned to serve customers.

Half an hour later, people started clearing out and I stood as close as 

possible to Blondie and Bella who were currently talking about their lives. 

I was stealthy, wiping the counter and just cleaning a few glasses, but I 

needed to hear it. It. It, being their lives, because I may be confident, and 

Bella's pretty much mine, but I'm not a douche. If she doesn't want to go, 

I'm not exactly going to force her, and if I hear guilt escaping that mouth 

of hers, I'll call it off.

Maybe.

"So, what are you going to do when Royce pops the question?" I heard 

Bella ask Blondie. "It's only a matter of time, Rosalie."

Em shot me a look as he passed me, silently telling me that he was 

listening, too.

"What choice do I have?" Blondie huffed, and in my peripheral I saw her 

chugging her beer. "Like you, I already know what my life is going to be 

like."

And tell me, Blondie, what's your life going to be like?

Give me a reason, Princess.

"Yes, aren't we fortunate," Bella said dryly. "Mansions, Gucci, a husband 

screwing his secretary, and brunch at the Ivy. Fucking superb."



Ah, what a lovely picture you painted me, Princess.

And that was the reason. You're mine now.

"Have you told Mike that you know about his affair?" Blondie asked.

I chuckled under my breath and threw the rag over my shoulder before I 

started emptying the peanut bowls.

Mike. Mike. Looks like you just lost an exquisite woman. Thank you. Be 

glad your face ain’t here to meet my foot.

"Have you told Royce that you know about Tanya?" Bella shot back at 

Blondie.

Emmett and I snickered.

Another twenty minutes later, the doormen started ushering people out, 

and the last drink had been served.

Yes, I was pleased when I noticed Bella's untouched bottle of beer.

You want to be sober, too, Princess, dontcha?

After flicking off the lights over the bar, I walked over to the ladies.

"Bella, say goodbye to Rosalie," I said before jumping over the bar. 

"Rosalie, say goodbye to Bella."

Emmett followed, and Felix chuckled at us, but whatever.

"Have a good one, bro," Emmett said quietly.

"Thanks, man," I replied, bumping my fist with his. "I'll call ya."

"You better send me a fucking post card," he chuckled.

I nodded with a smirk.



"Goodbye, Rosalie," Bella giggled and took my hand.

That's right, Princess. You and me tonight.

"Call me tomorrow, Isabella. Promise," Blondie told her as he took 

Emmett's hand.

Bella promised, and then I tucked her to my side as I led her out of the 

club.

"Have a good vacation, Edward," the bouncer said as I passed him.

"I will." I grinned. "See ya in three months, Paul."

"Vacation?" Bella asked as we walked toward my bike. "Three months? 

That's…a long time."

I chuckled down at her and thought…maybe she could…yeah, maybe. I 

wouldn't mind.

I could show you life, Princess. Would you let me?

"I'm gonna drive my ass across the country," I replied, stopping next to 

my bike. "Three months of chillin', good music, long roads, and greasy 

food."

"On this," I added, nodding at the bike before handing her my helmet. 

"My goal is to see every state within the next year and a half."

You look impressed, baby. And jealous.

Bingo.

I hitched my leg over the bike, straddling it, and nodded for Bella to get 

behind me.

I turned the ignition and watched her.



Big decision.

She wasn't just deciding where she was going tonight.

She wasn't just deciding whether or not she was going to let me fuck her.

This was more.

She hesitated.

I decided to be her fucking savior.

"Get on the bike, sweetheart. You won't regret it."

One…

Two…

Three…

I raised an eyebrow.

Four…

Five…

She nodded firmly, to herself, I think, and then she joined me on the bike.

I squeezed her thigh, and then I sped off.

~oOo~

"Nice place," Bella murmured as I held the door open for her.

Don't be nervous, Princess. I'll make you feel so fucking good.

"Thanks," I said. "Get comfortable, beautiful. I'm just gonna take a 

shower."



She swallowed hard and nodded as her eyes flickered between me, the 

floor, and my loft—new loft, actually. Emmett and I used to share, but I 

got my own place a few weeks ago.

