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Bella wants Edward...the only problem is, he's a counselor at her summer camp. And although
Bella has always been one of Edward's favorite campers, that's all she'll ever be to him...right?
When Bella returns as a counselor, can she change his mind? AH.
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Chapter 1
Vodka [Lemonhade

~ Bella~

Here it was... the big moment. Weeks of failed attempts at seduction, drunken confessions, and
confusion clouded my mind, but here | was. | stood before him, trembling slightly. He
approached slowly, like he was somehow afraid that he was going to scare me off.

Silly boy, | came to you.

"Bella," he whispered my name reverently, as if it were a prayer. | gulped. No one had ever said
my name like that before, and it gave me the confidence to continue. "What are you doing
here?" He stood directly in front of me now, brushing the hot tears off of my cheeks with the
pads of his thumbs. He looked so sad, so broken, but so desperate. In that moment, the past few
weeks ceased to matter. | had him. | had this. | could do this.

Okay, pep talk over, Bella.

| lifted my head to meet his before placing a shaking hand on his cheek. He sighed and leaned
into my hand. In a rare moment of determination, | moved my hand from his cheek to rest at
the base of his neck, pulling his mouth towards mine. He resisted ever so slightly before
groaning and crashing his lips into mine.

"Bella, Bella, Bella," he moaned, tugging off my shirt and unbuttoning my shorts. "You have no
idea how long I've wanted this." The world slowed down as he began to remove his own
clothing. First his shirt met mine on the floor, revealing a set of washboard abs that | knew were
there... but, oh, was it different to see it now. Fuck. | was totally going to lose it. Next, he kicked
off his sneakers and pulled off his pants.
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"You're so beautiful," | breathed, taking in his body for the first time. Within seconds, his body
was crushed against mine again, leading us back into his bed. We collapsed in a heap of groaning
limbs, hands holding onto one another for dear life.

His tongue slid into my mouth, making us both whimper with pleasure. Without further ado, he
moved his mouth to my neck as he reached behind me to unclasp my bra. In the distance | heard
a door slam and a familiar laugh pierce through the silence of the night. My eyes widened and |
froze for a millisecond before talking myself down and returning to his attention. But the
damage was already fucking done.

He pushed himself off of me, sitting on the edge of the bed with his eyes downcast, surely
avoiding the tears that | could now feel streaming down my cheeks. Boys were not made to do
well with crying virgins in their bed. "We shouldn't be doing this, Bella," he sighed running a
hand through his tussled hair. "It's... this is wrong, ... I'm sorry," he stuttered, throwing my
clothes back at me before fleeing his own bunk as | looked for something to cover my naked
chest.

It's wrong, | repeated in my mind.

He was right, of course. This was wrong. Everything was wrong. | sat there clutching his pillow to
my chest, finally allowing my heaving sobs to overtake me. It's wrong. It's so wrong.

DAY 1
"LB!" | cringed at Emmett's pet name for me as he barreled through the small airport.

"Em! Put me down!" | squealed, gasping for air in his huge clutches. Finally on my feet, he
leaned over to pick up my bags, slinging the large duffel over his shoulder.

"Aw, LB, I've missed you!" | almost growled as | felt his hand ruffle my hair.

LB stood for "Little Bella." And even though Emmett had dubbed me with the nickname at the
age of 8, it had yet to disappear... no matter how many times | had begged for him to call me
just Bella. Not only that, but the nickname spread like wildfire, and as soon as | stepped onto
Long Lake Camp grounds... | was LB. Fucking Emmett and his gossiping. This summer, though, |
was determined to be rid of the initials permanently. Finally. Hopefully.

"Her name is Bella, Emmett, remember?" Alice laughed, peering from behind her duffel. It was
as large as she was. Why does Alice never get called little? Hmph.

"Alice fucking Brandon, as | live and breathe!" Emmett's smile was contagious, and soon we
were all laughing. "Hey, you cut your hair," he added wrapping an arm around her midsection,

pulling her flush against him...bags and all.

Alice gasped loudly as he tugged at her newly shorn dark locks, while simultaneously thrashing
her legs against the hulking body that kept her in place.

| smiled at the sight of them playing. My pseudo-family was being reunited piece by piece, and it



was starting to feel like summer.

"Emmett McCarty," | scolded, "you put my best friend down right now!" Emmett's head
snapped around to meet mine as trademark grin spread across his face, showing off his killer
dimples. Never breaking his grin, Emmett placed Alice down on the ground before strolling up to
me, wrapping an arm around my shoulder.

"This is unreal. | can't believe you guys are here for pre-camp! | didn't believe it when they told
me my two favorite campers were coming out here as counselors. You guys 18 yet, or what?" he
laughed, squeezing my shoulders.

"Really, Emmett? You wouldn't fuck us if we were under 18? You know, the age of consent in
the state of Maine is 16 years old."

| rolled my eyes at Emmett's face of mock shock. That was just how we were. Emmett may have
been ten years my senior, but he had worked at the camp since my first year there. 18 and
straight out of college, Emmett needed some easy cash during the summer and apparently
teaching girls how to play basketball in 90 degree, sweltering weather sounded appealing. To
each their own, right? | wasn't not complaining, though. Emmett was more my family than my
actual family. In fact, my Long Lake pseudo-family meant more to me than my blood relatives
could ever understand.

Emmett was present to witness almost all of my firsts... most of them ridiculously embarrassing,
of course.

He had been a chaperone at the dance with the all-boys' camp across the lake where | had my
first kiss. He was the one who caught Alice and me sharing our first cigarette, sneaking it from
one of the members of the kitchen staff. Emmett was there when | got drunk for the first time.
Emmett was the one who found me crying at the docks when | received an emergency phone
call that my father had been shot in the line of duty. And even though Charlie had made it
through, | assumed that one day it would most likely be Emmett walking me down the aisle.

"I'm not going to dignify that question with a response, LB. And let's also not talk about how you
know what the age of consent is... moving on..." He easily tossed our large duffels into the trunk
of his car. As Alice and | moved to get in, he paused and spoke up again. "Hold up, children, I'm
supposed to be picking up someone else now, too."

""Can we wait in the car, Em?" He looked distracted.

"What? Uh, yeah. Go for it. I'll be right back, hopefully with another counselor in tow." He
laughed and headed back into the tiny airport as Alice and | slid into the backseat.

| breathed in deeply, enjoying the familiar pine scent, attempting to calm myself before the
madness began. This summer everything was going to change. This trip SHOULD have been
familiar... comforting even, but | couldn't get my heart to stop racing. | was pretty fucking sure |
knew why, but | wasn't quite ready to admit that to myself... not yet, at least. | would at least be
able hold onto my denial for the 25-minute drive from the airport.



"Bella," Alice scolded, placing a calming hand on my twitching knee. | hadn't even realized I'd
been doing that. Huh. "Why the hell are you freaking out right now? We're about to spend three
months in our favorite place in the entire world with our best friends. Calm the fuck down."

"I hate you."

Alice smirked. "This non-meltdown wouldn't have anything to do with a certain video counselor
we all know and love..." she trailed off.

There go my denial tactics. Thanks, Alice.

| stiffened ever so slightly, my heart racing into overdrive before relaxing and turning back to my
waiting friend, controlling the impending panic attack. "Please, Alice," | scoffed dismissively. "I
haven't even talked to him in two years. | don't even know if he's still working here. And even if
he is, he's never given me any indication that | was more than a little sister to him," | grumbled
under my breath, hoping Alice wouldn't read too much into it.

Too late. "Ha!" Alice smiled, waving her arm widely, "I KNEW it had to do with him," she
laughed. "You're so ridiculous, Bella. Everyone knows that your relationship with him when you
were a camper was borderline inappropriate, and in the past two years you became legal, so
you really shouldn't be so panicked."

"Borderline inappropriate?" | choked. "What's that supposed to mean? And everyone?"

Alice tipped her head back and laughed loudly, clutching her stomach. "Are you serious, Bella?
Long hours in the video shack... just you and him 'working' on your projects. Puhleeze. Like
anyone believed that!"

"We were!" | insisted, getting a little annoyed that | had been in the center of the camp rumor
mill without my knowledge. "He has a degree in film from RISD, and | want to be a director... he
was just helping me out, Alice, you're being ridiculous."

"Bella, | hate to break it to you, but | think you're being the ridiculous one. Why are you so
freaked out? You're both counselors now! You should be pumped. You don't have to lust from
afar anymore... you can actually step up and DO something about it," she giggled.

"Lusted? That's so fucking creepy, Alice. He's like my brother—"

"Yeah," Alice scoffed, nudging my shoulder, "if you want to suck your brother's cock, then sure."
| was about to respond when | heard the door being wrenched open.

"Whoa, what's this | hear about cock sucking, LB?" Emmett slid into the driver's seat, a beautiful
blonde next to him, riding shotgun.

“Nothing," | grumbled crossing my arms angrily.

"Aww, did Tweedledumb and Tweedledumber already get into a fight? It really IS summer." |
huffed in annoyance, not wanting to talk about him yet. "Anyway, ladies, behave. This here is



Miss Rosalie Hale, and she's new this summer, too, so be nice, please."

Rosalie turned around allowing me to take her in for the first time. She was gorgeous. Her
blonde hair was perfectly straightened around her tanned shoulders, but her smile was so
friendly that | couldn't help but be drawn in.

"Hey." She held out her hand for me. "I'm Rosalie. It's nice to meet y'all."

Oh, the accent. | could see Emmett's hands twitching to touch her already. He always did have a
thing for Southern girls.

"I'm Bella, and this is Alice."

"I know, | heard. This one's got quite the mouth on him, doesn't he?" she said pointing in
Emmett's direction. "He tells me you guys are ex-campers? What's that like? What made y'all
come back to work here?"

"Whoa, slow your roll, Rose," Emmett laughed.

"Uhh, I don't think so, sir," she snipped at Emmett before turning back to us. "Now, tell me
everything."

She was loud and excited and bossy and | think | loved her. | said as much.

"Wow, Rosalie. | think I love you." Emmett's mouth dropped to feign shock before slipping into a
sly smile and winking at me through the rearview mirror.

"I think | love you, too, Bella. Now, let's start with the important stuff... like whose cock you
want to suck?"

Both Emmett and Alice snorted loudly. | fidgeted in my seat trying to think of any other image
than my lips surrounding his cock, but it was impossible. I'm a very visual person.

Seeing my obvious discomfort, Rosalie started up again with her line of questions. "Okay, we'll
get back to that one. How about you tell me a little bit about the camp? All | know is that |
needed some quick cash before heading to LSU in the fall, and this was the only job listing that
returned my call."

Alice did her best to fill Rosalie in on the camp while | tried in vain to calm myself down.

"All girls camp for two months? Every summer for eight years? Hell, no. | couldn't do it—sounds
like torture. Why the hell would you come back voluntarily?" Rosalie laughed wryly.

It was true. To any average teenage girl, it would have been the epitome of torture. Three
months with no boys? | mean, please, only the daughter of a cop would somehow get coerced
into THOSE summer plans. But, | loved it. And | loved Alice. And even though | lived in a small
town in Washington and she was from a small town in Connecticut, for those eight summers, we
would enjoy our boy-less, heavily scheduled, ridiculous activities together. The way it should be.



"It's because of me," Emmett smirked. "They just can't get enough of me. Ten years later, and
they're still coming back for more. So, Rosalie, do you have a boyfriend?"

Subtle. You're only 10 years older than her... perv.
Uhhh, yeah, like you can talk?
Shhh.

Rosalie took out her phone and flipped it open, letting us see the gorgeous brunette set as her
background.

"Yup, this is Royce," she smiled. "We've been together for four years. And Emmett, | wouldn't go
bragging that this is your tenth year working as a counselor. Aren't 30 year olds supposed to
have real jobs?"

"28is NOT 30, first of all. And, yeah, | have a job. | work as an assistant basketball coach for a
high school in Chicago. And what about you? | thought Southern girls were supposed to be
demure and well behaved..."

"I don't conform to stereotypes," she quipped back.

Man, my neck was getting a workout trying to keep up with these two. Their bickering was like
the US Open of flirting. | gave Rosalie two weeks until she broke up with the boy back home.

"Bella, let's bring this back to you. I'd say we're sufficiently warmed up. Let's get more personal.
Virgin?" she asked point blank.

"No," Alice said pointing to herself. "Yes." She hugged my shoulders, squeezing my cheek
towards her in an uncomfortable death grip.

Thanks, Alice. That's what friends are for.

"Aw, LB. You're still LB," Emmett smiled widely. He'd never admit it, but somewhere | think he
was relieved to hear about my virginity still being in tact. No matter how old | was, I'd always be
"Little Bella" with the pigtail braids and cut up knees and braces.

"Interesting. Now can you tell me about the cock you want to suck?" Rosalie prodded.

Really? Were we really going back to that?

The entire car started laughing maniacally, Alice slapping Rosalie's hand five. It was clear that
she was already a full-fledged, initiated member of the group. "I'm not going to suck ANYONE'S

cock!" I exploded, my temper finally flaring out of control.

Suddenly, | felt a cool breeze on my shoulder, and | realized that in my fury, we'd arrived at
camp... and everyone in the parking lot was staring at me.



Please kill me now.

"Well that's disappointing, LB," a very familiar voice called from behind me. | peered out of the
car nervously, knowing that this was only more ammunition for the boys to tease me with.

"Hey, Jake," | smiled as the tall, tanned, and gorgeous man walked up to me. | wrapped my arms
around his waist... barely. The guy was HUGE. | was lucky that Jake lived nowhere near my
hometown. Having him around would scare off the boys at school more than my Chief of Police
father. | knew he was a softie, though. All gooey marshmallow on the inside.

| trailed behind Jake and Emmett, who lugged all of our bags to our cabin. Rosalie, Alice, and |
decided to room together until the campers arrived. Upon reaching the bunk, Rosalie insisted
that she needed a shower, and Alice wanted to start burning her playlists for her dance classes.
I, on the other hand, had absolutely nowhere | needed to be.

Grabbing one of each of Jake and Emmett's hands, we walked back to the head of campus and
sat in the roomy Adirondack chairs that overlooked the lake.

"LB, you've been crap at staying in touch these past few months."
"Senior year," | sighed. "It took its toll. It's done, and now I'm here. Thank God."

Jake wrapped an arm around my shoulders and | leaned in, happy to be home. "Tell me about
your life. Emmett tells me that you're going USC film school?"

| nodded happily. That was something | was actually excited to tell... " Hey, where's..." My voice
trailed off as | looked around for the man who was usually attached to Jake's other side. Thank
God, he was nowhere in sight.

"Already down in the video shack," Jake answered, not needing me to finish my sentence. "He
said he needed to organize his shit now that they're giving him an assistant."

"A, uh... what?"

"Oh, yeah. | forgot to tell you since you've been so MIA," Jake laughed. "My baby cousin, Seth,
just graduated from NYU film school and needed to make some cash. | feel a little bad. | didn't
know they were going to put him as an assistant. He's the one who's going to have to put up
with our favorite pansy ass every day. Pretty boy's already been complaining about how he has a
'system' and he doesn't want someone 'invading his space' all the time..." Jake rolled his eyes
using air quotes to make fun of his best friend's anal retentiveness perfectly.

The little green monster inside me sprang to life. How could they give him an assistant... who
wasn't me?

At least it's a male assistant.

Ooo... fair point.



We caught up for a few more hours, watching the sun set over the lake until Jake decided that
he was starving and we should all go out for dinner and drinks.

"Make sure you bring your new friend, LB!" Emmett shouted as he walked down towards the
male staff quarters. | realized that | had yet to go and see the infamous "Bunk 7," and | flushed
at the possibility of seeing it later tonight.

Back at our cabin, Alice and Rosalie were already dressed and shower and obviously in the midst
of some heavy gossiping.

"Where have you been?" Alice raised her eyes suggestively.

"Dinner with the Bunk 7 boys in an hour. Be ready." | ignored her question, simply grabbing my
shower stuff and headed to the tiny stalls with not enough hot water to commence my
beautifying for the evening.

| turned the water as hot as it could go, and stepped into the stall. As | lathered my hair, | finally
felt all of the nervous energy springing up inside of me. He was here. | could walk the three
minutes down to the shack and see him. Touching myself in the shower where my campers
would be in less than a week felt kind of dirty, but | needed a way to dispel some of my sexual
frustration. And to be honest, the first time | ever touched myself was at camp at the age of 13;
it was the day | first laid eyes on him. As my hand snaked down my body, | imagined my body
pressed against his, leaning into his hardness as his lips savored my neck. Bracing myself against
the wall, | came quickly and silently.

Luckily, | managed to get all of the soap off my body before the shower ran cool. | decided that |
was too hot already to blow dry my hair and put in some curling product before heading back to
the bunk, where | was sure Alice had already laid out an outfit for me.

"You know, you could cut down on your shower time by masturbating before hand." Rosalie
threw on a jean skirt and tank top as | stopped in the doorway, turning ten kinds of red. "Oh my
God, Bella, | was totally kidding," she laughed adding a long necklace to her outfit, making her
look like she just stepped out of the pages of a fashion magazine.

"Here." Alice thrust clothes into my waiting hands, as | knew she would. | looked down at the
pair of black shorts in my hands skeptically. "They're going to make your ass look amazing. Plus,
I'm letting you wear your favorite t-shirt, and your knee high chucks."

| bought the chucks on a whim the fall after my final summer of camp two years ago. He had
made a throwaway comment about how hot girls who wore the zip up, knee high sneakers
were, and | couldn't help myself but to buy them. | blamed my impulse control on the purchase,
but Alice knew better. Alice always knew better.

A low whistle greeted us as we approached the parking lot, where a clean and spiffy looking
Emmett and Jake waited for us... along with another guy who I'd never seen before.

"LB, looking HOT!" Jake whistled as he wrapped an arm around the third guy, pushing him



towards me with a shove. "LB, Seth... Seth, LB." His eyes darted between us. "You're both film
kids, so I'm sure you'll have tons to talk about."

My mouth dropped. Jake was trying to hook me up with his baby cousin? Who was the assistant
film counselor? This couldn't end well.

"It's Bella, actually." | narrowed my eyes at Jake as Emmett, Alice, and Rosalie tried to mask their
laughter with muffled coughing. Assholes.

"Great! Let's get going! I'm starved..." Jake climbed into the passenger seat, completely
oblivious.

Ugh. It was definitely going to be a long summer.

As we were sliding into the backseat, someone grabbed my hand. "Alice told me," Rosalie
whispered into my ear. "We'll talk later, okay?" | nodded, but | wondered what Alice had
actually told her. What was there to tell? Not much.

| lusted (yes, lusted) and pined for four years, but when | stopped being his camper, he dropped
me like a hot potato. | only knew that he'd been working as a videographer in Providence and
working at the Brown bookstore because Emmett knew I'd want updates. I'd never ask, but
Emmett would always say something. But to me? Not a word for two years. | wasn't even sure if
he knew | was back at camp this summer.

