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BPOV

"What's her name?" Dr. Hale asked.

Dr. Masen stared at me, where I sat in the corner of their lab, and the 

smirk, the evil smirk, he threw me, had weird affects on my body. 

Conflicting ones.



"Her name doesn't matter," Dr. Masen murmured in his velvety voice. 

"She'll me my little pet, and I can't wait to toy with her."

I shivered, allowing my eyes to widen in fear as I tried but failed to make 

myself even smaller.

There were four girls here. All of us cowering away from the two doctors…

or scientists. The blond one with his grey blue eyes and sinister smile truly 

conveyed how feared he should be. And he was, by us four girls. But Dr. 

Masen, he was the biggest fear. His voice, his green eyes, his brown hair 

with reddish streaks, his body…the way he used his words… Even his 

furious glare did things to me that I couldn’t understand.

"Have you chosen yet, my friend?" Dr. Masen asked Dr. Hale.

The two of them eyed us, where we sat on the floor, and they smiled. 

Tilting their heads slightly, they studied us, towered over us.

We trembled.

"I have," Dr. Hale sighed, seemingly bored. "I'll take the little pussy cat at 

the left. Ms. Brandon, yes?" he asked no one as he glanced through her 

file. "Yes, Ms. Brandon." He nodded in confirmation, closing the file again.

And of course, Brandon let out a sob.

I swallowed hard as my eyes travelled from her and back to Masen.

His eyes were on me. Hungry. Piercing. Eager.

"Good choice. Let's dispose of the other two, shall we?" Masen smirked, 

rubbing his hands together.

They laughed.

It echoed.



And vibrated through our bodies.

*O*O*O*

Splayed out on the cold, metallic pallet, wearing nothing but a hospital 

gown, I shuddered violently as I watched Dr. Masen move around. He was 

focused, his brow furrowed, and his long fingers tapping his chin as he 

surveyed me.

"I like that we are alone, little one," he whispered with a wicked glint in 

his eye.

I closed mine.

"Now, now, pretty girl," he cooed. "Don't bite that lip of yours." I felt his 

thumb release my bottom lip. "You're far too much of a temptation as it 

is. No need to add fuel to that fire, hmm?"

My eyes prickled. I was shaking.

Dr. Masen chuckled.

"I bet you wish you never fell for my charm at the bar now. Am I right, 

pretty girl?" he asked, not expecting an answer of course. And he was so 

amused. Smug. Giddy. "And I'm positive your friend feels the same, 

wouldn't you agree?"

I opened my eyes then, and through a blurry vision, I saw him tower over 

me, checking my bounds, letting his fingers ghost over my pale skin, and 

he watched his own movements like it was the most mesmerizing he'd 

ever seen.

"Wh-what are you gonna do with me?" I choked out, blinking away tears 

and fighting tremors.

The facility was cold.



"Oh, the possibilities, my lovely," Masen replied happily. "I cannot wait to 

get started with you." He grinned. "Hopefully you will last longer than the 

next one," he added with a sigh. "I didn't like her much, though, so I 

believe it's all for the best."

I gulped.

*O*O*O*

"It's s-so c-cold," I forced out as I trembled.

And my lord, I felt nauseous.

"D-do you think they'll f-find us?" Brandon breathed shakily.

We were both hugging our bodies, sitting on concrete floor, left alone in a 

small, very dark, room.

"I d-don't see how that's p-p-possible," I replied, trying to hug myself 

tighter. "We're in the middle of n-now-where."

A broken sob echoed in the room, and I scooted closer to her, not saying 

anything, because there was nothing to say.

I knew my face showed defeat, sadness, fear, and…no hope whatsoever.

*O*O*O*

"Are you comfortable, my lovely?" Masen asked, his voice very amused 

seeing as he had me gagged, and I couldn't reply.

I was on the cold pallet again, my wrists and ankles bound, and we were 

in a morgue.

Morgue.

Nausea.



My eyes welled up, of course.

The white hospital gown didn't warm me.

"I am quite fascinated by you, Ms. Swan," he murmured as his eyes 

travelled over my body. He liked this. Or loved it, and he could spend 

hours just watching me as I lied on the pallet. Just circling. Slowly. "Your 

body is very stunning, obviously, but there is one thing that draws me in 

something fiercely."

"Would you like to know what draws me in, hmm?" he cooed, close to my 

ear, making me gasp as he tugged on my greasy ponytail. "Would you like 

to know what it is that I find so captivating?"

My tears fell and I squeezed my eyes shut. Tightly.