My place was open wide. One large space divided by screens or furniture, 

and Bella sure had seen the bed in the corner – the king sized bed. 

"Pick out some music," I murmured, tucking a piece of hair behind her ear 

before nodding toward the stereo attached to the wall. "I'll be right back."

She nodded timidly, and I headed for the bathroom.

In the shower I thought about the woman in my apartment.

There was something about her.

Apart from her sinful body, gorgeous face, and deep eyes.

Something else.

Was it because we both came for the same life?

Was it because I knew what she was going through in her head?

Because I knew. I knew very well.

I left it all behind. Emmett did, too, and we've never looked back.

No regrets.

After my shower, I stepped out and dried off before wrapping a towel 

around my hips. No need to get dressed.

Then I made my way back.

I chuckled when I saw her.

Looks like you've had an inner pep talk, Princess.



She wasn't shy now.

"Like what you see?" I asked, arching a brow as I approached her slowly. 

And boy did she. Her eyes roamed over my chest, my arms, my face…my 

hair. Twitch. No music, I noticed. "Couldn't find anything good?" I 

wondered, clicking my tongue ring.

Her eyes caught the movement.

Ah, yes, Princess. It'll feel so good on your clit.

"Um…yeah," she replied, eyes unfocused.

I smirked and closed the distance between us.

"Then put it on, baby," I whispered, sliding my nose along her jaw. Fuck. 

"Put the music on, and then I'm taking you to my bed."

Because you're different.

She shivered as I backed away, and so did I. There was something with 

this one.

Before I snapped, I walked over to the small dresser next to the couch, 

pulled out a few condoms, and as I turned back to Bella, the music floated 

through the speakers on my surround system. Perfect. Motherfucking 

perfect. Sexy. And she knew. She knew how perfect this was.

Her eyes were filled with desire.

Eyes that drew me closer.

Entranced.

The air thickened.

Closer.



I stalked her.

Love, love

You make me feel like a sticky pistil

Leaning into her stamen

You make me feel like Mr. Sunshine himself

Stopping right in front of her, I pulled her to me, dipped down, tugging 

her hair back, and finally captured her pouty lips with mine. Goddamn. I 

groaned. Never hesitating, I deepened the kiss, sliding my tongue inside 

her mouth. Eager met eager because it wasn't just me. Bella clung to me. 

Needing me. Needing more. Good, me too. All of you, Princess.

You make me feel like splendor in the grass

Where we're rollin'

Damn skippy, baby

I groaned, shivered, and fucking throbbed when Bella moaned out the 

next words in her breathy voice.

You make me feel like the Amazon's runnin'

Between my thighs

Fucking knew it, Princess. You don't belong with him.

I picked her up with a low growl and carried her across my loft, not 

stopping until I reached the bed where I sat her down. My mouth covered 

hers again. More. Fuck, baby, what you do to me. Our tongues stroked 

and tasted.

You make me feel love, love, love, love, love



Love, love, love, love, love

You make me feel love, love, love, love, love

Love, love, love, love, love

Bodies seeking friction.

My hands went to her shoulders where I slid her tiny dress straps down.

"Edward," she breathed.

He head fell back and I lavished her neck and throat with openmouthed 

kisses, much like I had done at the club, but this time…now we're alone, 

Princess.

With a tilted head, I cradled her face in my hand as the other slid down 

her arm, down, down, toward her hand. Her left hand. And she 

understood. She understood, and I grasped the offending fucking thing 

between my thumb and index finger.

Holding her gaze, I slid the ring off her finger.

You have a hold on me and I don't understand it.

She smiled softly.

I dropped the ring on the floor and kissed her hard.

You make me feel like a candy apple

Red and horny

I chuckled darkly at the lyrics she whispered and slid her dress down.

Chuckle got stuck in my throat, though.

Her body. Naked body. No underwear. Flawless.



I moaned, palmed my rock hard cock, and sunk to my knees.