"Bella, are you okay?" Alice nudged me in the stomach hard.
"Ow, what the hell, Alice?"

"You're going to have to sit on Seth's lap," Jake smirked. "l forgot there isn't a front seat in Em's
truck."

"Sure," | rolled my eyes and slid onto Seth's lap. He chuckled uncomfortably, and | was sure he
felt just as weird about Jake pushing us together as | did.

Luckily, we were out of the car and being escorted into a booth at Emmett's favorite lobster
pound in less than fifteen minutes. Alice was giddy.

"I can't believe we're actually here! I've heard all the counselors talk about MJ's Lobster Pound
for so long... and, look! We're here! Bella, don't you feel like a counselor?"

"Well, since we actually are counselors now... um... yeah?" But, |, too, was ecstatic to be there.
MJ's was legendary among campers. It turned into a bar after hours, and every time a counselor
said they were getting dressed up to go to Wal Mart, we knew it was code for getting wasted at
MJ's.

"Not gonna lie, LB, it's a little weird seeing you here." Emmett slid in next to me making Jake
scowl.



Thank you, Emmett.

Dinner went by at a snail's pace. | kept glancing towards the door any time anyone would walk
in, and | was getting steadily more and more disappointed. | half-heartedly listened as Seth
explained his senior film project, a documentary about mob ties to the New York fish market,
and picked at my soggy fish and chips. My stomach was doing back flips, and | had lost any
inclination to eat any sort of real food. When Emmett's phone vibrated on the table, | nearly
jumped out of my skin.

Emmett put a hand on my thigh and narrowed his eyes. "l wish | had some pot to calm you
down. You really need to mellow out."

"I wish you had some pot for me, too..." | grumbled, my eyes flicking to the door only to be
disappointed again. Emmett sighed and wrapped a large arm around my shoulders as he opened
his phone.

My breath caught in my throat as | read the text along with Emmett.
Em, our new roomie just got here. I'll help him unpack. Finish up without me. Be there in a bit.

I'm sure he could feel my pulse pick up under his hand, but Emmett just smiled evilly at me
before texting back.

No prob. I'll enjoy getting LB and A wasted w/o u. Maybe if | get her drunk enough, LB will
give up her 'no cock sucking' rule for the summer.

"Emmett!" | gasped, slapping his arm as hard as | could, attempting to steal back his phone.

"I was kidding! | was kidding! I'm deleting it!" Emmett struggled to grab his phone out of our
tangled grasp. My face paled as | felt my thumb accidentally brush over the 'send’ button.
Emmett's face dropped as he got the phone back into his hand. "Shit. | really wasn't going to
send that... fuck. Uh..."

Within seconds, his phone was chirping again. "l really don't want to read what it says..." |
groaned. Alice and Rosalie's eyes were wide with curiosity, but | was entertaining thoughts of
suicide right about now.

"Yes, you do," Emmett laughed, holding up the phone for both Rosalie and me to read over his
brawny shoulders.

One can only hope. But seriously, if your dick goes anywhere near either of them, I will
castrate you.

| released the breath I'd been holding in soft woosh like a slowly deflating balloon. He took it as
a joke, obviously. It came from Emmett. Emmett didn't do anything but joke.

The rest of our meal went off without incident, but | still couldn't bring myself to eat anything. If
anything, my nerves were now gaining speed knowing that he was on his way. Soon, the



restaurant dimmed its lights and a DJ appeared out of nowhere.
"Bathroom break!" Alice interrupted my thoughts, pulling Rosalie and me out of the booth.

Out of nowhere, | was suddenly being accosted by the little thing. | sat with my feet dangling off
the edge of the sink like a small child while Alice applied darker eye shadow, eyeliner, and
mascara to my face.

As Alice continued her work, | heard Rosalie's phone ring out with "Sugar Pie Honeybunch." She
picked it up, flushing slightly. "Hi, hun... yes, I've met some really nice girls already... uh huh...
it's gorgeous up here... | know, | can't wait 'til you come visit, either. Yeah, we just wrapped up
dinner... can | call you later? Great—love you, too..."

My mouth dropped in response to the demure Southern girl who had just answered the phone.
She was not the witty vixen from the before, that was for sure. She looked flustered,
straightening out her skirt before dragging us both to the bar... where Emmett was already
located, of course.

“I'm buying shots!" Alice squealed. "What do you want, Em?"

"Tequila all around," Emmett whooped, clearly already a little bit intoxicated. | wondered for the
first time that night who the hell was going to be driving home. Jake and Seth were already
pounding back beers at the end of the bar. "l can't believe I'm taking shots with you girls—I
knew you when you were eight!"

We toasted to being underage before knocking back the harsh shots, causing Emmett to choke
slightly mid-shot.

"Fake ID, bitch!" Alice cheered, knocking back another shot easily. For a tiny little thing, she
could hold her liquor with the best of them. Apparently that's the only good thing Connecticut
prep schools were good for... building alcohol tolerance. | knew I'd have to slow down if |
wanted to remain functional tonight, though.

| took a small step back away from the bar and saw a flash of bronze in my peripheral vision.
And then | panicked.

"Alice—I need you to get me a vodka lemonade," | shouted over the loud music. She didn't
respond, only followed my gaze before heading back to the bar. I'd pay her back tomorrow.
Right now, | needed a bit of liquid encouragement. The sweet liquid felt good in my stomach as |
sucked up sip after sip through the long, pink straw.

"That better not be what | think it is," a soft velvet voice warned in my ear. | spun around
quickly, only to be met with the gorgeous green eyes that had invaded my dreams for the past
five years. He looked even better than | remembered, all artistic and brooding with his intense
emerald eyes and disheveled bronze hair.

“"Lemonade?" | smiled cheekily, glad that | already had a shot and a half a drink under my belt
before his arrival. He rolled his eyes, making a disapproving cluck with his tongue before



grabbing the drink out of my hand. | stood there, mesmerized, as | watched his lips latch onto
the straw and take a long pull of the drink before handing it back to me.

"I know we haven't spoken in a few years, but | know you're not old enough to be drinking that."

"And | know we haven't spoken in a few years, but | know you're not old enough to be acting like
my father, Edward." His name rolled off my tongue easily, surprising us both. Feeling brazen and
confident, | ran my hand along his shoulder as | walked away from him.

Suddenly, | felt a pull on my wrist, slowing me down. "Where are you going?" His eyes were
laughing.

"To get another drink. Some geezer just stole half of mine." His lips curled into a half smile as he
shrugged and released my wrist. | walked back towards the bar feeling on top of the world. | had
no idea who this girl was, but | think | liked her.

At the bar, Emmett passed me another drink, smiling widely. | looked around, but Rosalie was
nowhere to be seen... and Alice was chatting rather animatedly with a tall, blonde guy I'd never
seen before.

The rest of the night became a blur as Emmett and | decided to go shot for shot. Definitely a
poor choice on my part.

The next thing | knew, my head was throbbing, and | was begging for death. My mouth felt like
sandpaper, and the ground swayed below my horizontal body. | opened my eyes cautiously,
having no idea where | was or how | got home. All | knew was that the air around me smelled
delicious.

"LB," I heard the velvet voice calling me, coaxing me from my slumber. "LB, wake up..." A
tingling path ran from my shoulder, down my arm. | tensed, the pieces of the evening clicking
into place.

"Edward?"

Chapter 2
Old Friends

~Edward~

"Jake, get the fuck off me," | groaned, trying to push my sorry excuse for a best friend off of my
bed. He fell to the floor with a loud moan and a thud, putting a smile on my face.

"You jack ass, Edward! What the fuck?" Jake scrambled back onto the bed, attempting to climb
on top of me again as | thrashed my legs in protest.



"Wow, you guys are gay," Emmett snickered, ruffling my hair, not helping me push Jake off at
all.

"I just missed my best friend," Jake cooed batting his lashes over-exaggeratedly making kiss
faces in my direction.

Emmett just rolled his eyes and picked up his car keys. "Gay," he muttered as Jake gave me a
hand to pull me out of bed. "Okay, boys, I'm off to the airport. Try and be fully clothed when |
return, please."

| stretched my sore limbs, which were pretty angry with me for traveling on a cramped Grey
Hound bus for eight hours the night before. Come to think of it, | really needed to shower in the
near future. Grime covered my body, making me shudder in disgust at myself. | was surprised
that Jake could stand to lay on top of me with how gross | currently felt. But | had arrived at
camp at 4 AM... and couldn't bring myself to hop into the shower before passing out in the
familiar twin sized bed in the small, Star Wars poster covered room.

"Airport?" | asked sleepily, not completely awake yet... despite the fact that it was already three
in the afternoon.

"Yeah, I'm on new counselor pick up duty, remember? And guess who's on my list today?"
Suddenly, Jake looked like he was having a seizure, jumping all over the room, holding hands
and dancing around Emmett looking all kinds of ridiculous.

"What?"
"LB and Alice get here today!" Jake squealed like a little girl.

Wait, what? "Bella?" | asked incredulously. This was the first | was hearing of this. Why wouldn't
my best friends tell me that my favorite camper was coming back to work here? | suddenly felt
like I was on the outside of a clique.

"Oh, someone brought out the 'B' word," Emmett laughed, throwing an arm around my
shoulder.

| couldn't believe that she was old enough to be working with me. Bella as a co-worker? | wasn't
sure how | felt about that quite yet. She was definitely my most promising camper. Not really an
athlete, Bella spent most of her free time holed up in the video shack working on making short
films, soaking up any experience and information | had to share with her. At the age of 15, Bella
held more promise for her career as a director than | did at age 22, just graduated from RISD
with a degree in Film and Animation. And, fuck if | wasn't the slightest bit jealous of that girl. She
had vision and an uncanny ability for finding the most intriguing and original way of telling a
story. | truly admired her, and | made sure she knew how much | respected her. | knew she
looked up to me as somewhat of a role model, so | tried my hardest to fulfill the expectations
she had for me. It was hard to live up to, especially when | knew her talent surpassed mine by
light years.

Speaking of which...



"Hey, is LB my assistant?" | instantly perked up. Spending an entire summer with Bella as my
assistant wouldn't be too bad. At least | knew she was talented, plus... she already knew the way
| operated and my teaching styles.

"She wishes," Emmett winked before heading out of the bunk. "Later, bitches!" As the door
slammed shut, Jake's face lit up with excitement again. If | didn't know about all the girls we
were screwing, Jake and | would be seriously gay together.

"Nah," Jake laughed. "It's actually my cousin, Seth—remember, | was telling you about him?" |
racked my brain, trying to place the name, but for the life of me I couldn't. "Just graduated from
NYU film school? Come on, Edward... do you listen to anything | say?"

"Only when it has to do with who you're banging. Speaking of which, who's on your short list
this summer?"

Jake sighed before grinning goofily. Such a slut.

"I think I'm going to wait until after tomorrow to solidify the list... you know, really check out the
new goods. What about you? Emily again?"

| shook my head. Emily was easy, yes. We both wanted nothing out of our relationship except
for a friend and someone to fool around with. But this would be year number three of our
"relationship," and | was in the mood to mix it up a bit. | was sure Emily wouldn't care.

"Really? Good, cause as much as | love seeing a nerd like yourself get laid, the girl looks like she
could be a camper," he scoffed. | elbowed Jake in the stomach, not even bothering with a verbal
retort, before rifling through my still packed duffel for a clean shirt and a pair of shorts to throw
on.

"Where are you running off to?"

"Shack." Jake rolled his eyes at me, obviously annoyed by my typical response. "If they're giving
me a pain in the ass assistant to train, | should probably organize everything. Ugh, this is going
to be pure torture. Don't they realize that | need my space? | have a fine tuned system..."

"Can you stop geeking out over your 'system,' asshole? | don't know why you're complaining,"
Jake lay back onto my empty bed, flicking on the 42" plasma TV we'd rented for the summer.
We were ballers. What can | say?

“I'm complaining because | don't feel like having a shadow—just let me be." | balled up a t-shirt
and threw it at his face. "Also, your bed is right there," | laughed, pointing at the twin bed mere
feet away from the one he was currently stretched out on. "I know you've missed my scent,
but... seriously..."

"Maybe if you hadn't told the directors that this was going to be your last summer, they
wouldn't have given you an assistant. Did you ever think of that, genius?" Suddenly, Secretary
popped up onto the screen, Maggie Gyllenhaal's fishnet clad legs distracting me momentarily.



"Fuck you. Some of us need to get real jobs and stop hiding out up here. And get the fuck out of
my bed, asshole. If you jizz on my sheets, | will actually murder you."

As | trailed out of the bunk, | heard Jake's loud over-exaggerated moaning making me chuckle
under my breath. Such an ass.

| trudged over the familiar green hills to the video shack, opening the combination lock without
any hesitation. The door swung open, the familiar scent of stale air conditioner filling my nose. |
almost laughed when I looked around. | had left the shack in complete disarray. DVDs spilled
from the shelves, falling onto drawings, storyboards, and mini DV tapes. Man, | had really left
my life up here at the end of last summer. Knowing that pre-camp was starting tomorrow, |
decided to start cleaning everything up. God knows | didn't want some fucking assistant
touching all of my stuff.

Ugh, assistant. Fucking Jake. That asshole was right. | probably wouldn't have to put up with an
assistant if | hadn't informed my superiors that after six summers of being the only video
counselor, | wouldn't be returning for a seventh. But, | really did need to get a real job. | loved
working at Long Lake—it was my second home, and these boys were the only family | cared
about. But | couldn't help but feel like | needed to give the real world a chance. | was twenty-five
years old and had nothing to show for myself. When | graduated three years ago, | felt like | was
on top of the world; | was going to be the next Martin Scorsese, the next Bob Iger, the next JJ
Abrams...

Needless to say, my life hadn't worked out according to plan yet. And although working at the
Brown bookstore and working weddings, bar mitzvahs, and sweet sixteens was enough to pay
the bills... it wasn't what | signed up for. | decided that after this summer, | was finally going to
move out of Providence, away from RISD (yeah, you know you're a sad, creepy fucker when
you're 25 and still living in your college town). It was time to move on. Move forward. On to
bigger and better things... after this summer, though.

| flicked through the DVDs | had stashed there and decided to put in Waking Life for some
background noise to my cleaning. Nothing like some existential, pretentious animation to get
you in the cleaning mood.

Time passed as | cleaned up every inch of the small room until my cell phone interrupted me. |
flipped it open quickly, looking to see who needed me. A text from Emmett awaited me,
naturally.

MIJ's for dinner and drinks w/ some new counselors. We leave in 30.

| checked my watch and knew that | really needed a shower before | could head off of campus.
Not only did | have the grime from hours trapped on the Grey Hound, but | was now covered in
dust from head to toe. Cleaning + Edward? Not the best combination. But | definitely wanted to
meet the new counselors. Maybe my next hook up would be among them. There was no way |
was wasting the opportunity to get to know them before everyone else. | texted back quickly as
| locked the shack back up behind me.



Need shower. Meet you there in an hour or so?

As | was walking back towards my bunk, | heard the unmistakably familiar sound of giggling. |
cocked my head to the side a little bit, trying to listen into the conversation, but it was still
pretty muffled. | paused momentarily, turning my head towards the source of the noise when
we made eye contact. Her piercing blue eyes widened in shock before a huge grin spread across
her face.

"Edward!" she squealed, running at me at full force. Within seconds, she was in my arms, her
tiny frame perched on my hip.

"Alice... can't... breathe!" | gasped, placing the tiny girl back on the ground.

"Sorry." Her smile told me otherwise though, as it only got wider with each second we stood
together staring at one another.

IISO_II

"Alice, what the—" An unfamiliar blonde stepped out of the cabin, looking completely confused.
Alice looked over her shoulder at the girl, whose expression of confusion suddenly changed to
excitement and then suspicion. She waved tentatively before heading back into the cabin out of
my eyesight. Weird. Hot... but definitely weird.

Alice whipped her head around to mine again, still smiling like a crazy person. I'll admit; it was
contagious. | found myself smiling right back at her.

"So, where's your other half?" | asked, finally able to finish my sentence.
"Bella's in the shower. You coming out with us tonight?"

"Oh, wow. You're the new counselors Emmett was talking about?" | laughed. It just seemed too
ridiculous. Guess | wasn't going to be finding my potential hookup tonight. Alice simply rolled
her eyes and turned away from me, heading back towards her cabin.

"Don't keep her waiting too long," Alice called out, slamming the door behind her leaving a trail
of high-pitched giggling in her wake.

| had no idea what she meant with that last statement, but | was too tired to really think about it
quite yet. | arrived back at my empty bunk and threw off my clothes, hopping into the shower
immediately. The cool water felt like heaven against my dirty skin, and | relished in the clean
feeling and the smell of my camp shampoo. As soon as | stepped out of the shower, | realized
that (like an idiot) | had forgotten to unpack my towel. Figuring there wasn't anyone in the bunk,
| stepped out of the bathroom ready to head to my room when | ran into someone.

A young looking, blonde kid sat on the edge of Emmett's bed with the most shocked expression
on his face. Which was when | realized that | was naked. Awesome.

"Oh, shit. Aw, hell. I'm sorry," he stuttered, throwing his arm up to cover his face.



"It's okay," | laughed, my modesty nowhere to be found, "Just give me a second."

With that, | threw on the things at the top of my suitcase, a pair of black jeans and my Arcade
Fire band t-shirt. Not wanting to prolong the awkwardness, | headed back out of my room to
introduce myself.

"Sorry about that—I'm Edward." | held out my hand, and he took it nervously, running his other
hand through his shaggy hair.

"Jasper. And I'm sorry, too. | should have like... coughed or something... let you know | was
here." He took in my ensemble. "You going somewhere?"

"Oh, yeah. I'm actually off to the local bar to meet up with the rest of our roommates and some
new counselors. Want to come?" He seemed nice enough.

"Were you leaving right now? Or do you mind if | shower, too? | just spent the last three days
driving all the way from Tennessee, and | could really use a shower."

"Not a problem. Just remember to bring in clothes with you... uh, or a towel," | laughed. He
smiled in return, his bright blue eyes lighting up just like Alice's.

"Please—like I'd show you the goods for free." | clapped a hand on his shoulder as he walked by
me. | already liked this kid. | could tell.

Lying back on my bed, | turned the TV back on, seeing that Jake had only gotten about 30
minutes into the movie. | jotted off a quick text to Emmett letting him know that I'd be late
before turning my attention back to the screen to watch James Spader muzzle Maggie
Gyllenhaal. I was completely lost in my D/s fantasies when my phone vibrated on my stomach. |
almost choked reading the message.

No prob. I'll enjoy getting LB and A wasted w/o u. Maybe if | get her drunk enough, LB will
give up her 'no cock sucking' rule for the summer.