"Your blush, my lovely," he said huskily. "And I must say I'm disappointed 

I have yet to see it. Not here anyway. But you did blush at the bar, 

remember? I remember, my lovely."

I whimpered and flinched as I felt his hand caress my thigh, making my 

gown ride up slightly in the process.

"Why can you not blush here at our lovely facility, my little pet?"

I cried harder, shaking my head, and chanting muffled and broken 'no's' 

through the gag.

Over and over as he touched me, "No, no…no…no, no, no."

*O*O*O*

"I will try a new approach, love," Dr. Masen said.

He was pacing and pinching the bridge of his nose. Frustrated with me 

because he couldn't make me blush.



He was insane.

I was bruised from his probing. His experiments.

My skin paler than before. My arms decorated with purple bruises.

"You blushed at the bar when I flirted with you, my little one," he said 

then, approaching the pallet again.

Today I wasn't gagged, and for that I was thankful, knowing that my 

nausea was worse then.

"Perhaps that will work again," he said, flashing me his wicked smile as he 

leaned in closely, so closely to my ear, and his hot breath washed over the 

side of my face. Violently, I shivered as he whispered so quietly. "Would 

you blush if I told you how much I wanted to fuck you?"

Oh, God.

The heat spread like an unstoppable force. My cheeks, my chest. Much to 

his delight.

It worked.

"That's what I dream about, Bella. To push my hard cock inside your 

sweet pussy. Over and over."

Suddenly I wasn't cold anymore.

It couldn't be helped. It wasn't my fault.

He noticed of course, and he straightened up with a victorious grin.

"Exquisite, my lovely!"

*O*O*O*



"Both of you, listen now!" Dr. Hale snapped. "Do you know him?"

Brandon and I sat bound in two chairs, and the two doctors were furious, 

towering over us with menacing glares that made us flinch over and over 

in nothing but dread and fear.

Dr. Masen began pacing then, throwing glares at me every once in a 

while, pinching the bridge of his nose, and of course, rubbing his temples.

"Dr. Hale, my friend. We will just have to deal with Officer McCarty if he 

comes back. Remember, we dealt with Special Agent Denali, and she's 

resting peacefully six feet under ground."

"Yes," Dr. Hale replied slowly, drawing out the word as a sinister smile 

appeared on his lips. "We sure did have a pleasant time with her, didn't 

we? Ha! Who knew someone could react so badly to a few blades?"

They were both laughing loudly now, making Brandon and I cringed as we 

cried silently, rocking back and forth. We pleaded quietly for someone to 

save us. To get away from them. From this facility in the middle of the 

woods.

"McCarty will find us!" Brandon sobbed out then, and I gasped.

"NO!" Dr. Hale shouted…before he struck her.

*O*O*O*

"I cannot wait any longer, my lovely," he murmured, watching his own 

finger that traced my jaw line. "I simply must have you."

Faster than ever before, tears filled my eyes as I gasped, followed by 

swallowing harsh sobs.

This was the moment.



He would…take me.

From the moment he brought me back to the morgue today, he had acted 

differently. Instead of lying me down on the cold pallet, he had tied my 

wrists to two hooks on the wall, and now, I stood there; helpless and 

bound.

Like Jesus on the cross. Only, I wasn't him.

But I did suffer. And Dr. Masen knew that. He loved that.

"I do hope I get to see your blush, my lovely," he cooed…as he removed 

his doctor's coat and unbuttoned his pants.

I swallowed hard…and Dr. Masen leaned in, and again, so quietly, he 

whispered as he pressed his soft lips on the spot below my ear. "Think of 

this as foreplay for what I have planned for tonight, angel."

Unsurprisingly, I blushed, and my traitorous body acted on its own accord.

Without my consent.

"And I can't fucking wait, Bella… God, just thinking about your pussy…"

Of course, he smirked in triumph as the blush appeared, and then he 

pulled my legs up. He forced me to wrap my legs around his waist, and I 

closed my eyes, shaking my head.

"No, no, please, this isn't happening," I whimpered pleadingly.

He merely chuckled as he hiked my gown further up.

Yes, he was enjoying himself.

"Oh, but it is, my sweet girl," he replied gruffly.

Then he thrust. Hard.



I felt too much.

I felt nothing.

It wasn't enough.

It was more than I could handle.

I blushed.

*O*O*O*

The pounding was loud and Brandon and I sat alone in the small room 

again. Flinching and crying and holding onto each other, we listened to the 

shouting, the pounding…the smattering of gunfire.