You make me feel like I wanna be a dumb blonde

In a centerfold, the girl next door

And I would open the door and

I'd be all wet

She moaned as I licked the length of her bare, soaked pussy.

I groaned at the taste.

Her fingers slid through my hair, scraping my scalp.

"Fuck, baby," I breathed, circling her clit with my tongue.

With my tits soaking through this tiny little t-shirt

That I'm wearing

And you would open the door and tie

Me up to the bed

"Edward," she moaned, fisting my hair. "Baby, I need you."

My tongue delved deeper. Inside of her. Yes. Tight. So tight.

Soaked.

"Not yet, sweetheart," I whispered huskily, kneading her tight ass, 

keeping her in place as I drank from her delicious pussy. "I need more, 

Bella… Fuck, you taste good."

She whimpered and trembled.



You make me feel love, love, love, love, love

Love, love, love, love, love

You make me feel love, love, love, love, love

Love, love, love, love, love

I sucked on her clit, rubbing my piercing against it.

You're so close, Princess.

Harder she pulled at my hair, guiding me.

That's it, baby.

More and harder. Two of my fingers pushed inside her.

We both groaned.

Lover, I don't know who I am

Am I Barry White? Am I Isis?

Ooohh…

Lover, I'm laced with your unconscience

Oh, baby, babe, babe, baby

I will be your Desdemona ahhhhh…

When she was right there, on the edge, I curled my fingers upward, 

finding that spot. The spot I bet your fiancé never found. He won't. Ever.

"Aaah, oh God, Edward!" she moaned and gasped.

She came hard on my tongue, my fingers.



I lapped greedily, letting her ride out the orgasm, and then I picked up 

the condoms from the floor before I lifted a very gorgeous Bella up. A 

gorgeous Bella who looked like she'd just had her first orgasm.

Take your time…

As I kissed her hard, passionately on the mouth, I lowered her onto my 

bed, positioning her in the middle. And you look perfect, Princess. In my 

bed. Like a fucking angel.

Propping herself up on her elbows, she eyed my cock hungrily as I let the 

towel drop to the floor. I kneeled between her parted legs, stroked myself 

in front of her, teased her, showed her what was about to come. No pun 

intended. Or maybe it was. And you're licking your lips, baby. You're a 

dangerous creature, aren't you?

You make me feel… ahaaa

You make me feel… woowooo, baby

You make me feel… ahaa, mmm

You make me feel loved

"You want me to fuck you, sweetheart?" I murmured as my other hand 

made its way up her thigh. "Fucking hell, you're beautiful."

She nodded, still eyeing my cock. "Please… Show me."

That sounds like a plea.

Who am I to deny you?

After rolling on the condom, I hovered over her.

Fuck. Sexy woman.



Slowly, as we kissed, I pushed into her.

Goddamn.

She gasped sharply. "Holy shit."

You make me feel love, love, love, love, love

Love, love, love, love, love

You make me feel love, love, love, love, love

Love, love, love, love, love

Buried to the hilt, I stilled for a second, willing my cock to not embarrass 

us.

"Damn, you feel good, Bella," I groaned breathlessly.

My eyes rolled back for a second.

Tight, hot, pulsing, slick. Wrapped around me. So fucking slick.

Ungh.

"You okay, baby?" I asked in a strained voice.

Nodding minutely, she gasped out a small 'yes.'

The song went on repeat. Over and over, and I found myself in no rush.

So, I kissed her. Massaged her breasts, rolled her taut nipples between 

my fingers. Sucked on them. Kissed her some more. Wanting more, 

needing more of her, and I don't think I can give you back, Princess.

When she was relaxed, she pleaded for more.

I gave it to her.



In long, deep strokes, I gave her my all.

Love, love

You make me feel like a sticky pistil

Leaning into her stamen

You make me feel like Mr. Sunshine himself

Her nails dug into my shoulder blades, making me groan.

Her heels dug into my ass, spurring me on.

My cock reached spots inside of her that no one had ever reached. Her 

sounds proved it.

Eager. Desperation. Surprise. Pleasure.

And I'm on the same fucking page, Princess. This is new to me.