What the fuck? | assumed that Alice and Bella would probably be drinking, but putting LB and
‘cock sucking' in the same sentence was enough to grab my attention. If Emmett thought he
could take advantage of my girls like that, then he had another thing coming. And then | realized
that he was Emmett... and it was probably all a fucking joke to him.

One can only hope. | texted. But just to make sure... | added, But seriously, if your dick goes
anywhere near either of them, | will castrate you.

Emmett didn't respond again, so | just chocked up his text as a joke before returning to my
movie. | was in the midst of watching an incredibly intense spanking scene when | heard a knock
at the door. Jasper stood there awkwardly, clean and showered, peering over my shoulder in
shock. | figured he probably hadn't seen Secretary almost 100 times, and I'm sure he now
thought | was some sort of perverted sex freak.



"Ready to go?" | turned the television off suddenly, breaking Jasper out of his D/s induced
trance.

"Uh... yeah..."

I led Jasper up to Jake's truck; he had left me his keys like a good best friend. Jasper faltered a
few steps behind me before hopping into the cab. He looked too amused for my liking.

"What?"

"Nothing," he shook his head, chuckling under his breath. | looked at him expectantly before his
face lit up with laughter again. "It's just that this is what you drive? Some pimped out pick up
truck with silver flames running down the sides? No way this is your ride. You look like you
should drive a dilapidated black Saab, not this. Whose car are we stealing?"

| frowned. Not only did he think | was a perverted sex freak... my new roommate thought | was
an emo, pansy-ass sex freak. | was a bit pissed. "Well, it's not actually my ride, if that makes you
feel any better. It's my best friend's. Unfortunately, my car had to stay down in Providence for
the summer getting some parts replaced... and what makes you think I should drive a
dilapidated, black Saab?"

Jasper burst out laughing at my expression. "Oh my God... you do drive a busted up Saab, don't
you?" he wheezed in between large guffaws of laughter. | turned on the radio, trying to drown
out his laughter only to have the laughter increase with the music choice. At least this time, |
joined in the laughter, too. Only Jake. Blasting from the speakers came the loud refrain of The
Four Seasons' "Oh What A Night." | groaned loudly before putting in my own CD stored in the
glove compartment. | let the soft strains of "Astral Weeks" by Van Morrison fill the car, getting
me prepared for the night of mayhem that would surely ensue, when Jasper finally spoke up
again.

"I love this song," he sighed dreamily, closing his eyes.
"It's a favorite of mine. My other friends here aren't really music people, so they don't get it."

"That's too bad. How can someone not be a 'music person'? That's like saying... I'm not a 'food
person' or a 'sleep person.' We need it."

| stared at my new roommate for a second as he continued to enjoy the music. That fucker was

right. "So, don't take this the wrong way, Jasper, but... | think I love you." He raised his eyebrow,
cracking an eye open. | nodded my head toward the speakers, showing him my gratitude for his
appreciation of my music choice. He gave a big smile before settling back down and listening to

the music.

Driving through the familiar streets, Jasper told me all about his life story. He had just graduated
with a degree in Fine Arts from the University of Tennessee and now had no idea what he was
going to do. He always assumed that he'd move back to Vancouver (where the rest of his family
resided) and get a job as a high school art teacher, but now he was having second thoughts.
Working as the fine arts counselor this summer was somewhat of a trial run... just to see if he



actually wanted to teach. He spoke with such a calm enthusiasm—I| was captivated by every
detail he was telling me. | also found out that we had the exact same tastes in movies and
music.

"So you're the Star Wars fan?" Jasper laughed loudly in reference to the Queen Amidala posters
that had been placed around the walls over the past five summers.

"It's my favorite movie of all time. George Lucas was revolutionary in his vision—planning the
last half of the story before the first half? Genius. And the special effects were decades ahead of
their time. He changed the way people watched movies and thought about science fiction. Plus
Natalie Portman is like the hottest thing to ever walk this planet... or any other planet..." Wow,
you really geeked out on that justification.

Jasper looked contemplative for a second before shaking his head. "Nope. Megan Fox."

| scoffed in disbelief. We may have shared similar tastes in movies and music, but at least we
didn't have to worry about competing for the same girls. "What? No way. She's trashtastic... and
way too obvious. Sure, she's got a hot body, but how much of it is real and how much is plastic?"
| argued.

“It's the black hair, blue eyes. It gets me every time..."

"Really? Well, then. | definitely have someone for you to meet tonight." | felt weird even
thinking it, but if Jasper wanted himself some dark hair and blue eyes... | knew the perfect girl.
And | had a feeling that his casual charm would be just enough to mellow Alice out.

"Yeah," | laughed. "She's actually an ex-camper of mine. Her name is Alice. Remind me to
introduce you, although, | have a feeling that you'll know her when you see her."

"Ex-camper?" | nodded. "She's 18, though, right?" | thought about it. | couldn't believe that | was
seriously pimping Alice out... to my roommate. But, Jasper seemed like a cool enough guy, and
he was only 22, so it wasn't that bad, right?

"Yeah, she's 18."
"So what about you?" Jasper asked curiously turning down the volume on the radio.

"I usually wait until after pre-camp to hook up with anyone. And honestly, I'm really lazy, so |
usually just wait for someone to tell me that they're interested in me... and it's worked so far."

It was true. | was a lazy son of a bitch when it came to relationships. | didn't really have them,
per se. | had three month long relationships that lasted for the summer, and then... in the real
world, they faded away. | was kind of a loser when it came to girls, but | was good looking
enough to get ass—and most of them found my geeky tendencies and foul language habit
charming—so | wasn't complaining.

"So you're just going to let people scope you out tonight?" Jasper laughed. "Is that the plan?"



"Sure... | guess." We finally got to MJ's, and it was already hopping. As | parked the truck, | could
see the throngs of drunk counselors mingling with the local Mainers. Ahh, yes. Now it feels like
summer.

| ushered Jasper in first but was accosted by Jake not even two steps into the bar.
"Edwarrrrddd!" he yelled.

"Jake, how are you already drunk? I'm only like an hour behind you!" As he hugged me,
wrapping me in his massive embrace, | noticed another guy standing awkwardly off to the side.

"This is Seth!" He grabbed the awkward guy and shoved him towards me. "He's your
assistant—and this is Edward." He turned back to the kid, who seemed to be trying to process
everything all at once.

"Hey," l introduced myself, seeing as Jake was already incapacitated. "I'm Edward."

"Oh, man! You're Edward? I'm going to be working with you this summer... I'm Jake's cousin,
Seth," he smiled widely like an overeager puppy. | wasn't sure how | felt about him yet.

"And this is Jasper, our other roommate." | pointed next to me at Jasper whose eyes had already
started wandering around the bar. | could tell when he found Alice because his eyes widened
and he looked like he wanted to fly across the room, all while standing there calmly. Our eyes
made contact, and | just smiled and rolled my eyes. With that, he was off.

When | turned my attention back to Jake, he was blabbering on about something or other. | only
started to pay attention at the tail end when | heard him say, "... and Seth is all about LB, so
we've gotta help him out, okay, Edward? Cause, that girl grew up into a smoking hot piece of
ass, if | do say so myself." Seth smirked as Jake slapped a hand on his shoulder before taking a
long pull of the beer in his hand.

Um, I'm sorry... what? That kid with Bella? | do not think so, Jake.

"Yeah, sure," | muttered as | made my way towards Emmett at the bar. It was on my walk
towards Emmett when | spotted her. And fuck if Jake hadn't sugar coated it. She looked
practically sinful. | had the irrational desire to throw a coat over her exposed skin. How could
she walk around a bar like that? With those sneakers! With drunk guys ogling her? And where
the fuck was Emmett?

My eyes scanned the bar once more. Emmett was chatting up the blonde who was with Alice
before, and Bella just stood there sucking down sip after sip of what I'm positive was an
incredibly alcoholic drink. The big brother in me decided to intervene. | crept behind her before
leaning in her ear.

"That better not be what | think it is," | whispered in her ear. She instantly tensed, recognizing
my voice before spinning around.

Our eyes met, and | was completely taken aback. The last time | had spent time with Bella, she
was beautiful—yes, she'd always been beautiful—but she'd truly grown into herself. She was



going to be such a heart-breaker. Her dark brown eyes sparkled as she challenged me.

"Lemonade?" | couldn't take it anymore. | grabbed the drink from her hand and downed about
half of it in one sip. And then, suddenly, we were us again. Our witty banter returned, putting
me at ease for the first time since I'd stepped into the bar. Then, just as suddenly, she was
walking away from me. | clasped my hand around her wrist asking her where she was going.

"To get another drink. Some geezer just stole half of mine." | couldn't help but smile and let her
go. Confidence oozed from her every step as she returned to the bar next to Emmett, so |
decided to let them have their fun for a while and explore in the meantime. We could catch up
later.

Out of the corner of my eye, | could see Alice and Jasper talking with one another, matching
smiles gracing their faces. Not wanting to interrupt, | decided to head outside for some fresh air.
The smoky air of the bar was feeling a little claustrophobic, and | could use a breather.

| sat down on the stone ledge, which led out to the dock, overlooking the other side of the lake
from camp.

"No, darlin'... | don't see why you're making a big deal about this. We talked about it before |
left," | frustrated voice floated through the air. Through the darkness, | could make out a crop of
blonde hair sitting on the edge of the dock. "Seriously, you need to let this go and trust me...
yeah, okay. | love you, too. Bye." | heard the click of a phone being shut and a distinct
shuddering sigh, laced with the beginning of tears. The girl pushed herself into a standing
position, and soon | was face to face with the unfamiliar blonde who had been hanging out with
Alice before.

"Hey," | waved awkwardly. | felt like | was intruding on her phone call. Not that | meant to, but
still. "Sorry, | just needed some air..."

"It's fine," she smiled, her face completely hiding any trace of sadness. "You're Edward, right?"

"I am. Although, | have no idea who you are." | ran a hand through my hair before holding it out
for her to shake.

"Oh, God! I'm sorry—how rude of me. I'm Rosalie. I'll be working at swim. I'm new... obviously,
but your friends have been incredibly accommodating. Except for Jake. That man is just too
much," she laughed playing with the bottom of her long necklace.

"Sorry about listening into your phone call before, but... are you okay?"

"Yeah—just an overbearing boyfriend back home, you know? It'll work itself out, I'm sure."

"Well, how about | buy you a drink to make up for it?" | suggested. It was the least | could do.
Poor thing looked like she was miserable out here anyway.

"Thanks, Edward. That's super sweet of you." | stood up and offered her my hand, which she
took graciously as we walked back into the bar. What our eyes were met with... | was not



prepared for.

On the bar stood a local townie, who had taken his dick out of his pants and was now swinging it
around like a windmill... literally, in front of everyone. My eyes quickly found Emmett and Bella
who were laughing so hard that they were nearly falling off of their bar stools.

"Oh God!" | cried, running up to Bella and covering her eyes. She didn't need to see some local
guy's dick. In fact, in my mind... Bella had never seen a penis. Ever. And | wanted to keep it that
way. Rosalie stood beside me in horror, so | decided to put a hand over her eyes, too, pulling her
close to my side, until the guy was pulled from the bar by security and kicked out.

"Oh my God, did you see that?" Bella laughed, clutching at her stomach. "That was the smallest
dick I've ever seen! Smaller than that kid you caught me giving a hand job to at senior social,"
she squealed to Emmett.

So much for my 'Bella's never seen peen' theory.

"Oh, man—I forgot about that! | dubbed him Teeny Peen... what was his real name? | can't
remember..." Emmett laughed boisterously, his eyes looking glazed over with drunkenness. At
that moment, the music changed, getting Bella excited all over again.

"I love this song! I'm going to dance... Rosalie, come on!" she yelled, pulling Rosalie onto the
dance floor with her. The song was some heinous rap song about "getting down" and "hitting
the floor," but Bella and Rosalie seemed to be enjoying themselves, moving closer to one
another slowly.

Rosalie's hands gripped Bella's hips, pulling them into hers as they moved their hips to the bass
heavy beat.

"That is the hottest thing I've ever seen." Emmett's eyes widened, staring at the place where
Rosalie and Bella were joined. Their faces were mere inches apart, and | swear they were
moments away from kissing when Emmett bound out of his seat to attach himself to the other
side of Bella, swaying in rhythm behind her. | watched in awe, shock, and horror as Emmett's
hands slid down Bella's thighs, trailing up and down the bare skin between the edge of her
shorts and the tops of the knee high sneakers. With each stroke, his hands moved more freely,
ghosting over the insides of her thighs, making Bella relax back into his chest.

| couldn't believe what | was watching. Emmett was coming onto Bella. Emmett who had
claimed that she was like a little sister to him was now groping and heavily petting the little girl
in front of me. Plus, he had gotten her wasted first. | never thought that Emmett would stoop so
low. Just when | thought he had reached the ultimate low, his lips moved down and grazed the
side of her neck. A small smile played on Bella's lips as she dipped down and ground her rear
into Emmett rising back up to meet him. | could see his eyes rolling back into his head from
here. Her head moved backwards, twisting to meet Emmett... and the world started slowing
down. | could not let this happen. | just couldn't.

Feeling emboldened, | pulled Bella out of Emmett's grasp before their lips could meet and pulled
her into my own body.



"Aw, you aren't hard like Emmett," she pouted as she ran her hand over my jean-covered
crotch. | almost threw up in my own mouth. Emmett had let her feel his erection? No, wait...
better question: Emmett had an erection because of Bella? | felt sick. | looked for the pervert
who had started all of this, but Emmett was currently being held up by Rosalie—his hands just as
wandering on her body as they had been on Bella's.

"Bella, you've had a lot to drink tonight. Are you ready to go home?" | pulled her chin up to
make eye contact with me, but she was too drunk to focus on anything. Fucking Emmett. | will
kill him... tomorrow. Now, get her home.

"I love when you call me Bella," she giggled. "No one here does..."

"Uh huh..." | appeased Bella with an answer as | rounded up Jake, Seth, and Jasper to help me
with getting Emmett into the truck. | loaded everyone into the bed of the truck, resigning myself
to return for Emmett's car tomorrow. Apparently, | was the only sober one. Bella's hand
consistently wandered towards my crotch for the entire ride home, and | finally just let her keep
it there, unable to stave her off while driving any longer.

| drove quickly, getting us back to camp in less than 10 minutes. Alice was the first one to hop
out, stumbling slightly as she meandered back towards her cabin. Rosalie offered to help carry
Bella, but Bella was adamant that she wasn't tired and that she and Emmett were going to stay
up to talk. | hoped by "talk" she didn't mean "touch his dick" because | was going to take serious
issue with that.

Luckily, Bella passed out in my arms not even half way to my bunk. | put her down lightly on my
bed, not quite sure what to do now. | couldn't very well get into bed with her. Especially not
when she was in groping mode. That would most likely end up badly. Instead, | trekked back to
the shack and put in a movie. It had been an exhausting two days, though, and half way through
The Royal Tennenbaums, | was out like a light.

| awoke the next morning with a pain in my neck, most likely from sleeping hunched over the
computer desk. | checked my phone. 8:15...

Good. At least breakfast is still going on.

| made my way to the cafeteria, only to find a mostly dead Emmett chugging black coffee. |
usually would have laughed, but | was too pissed off at him to really function yet.

"Hey, man... sorry about last night," he croaked. "l was just so excited to have my girls back, and
you know how | get..."

"Where's LB anyway?"

“Still in bed. | let her sleep through breakfast, although she's probably going to need something
to eat. Girl can't mix her booze very well," Emmett chuckled.

| was not amused. "You're an ass, Em. I'll bring her some food. | should go get changed anyway."



"Pre-camp starts at 9, Edward. Make sure she's not late..." | heard him call as | made my way
back down to the bunk, grabbing a muffin as | went. | was pissed at Emmett... and my neck hurt
like a bitch, but he was right—Bella would need something to eat before a long day of sexual
harassment and discipline lectures.

Tentatively, | pushed open my bedroom door. Bella was sprawled out on her stomach, her face
planted into my pillow, snoring lightly. | felt bad waking her, but... it had to be done.

"LB," | called, shaking her shoulder lightly. "LB wake up..." | rubbed my hand down her arm,
hoping to pull her from her drunken slumber slowly. She cracked open her eye suddenly, still
looking into my pillow.

"Edward?" Her voice was cracked and dry, and | immediately regretted not bringing her some
juice as well. | did have a bottle of water in my backpack from yesterday, though. That would
have to suffice.

"Emmett wanted to me to tell you that you slept through breakfast, and pre-camp starts in
about 30 minutes," | let her know.

At that statement, her eyes flew open. Her breathing changed, becoming more labored... and |
realized that she had never been in my bunk before, much less my room.

"Where am I?" She sat up slowly, swinging her feet around to meet the floor.
"My bed."

"Oh. I'm sorry. Where did you sleep last night?" | held out the bottle of water and muffin, which
she began to pick at nervously.

"Not here," | answered tersely, remembering my aching muscles.

She cringed. "Oh... okay." A sudden flicker of recognition flashed through her eyes, panic
evident in whatever she was remembering. "Oh my God..." Bella laid her head in her hands,
shaking them slightly. "I'm so sorry about last night, Edward. [—"

| wasn't quite ready to go into it again with her quite yet, so | held up my hand to gesture for her
to stop. "Let's just head up to pre-camp, okay? Finish your water... I'm going to put on some
clean clothes. Do you need anything?" She looked at me, confused as she gulped down her
water. "It'd be silly for you to go all the way back to your bunk and then come back up here for
orientation... do you want to borrow something to wear?" | explained further.

"Sure," she answered quickly, throwing the empty bottle of water into the trashcan. "You don't
mind?"

| shook my head, finally smiling at her Bella-like insecurities shining through. "Nope. What do
you want?"



"I could really use a sweatshirt," she flushed looking down at her revealing ensemble. "And |
know it's a stretch, but... if you had any girl sized shoes... that'd be awesome..."

"Actually, 1 do," | realized. "Emily left a pair here last summer, and | think I still have them in my
closet." | opened the door to reveal a small pair of brown, leather flip-flops and threw them and
my red hoodie over to Bella.

"Who's Emily?"
"Uhh... just a girl | was seeing last summer. She works at field hockey and lacrosse."

"Works?" Bella looked shocked. Oh, yeah. Shit. We've never talked about girls. This is probably
weird. Although, after last night... | think all bets are off.

"Yeah... this will be her fourth summer here, actually... you probably remember her."
"Not really. Land sports aren't my thing..." she muttered putting on the rest of the clothing.

"Ready?" | offered her my arm like a gentleman. It was the least | could do. She was probably
feeling like death warmed over. She nodded grimly before we headed up towards the
auditorium. On the way, | tried to deduce how much she actually remembered from the
previous night. "So, Bella... about Emmett..." | looked over at her nervously, not knowing what |
would find in her facial expression.

What | found was sheer and utter terror. Her eyes widened, and as her face paled, | could see
her gag reflex go into action. She scrambled to get to the nearest trashcan before heaving the
entire bottle of water back up into it. | grabbed her hair, pulling it away from her face as she
continued to empty the contents of her stomach.