More nausea.

Fuck.

"We'll be saved, we'll be saved," Brandon chanted, over and over, willing 

herself to believe the words.

I was quiet, straining my ears to hear the shouting voices.

Dr. Masen and Dr. Hale were closest, of course, on the other side of the 

door, and they laughed, cackled, as they fired off their guns. Then there 

was the booming voice of Officer McCarty, shouting.

"WE HAVE YOU SURROUNDED! LET THE GIRLS GO!"

"NEVER!" I heard Dr. Masen laugh like the insane man he was, and then 

he proceeded to open fire against the front door.

They were truly lunatics, shooting at nothing.

But then…



CRASH!

And I just knew, just knew that the door had been kicked open.

More gunshots went off.

"CEASE FIRE, CEASE FIRE!" McCarty shouted.

Silence.

"They're both dead. Get moving, Newton! Find the girls!"

Brandon and I choked on sobs.

It was over.

I want to throw up.

*O*O*O*

Press conference. I hate it. Just wanna go home.

"You okay, Alice?" I asked in concern, squeezing her hand.

Even with make up, she looked sickly pale. Greenish.

She had spent the entire morning with her head in the toilet. We just 

wanted this to be over. We just wanted to go back home. But first we had 

to deal with this.

Twenty-seven representatives from various magazines and networks.

"I'm fine," she lied, squeezing her eyes shut.

"You guys ready to go on?" Rosalie asked, and there was a choir of 'sure' 

and 'whatever' muttered.

It made me chuckle. None of us loved this.



Rosalie took the stage, ready with her microphone to give introductions as 

Ms. Weber walked off, having welcomed the crowd already.

"As Angela Weber was saying; we are happy that you're all here," Rosalie 

said, facing the crowd I couldn't see from back stage. "And now, the 

reason we're all here…"

There was a slight pause for that annoyingly dramatic effect, and the guys 

and I positioned ourselves in the order we were walking out.

Then, as Rosalie announced the names, we all walked out.

"The movie's director: Carlisle Cullen!"

Flashes all over.

"As Officer Geoffrey McCarty: Emmett Cullen!"

Flashes all over.

"As Dr. Hale: Jasper Whitlock!"

Flashes all over.

"As Mary Brandon: Alice Whitlock!"

Flashes all over.

"As Marie Swan: Isabella Cullen!"

Fuck.

Flashes all over.

I gave a small wave and plastered a smile on my face as I walked across 

the stage, taking my seat next to Alice.

"As Dr. Masen: Edward Cullen!"



Well, I couldn't exactly stop the genuine smile there, now could I?

Flashing me his crooked smile, he took his seat next to me and grabbed 

my hand and held it on his thigh under the table as we both put our game 

faces on and faced the flashes.

This was our life.

Rosalie went on to talk about the movie for a while, but soon the 

questions began, and unsurprisingly, Carlisle got the first question.

A question we all knew was coming.

"How was it to direct not only one, but five family members?"

We all chuckled knowingly as Carlisle answered.

"With this being my last film before I retire, I wanted the opportunity to 

work with as many as possible of my family members, and I got lucky 

when they were all available. And truth be told, it's been very fun to work 

with my family. They are all very talented, and we've had a good time 

both on and off the set."

Edward brought my hand to his lips, and I knew we were both thinking of 

our 'good times' on and off the set. Many times…on set. When no one was 

watching.

Rosalie chose another reporter this time, and now it was Edward's turn.

"You and Isabella are high school sweethearts, college sweethearts, 

Hollywood sweethearts, and now you've also worked on a film together. 

How was it after all that time together to play her kidnapper? Was it hard 

to play that sinister role and then at the end of the day go home as your 

'victim's' husband?"



Jeez, all that time? The woman makes us sound old. We're only twenty-

six, for crying out loud.

"It was…conflicting, I suppose you could say, especially in her condition," 

Edward replied thoughtfully, leaning in towards his microphone. "A part of 

me obviously saw my wife no matter how into character I was, but I don't 

think it's possible to lose yourself completely in a character. And I think 

that's for the best in my case," he chuckled. "I wouldn't wanna get too 

close to my character, and I don't think Bella would enjoy that either."

Yes, my Edward was always the crowd pleaser. Him and Emmett both.

"But other than that, I'd say it was wonderful to work with her," Edward 

continued. "She's an amazing actress, and it's been a great experience."

"Such a smooth talker," Alice giggled quietly to me.

I agreed with a chuckle.

Rosalie continued, and this time it was my turn.