She rolled her hips.

I moaned her name.

Deeper. So much deeper, oh fuck, baby.

You make me feel like splendor in the grass

Where we're rollin'

Damn skippy, baby

You make me feel like the Amazon's runnin' between

My thighs

Then she was on top of me, riding me.



"Feels so good," she breathed, throwing her head back. "So…so…yes… Oh, 

so good."

Goddess.

I sat up in a flash, capturing a nipple between my lips.

"Fuck, sweetheart," I grunted, pushing her down hard on my cock as I 

sucked on her flesh. "Oh, shit," I moaned, feeling her pussy constrict 

around me. "That's it, Bella, squeeze my cock."

My thumb found her clit. Pressed down slow circles. So wet. Swollen. 

Ready.

Then you cradled my face and kissed me with all you had, pushing you 

tongue inside my mouth.

Harder.

More.

Yes, there.

Tingling.

You make me feel love, love, love, love, love

Love, love, love, love, love

You make me feel love, love, love, love, love

Love, love, love, love, love

She rode me hard.

My abs tensed. Everything fucking tensed.



"So close, so close, so close," she chanted breathlessly, and then we were 

frantic.

Rolling her over onto her back again, I gripped the headboard and 

slammed into her.

"Fuck!" I shouted.

Over and over, I pounded into her.

Every muscle was tensed.

Faster.

Sloppy kisses. Desperate. Tasting, needing. Fuck. Almost there.

More.

Faster.

Breathing exchanged.

My balls tightened.

"Yes, oh fuck, Edward!" she screamed.

One look at her face and I fell over.

Convulsing, throbbing, pulsing, we came hard as…fuck.

Pleasure. Washing over us. Consuming. Holy fuck.

I blinked and panted.

Fucking hell, Princess. You wore me out.

Not wanting to crush her tiny form with my body, I rolled us over.



Still buried inside you.

And she rested her head on my collarbone.

Her fingers lazily traced the ink on my chest.

My fingers drew equally lazy circles on her spine.

I'm not giving you back, Princess.

You make me feel like a candy apple

Red and horny

You make me feel like I wanna be a dumb blonde

In a centerfold, the girl next door

And I would open the door and

I'd be all wet

With my tits soaking through this tiny little t-shirt

That I'm wearing

And you would open the door and tie

Me up to the bed

We shivered.

We kissed.

"You're leaving tomorrow?" she whispered against my lips.

I nodded and kissed her jaw. "And you're coming with me."

Because I'm not giving you back.



I refuse.

"What?" she breathed out shakily.

I continued kissing her. Holding her tighter.

"Let me show you, baby. Let me show you what you want," I whispered. 

"You don't want to go back."

She whimpered, clung to me, and I felt moisture as I cradled her face.

My thumbs brushed it away.

"Let me show you," I repeated, looking her dead in the eye. "Come with 

me."

Chewing on her lip, she studied me. Deciding, thinking.

I know you want it, baby.

This is your out.

You make me feel love, love, love, love, love

Love, love, love, love, love

You make me feel love, love, love, love, love

Love, love, love, love, love

Then, slowly but surely, I watched as a smile took over her features.

"Yes," she breathed out, nodding once. The smile grew, as did mine. "Yes. 

I'll go with you."

~oOo~



Up along the coast of California, I felt her. Holding me tightly. Her small 

hands around my torso. Her chest pressed against my back.

I drove.

I squeezed her hands. Kissed them.

In Oregon, I saw her in a new light. We had so much in common.

In Washington, I realized I had fallen in love with her.

In Montana, I told her. Whispered to her, "I love you."

The smile she gave me was enough to live on. And she murmured it back 

with emotion. "I love you, too."

We traveled.

We fucked hard.

We made love.

We enjoyed.

We laughed.

We lived.

In Nevada, she called her family and told her she wasn't coming back, 

because she had found her home with me.

And when we returned after three months, both she and Rose started 

working with me and Em at Breaking Dawn.

Isabella Swan didn't exist anymore.

But Bella Cullen sure did.