"LB, are you okay?" | asked, trying not to laugh as she continued spitting, ridding her mouth of
any of the recently regurgitated water.

"Go ahead and laugh, Edward. | nearly hooked up with Emmett and then just vommed into a
trashcan just thinking about it. | think that warrants a laugh," she groaned, her arm coming
around my waist as she leaned into my shoulder. "Thanks for saving me, by the way."

| laughed lightly, helping her walk towards the auditorium, hoping that the first day of pre-camp
wouldn't be too stressful for her clearly hung-over body. "LB, you are something else."

Chapter 3
[esson Plans

~Bella™

Sitting through the morning's pre-camp lectures was absolutely horrific. We had three lectures,



each lasting an hour long. The only thing that kept me awake through each presentation was
Edward's presence. | could tell he was pissed at Emmett; they sat at opposite ends of the
uncomfortable bleachers, putting Rosalie, Jake, and me in between them. And their glaring did
not go unnoticed, which was fine by me—as it was, | could barely look at Emmett. | was so
appalled by the brief flashes of memories I'd had, it was a wonder that Edward could even bear
to look at me.

Oh God. Earlier this morning definitely ranked up there with the most embarrassing moments of
my life. | knew | shouldn't have asked where Edward had slept the night before. Even as I'd been
asking it, | knew that the answer would probably crush me. But when | asked and he'd
responded, "Not here," the look of disdain on his face had been enough to make my hangover
multiply tenfold. | couldn't help but wonder where he had been, who he had been with...

And then on top of it, | had almost hooked up with Emmett. Emmett. | was pretty sure the
throwing up had been a delayed reaction to the utter disgust I'd felt at remembering Emmett's
boner pressed against my back.

And here comes the gag reflex again...

But Edward was being a saint. Not only had he offered me clothing (to ensure that | wouldn't
have some kind of awkward walk of shame), but he'd kept his arm around me for the entire
morning, allowing me to rest my head on his knee during our downtime in between lectures. He
had been a small slice of heaven in a morning of hell.

By lunchtime, though, my hangover was slowly dissipating, and | was ravenous. | realized that |
hadn't eaten anything since lunch the day before. I'd been too nervous to eat dinner... and then
unable to keep down breakfast.

"LB, rough night!" Emmett bellowed in my ear as he slapped a large hand onto my shoulder and

pushed the large red hood up around my hair, allowing it to fall over my forehead. | fluttered my
eyes shut and leaned my head down onto the cool table, breathing in the soft scent of Edward's

laundry detergent and hoping that the noise around me would disappear. | raised my head again
to six pairs of waiting eyes.

"Don't talk to me, Emmett," | grumbled, picking up my grilled cheese sandwich and taking a
large bite. "l hate you."

“No you don't." Emmett winked, making it hard to swallow the thick bread and cheese in my
mouth.

"Emmett," Edward warned with a growl before smiling softly in my direction. Smiling back in
appreciation, | dug back into my sandwich.

"So, what's the deal now?" Rosalie asked the more experienced counselors at the table. "Are we
done with the sexual harassment lecture?" Dear lord, | hoped so. If | had to watch another
demonstration of what constituted "safe touch" and "unsafe touch," | was liable to shoot myself
in the head.



"Yup, now we get to actually hang out at our activities and come up with lesson plans! Woo!"
Jake punched his fist into the air, cheering loudly. The people sitting at several other tables
around us looked to stare at him, but | just rolled my eyes, ignoring him. Jake loved nothing
more than being the center of attention.

"Where are you even working this summer?" | asked. He had the tendency to get bored teaching
the same thing every summer and was constantly switching around. | thought Jake taught
archery his first summer, before switching to work with Emmett at basketball... before going
through a multitude of other land sports.

"Canoe." He smirked.

"Canoe?" Edward laughed from the other side of the table, raising his eyebrow in question. "You
finally exploring your Native American roots?" His green eyes sparkled with mirth. Apparently,
Jake was one-thirty second Cherokee or Sioux or Apache—one of those; | didn't really
remember. All | did remember was that he had put it on his college application and talked about
how his great, great, great grandfather was the Chief way back in the day, which subsequently
got him accepted into Princeton. When he got there, he found out they had put him in the
Native American dorm, encouraging him to make friends with his fellow minority students. And
he wasn't even really Native American at all. Edward thought it was hilarious and never missed
an opportunity to mock him for it.

"Fuck you! My ancestors invented the canoe. Right, Seth?" Seth looked baffled, having just
approached the table and being completely unaware of what we were talking about. He looked
around the table nervously before shrugging and sitting next to Jake. He caught my eye and
smiled. | smiled weakly in response. My energy levels were still too low to really try yet. The
banter continued as | spaced out, focusing instead on discreetly breathing in Edward's scent
from the hoodie he had so graciously loaned me as | scarfed down the remainder of my lunch.

| was super close to dozing off right there at the table when I felt a distinct pinch on the side of
my thigh. "Ow, what the fuck?" | jolted upwards in my seat, glaring at Alice, the culprit of my
latest injury.

"We're talking later," she mouthed, getting up from the table. Was lunch over already? How had
that happened? Where had Alice been all morning? Too many questions.

| didn't have time to wonder, though, only enough to run down to the art shops to meet my co-
counselor, who | had yet to meet. | approached the dingy art room filled with crusty paints,
brushes, pencil shavings, and glitter. Oh, the glitter. | had a feeling | was going to be covered in it
every day for the next three months. Teenage girls loved their glitter. | pushed open the door,
seeing the mess that last year's Fine Arts counselors had left for me. Oh goody. A day of
cleaning.

| figured | would get a head start on the cleaning before my partner showed up. Looking around
the room, | didn't even know where to start. It was an absolute pigsty. Holed up in the back
corner of the room, | saw a dusty old radio. Some music was definitely needed if | was actually
going to get anything done. | quickly made my way over to the old thing (seriously, it had a dial
and an antenna. When was it made, 1982?) and attempted to find some music. | hummed with



happiness as | found the local classic rock station and sang along as | began to clean.

"I work hard every day of my life, | work 'til | ache in my bones

At the end of the day | take home my hard earned pay on my own

I get down on my knees, and | start to pray 'til the tears run down from my eyes
Lord, somebody—o0, somebody! Can anybody find me somebody to love..."

My voice carried on with the last phrase, sending it soaring into the little room. It felt so good to
just belt and let go—sing my stress away, if you will. After that particular verse, my vocal chords
were pretty tapped out, so | brought my voice down to a low hum as | raised the heavy,
darkened windows to let some fresh air in.

| choked and stuttered slightly as my eyes met Edward's. He was standing right outside the
shack, which was, of course, right behind the Fine Arts room, maybe twelve feet away. How
could | have forgotten that? His dark, soulful eyes widened as he walked quickly towards my
window.

"LB?" He sounded completely shocked. | sighed heavily before lifting the window all the way up,
revealing my face.

"Hey." | smiled shyly, my nerves settling somewhere deep in my stomach. | never let anyone
hear me sing. Well, Alice a few times, but other than that—no one.

"Was that you singing to Queen?" His hand tugged at his hair as | nodded and bit my lip, trying
to force the nerves out of my body. "Wow. | had no idea you could sing like that." He smiled
crookedly, charm oozing out of his every pore.

"Sing like what?" | laughed.

"Like... that!" He flailed his arm up in my direction. | rolled my eyes at his overzealous
enthusiasm. Sometimes he looked at me like | was his child, and this was one of those moments.
It was incredibly unsettling for my stomach, which just wanted him to look at me as something
other than a kid for once in my life.

"You're being ridiculous, Edward." | shook my head.

"Hey, Bella!" | heard Seth call out from the front steps of the shack as he waved to us wildly.
Edward's whole body slumped, and | couldn't help but let out a short laugh.

"Hi, Seth!" | called out in sing-song, causing Edward to narrow his eyes and glare at me. "Go," |
laughed, shooing him away with my hand. "You have an assistant to train." He groaned loudly,
obviously unhappy about the predicament, which selfishly made me feel a whole lot better
about the situation.

"Fine. But know that I'm not done talking about this with you, LB. You're going to audition for
the counselor musical with me whether you want to or not, and I'm telling Maria to give you a
big part."



"No—" | tried to interrupt him, but he covered his ears as he jogged back to the shack to unlock
it for Seth. | smirked at the fact that I still knew the code. In fact, | was the only camper to ever
know the code, just in case | needed to work on a project without Edward there. And for Alice
and me to sneak in late at night to watch DVDs, but that was our little secret. Well, kind of.

FLASHBACK

I shifted again, completely uncomfortable in the cramped video shack as Alice turned on my
latest discovery from Edward's DVD collection, Two Moon Junction.

"I can't believe Edward gave you the combination to the shack," Alice laughed, her bright blue
eyes sparkling as she started to read through the back of the DVD case. "A young, Southern
débutante temporarily abandons her posh lifestyle and upcoming semi-arranged marriage to
have a lustful and erotic fling with a rugged drifter who works at a local carnival? Bella, are we
watching Edward's porn stash?" Alice's eyes widened with each suggestive word as they fell off
her tongue.

“It's not real porn... only kind of." | blushed.

"How do you have ‘'kind of' porn? That seems like it's not a real statement to me. It's either hard-
core porn, soft-core porn, or not porn at all." Alice tapped her toe at me impatiently. | just rolled
my eyes.

"Okay, so... it's soft-core porn, and | was curious." | stuck out my tongue as Alice started giggling
uncontrollably, clutching at her stomach as she fell back onto the hard wooden bench with me.

"Oh, that's rich. We're watching Edward's porn? What if he finds us?"

"He's on a date tonight," | grumbled. | had heard from Emmett that Edward was taking Jess, the
dance counselor, out tonight. Edward never told me about any of his female conquests, but it
was common knowledge amongst counselors and campers alike that he had a different
girlfriend each summer. Thanks to Emmett, | got the inside scoop on a weekly basis.

"Fine, let's do it." Alice leaned her head on my knee, curling up on the bench to settle in and
watch the movie. After about forty-five minutes, Alice and | had become, um, rather heated and
needed to switch positions, but there really wasn't much of a place for us to go.

"How about we move the bench so it's on a diagonal towards the screen?" Alice suggested. "We
could lean up against the side walls, then." | agreed as we both got up to start moving the
bench. We didn't get very far. Suddenly, we were completely trapped and unable to move the
bench into the position we wanted it to go.

"Well, that's a bust," | sighed, my disappointed tone only interspersed with the breathy moaning
on the screen behind us.

"No, it's not! Bella, get on the bench, one leg on either side." | followed Alice's instructions. She
quickly climbed on my lap, her legs straddling me and her arms wrapped around my neck.



"What the fuck, Alice?" | gaped.

"Okay, now rock the bench towards the left." | complied, despite the fact that my best friend was
now incredibly close to my turned-on crotch. It didn't matter, though, because Alice's plan was
working. The bench was moving quickly into the position we wanted it to be with very little
trouble.

Suddenly, the door was wrenched open, and | heard the telltale gasp of my favorite male
counselor. | looked over my shoulder to see the very shocked face of Edward, whose eyes were
darting between our intertwined bodies on the bench and the intertwined bodies on the TV
screen behind us.

"I, uh... didn't think, uh... in here..." he stuttered.

"I thought you were on a date tonight," | began quickly, realizing the compromising position
Alice and I looked like we were in.

"I was, but then she..." Edward shook his head, his eyes still wide.

"Sorry, Edward," Alice said as she pushed herself off my lap, unwinding her legs from my waist
and settling on the bench. "We didn't think that you'd come here, and we just wanted to get out
of the bunk and not deal with other people's drama for a little bit."

"Uh, do you do this often?"

"Come to the shack when you're not here?" He nodded. "This is only like our third time at night,
but—" He cut me off, placing a finger over my lips.

"I didn't hear that," he whispered seriously, shaking his head from side to side.
"But we—" Edward shook his head more forcefully before placing his hands over his ears.

"Don't forget to lock up when you're done," he said, a sly smile finally overtaking his face. It was
his trademark move. If he didn't want to hear something or acknowledge it, he put his hands
over his ears and yelled, which was fairly immature if | really thought about it. But it often got
me what | wanted, too, so | rarely complained.

"I can't hear you," he shouted loudly, his hands still cupped over his ears. "Get back to work,
Swan."

“I'm not doing it, Cullen!" | stuck out my tongue, letting instinct take over, despite the fact that
he wasn't looking at me anymore. This was not me getting what | wanted.

The counselor musical was a huge deal at Long Lake Camp. It was one of the few secrets kept all
summer. Truthfully, it was probably the only secret kept all summer. Rehearsals were always
after Taps, so campers were already in bed and couldn't overhear them, and it was always on
the last Friday of camp—the big reveal, if you will. As a camper, there was nothing better than



seeing your favorite counselors make complete fools out of themselves, but they didn't really
care because they were doing it only for your entertainment. In fact, the moment I'd known |
was in love with Edward was after watching him play Captain Von Trapp in The Sound of Music.
And then again as the Scarecrow in The Wizard of Oz and Rooster in Annie. Sigh. He couldn't
really sing all that well, but he had such an undeniable stage presence about him that it didn't
really matter.

| knew | should probably give up the fight. Edward would most likely get his way and | would
audition for the stupid musical, whatever it was this summer, but | refused to get a main part. |
would leave that to someone who actually wanted it.

Lost in thought, | didn't even hear the footsteps until they were right behind me.

"So, what's the deal with you and Edward?" | jumped and spun around to face a sly-looking
blond cutie, the origin of the slight southern voice that had interrupted me.

Although he wasn't really my type, | couldn't help but admire how adorable he was. He had this
almost honey-colored wavy hair, which could be described as shaggy at best. He looked like that
frat boy that always thought he was too cool to join in the first place—the one who satin a
corner smoking and laughing while drunken sorority girls made asses of themselves around him.
Not to mention that his lean, lanky build and ridiculous height only added to reinforce that.
Then, | remembered that he had asked me a question, but | couldn't for the life of me
remember what it was. | stood there, gaping at him, hoping that he would repeat himself. God
knew | looked like enough of an ass already.

"Uh, sorry," he backtracked. "I didn't mean to offend you. It's just that he took awful good care
of you last night, even put you in his bed, while he most likely got a crick in his neck from
sleeping in the shack, so | was curious..."

I'm sorry, come again?

"I... did you just say that he slept in the shack?" The blond nodded, sticking his hands in his jean
pockets uncomfortably hard. The knot in my stomach uncurled, leaving me breathing easier
already. He hadn't been with anyone else. He just hadn't been able to sleep in his own bed...
because he'd given it up for me. Tucking away that piece of information for later, | looked back
into the curious blue eyes in front of me. "Wow."

We stood there awkwardly for another second before my best friend came to the rescue. Alice
skipped into the Fine Arts room, iPod and connector in hand, heading straight towards the
ancient stereo.

"Oh, yay! You guys have already met. I'm so excited that my new best friend is working all
summer with my old one," she rambled as she fidgeted with her iPod.

"Uh, actually, we haven't... sorry." He blushed. Oh. A boy who blushes. That's just too precious
for words. "I'm Jasper Whitlock." He stuck out his hand for me to shake before finally breaking
into a gorgeous smile. "The only reason | know who you are is because Alice won't shut the hell
up about you. Which brings me back to my original question... you and Edward?" He trailed off,



taking a seat behind where Alice stood, still engrossed with her iPod.

"l... um... Alice? Don't you have your own lessons to plan?" | was so confused. When had Alice
met this kid, and how were they already best friends? Is this who she had been with all
morning?

"Of course | do," she said as she held up the iPod. Right. Alice's idea of planning classes just
entailed picking songs for warming up and going across the floor. "But we need to seriously
catch up. And now that you're finally alive, | figured that | could crash your lesson planning.
Jasper already gave me the go ahead. Now, LB, you go ahead." She giggled at her own play on
words.

| sighed. | was going to tell Alice everything anyway, so it wasn't like putting it off was going to
accomplish anything except make her more anxious and probably more annoying. "Fine," | gave
in, sitting across the table from the two of them, looking as eager as kids in a candy store, their
matching blue eyes waiting with anticipation. "But you have to keep your voices down because
the shack is right behind this room. | totally forgot—"

"By the way," Jasper interrupted, "I'm Edward's roommate. | feel like | should tell you that up
front."

"Oh, okay," | laughed. "Good to know. Hopefully we'll be seeing lots of each other this summer."
| didn't know what to think of that admission, but | was sure it'd come in handy later on. "Okay,
Alice... what do you want to know?"

"Everything!" she gushed. "You guys looked so cute when | handed off your drink, and then |
heard this morning that you hooked up with Emmett?"

"What?" | screamed. "l did not hook up with Emmett! Who told you that?"

Jasper's eyes went back and forth across the table, watching our catch-up session. Alice and |
were definitely gossip queens, and anyone who knew us quickly became accustomed to our way
of interrupting one another—for clarification purposes, of course.

"Whoa, okay, um, | just assumed, | guess. This morning Edward was all pissy, glaring daggers at
Emmett. Plus, he gave you his clothing to wear today. | just thought that it was like his
inadvertent way of reclaiming you as his." Alice paused thoughtfully for a second. "Oh, yes... this
is definitely the right tempo for dégagés," she mumbled, writing frantically on the piece of loose
leaf in front of her.

| had to pause and think for a second to process everything Alice had just said. Edward had
woken up this morning and been pissed at Emmett. Then, Edward had gone to wake me up and
put me in his clothing. And somewhere between those two actions, Alice had deduced that
Emmett and | had hooked up? That seemed ludicrous to me. What the hell was | not getting?

"Well, we didn't. | mean, we almost did. Emmett and | kind of went shot for shot, playing 'See
You At The Bottom' with beer for 'breaks' in between. That was one of our less brilliant ideas.
Anyway, we were dancing, and | was just staring at Edward all night and he looked so good...



and...ugh! Gross. | would never hook up with Emmett. Never! Especially not in front of Edward!"
| whisper-yelled, Jasper's smile growing with each one of my words.

"Then why do you look like it's the end of the world?"

"I just hate this. This whole situation blows. | wanted Edward to see me for the first time in two
years as an adult—a real friend—not just a student or camper. But | totally fucked everything up
because | got too drunk, so Edward had to put me to bed. | can't remember that much, but what
| do remember is him talking to me like | was a child. Seriously. More than a child. Like... his own
child. Like he was disappointed in me. It totally sucked. This morning, | was just waiting for a
lecture about drinking responsibly, you know? That's the kind of attitude he had. And now [ just
feel like an idiot. And he just overheard me singing, and he's going to make me try out for the
counselor musical, and I'm going to shoot myself. Oh, and on top of it, Jake wants me to get it
on with his cousin. Awesome, right?" Man, it felt fucking fantastic to get that all out there. It
looked like Jasper and | weren't going to be having many secrets from one another this summer.
Hopefully he was okay with that. Nervously, | looked to see his reaction.