"Firstly, congratulations," the reporter said, smiling at me and Edward. We 

understood, both of us smiling in thanks as our clasped hands 

automatically went to my protruding stomach. "And secondly, how was in 

to work with your husband while pregnant?"

I shot Edward a grin, which made him roll his eyes playfully, and we heard 

both Emmett and Carlisle laugh.

"Well, we were in the beginning of shooting the film when we found out," I 

started, chuckling at the memory of how shocked but excited we were. 

"And those two weeks had been great, relaxed and comfortable…but as 

soon as we found out about the pregnancy, Edward and Jasper got a bit…

overprotective, so to speak. But other than that, it wasn't much different. 

Only more nausea, of course," I finished with a soft laugh.



"Edward and I weren't that bad, sis," Jasper piped in, glaring playfully at 

me.

"Yes, you were," Alice and I both replied in unison, which made the crowd 

laugh.

It was weird how closely linked our families were, but though Jazz and I 

were siblings, it was always Jazz and Edward against me and Alice.

Well, until puberty hit; we paired up quite nicely if I say so myself. And I 

would never forget how Alice and I watched Edward and Jasper battle shit 

out in our backyard, both of them accusing the other of sleeping with their 

respective sister. But in the end, their arguments died out, and Alice and I 

shared a knowing look before we got frozen peas from the freezer, ‘cause 

our boyfriends would need them after their manly 'discussion.'

I think they still have scars from that night.

Emmett, who played the biggest part in the movie besides Edward and I, 

took a few questions then, and Jasper and Alice followed, answering the 

same type of questions Edward and I had received. The only exception 

being Alice's pregnancy that only she and I knew about.

Jasper's was for a real treat tonight when they got to the hotel.

I'm not only going to be a mother, but also an aunt.

Can't wait. And boy am I glad we're all taking some time off now.

Speaking of…

Ow.

"What's wrong, baby?" Edward whispered worryingly as I rubbed my belly.

"Nothing, I think," I said.



He didn't relax, and I wasn’t sure I did either.

But it was my turn to answer a question.

"Isabella, in the movie, your kidnapper had quite the obsession to your 

blush. Can you blush on cue, or was it added with technology later on?"

Good lord. He had to ask that question.

Edward shook with silent laughter.

Flashback

I glanced over at Edward, noticing his thoughtful expression to Carlisle's 

words about my blush.

Carlisle had simply said that it would be added on later digitally, and there 

was nothing to it, but Edward…huh, what was he thinking?

"Actually, Dad, I have an idea," Edward said.

It was just the three of us, standing in the 'bar' where Dr. Hale and Dr. 

Masen were going to with Alice and me to make us go with them.

"What's that, son?" Carlisle asked curiously.

Edward smirked. "She's to blush when I tell her how beautiful she is, 

yes?"

"Yes?"

"Well, if I can tell her this when I kiss her cheek or temple, I might know 

how to bring that blush out," he said cryptically.

I cocked an eyebrow at him.

"Edward, I don't blush when you kiss my cheek."



That's ridiculous.

There was only one thing that made me blush, ‘cause it turned me on so 

much, and that was dirty talk.

"I don't want to know what you have cooked up, do I?" Carlisle laughed.

"No, you don't, and we can add my line in the studios later, right?"

"Yes, but I don't see where you're going with this," Carlisle said.

"Just keep microphones away from us when it's Bella's cue to blush."

And he left it at that.

Two hours later, we were on set, ready to shoot the bar-scene, and 

Edward and I were surrounded by extras as we were on the dance floor.

"Cue music!" Carlisle bellowed.

The music came on and the extras started dancing to the rock song, as 

did Edward and I—him standing behind me with his hands on my hips.

"Action!"

I closed my eyes, feeling Masen—the fuckhot doctor who had flirted with 

me during the night—standing so close, moving us to the music.

The cameras were close, but I paid them no mind as Edward mouthed the 

line 'You're so beautiful'—a line that he would later on add in a studio, and 

then he—unexpectedly—nuzzled the spot below my ear.

And then I heard him. In a husky whisper.

"When we get home, I'm gonna take you so hard, baby."

Oh!



As I felt the heat on my cheeks, I understood Edward.

That bastard was using dirty talk to make me blush on cue.

"And cut! That's perfect!"

I glared at my husband who smiled very smugly.

End Flashback

I cleared my throat as I leaned towards the microphone.

"No comment."

Edward and, well, everyone except my brother, laughed.

I blushed.

For once without dirty talk.

Then…

OW!

What the- ow, fuck!