Jasper's mouth dropped open. He cocked his head to the side and narrowed his eyes, looking
like was trying to figure me out. "Huh," was all he said. | looked to Alice, whose lips were turned
up into a devilish smile.

"Huh? That's all you guys have for me? Huh?" | could feel my voice getting louder with each
word, anger bubbling up and spilling forth. | had just bared my soul to them, and all | got in
response was a smile and a "huh?" I don't think so.

"Can | ask what LB means? | noticed that you introduce yourself as Bella, but everyone else calls
you LB. | was just curious."

"It stands for 'Little Bella.' Emmett came up with it the first day he met me, and it's never really
left, but I'd really appreciate it if you'd call me Bella. Please."

Jasper's fingers twitched on the table, like he wanted to reach out and do something, but he
restrained himself. "Bella," he emphasized the name | requested he use "—I think I'm going to
be seeing lots of you." He laughed.

"And why do you say that?" | was honestly curious. | had never really heard an outsider's
opinion on my whole love of Edward. Emmett and Alice ridiculed me for it daily with every
summer, but | kept it pretty far under wraps during the school year. It had always been
acknowledged as such a ridiculous, fluffy crush that | couldn't bear myself to focus on him
outside our summers together. None of my friends at home had even heard me mention
Edward's name for fear of bringing more mocking upon myself.

"You obviously want Edward," Jasper chuckled. | rolled my eyes and nodded.
"So astute." | smirked. "Since | was thirteen."

"How old was he when he met you?"



"Twenty, | think..." | racked my brain, trying to think of how old that made him now.

Jasper shook his head slightly, smirking. | was already not a fan of that expression, and | could
tell it was one he wore often. "Okay, so, why are you confused that he treats you like a child? To
him, you are a child."

"But Emmett doesn't treat me like a child," | argued.
"When did Emmett meet you?"

"When | was eight and he was eighteen," | answered, not letting him continue his incessant
questioning. It was getting me nowhere. Jasper shrugged, laying his hands out like Vanna White,
as if the answer were right in front of me. | was completely lost.

"Am | completely retarded? | don't get what that has to do with anything..."

"Emmett's known you twice as long as Edward has," Jasper said matter-of-factly, as if that
explained everything.

"So?" Alice spoke up. Thank you, best friend. I'd been wondering when she was going to come
out of her dance-class playlist trance and help me out. "I've known them for the exact same
amount of time as Bella, and | get treated like a normal person. In fact, didn't you tell me last
night that it was Edward who told you about me in the first place? | don't see how this is any
different."

"Edward pimped you out?" | asked, completely dumbfounded. That was just completely unfair.

"I'm twenty-two, not twenty-five or twenty-eight... plus, you were never my camper. It's totally
different. Plus, we're only friends anyway. Right, Alice?" Jasper attempted to justify Edward's
actions. As if any of that really made a difference.

"I hate boys," | decided. My head hurt from trying to wrap my brain around everything Jasper
had just tried to tell me. Alice agreed wholeheartedly before Jasper punched her lightly in the
arm. They were already adorable together. This summer was going to be torturous if Alice
already had a boyfriend the second day of camp. Didn't she know she was my backup—my rock?
| needed her. "And I'm not auditioning for the musical," | added as an afterthought.

"Yes you are." She winked. | grumbled with frustration as Jasper intervened, suggesting we get
to work on our lessons.

We made our way to planning lessons pretty quickly. Jasper had been a TA for an introductory
Fine Arts class at the University of Tennessee, where he'd just graduated from (hence the mild
accent), so he was able to come up with lessons easily. Plus, being an art teacher wasn't one of
the more challenging positions on the staff. | could work indoors (aka out of the sun) and listen
to music while | worked. Not too shabby.

Jasper, Alice, and | were just wrapping up when | heard a loud thump of something being
dropped on the bench beside me. | looked over to see the knee high sneakers that I'd left in his



bunk earlier this morning just before | felt his hands press on my shoulders. | had to use every
ounce of control in my body not to gasp at the feel of his touch.

| had heard of "the spark" before—that elusive, electric pulse that signaled feelings of
something more. In my eighteen years of life and five years of more than platonic relations with
boys, | had never felt the spark. Not with Edward, not with anyone. | thought it was one of those
mythical things that everyone talked about but that didn't actually exist... like the G-spot or
Tupac's death or universal healthcare or vampires... but now | knew. | could feel the electric
pulse flowing from my shoulders where his hands were placed all the way down to my
fingertips. Without my consent, my hands moved towards his.

Jasper's lips curled upwards as he noticed my hands beginning their ascent to clasp themselves
with Edward's. The spark only intensified, throwing me off for a second before | leaned my head
against his chest to look up into his beautiful eyes, which were already gazing down at me.

"What's up?" | managed to squeak out as he intertwined his fingers with mine.
“I—" he began, and then | spaced out. | completely failed to listen to anything he was saying as
my hands fell back into my lap and he applied gentle pressure to the muscles of my shoulders. |
let my head fall forward, making eye contact with Alice quickly before bringing my gaze down to
my lap.

He continued to talk while | focused on the heat rushing through and enveloping my body as he
continued to massage my neck, moving his hands from over the plush fabric of the hoodie to
come into contact with my thin t-shirt. | had to focus all of my efforts on breathing when his chin
came forward to rest on the top of my head, his lips not even centimeters away from me. |
noticed somewhere in the distance that he had stopped talking and was probably waiting for a
response from me. Panicked, | made eye contact with Jasper, who nodded a "yes" ever so
slightly before smiling back at Alice.

"Sure." | shrugged, completely unaware of what | was agreeing to.

"Great!" Edward smiled, leaning even further onto my shoulders. It felt like heaven. "You can
just give me back my hoodie then—or you could keep it." My heart fluttered. "Red looks good
on you, LB." Chills ran down my body as | felt his lips press against my hair. With that he was
gone.

"Wh-what did | just agree to?" | whispered to Jasper. His eyes crinkled at the corners with
amusement.

"Movie night at Bunk Seven tonight. Your choice, apparently." Jasper's smile widened as my
stomach dropped. Edward wanted me to pick out a movie for us to watch tonight? As a movie
buff who wanted nothing more than to impress/seduce another movie buff... that was more
than a little bit of pressure. My jaw dropped slightly, my lips parting with the intensity of the
possibilities for that evening. "And Bella?" Jasper turned around slightly in the doorway, Alice's
hand in his. | still sat on the bench, stunned. "I'm not a hundred percent convinced that he sees
you as a child. Don't panic just yet. See you in a few hours." Jasper smiled as he waved goodbye,
leaving me alone with only my lascivious plans for the night floating around in my head.



Chapter ¢
(Jnhusual Reactions

~Edward~

Bella could sing. And not just in that, "oh—you're a girl and all girls can sing along," kind of way,
either. No, Bella could full out belt along with Freddie Mercury, "hit all the high notes," kind of
sing. She had a big broadway voice, and I'd had no idea. Four years of summer musicals, and
Bella had never participated in a single one. | thought the biggest part | could remember her
ever having was one of the maiden daughters in The Pirates of Penzance when she was
fourteen. She'd never been one for the spotlight, which | guessed was why she was so great
when it came to filmmaking. She could give it her all behind the scenes and never have to be
fawned over for her efforts.

This summer, though, | was planning on changing that. After hearing Bella's rousing rendition of
"Somebody To Love," | was making it my mission to get her to audition for the lead in this
summer's musical... which | had on pretty good authority was Footloose. A ridiculous musical, to
be sure, but if Bella got the part of Ariel, she'd be forced to be on stage for nearly the entire
show. | would definitely have to talk to Maria, the camp's musical director, about that one later.
She was about seventy years old, and she loved me as if | were one of her own, for some reason.
Bella would have whatever part | wanted for her, if | suggested it to Maria beforehand. |
chuckled at my own deviousness as | jogged back to the shack to unlock it for Seth. | wasn't
looking at her, but | knew that Bella would be sticking out her tongue at me for ignoring her
protests.

They're futile, my dear. Don't even try...

"She's a feisty one, isn't she?" Seth nodded his head towards the Fine Arts room as | unlocked
the shack, leading us into the newly air conditioned and refurbished room. The powers that be
had finally heard my pleas and had redone the room with better air conditioning to keep the
equipment happier... and while they were at it, they'd gotten me two new iMacs for editing. It
was glorious, and | couldn't wait to get started. But unfortunately, | had to deal with the hassle
of training the puppy dog currently waiting for me.

| nodded in agreement, but | must have been making a face because Seth's expression contorted
into one of disbelief before changing into confusion. "Wait, you and Bella aren't like..." He
trailed off, but | knew what he was suggesting.

"No," | scoffed. Not wanting to say anything else on the topic, or have him add any additional
thoughts about Bella, | dove right into our "training."

"Let's get started, okay?" | continued brusquely. Seth nodded in understanding, looking a bit
nervous. Good.



"Edward, | know you're probably not that interested in having an assistant." Understatement.
"But | just wanted you to know that I've only heard about how talented you are and what a
great guy you are for the past four years. And trust me, | know how completely gay this sounds,
but I'm actually excited to learn stuff from you. So, just tell me where to start."

| was taken aback by his attitude. Although, yes, he was still damn overeager, | could definitely
use him to my advantage. It was like having an intern. | finally got the appeal of it.

| explained that the video counselors (aka us) were responsible for filming a multitude of things
over the course of the summer. We had to film enough to create an end-of-summer
promotional DVD for potential campers, which meant that we had to film a little bit of each
activity—just a shot or two involving campers looking like they were enjoying themselves—as
well as each age group's musical, the talent show, the counselor talent show, and extra events
like swim meets, parents visiting day, etc. Seth, | found out, was quite the organizer. He pulled
out a notebook and began charting a complex system in which we could switch off who would
go out and film activities while the other looked after the campers attending video classes. It
was pretty brilliant, actually, and | realized how much easier everything was going to be with
someone else to help out.

Also... maybe | had prejudged Seth, just a little bit. He had just graduated from NYU but was
unable to afford the New York City lifestyle, so he was thinking about moving to the suburbs of
Boston to work as a part-time videographer while he worked on his own passion projects. That
was exactly what I'd done (still did) after graduating from film school. It was nice to see that he
had a lot of passion for the projects he worked on, too. I'd never seen anyone talk with as much
enthusiasm for the New York fish market before in my entire life, but | found myself being
pulled into the potential mob connections he had found and filmed through his interviewing
process. It was fascinating, really.

After our charting was finished, we decided to organize my archives of videos. Five years worth
of camper projects, musicals, and shows were strewn about the shelves, interspersed with my
own DVD collection. Seth decided that since most of it was unlabeled, we should really just
watch snippets of each video, then label and shelf them by year and age group.

Suddenly, the familiar strains of "Groove is in the Heart" by Deee-lite started playing, and |
couldn't help but break into a wide smile. | hadn't thought about this project in three years, but |
remembered at the time wanting to shoot myself in the head if | had to listen to that
Godforsaken techno song any more.

"What's this?" Seth laughed. "Shit—this is really good. Did a camper do this?" He watched the
video with interest.

"Oh, man, | completely forgot about this." | pulled out the wooden bench to watch the four-
minute video with rapt attention. Even three years later, it was still amazing. | couldn't believe
that two fifteen year olds had been capable of such creativity.

We sat and watched in silence until the video ended with a black screen and white lettering that
read, Property of CAB Productions. | looked up only to be met with Seth's inquisitive gaze. "It
stands for Cullen, Alice, and Bella Productions. They wanted to do CBS Productions, but...



copyright issues, you know." | chuckled under my breath. "So... what did you think?" | asked,
honestly curious if | was just ridiculously biased in my love of Bella and Alice's work.

"Honestly? It's pretty obvious why Bella got into USC film school—that was hilarious." My mouth
dropped open. Bella had been accepted into USC film school? Why hadn't anyone told me about
that? It was a huge accomplishment, and one that | felt a little bit responsible for. "Do you have
all her films here?" Seth asked, genuinely curious.

"I do, actually..." | trailed off, reaching over Seth to pick up a binder of DVDs. Flipping through, |
found the DVD | had burned of all Bella's camp projects. Holding up the disk for Seth to see, we
put it into the DVD player to begin our viewing.

Seth was completely captivated by the videos on the screen. To be fair, if | hadn't watched and
re-watched the videos like a proud father over and over again, I'd probably be the same. We
went through an hour of films—first, the music video where Bella made Alice into all five Spice
Girls, then her 2-D hand-drawn animation shorts, then her other murder mystery about the
serial-killing tennis counselor (that was my absolute favorite), and her experimental claymation
project. Seth and | were just about to start in on Bella's senior project, a dedication to the
members of her age group by documenting their last summer together, when there was a loud
knock on the door.

| leaned over to push the door open, revealing a sweaty-looking Jake. He swung the door open
and shut it quickly behind him, coming to stand right next to the air conditioning unit.

"You lucky sons of bitches. | just had to clean twenty canoes and you've been holed up in the
dark, watching movies? Assholes," he muttered under his breath, ruffling Seth's hair
affectionately. "What are we watching?"

"Bella's video projects." Seth smiled widely, looking incredibly self-assured.

"Ah, yeah you are!" Jake poked Seth in the ribs forcefully, making Seth groan. "When are you
going to get on that, Seth? Time is a-wasting."

"I'll get there. Slow and steady wins the race." Seth laughed, pounding his fist against Jake's
outstretched one, making my stomach clench. | really did not like the idea of Seth pursuing
Bella. It was a weird, unsettling feeling. Or maybe | just hadn't eaten enough lunch. | was going
with that.

| was so busy trying to figure out whether | was hungry or not that | didn't hear the conversation
between him and Jake. "Do you think that's a good idea, Edward?"

"Uh..." My gaze shifted back and forth between Jake and Seth, who were both looking at me
expectantly. "Sure. Sounds good..." | replied, having no idea what | had just approved of.

"Great!" Jake slapped a large hand onto Seth's shoulder. "You can see if she wants to come out
with us after dinner." Seth nodded enthusiastically, and then | realized (far too belatedly) what
the hell | had agreed to.



"Thanks, Edward." Seth smiled goofily. "Do you mind if | head out? Or did you want me to do
something else?"

"No, no—don't worry about it. I'll lock up." And with that, Seth was gone. | decided to follow
him out and attempt to find Bella. | stepped out of the shack and locked up quickly.

| walked back to the bunk, formulating my evening's plans, excited about hopefully being able to
catch up with Bella. | was curious to see what other video projects she'd been working on since
the last time we'd seen one another. | was starting to feel bad that | hadn't really kept in touch
since she'd become too old for camp, but | was bad at staying in touch with
everyone—hopefully she understood that. | opened the door, only to be surprised by Rosalie
and Emmett, who were sitting in rather close proximity to one another.

"Oh, hey, guys..." | began awkwardly. | felt like | was definitely intruding on something.

"Hey, Edward," Rosalie chirped back happily, her southern accent making Emmett salivate with
each word. "How was your afternoon?"

"Good. Seth's going to be like a genital wart on my cock this summer, but... what are you going
to do, right?" | opened my bedroom door and grabbed Bella's sneakers quickly before returning
to Rosalie and Emmett, who were looking at me with the most bizarre expressions on their
faces. "What?"

"You're almost as crude as Bella..." Rosalie said as she shook her head slightly.

"Bella's not crude," | scoffed. "Please..." | shook my head, dismissing Rosalie completely. She
looked dumbfounded.

"Uh... I'm sorry, have you had a conversation with her? That girl's worse than if Russell Brand
and Seth McFarlane had a love child."

Emmett nodded. "Word. I've witnessed it. You really need to update your Bella stats, man." |
couldn't believe it. I'd never heard so much as a "fuck" leave her mouth. Did | really not know
her? | felt like an absentee parent. This was the second time today that someone had pointed
out how little | knew Bella. Good thing | had planned an evening for us to spend together.
Emmett was right. Updating my Bella stats was now a high priority.

"You going to see her now?" Rosalie looked directly at the sneakers in my hand.

"Oh, yeah. | thought we could have sort of a catch-up movie night tonight?"

"Sounds good." Emmett smiled.

"Okay, well... see you guys later." | booked it out of the room. The feelings of sexual tension
were so oppressive that | thought | was going to choke on them. Now Jake and | were the last

ones to pair up—and it was only the second day of pre-camp. | felt behind.

Shoes in hand, | trudged back to the art shops only to be pleasantly surprised to hear voices



coming from the Fine Arts room. | hadn't even needed to go out of my way to find her.

| walked around to the entrance of the room, and Bella caught my eye immediately. It took all
my effort not to laugh at the sight in front of me. Bella looked ridiculous; she was all but
drowning in my red hoodie. Everything was much too big for her, but it made me smile to see it
nonetheless. She looked adorable. My stifled laughter made a bizarre choking noise, which
alerted Jasper and Alice to my presence.

Jasper smiled widely as | walked stealthily to Bella. She seemed completely engrossed in her
lesson plan, so | took the opportunity to surprise her. | walked closer and threw the sneakers
down on the bench beside her. She only jumped slightly, which wasn't quite the reaction I'd
been going for. Disappointed, | decided to announce my presence by putting my hands on her
shoulders. She relaxed, immediately bringing her hands up to meet mine, and smiled as our eyes
met.

"What's up?"

| looked at Jasper and Alice, who were already looking pretty cozy (ah, young love) and decided
that they should definitely be in on our evening plans, too. "l wanted to invite you all to a movie
night at the infamous Bunk Seven tonight."

"You're inviting me to my own bunk?" Jasper laughed.
"And the lovely ladies, too," | chuckled, feeling completely at ease around Jasper already.

"That sounds perfect, Edward. What movie are we watching? Should we bring anything? What
should | wear?" She rattled off question after question. Typical Alice.

"You can wear pajamas. There's no other way to enjoy a DVD, really. Just bring yourselves, and
as for the movie... Bella can choose it." That'd be a good conversation starter, right? "What do
you say, LB?" | asked, squeezing her shoulder to regain her attention.

"Sure." Yes. She's not going out with Seth tonight. Feeling some sort of sick satisfaction at that
thought, | leaned in to rest my chin on the top of her head and squeezed my hands around her
shoulders a little bit. My Little Bella.

"Great. You can just give me back my hoodie then—or you could keep it. Red looks good on you,
LB." It really did, too. On instinct, | leaned down to press my lips lightly into her hair. Jasper
quirked his eyebrow at me in silent question, but | couldn't figure out what he was asking.
Shaking my head, | headed back to the bunk to take a shower and get ready for dinner.

| showered quickly—no one else was in the bunk, for some reason—and made it to dinner with
a few minutes to spare. Jasper was the first one to walk in. | flagged him over to my empty table,
seeing his distress as to where to sit. It was always fun watching the new counselors at meal
time. It was like high school all over again; cliques formed in record time and only briefly
intermingled. | couldn't believe that the Bunk Seven clique (we'd been together for the past five
summers) had a whole bunch of newbies. We were now more newbie than old, which felt pretty
strange and only served to make me feel too old and out of place.



"Hey, man," Jasper said, calming my nerves and bringing me back to the present.

"So, you and Alice looked pretty close already." | snorted. "Glad to see | didn't have to do any
work. | don't actually think | even introduced you, did 1?" | teased as Jasper gave me a sly smile.

"She is fantastic," he admitted, popping a french fry into his mouth. "But we're just friends." He
paused before raising his eyebrow at me slightly and adding, "Bella, too..."

What's with all the inexplicable facial expressions today, Jasper?

| was about to ask him what the hell that look was supposed to mean, but Bella and Alice came
in skipping and laughing, yelling loudly at one another. Everyone in the cafeteria had their eyes
on them, but they couldn't have been more oblivious. | loved how unselfconscious they were
around one another.

"I can't believe you just said that, Isabella Marie Swan!" Alice shouted, sounding completely
exasperated. "That must be a joke!"

"“It's true, Mary Allison Brandon!" Bella shook her head, smiling down at the floor, clearly hiding
her expression from Alice. Bella obviously didn't mean a word she was saying. She was just
getting Alice all agitated. And breaking out her full name was a sure way to get Alice fired up.

"Guys," Alice breathed, slamming her tray down on the table next to me, startling me. "Bella just
tried to tell me that the new Star Wars movies are just as good as the original trilogy!" | gasped
in mock shock as Bella's smile widened, taking a seat next to Jasper. "Yes, Edward... tell her! You
understand what an abomination that statement is!" Alice spoke firmly. "At least she listens to
you," she grumbled, crossing her arms and taking a seat.

"Bella doesn't listen to me. What younger sibling actually listens to their older brother?" |
shrugged my shoulders and took a large bite of my hamburger. | looked up and smiled at Bella,
but she was too busy eating her food to notice. She never listened to anything | said. And she
was always too fucking stubborn to take my suggestions seriously.

Suddenly, | heard a wheezing noise coming from across the table. | watched on with curiosity as
Jasper started choking on his fry, and Bella slapped him on his back, glaring at him the whole
time. | looked over to Alice, wondering if she was part of this weird exchange, but she just
looked amused.

"Anyway," Bella turned back to Alice, smiling wickedly "—I might have exaggerated a little, Alice.
They're not actually as good as the original trilogy. | just want Hayden Christiensen's saber-sized
peen. "

Now it was my turn to choke. | couldn't believe | was sitting at the same table with Bella and
Alice talking about "peen," using Star Wars innuendos. This was like every wet dream I'd ever
had at the age of fifteen. | used to refer to my cock as Chewbacca—which my first girlfriend had
thought was super creepy, so I'd never mentioned it again. | noticed that Jasper had started
choking again, too, which only increased with Alice's rebuttal.



"Just because you've never had a saber-sized peen in your Millenium Falcon is no reason for
poor taste, Bella."

Bella's jaw dropped in complete shock before cracking a small smile and breaking into full out
laughter. "You're right, Alice. I've only had Chewbacca-sized peen..."

My mouth started salivating at the image that appeared in my head—me as Anakin Skywalker
driving into Bella dressed as Padmé. What? Stop that! All these Star Wars references were
transporting me back to my childhood bedroom, reliving my nerdiest fantasies, and | was not
okay with it. Alice was about to retort again when Emmett and Rosalie arrived at the table,
diverting the conversation with their arrival. Thank God. | was more than freaked out by my
sudden daydream. | focused my attention solely on Emmett, who had his arm wrapped around
Rosalie's shoulder, and she was leaning into his side. | was definitely going to have to ask him
about that one later.

Dinner went by quickly in a blur of loud joking and movie quoting, our absolute favorite activity.
As we were leaving, | brushed past Bella and grabbed her hand. "Come meet us in an hour?" |
asked.

"Sure thing." She smiled, her brown eyes lighting up with excitement.

With that, | headed outside. Out of the corner of my eye, | saw Seth approach Bella and decided
to slow down my pace. | couldn't hear the conversation, but | assumed that Seth was asking
Bella to come out with him. He put his hand on her shoulder, and she flinched away a little bit
and shook her head sadly. Seth looked so dejected that | almost felt bad for him. Almost.

"What are we looking at?" | almost flew out of my skin, jumping at the proximity of Emmett's
voice to my ear.

"Fuck, Em! Don't fucking do that!" | yelled. | flicked my eyes towards Bella again, but she was
already gone. Emmett just stood there expectantly. "What?"

"You were all off into la-la land, E. What were you looking at? Some new chick caught your eye?"

| paused as a new feeling bubbled up inside me. Is that what just happened? Had Bella "caught
my eye," so to speak? No, | answered myself. Bella hadn't caught my eye. That bizarre daydream
had really messed with my head. | knew | was just having a really hard time adjusting to her
being here and being an adult. On top of it, Seth pursuing her was only adding to that
discomfort. The big brother in me wanted to cover her eyes and hide her away from all the
booze and sex in the world, but | knew that wasn't a realistic image of Bella anymore.

If | was being honest with myself, she wasn't that kid anymore. Yes, she was still amazingly
talented, but her outfit last night had not gone unnoticed. By me... and the entire male
population in the surrounding area. She'd grown up good. Really good. Unfortunately, as far as |
could tell, no one here this summer was even remotely good enough for her. | guessed I'd just
have to see what happened.



"Eh, not yet." | shrugged nonchalantly. "Still looking. So far... no go." Emmett just rolled his eyes
at my typical response. It wasn't like me to put in any effort towards my summer relationships. |
really just sat back and let them come to me. | was far too lazy and noncommittal to pursue
anyone.

| headed back to the bunk and changed into some sweats and a t-shirt. | wanted to be
comfortable watching my movies. Plus, last night's sleep had been rough, to say the least, and |
was happy to get my bed back. Love you, LB, but | love my bed more.

| was just settling into my bed and flipping through my binder of DVDs when Jasper, Bella, and
Alice came in.

It took every ounce of bodily control to not let my mouth drop open or allow my cock to harden.
Bella had just showered; her hair was still wet, dripping onto her pajamas. Well, pajamas
weren't exactly what | would call them. She was wearing a tight, white t-shirt and the tiniest pair
of light blue shorts | had ever seen on a girl. In the fluorescent lighting of the room combined
with the residual water dripping from her hair, | could clearly see the outline of Bella's breasts.
No fucking bra. Are you kidding me? My eyes turned immediately to Jasper, trying in vain to
prevent that image from searing itself into my brain.

My dick was screaming at me to notice and stare straight at her rack, but | doubted Bella even
knew | could see them. | felt guilty for even noticing. After mentally berating myself, | pushed
the DVD case forward.

"So, what are we watching tonight, LB?" | asked.

Her smile faltered for a second before she approached my bed and sat down next to me, flipping
through the pages of films. Her brows furrowed and her tongue slipped over her bottom lip,
sure signs of Bella's heavy focus. She was concentrating so hard. | loved it.

As Bella looked, | brought my attention back to Alice and Jasper, who were already getting
comfortable on Jasper's bed.

"Okay, bitches, what are we watching?" Emmett called out, bursting through the doorway with
Rosalie tucked under his arm. Her face was slightly splotchy, and she looked as if she had just
been crying. My gaze slid to Emmett's. He narrowed his eyes briefly, shaking his head minutely,
before carrying on in his typical Emmett way.

"LB!" he bellowed. "You'd better pick something good. And watchable. Just 'cause you're a fancy
USC film school kid doesn't mean you can get elitist on us."

Bella just shook her head, frustrated, before scowling at Emmett, who had taken up shop, lying
on the floor. "Stop whining, Em. Everyone knows that USC film school is all about 'the
blockbuster.' You know, George Lucas graduated from USC, and Steven Spielberg has an
honorary degree..." She trailed off and slid her DVD choice out of the binder and into my hand.

| grinned. "Slackers? Really?"



"“It's hands down my favorite sex comedy. Starring that brief period when Devon Sawa got hot
again, the other Pete—the one that's not Danny Tamberelli—from Pete & Pete, Jason Segal
before anyone cared who he was, and the most brilliant comedian ever... Jason Schwartzman."
She paused, her eyes peering into mine with such intensity that it took me aback for a second.
"I'm impressed that you even own it, Edward."

"Well, thanks." | smiled, wrapping an arm around her shoulders. She leaned into me slightly, and
| reminded myself not to look down at her boobs again. "I'm not always a movie snob, you
know..."

Emmett snorted loudly. "Yeah, but when you're not a movie snob, you're a movie geek, so just
put the damn thing in already. I'm psyched. | brought snacks!"

Smiling like a madman, Emmett magically produced two packages of double stuffed oreos and a
tub of vanilla frosting from under Jasper's bed (where | assumed he had hidden them earlier).
From his position on the floor, he looked up eagerly at Bella. | knew that this was their apology
tradition; whenever one of them was upset, the other would bring oreos and icing. | thought it
developed the summer when Bella's dad had been in the hospital, but | wasn't a hundred
percent sure. Emmett was far closer with Bella than | was. Smiling widely in return, Bella shot
out of her seat and was on Emmett's lap within a second, her arms flung around his neck.

"Apology accepted, Em."

Just then, the door swung open. Doesn't anyone knock anymore? Jake stood there in awe,
gaping at Bella, who was still perched on Emmett's lap with her arms wrapped around his neck.

"Uh, | was going to see if anyone wanted to come out with Seth and me tonight, but it looks like
you guys are taken care of..." Jake trailed off, his eyes completely focused on Bella's chest.
Seriously?

Jake moved to the side, allowing Seth to get a good look at Bella and Emmett's intimate
position, too. It didn't go unnoticed by me that Seth's eyes dipped down to get a good look
through Bella's shirt, too, before shifting uncomfortably. Yeah, man. We're all with you. Bella
looked up and made eye contact with him. They both flushed the same shade of red as she
awkwardly extracted herself from her position and slowly walked back to me.

The door slammed shut as Jake pushed Seth out of the bunk, mumbling something as they left. |
was pretty sure that | heard a "Holy shit!" from Jake and a "Thank you, God," from Seth.
Assholes.

There was a long beat of silence before the entire room (sans Bella) broke out into hysterical
laughter.

"Aw, yeah. Now everyone knows you want up on this." Emmett motioned to his crotch as Bella
wrinkled her nose in disgust.

“If you guys are finished, I'm putting in the movie," Bella reprimanded us, stomping her way
over to the DVD player.



Looking around, | noticed that all eyes in the room were suddenly on me with matching shit-
eating grins.

"What?" | mouthed. Emmett wiggled his eyebrows suggestively, and Jasper just smirked and
nodded.

What the fuck are they looking at? Emmett leered at Bella, and then | got it. Douche.

My gaze snapped back to Bella as she turned and leaned down to put the movie into the player.
Without conscious thought, my neck strained forward, staring at the tiny shorts that were riding
upwards, revealing more of her luscious backside with every inch forward she leaned.

My cock twitched in my sweatpants and blood flooded my cheeks, startling the hell out of me.
This reaction wasn't okay. Bella was a beautiful girl, but | needed to stop staring at her ass. Right
now, Edward.

Annoyed (and looking for an excuse to look away without showing Emmett my newly acquired
blush), | took the opportunity to sprawl out on my bed, my sore muscles finally relaxing into the
soft goodness of my mattress. After putting in the DVD, Bella turned around to survey the room.

She cocked her head to the side, scanning her possible seating options. Jasper and Alice were
sitting against the wall, side by side on Jasper's bed while Emmett and Rosalie were leaning up
against the two beds respectively. And | took up my entire bed.

My body went to make room for her in my bed, but my head was screaming at me.
What are you doing? Do you enjoy torturing yourself? This is a bad idea. A bad, bad, idea.

Rationally, | knew that she could sit on the floor, but | was sure that didn't seem particularly
appealing. Ignoring my belligerent inner voice, | scooched towards the wall, making room for
Bella to lie down beside me. | patted the bed, motioning for Bella to come over.

"You already let me have your bed yesterday," she protested.
"LB, you're tiny. It'll be fine. Just get your ass over here before | change my mind."

She sighed loudly before happily plopping onto the bed. She lay down beside me, rolling to her
side to fit neatly onto the small bed. | put another pillow underneath my head, propping me up
further so that | could still see the screen, and | threw my arm around Bella's waist. She was like
another little pillow. It was pretty great.

Until Bella started eating the oreos. Then it wasn't so great. My inner voice snickered mean "/
told you so's" as my temperature rose, blood rushing to all the right (or wrong—depending on
how | looked at it) places. Every time she leaned down to reach a cookie, her ass would inch
closer to my crotch. It was hard enough keeping my erection down thinking about how little she
was wearing while lying in my bed, but with her ass moving closer and closer to me, | was

starting to have a serious problem. | was flush against the wall when she brushed up against the



front of my sweatpants, causing me to panic and sit up quickly. Bella nearly tumbled onto the
floor, but | was able to pull her back just before she slipped off.

"Sorry," | muttered, focusing on suppressing my newly formed erection. | knew | was apologizing
to myself, too. My inner voice was right—Iletting the barely clothed, super hot girl into my bed
had been a terrible idea.

She shot me a confused glare. "What the hell?"

"Uh, | got too hot."

"Oh-kay," she said, dragging out the word skeptically before shifting her body so that she was
sitting beside mine, leaning against the wall.

"Shut up, you two—this is my favorite part," Rosalie chided, surprising the hell out of me. |
didn't think that this would be her type of movie. | refocused my attention to the screen and
saw that it was a really hilarious part of the movie.

Cool Ethan, played by Jason Schwartzman, was trying to sleep with the girl of his dreams,
Angela, but he had done some pretty creeptastic things on his way to get there. He sifted
through a number of apology presents to show to Angela, until finally he got to my favorite one,
pulling out a treasure troll. | decided to voice the line along with him.

"I want to make sure that you and | are best friends, 'gnome' matter what?"

"Ethan, that's a troll," the voice on the television argued.

"Gnome it's not!" Bella and | exclaimed, shouting the punch line at the television
simultaneously. | nudged her in the ribs, causing her to giggle and lean into my side. This was
good. This was easy. And as long as Bella kept her ass about a foot away from my junk, tonight

would be declared a success.

Yeah, but you still want to grab some of that, right? What'cha gonna do with all that junk? my
inner voice snickered, singing the opening lyrics from "My Humps" on repeat.

Somewhere in between the hospitalized whore and the sponge bath and Cool Ethan's hair doll, |
was able to tune out my nagging and guilty conscience and started to drift off. The past few days

had really caught up with me, and | let my eyes droop.

What seemed like seconds later, | heard a slight disruption in the room... or maybe it was in my
dream.

"...no, don't wake them..."
"... only time I've seen them relaxed..."

"...adorable..."



| lifted my head up groggily and grunted to alert the room that | was awake. | felt movement on
my lap and saw that Bella had also fallen asleep; her head resting on my thigh. Everyone looked
like they were going to jump back into conversation, so | put my finger up to my lips, indicating
that they should let Bella sleep, and | ushered everyone into the adjacent room to give her some
uninterrupted, sober sleep.

"What time is it?" My voice sounded like gravel. All | could do was barely whisper.
"Midnight," Alice whispered. "The movie just finished."

Before | could comprehend what was happening, Jake bounded drunkenly into the room with
one of my favorite people. It was the first time we were seeing each other since last summer,
and | couldn't help the smile that spread across my face.

"Look who | found!" Jake grinned, slamming the door noisily behind him. | cringed, knowing that
Bella would soon be awake, whether she wanted to be or not.

"Edward!" the petite blond called out, before throwing herself into my arms.

"Hey, Emily," | said sleepily into her hair. | was still in the process of waking up. | set her down on
the floor, took a step back and really looked at her.

She hadn't aged a day since I'd first met her. Jake hadn't been really lying when he'd said she
looked like a camper; she did look pretty young. To be honest, she was pretty young—only
twenty one. She still had that super cute round face and a wide smile that lit up her crystal blue
eyes. It was all surrounded by her short blond bob, which still had those hairs she could never
manage to stay behind her ears. And | couldn't leave out her body. Her body was banging—to
use Emmett's vocabulary. It was undeniably true. She taught field hockey and lacrosse, so she
was tight in all the right places. Not going to lie... I'd seen them all. Repeatedly.

"I miss my Rainbows," she said, interrupting my blatant ogling. "I left them in your closet." And
with that, she barged into my room.

It only took me seconds to realize that that was a mistake, but | didn't get the chance to stop
her. | heard Emily's loud, "What the fuck?" before she came running out to me, arms wrapped
around my neck. She leaned in to whisper into my ear, but she was obviously a little tipsy, so
everyone around us could hear.

"Edward! Did you know there's a girl in your bed? | thought we were going to end up in your
bed. Now where will we go?" | kissed her cheek before nodding and unwrapping myself from
her arms.

"Hey," a very sleepy and rumpled-looking Bella called from my door, waving awkwardly. "Your
bed's vacant now. Sorry about that. | must have fallen asleep during the movie..." She looked at
the ground and crossed her arms protectively across her chest, looking anywhere but at me.
"You should have woken me up."

"Don't worry about it." | smiled, hoping to lessen Bella's discomfort. | could see her eyes flashing



from me to Emily and then back again. "Bella, this is Emily." | gestured. "Emily, this is LB."

Emily's eyes widened before she ran up to Bella and threw her arms around her. I'd forgotten
what a friendly drunk she was.

Bella mumbled a soft, "Oh, boy..." | tried to hold back my laughter at the ridiculousness of the
situation. Emmett didn't even try. His laughter came out in loud guffaws. Yup, still a douche.

"You're LB? Oh my God! You're famous! I've seen all your videos. Edward has a whole DVD of
them in the shack! That one where—" Emily paused for a second before spinning around quickly
and turning to point at Alice with excitement "—you! You play all five Spice Girls. | loved that
one. So original." Emily babbled drunkenly, slurring ever so slightly.

"You have a DVD of my videos?" Bella gaped, her eyes trained on me.
"Well, yeah. | archive all of my campers projects..."

"By year," she argued. She knew my organizing system. What could | say? | had been found out.
But seriously. | was proud of those videos. After all, I'd taught her almost everything she knew.

"Yours have always been my favorite, LB. And CAB Productions deserved some proper
recognition. You'll now be remembered for generations," | joked.

"Remember when we watched it that night in the counselor lounge? Man, everyone was
laughing so hard..." Emily continued on. Her drunken rambling was not ceasing anytime soon,
apparently.

Bella just shook her head and leaned down, pulling the flip flops off her feet before handing
them roughly to Emily. "Here are your flip flops, Emily. It's been real." | tried not to crack a smile
at Bella's less-than-cordial attitude towards Emily, but it was kind of cute that she was grumpy.
She walked over to Emmett, who looked amused. "I'm sleepy, Em, and | have no shoes. Let's
roll."