"Oh, Bella, Bella, Bella!" I heard Alice gasp.

I glanced at her, still focused on my pain, and I noticed how her eyes 

were downcast.

I followed her eyes, and I supposed Edward did, too.

"Shit, baby, your water broke!"

And everyone heard it, because my husband said it in the microphone.

Flashes and murmurs all over.



"Ready to become a father, Edward?" Alice giggled as Edward helped me 

to a stand.

"Abso-fucking-lutely! Come on, sweetheart, we're going to the hospital 

before I pass out…‘cause of the nerves and all…"

*O*O*O*

Someone was shaking me.

Who- what?

"Baby?"

Who's shaking me?

What's going on?

"Bella, baby, wake up."

Um…uh…

"Sweetheart, you have to wake up. Your water broke."

Edward.

My eyes fluttered open.

I was in our bedroom. At home with my husband. In our house in San 

Francisco. And in the next room we had our three-year-old son. Anthony. 

He was about to become a big brother to a little girl.

"Honey, you know me, I'm gonna lose my nerves soon," Edward chuckled 

nervously, flitting around as he got dressed, and that's when everything 

registered.

My water broke.



Time to go the hospital.

"I had a new dream," I mumbled as I got up, and sure enough, my water 

had broke.

"Oh, yeah?" Edward snickered, still tense, but he always found it funny 

how the stories to my books have came through dreams. "What was I this 

time? Not an FBI agent, I hope." He smirked, referring to my last book 

where I had dreamt up a story about an FBI agent, and yes, it was 

Edward who always played the lead in my dreams.

"First you were an insane doctor who had kidnapped me. In fact it was 

you and my brother," I chuckled, shaking my head at myself as I got 

dressed. "You and Jazz had kidnapped me and Alice, but we weren't 

related any of us. My last name was Swan… Weird name, huh?"

"Well, they say pregnant women can have weird dreams, baby, but that 

doesn't really apply to my gorgeous wife, now does it? ‘Cause you always 

have them." He winked. "I'm just gonna grab Anthony, but…um… You're 

not in any pain, are you? You and our little princess are okay, right? You 

know what, just stay here; I'll get Anthony and then I'll come back for 

you, okay?" he rambled as his eyes flickered between my stomach, my 

eyes, and the direction of Anthony's room.

"Relax, sweetie," I said softly. "I'm fine. You go with Anthony, and I'll call 

our family, okay?"

Half an hour later, we had Anthony sleeping in his booster seat, Edward 

fidgeting as he fought to keep from speeding, and me doing my breathing 

exercises.

"You okay?" he asked anxiously, rubbing my thigh soothingly as he 

maneuvered through the light traffic.

"I'm still fine," I replied truthfully.



He nodded. "Okay. Good. That's good. But I'm not okay."

I knew that.

My overprotective man was a bit frustrated in the moment, not being able 

to control everything around him.

He was the same when Anthony was born.

"You think you could distract me?" he asked warily. "Maybe tell me more 

of that dream? I'm not sure what to think about being a kidnapper, you 

know."

"How would you like being a twenty-six-year-old Hollywood actor instead? 

Because that's what happened next." I smirked. "The dream sorta 

morphed into some weird set, and what I thought was reality was later a 

movie set, and we were all cast members." I chuckled.

He smiled and kissed my hand adoringly. "Though it might sell more if 

we're in the middle of drama, I must say I love our real story more."

And I couldn't have agreed more.

Edward and I grew up together, went through every phase in life together, 

fell in love, experienced every 'first' together, whether it was smoking, or 

losing our virginities. Always together.

The six of us grew up together, I should say. Edward, his older brother 

Emmett, his younger sister Alice, me, and my brother Jasper. And of 

course, my cousin Rose. Our families spent holidays together, and we 

grew up on the same street in a small town.

And today, we all lived in San Francisco. Everyone had achieved their 

goals and were working with what they dreamt of becoming. In my case, 

being an author, and Edward being my editor.



No, there was never any drama, for which we were thankful, and perhaps 

our real story wouldn't sell. But I wouldn't trade my reality for anything in 

the world.

At the age of twenty-six, I was exactly where I wanted to be, and I had 

everything I could ever wish for.

Although…

"Hmm, maybe our story could sell, Edward," I mused.

"Yeah, you think so?" he chuckled.

"Yeah, the author willing to do anything for the sexy editor to give her 

story a read," I purred.

Edward groaned, mumbling 'vixen' under his breath.

No, I wouldn't trade my reality for any dream.