Laughing, Emmett sat on the bed so that Bella could climb onto his back. "Your chariot awaits,
m'lady." As soon as she was settled, Bella snuggled her head into Emmett's shoulder, and my
stomach did that weird clenching thing again.

Stop freaking out, dude. It's Emmett. He's not going to take advantage of her.

Um, I'm sorry. Were you there last night?

Clarification: SOBER Emmett would never take advantage of her.

"Night," she called out as Emmett led the girls back towards their bunk.

"Night," | mumbled, feeling completely disoriented. "I'm exhausted," | admitted to Emily as she

wrapped her arms around my waist. Why | was turning down no-strings sex when | was
incredibly aroused, | had no idea. Maybe it was my subconscious just trying to be a decent guy



and not take advantage of a clearly intoxicated girl. Probably not. Either way, | wanted to get
into bed. Alone.

"Thasssokay. | wanted to visit Sam anyway." | nodded. Sam was Emily's co-counselor and best
friend from high school. They were both local to Maine, but the only time they really got to see
each other was during the summer now. Sam wasn't exactly my biggest fan. | suspected he
always harbored some feelings for Emily, who clearly only saw him as a friend. That sucks.

"Tell him | say hi," | called out as she skipped out of the bunk. | shook my head. That girl had
more energy than Alice.

Tired, | climbed back into bed. It was still warm from where Bella had been sleeping. With happy
thoughts of the gloriousness of the invention of white t-shirts (I was all about the touch, the feel
of cotton tonight), | succumbed to the darkness around me.

Chapter 5
Midnight Conversations

~Bella™

As my arms clung around Emmett's wide shoulders, | tried my very best to purge the image of
Edward's lips on her cheek from my mind. It made my stomach hurt just thinking about how
he'd touched her before. If their greeting had been that intimate, | could only imagine what else
they'd done together. | needed some brain bleach ASAP. Ugh.

Emily.

Now | remembered her. She was blonde and perky and about the size of my pinky. But she
wasn't a cute, hyper midget like Alice... no. She was loud and obnoxious and had a face that
made her look like she was twelve years old. And Edward was okay with fucking (yes, | had
acknowledged that much already) her?

"I don't like her," Rosalie spoke up as we trekked through the darkness to our cabin. Alice and |
both looked up, raising our eyes in disbelief at the blunt Southerner. "What?" she asked. "You all
were thinking it. | just said it."

Emmett chuckled so softly that the only reason | heard it was because | could feel the vibrations
through his back. "I'm not a huge fan, either. I'll admit it."

That was all Alice needed to hear to add her two cents, which | was sure had been brewing since
she'd first laid eyes on the offending woman. "Ugh, as soon as she started talking, | remembered
her. | could practically hear her screeching, 'No, Alice, hold the stick further down... really?
You're tired already?' and blah, blah, blah. Seriously, | don't know if I'll be able to keep hanging
out with you guys if she's always around. Will she always be around?" Alice ranted.



"God, | hope not," Rosalie mumbled.
"She also looks like she's twelve."

Emmett stopped in his tracks and tilted his head towards mine slightly before breaking into
loud, earsplitting guffaws. Rosalie and Alice turned around, watching the bizarre scene in front
of them and joined in on the laughter, too.

"She speaks!" Emmett wheezed through his laughter. Annoyed, | flopped my head back down
onto Emmett's back and pinched his bicep firmly. "Ow! What the fuck, LB?"

"She really does look like she's twelve," Alice agreed readily.
Thanks, best friend. | can always count on you.

Finally back at our bunk, Emmett dropped me down onto my bed before sitting at the foot of it,
waiting patiently. He looked like he needed to talk to me about something.

"Yes, Em?"

"I wanted to tuck you into bed." He smiled, leaping up to pull the covers around me. | rolled my
eyes. That was absolutely not what he was waiting for, but | guessed we'd discuss it later...
perhaps when so many people weren't around. "Night, ladies." He winked at Rosalie before
shutting the door behind him.

"Okay." Rosalie smiled wickedly. "Let's chat, Bella."

We spent the next three hours talking about everything. | learned every minute detail of
Rosalie's relationship with Royce—he wasn't comfortable being in a long distance relationship
(even for three months), he was very protective of her, he'd been her first, and they'd gotten
into a huge fight tonight, so she was glad that I'd picked a comedy for us to watch. In return, |
told her all about Edward. And me and Edward. Mostly me wanting to do dirty, dirty things to
Edward and how he obviously still thought of me as a little sister.

"If he does, then he's fooling himself," Rosalie laughed. | raised my eyebrow in question. "Hun, |
know you thought you were being all sneaky with the white t-shirt and no bra, but trust me... he
noticed. Hell, he's probably going to dream about your perky little boobs tonight. Which, PS...
nice!" She winked as she gave my boobs a small love tap. | blushed at being called out so
obviously. But it's true. My boobs are awesome. Hence their vulgar display tonight. Clearly, |
have no shame. And | was happy to realize that we were already at that point in our
relationship. Boob groping between girls was always welcomed in my book. It was a true sign of
friendship.

Rosalie was incredible. She made me feel so relaxed and happy, even when she embarrassed
the hell out of me. She was the quintessential girl next door... if the girl next door had a bad case
of potty mouth. She was nearly as inappropriate as | was. Additionally, it was nice to have a new
best friend—someone else to confide in, who wasn't so biased or close to the situation.



"All right, girls, it's almost four, and we have to be at assembly tomorrow by nine so this beauty
needs some sleep. Sweet dreams."

We fell asleep quickly, happy to have found each other so easily.

The rest of the week followed a similar routine. We'd wake up, go through the pre-camp
meetings and lesson planning, and then watch a movie at Bunk Seven and head back to our
cabin to gossip for a few hours. Alice, Rosalie, and | became a unit—completely
inseparable—while Edward, Jasper, Jake, and Emmett formed their own. It was two of the best
weeks of my entire life.

I'd toned back my "seduction"—if that was what you could call it—ever since Rosalie had called
me out on my white t-shirt move, so things were progressing slowly at best. In fact, if | were to
be honest, I'd admit that things hadn't really progressed at all. Edward and | were in some sort
of purgatory limbo. And he definitely hadn't invited me back into his bed since that first night.
But my rack and | would be working on that in the near future... one push up bra at a time.
Thanks, Victoria. It's not really a secret. | couldn't help but feel smug when | saw Edward's eyes
linger slightly on my chest, but that was essentially the only change.

After almost two weeks of gossiping and hours of my complaining about Edward, Rosalie
insisted on buying me new underwear. She said if | wanted someone to eventually be seeing it, |
should wear underwear that wanted to be seen. Positive Pussy Reinforcement, she called it. |
had yet to put the plan into action, but my hoo-hah and | had high hopes.

Luckily, Emily hadn't been around that much, so | didn't need to run much interference. She'd
stop by every so often to invite the boys out, but they never took her up on her offers. She and
her best friend Sam had fallen in with the latest party crowd, who would go out drinking every
night. And while | enjoyed drinking occasionally, | couldn't bring myself to drink in the presence
of Emmett for at least a few more weeks (if ever). A little part of me thrilled every time Edward
turned her down.

Tonight, though, the routine was being broken. It was the last night before the campers arrived,
which meant that our total dynamic was going to shift again. And | was a little nervous. We had
each gotten our bunk assignments. | had a group of thirteen-year-olds, as did Rosalie (thank
God, she was only two bunks down), but Alice was being put with the nine-year-olds, all the way
across campus from us. And tonight was the first night that we hadn't watched a movie in Bunk
Seven or gossiped until three AM.

Instead, | was sitting alone in my bunk, trying to clean it up for the kids, who would no doubt be
making a huge mess of it tomorrow. Looking at the clock, | noticed that it was already one AM,
and | still felt completely wired. | tried to get comfortable on my bed, but it felt odd being alone
in the cabin. | closed my eyes and started counting back from one hundred, hoping to calm my
racing mind, but all | could think about was planning my underwear choices for the next week
and what Edward would have to say if he saw them.

"Bellal' My eyes snapped open and | sat up quickly, banging my head on the shelf above my bed.

"Ow..." | rubbed my forehead. Just great. Now | would be able to welcome my new campers



with a lump on my head. | looked in the direction of the offending voice, only to be greeted with
the sight of a guilty-looking Rosalie. "Rose?"

"Sorry, Bella, | didn't mean to scare you." She climbed onto the bed next to me. "l was just
lonely in my bunk."

"Samesies."

"Want to go hang out on the front porch?" | nodded readily and hopped out of bed, not even
bothering to put on shoes. Rosalie held my hand as we walked through the soft grass, not saying
anything. It wasn't needed. We both understood that this was the last night of the little bubble
world we'd been living in for the past fourteen days. | led her to my favorite Adirondack chair,
the one I'd spent the first night of camp in, gossiping with Jake and Emmett.

Naturally, our conversation moved quickly to Edward and my frustrations with our weird
relationship stasis.

"You're over-thinking it, Bella," Rosalie sighed.
"Over-thinking what?"

"Okay, I'm going to be a hundred percent honest with you because | can, right?" She paused,
waiting for my approval to continue. Rose was never anything but honest, so if she had to stop
and ask... what she was about to say was probably going to hurt. | nodded nervously. "You don't
actually like Edward."

"Uh, what?" That was ridiculous. Of course | liked Edward. | had liked Edward forever! "I'm fairly
certain that | do, Rose."

She scowled and grabbed my hand tightly. "Honey, that's not what | meant. You like Edward, but
not in the way where he's going to like you back."

"What the fuck does that even mean?" | growled, growing offended by her blatant disregard for
feelings | had harbored for five years.

"Stop interrupting me!" She scowled again. "Listen, you like Edward like he's a celebrity. You
don't actually know him. You think you know him, but you don't really. You've put him up on this
pedestal that he can't possibly live up to. He's not the gorgeous, talented, hilarious, amazing guy
you gush about every night."

“I'm not finished, Bella." | zipped my mouth shut and pretended to throw away the key. "I've
been around Edward when it's just us and Emmett, and he's this whole other person that you've
never met before. And I'm not saying that you wouldn't like that person, but | just don't think
you know him very well. Edward... he's socially awkward and generally uncomfortable with
relationships, which he compensates for by joking constantly. He's crude and
inappropriate—almost as much as you—but he's also a major nerd. His Star Wars obsession
eclipses even your obsession with him. He even plays with action figures..."



"He does what?" | asked, completely incredulous.

"Yeah! That's what my reaction was! You just have to wait to see them, Bella... it's pretty
hilarious. He has a Jesus action figure, called Judo Jesus, and he has him fight his Spiderman
action figure. They battle to the death. Judo Jesus usually ends up getting crucified..." She
giggled at her own pun.

The more Rosalie talked about Edward, the more | realized that we hadn't spent that much time
together in a social setting. We really weren't that well acquainted, which bothered me a lot
more than I'd admit to Rosalie in that instant... especially since she'd known him for two weeks
and clearly knew more about him than | did. | didn't realize that Rosalie had been spending so
much time alone with the boys without me. | wondered briefly where I'd been during those
moments and why she hadn't taken me along with her.

Instead of commenting, | changed the topic to something Rosalie would want to talk about:
college football. Since | was going to USC and she was going to LSU, we were now rivals, which
was really fun to joke about. Rosalie and | were deep in conversation when | felt a gentle touch
on my shoulder. | whipped my head around, only to see my favorite crooked grin. "Hey!" | said,
surprised.

"What are you two doing up? Isn't it a bit past your bedtime?" | smiled and shook my head, but |
groaned on the inside. Of course he would say something like that. The past two weeks had
been sprinkled with some not-so-subtle reminders that | was incredibly young.

"It's definitely past my bedtime, but Bella's a little insomniac and needed some company."
Rosalie laid her head on my shoulder, yawning exaggeratedly. | wanted to laugh at her theatrics.

"If you wanted to get some sleep, | could take her off your hands," Edward suggested, shoving
his hands firmly into the pockets of his shorts. My stomach fluttered at the thought of being
alone with Edward. With everything Rosalie and | had just discussed, it was clear that it needed
to happen... | just wasn't sure if | could do it. Needless to say, | was nervous.

"Oh, would you, Edward?" Rosalie feigned her gratitude. "That would be so great. I'm
exhausted." She yawned again, standing up to stretch. | shot my eyes to her in a quick glare
before smiling back at Edward, who was now taking her place on the small love seat.

"Not a problem. LB and | haven't had a chance to really catch up anyway. Too much movie-
watching and napping going on for that." He laughed and wrapped his arm around my shoulder
to pull me into his side. | sighed happily. Out of the corner of my eye, | saw Rosalie attempting to
stifle her laughter.

"Well, goodnight, you two. Don't do anything | wouldn't do," she warned as she laughed under
her breath. And with a large wave, she skipped off into the darkness, back towards her cabin. |
wondered for a second if the whole thing had been a set up, but... how would she have known
that Edward would be around when clearly everyone else was in bed? | shook my head to rid it
of those foolish thoughts before sinking even further into Edward's side.



"So, you're an insomniac?" We both gazed forward, over the sprawling front hill and out to the
lake, which was sparkling under the nearly full moon.

"Only when | can't shut my brain off."

"And why can't you shut your brain off tonight?" My mind immediately started thinking about
the new slutty pairs of underwear waiting to be seen by him, but | didn't think we were quite
ready to discuss those yet. Instead, | glanced upwards to answer him and was completely taken
off guard by his eyes, which seemed to be piercing through the darkness and seeing through the
shoddy facade of attempted indifference I'd put up.

| gulped nervously. "I have a bunch of story lines | can't stop thinking about," | lied.
"I thought you wanted to be a director?"

"And a writer," | answered, sounding oddly cold. He sighed and looked forward again, but |
couldn't take my eyes off his face. | examined the sturdy line of his jaw, which was stubble free
for the first time in two weeks.

"You shaved." My thumb landed on the bottom of his jaw, running over the smooth skin lightly,
without conscious thought. As | saw his Adam's apple move just below my hand, | realized that |
had initiated contact with Edward for the first time all summer. And it was a bit awkward. Or
maybe that was just me. He remained motionless under my finger until | cleared my throat and
retreated nervously, placing my hand back into my lap. | felt the vibrations of his soft laughter
and looked up again.

"You haven't changed a bit, Bella."

Of course. Because that's what every person who has tried so desperately to be seen as
something different wants to hear, right?

Maybe | should just take off my clothes... then maybe he'd see how I've changed. It's amazing
what a wax will do for a girl's confidence.

Ah, yes—let's not forget the OTHER half of Rosalie's Positive Pussy Reinforcement plan. Fuck,
that shit hurt.

"So, why USC?" he continued, completely oblivious to my inner turmoil.

| smiled and looked forward again. This | could answer without hesitation. "l knew | wanted to
stay on the west coast, so NYU and RISD and Syracuse were out. | looked at UCLA first, and it
blew... and not in the good way." He laughed a short bark of a laugh at that comment, clearly
unprepared for my potty mouth. | continued on and pretended not to notice. "There's just
something so inviting about USC. | had this odd, visceral reaction to walking around the campus,
like | just knew | belonged there. | may or may not have cried during our tour of the Zemeckis
center, which is their soundstage. They have a fucking sound stage. Can you believe that? My
parents thought | was crazy, of course. But | applied, and | got into their production program, so
I'm pretty happy."



"Did you say Zemeckis Center... as in... Robert Zemeckis?" Edward looked shocked.

"Oh, yeah. Bob's an alum. What now?" | gloated. "And on the school's board of councilors."
Edward exhaled slowly. | couldn't decipher his facial expression. It was confused? Pissed?
Happy? Why am I so bad at reading people? The silence was overwhelmingly oppressive. Finally,
Edward responded.

"Wow. USC," he said, sounding pained and looking unsure.
"What?" | asked, genuinely curious about his sudden change in disposition.

"l... uh... I guess I'm a little jealous." He laughed awkwardly, his gazed fixed back on the
shimmering lake.

"Jealous of me?" No way. "That's ridiculous..."

"You're going to be such a huge success, Bella. I'm still trying to get the hell out of Providence..."
He ran a hand through his hair, tugging at the ends, trying to muster up a smile for me. "My only
claim to fame is selling school books to Leelee Sobieski when she went to Brown."

"You could move to LA with me," | blurted out. My filter must still be broken.

"If I knew | could make a living out there, I'd be there in a second." He sighed, leading us into
another bout of awkward silence.

Talking to Edward was so much harder than I'd anticipated. It had never been like this when I'd
been a camper. Our conversation had been fluid and effortless, but now... | could FEEL the effort
that both of us were putting in. I mean, shit. This is painful. And even with all of those efforts,
we were still lagging.

What the hell happened?
Edward fidgeted underneath my weight and squeezed the hand that was placed in my lap.

"I should probably get to bed." He shifted again so that | could lean away from him. | missed his
body heat as soon as we were separated. He stood up slowly, stretching his arms above his
head. | glanced briefly at the small sliver of skin that peeked out from between the waistband of
his shorts and the hem of his t-shirt.

"Yeah, me too..." | attempted to stand up, but | failed to realize that both of my feet had fallen
asleep. They had been tucked underneath me for at least an hour. My ankles buckled under my
weight, and | crashed straight into Edward's chest with a loud oomph.

Embarrassed, | put my hands on his chest, attempting to push myself away from him to stand
upright. But Edward's arms were wrapped firmly around my waist, not letting me move away. |
tilted my head upwards and bit my lip in confusion.



As soon as we locked eyes, my breathing picked up. | had to consciously remember to steady it,
counting, "in one... two, release one... two," to prevent hyperventilation. Edward was staring at
me. And it wasn't just a friendly stare. No, he was looking at me so intently, it looked like he was
trying to figure me out like a difficult math problem. His green eyes glowed in the moonlight,
making them appear almost iridescent. Needless to say, | was completely captivated. Wasn't
green the color of lust, after all? I'd heard that somewhere before... | knew | had. And | felt like |
was being pulled into a cyclone of horny by Edward's glowing green eyes.

Stunned, my jaw dropped slightly, letting my bottom lip free from my teeth. Edward's gaze
flicked down to the freed lip before returning to my eyes, his brow furrowing even further. He
blinked rapidly then, and glanced down at the ground before releasing his hold on my waist and
helping me stand again.

"Do you have your camera here this summer?"

"Wha—"?" | was still trying to document every detail of our "moment." Because that was exactly
what it had been... a moment. A bizarre one. An inexplicable one. But a moment nonetheless.

"Your camera... did you bring it with you?" His question shook me out of my lusty haze.

“No, did you need one? Wait, that's a really stupid question, of course you don't..." | bit my lip
again and looked down at the ground. | was rapidly becoming a total spaz in his presence. This
was new and unexpected, and | wasn't quite sure what to do about it yet.

"I should give you the combination to the shack. In case you want to work on any projects
during your insomniac nights. You can borrow the cameras anytime." My head snapped up
towards him.

"24,9, 14... right?" He smiled then, finally. A real, genuine, non-awkward smile, which made my
breathing pick up again.

"Steel trap, | see," he laughed, putting his index fingers on either side of my head to point
towards my brain. "I'll see you tomorrow, Bella."

| walked back to my cabin, not really sure of what had happened. Things with Edward were
definitely changing.

| knew that the comfortable repartee we used in the company of others was nowhere to be
found when it was just the two of us tonight, which had never really happened before. And |
knew that Edward had discovered something about me... | just had no idea what that
"something" was. Lastly, | knew without a doubt that my attraction to Edward had only
increased with the layers of himself that he was willing to share with me. | felt like | was finally
getting to know Edward the man... not just Edward the friend or Edward the counselor. It scared
me shitless.

| realized that Rosalie had been completely right. | liked Edward like a celebrity. It was safe to be
"obsessed" with him because | never had to commit to anything real. There wasn't really a
chance that he could like me back. But now, the dynamic of our relationship had completely



altered. | wasn't the innocent camper, and he wasn't the cool, older counselor... we were simply
Bella and Edward.

But | was now more motivated than ever to continue my plans of seduction. Looks like | may
need to make a weekly appointment with Elsa the waxer, after all. | could only hope that the
look we'd shared tonight was an indication of things to come.

~Edward~

As | sprinted back towards Bunk Seven, one thought ran through my mind on repeat. | was
fucked. Totally and utterly fucked. | felt like a creepy, child-molesting pedophile, and | needed a
shower stat. Preferably a freezing cold one.

As if it weren't bad enough that her white t-shirt-clad tits had been making cameos in my
dreams for the past two weeks, | had now gotten a boner... in front of Bella. No, not just in front
of Bella. Because of Bella. A Bella boner, if you will. Oh, Jesus.

To be honest, the boobs | could kind of excuse. | was a guy—a really nerdy art school freak who
hadn't even gotten to touch one until he'd been twenty-one—so the titty dreamage didn't freak
me out so much. | was never doing anything with them in my dreames... they were just kind of on
display. As they had been that night.

But tonight. Fuck. Tonight had been different. There was no dismissing my erection. It had
happened. And | was starting to go into panic mode.

| hadn't even planned on leaving my bunk tonight. I'd merely been forced to vacate when
Emmett and Jake had decided that it'd be a great idea to start playing Rock Band IN MY ROOM
at midnight. Jasper had thought it was hilarious, cheering for both of them with each round. But
I'd been annoyed and feeling restless, so I'd decided to take a late-night stroll around camp.

I'd walked from our bunk down to the lake and sat on the dock for a good hour before I'd heard
people up by the front porch. | had decided to investigate and potentially make friends with my
fellow insomniacs. | had been shocked to find Bella and Rosalie out there.

Talking to Bella had been... harder than I'd thought it was going to be. In more ways than one. In
the video shack, we'd always been able to talk about anything. I'd been her counselor, yes, but
I'd also been her confidante and her teacher. Free speech just accompanied that. Two years ago,
| could recite Bella's favorite movies and her top most-played songs on her ipod. Tonight,
though, I'd realized that | didn't know why she had applied to USC or even that she wanted to
write as well as direct. Absentee parent was right. Except thinking that now was just so wrong. |
really had to stop with the sibling and parental references. Incest boners were never okay... you
hear me, John Phillips? Not cool.

| was definitely going to have to take a step back and reassess the Bella situation. We had both
changed a lot in the past two years, and | wasn't really sure where that left us.

Honestly, | couldn't help the strange attraction | had felt towards her tonight. | was physically
pulled to her. When she'd crashed into me, my hands had refused to leave their place on her



waist. They'd gripped her closer to me, feeling her body heat seep through my t-shirt. And when
she'd looked up at me with her big doe eyes, looking all innocent and shining under the moon...
and her bottom lip was contorted by her front teeth... gah! That'd been when my cock decided
to speak up. I'd been so freaked out by its sudden arrival that I'd had to take a huge step
backwards and get the hell out of dodge before | did something crazy. Like kiss her. And God
knew | could under NO circumstances kiss Bella.

| may have had a weirdly sexual reaction to her tonight, but | couldn't let her become one of my
summer flings. | was terrible at relationships. | just didn't do them. | never had and probably
never would. | needed to figure out my own shit without having to worry about being a good
boyfriend. And Bella deserved a great boyfriend. She was a fantastic girl. | felt like | was having
some sort of existential crisis, questioning the very fabric of my existence.

Shut up, you pansy.

Sighing and refusing to dwell on it, | trudged back into the bunk. Jake and Emmett were already
snoring, but Jasper was still up reading.

"1984?"

He propped himself up on his elbow to face me. "Yeah, | have a weird thing about conspiracy
theories. | know, I'm totally crazy." We both laughed.

| sighed and ran my hand through my hair again. "No, | get it. Big brother is out there. | can't
even watch porn on my computer without feeling like somebody's watching me." | attempted a
laugh, but mentioning porn just took my mind back to Bella's rack and my recently-squashed
boner.

Oo. Titty fucking.

Oh my God. You're imagining putting your cock in between Bella'stits, you sick pervert.

I really AM a creepy child molester. | should be castrated.

"Uh, I don't mean to pry, but you look like you've just seen a ghost. Care to share?"

| shook my head vehemently. "Trust me, you don't want to know." | don't even want to know.

Jasper looked skeptical. "Okay. I'll let it slide this time, but just know that you can tell me stuff.
I'm apparently really easy to talk to." He laughed, winking at me before returning to his book.

| groaned and slid into bed. Minutes later, Jasper turned out the light. And an hour after that,
my brain was still going on overdrive. | realized what Bella had meant about not being able to
turn your brain off. | flopped my body over again, trying to find a more comfortable position, but
it was fruitless.

| sat up and turned the light back on.



"What the hell?" Jasper moaned, covering his eyes with his pillow.
"I think | want to talk," | blurted out quickly, tripping over my words.

Jasper's eyes widened, and he rolled over to face me as he still lay in bed. "Okay, Cullen. Do your
worst. Why the hell are you having a panic attack at three AM?"

| didn't actually want to give Jasper specifics, so | decided to gloss over a little bit. "Let's say,
hypothetically, that | became... um... aroused by someone tonight, and it made me feel kind of

like a pedophile. Am | a pedophile?"

Jasper flopped back onto the bed and laughed... loudly. And he kept laughing. | was starting to
get annoyed.

"Jasper!"

"I'm sorry... I'm sorry..." he choked out, settling down slightly. "Okay, okay... is that it?"
"Yes..."

"So you're freaked out because Bella gave you a boner?"

"Wh... I...ho... c... di...fu... huh?" | sputtered unintelligibly, causing Jasper to laugh again.
"You said you felt like a pedophile, and | know you didn't get a boner from Alice because you
wouldn't be telling me. So, my deductive reasoning tells me that you got—what did you

say—aroused? Because of Bella."

"Shh! Keep your voice down!" | panicked again, even though | knew that Jake and Emmett both
slept like the dead.

"Edward, it's okay."

"It's not okay. I'm a complete monster who wanted to take advantage of a nice little girl
tonight... and oh my God, | just called her a little girl and | was thinking about bending her over
my arm and ramming into her from—" Jasper put up his hand to stop me. Thank God. | was
getting a bit disgusted with myself with that train of thought.

"Let's think about this rationally. Was it an accidental boner?"
"Um, what?" | scoffed. "There's no such thing as an accidental boner, Jasper."

"Trust me, there is," Jasper argued, looking more serious now. "Haven't you ever gotten one in
front of your friends' moms or at church or something unconventional like that? It happens. If
it's a one-time thing—it's accidental. If it happens continually... then that's something else. Was
this the first time it happened around her?" | nodded, trying to take in everything he was
throwing back at me. "Well, you've been hanging out with her for the past two weeks, and it's
never happened before. | vote accidental. Don't freak out, Edward. | don't think you're a



pedophile, so stop referring to yourself as that. It's creepy. And untrue. She's eighteen, for the
record."

An accidental erection, hmmm. Jasper was right. It hadn't happened in the past two weeks—not
even with the white t-shirt (LIAR—you totally started to! Suppressing an erection isn't the same
as not getting one at all, my inner voice argued). Tonight had to have been a fluke. | wasn't sure
what I'd been thinking at the time. Maybe | hadn't been thinking at all.

All I knew was that | wanted to get to know the real Bella more. As a friend. No boners involved.
And if tonight was truly a one-time thing, then it shouldn't be a problem at all.

"Thanks for talking me off the ledge, Jasper." | turned the light back off as | heard a muffled,
"You're welcome," from Jasper.

Temporarily appeased, | fell into a dreamless slumber.

Chapter 6
Unfounded Insults

~Bella™

| was jolted awake the next morning at seven-thirty by reveille—aka my new morning wake-up
call for the next two months—with an odd sense of foreboding. | didn't know if it was because
of the massive amounts of awkwardness Edward and | had been exuding merely hours previous
or if I was just incredibly nervous to have a flock of campers, but | had a feeling that today
wasn't going to go smoothly. Wiping the sleep from my eyes, | reached for my glasses—far too
tired to put in my contacts just yet.

"Wake up, bitch!" Alice called, pushing her way into my darkened cabin. Alice loved the first day
of camp... and she was a morning person. | wouldn't be surprised if she had been up since five.
Rolling over, | looked to see that she was, in fact, already showered and made up, ready for the
day.

“I'm coming..." | groaned, sitting up slowly and pushing my glasses up my nose. Not even
bothering to put on a bra, | threw on Edward's red hoodie over my ensemble and made my way
over to Alice, who was already huffing with impatience. "Good God, woman, breakfast doesn't
start for another half an hour."

"I know, but we have to go get Rosalie, and | want to see our table assignments and..." | let Alice
ramble on as she grabbed my hand and pulled me the two doors down to Rosalie's cabin.

Apparently everyone was a morning person except for me. Rosalie was just finishing
straightening her hair when we arrived and was already fully dressed. | was starting to feel like a
slob just looking at them. Rosalie turned and smirked at me.



"Didn't get that much sleep, Bella?" she said, raising a pointed eyebrow at me.

| didn't bother to respond. Instead, | just groaned and pulled the large red hood over my head,
hoping to hide away from the two boisterous girls in front of me.

"Why wouldn't she have gotten that much sleep?" Alice asked Rose before turning to me. "Why
wouldn't you have gotten that much sleep, LB?" | shook my head, not ready to relive the
awkwardness that was last night. "What happened? Bel-la!" she whined, her volume steadily
increasing, making my head ring uncomfortably.

"She spent all last night talking to Edward on the front porch."

"You did WHAT?" Alice screeched. "Okay, that's fine. We'll talk about that later. And I'll excuse
the glasses just this once. But don't think I'll forget, LB, 'cause | won't."

"Thanks, Rose."

“No problem." She winked and then looped her arms through mine and Alice's, leading us
towards the dining hall.

| slid onto the bench quickly and rested my head on the table while Alice ordered me a coffee
with a box of skim milk and three packets of Splenda from the table server. Thank God for small
favors, right?

My head continued to rest on the table, even when | heard Emmett, Jake, Edward, and Jasper
approach the table, grunting a hello of sorts. | only lifted my head back up when | could smell
the coffee directly in front of my face. My hand went out to grab it, as did Emmett's.

"If you value your life at all, you will stop that movement immediately,"” | threatened, not raising
my voice at all.

Emmett startled and then broke into laughter, pushing the cup of steamy goodness back in my
direction. As | made up my coffee to perfection, Emmett's laughter continued... as did everyone
else's, for some reason. | looked up with curiosity before Emmett leaned back, revealing a
hoodie-clad, glasses-wearing, exhausted-looking Edward. And despite how tired he looked, |
couldn't help but notice how delicious Edward appeared in glasses.

"Awww, you guys match. Isn't that adorable?"

"Precious," Alice cooed directly into my ear. | twitched in her direction, my only real response,
chugging down my coffee and ordering another one on the spot.

"I didn't know you wore glasses, LB," Edward commented sleepily. | immediately became self-
conscious. I'd forgotten that | was wearing my glasses, too. And even though Edward looked
yummier than yummy in his, that didn't mean | looked like sex reincarnate in mine. In fact, |
rarely wore them at all because they made me look like a huge dork.

"LB hasn't worn her glasses in public since she was, what, ten?" Emmett laughed, wrapping a



large arm around my shoulders. "l remember the summer you got contacts. I've never seen a
little girl that excited before. | thought you looked super cute with the glasses, though."

"Yeah, sure."

"I think you still look super cute with the glasses," Edward spoke up. | snapped my head towards
his voice, only to see him smiling happily at me. Maybe the awkwardness from last night had
been a fluke? It seemed like Edward was perfectly fine with me again. Weird. Assuming we were
back to normal, | figured it was okay to resume our typical banter.

"You don't look so bad yourself, Clark."

"Clark?"

"Aren't you supposed to be some sort of comic book nerd? At least, that's the word out on the
street."

Edward rolled his eyes before digging into his bowl of cereal, milk sloshing everywhere. "Trust
me, I'm no Superman."

"Clearly. Clark Kent had far better manners than you," | scolded, eyeing the milk that had
splashed onto the table.

Edward ignored my comment and continued to spoon large mouthfuls of the cereal into his
mouth, until his cheeks were so big, he looked like a squirrel saving up food for the winter. |
couldn't control myself anymore and finally cracked my first smile of the day, shaking my head
in amusement.

"Wan some?" Edward attempted to say, his mouth still full.

"No talking with your mouth full, dear," Jake mocked, batting his eyes at Edward as he wiped his
mouth with his sleeve.

"I don't eat in the morning. Only coffee." | shrugged, taking another large sip of my caffeinated
beverage.

"You need proper nutrition to grow big and strong." Edward tsk'ed in my direction, replicating
Jake's motherly tone. "Caffeine stunts your growth. It's why you're so tiny, LB."

"Not everywhere..." Jake wiggled his eyebrows, reaching past Alice to grab at my chest over the
zipped-up hoodie.

"Jake!" Edward and | yelled simultaneously as his large hands squeezed my breasts.

"What? All I'm saying is that you've filled in, and I've noticed, LB." | shook my head in disbelief.
Did Jake really just grope me in public? Am | still dreaming?

Emmett, Rosalie, Alice, and Jasper—who had been fairly silent for this past exchange—finally



broke out into loud whoops and hollers, making me realize that Jake had nearly gotten to
second base with me with the entire table watching.

"And on that note, since I'm not eating, | think I'm going to head out and take a shower..." |
blushed.

"Aww, | didn't mean anything by it, LB!" Jake attempted to apologize as | roused from my seat.
Looking back, | saw him looking so dejected that | had to go over and let him know that | wasn't
offended. Meanwhile, Edward was shooting his Clark Kent heat-ray lasers into the side of Jake's
head.

Well, if that comment upset him... let's see what he makes of this. LB is NOT so little after all, is
she?

"I know, Jakey Bear." | smiled, using my age-old nickname for the lumbering giant. "l forgive you.
All I want in return in a kiss, please." | turned my head towards Edward and leaned down to
Jake's sitting height. He smiled in return and puckered his lips together in a forced pout. Feeling
particularly confident (and attempting to get a potentially jealous reaction out of Edward), |
reached down and grabbed Jake's hands from his lap and pressed his hands back over my chest
as he placed a large, wet kiss to my cheek. Edward's eyes nearly bugged out of his head as he
followed the motion of my hands joined with Jake's. Still laughing, | turned away from the table
and headed out of the cafeteria, feeling completely rejuvenated.

"Fuck yeah!" | heard Jake call out over Emmett's boisterous laugh. "Damn, that girl is stacked!
And no bra—shibby!" Jake continued, followed by a loud thwack and an, "Ow, what the fuck,
Edward?"

Maybe today was going to be a good day after all.

Or maybe not. Thirteen-year-old girls sucked. And | felt truly sorry for the world that | had ever
been one.

"No, Vicky!" one of the blonde ones yelled. "You can't put your Miley Cyrus poster up! | have a
Jonas Brothers poster, and | think it would be disrespectful to Nick to put her up next to him."

Vicky, a tiny red-headed thing, sighed and nodded solemnly. "You're right, Jen. | don't know
what | was thinking. Nick would not approve. How about this one?" She held up a large poster
for Camp Rock. The blonde one nodded enthusiastically, and with that, they were off, pulling
centerfolds out of their Tiger Beat magazines. | couldn't believe that these were actual
conversations | was witnessing.

When the girls first arrived, | was incredibly excited to meet them. My six girls—Vicky, Jen,
Andie, Danielle, Rachel, and Lauren—they weren't as excited about meeting me, though. Instead
of a hello, | got a gaggle of screaming girls, who were—without a doubt—going to be raising hell
this summer. There had already been a near blowout between Danielle and Rachel, deciding
who had to sleep in the bed next to mine.

I mean, really? Was | this bad when | was a camper? Note to self: apologize to Emmett.



Andie was the only remotely well-behaved one, and | was pretty sure | only thought that
because she'd been out of the cabin as soon as she'd unpacked her belongings and made her
bed. In fact, | had no idea of her current whereabouts. And | wasn't about to ask the other five
brats. No, they were too busy fighting over which Disney show was better— Wizards of Waverly
Place or Suite Life on Deck. | was definitely in for a long summer. Hopefully, my afternoon
classes would have more promising campers than these ones.

When the bell rang for lunch, | practically skipped over to the dining hall, desperate for some
friendly faces. Luckily, I ran into Rosalie and Emmett, who were looking over the table
assignments. Suddenly, Rosalie turned around and threw herself into Emmett's arms. Looking
startled, Emmett took a second to compose himself before hugging her back.

"Hey, guys..." | approached them tentatively. "What's going on?"

"Oh, hey, Bella." Rosalie smiled and stepped out of Emmett's arms, looking a bit nervous. "I just
found out that I'm stationed to be the foot of Emmett's table."

"Table 16, what up?" Emmett raised his hand to high five Rosalie loudly.

| hoped to God that | was stationed at a good person's table. If | had to endure three meals a day
with a heinous counselor, | wasn't sure what | was going to do. | really needed this day to turn
around and fast. Emmett's eyes went back to the list, presumably to find my name... and he
burst out laughing. Never a good sign, coming from Emmett.

"Looks like you're in luck, LB. You're the foot of Table 1," he snorted.
"Um, okay?"

"I'll give you two guesses as to who are the heads of Tables 1 and 2. Only they would be gay
enough to request tables next to one another. Here's a hint: your table head rounded second
with you this morning." He paused and looked thoughtful. "Damn, girl. By the end of this
summer we're all going to have felt you up. Ooh, she wants it, uh uh she wants it..." he sang in
the style of Justin Timberlake. Ass. | shot a death glare at Emmett, who recoiled pretty quickly
for being such a large guy. "Kidding... | didn't actually touch your boobs, did I? | can't
remember..."

"Stop being a jackass on purpose, you oaf," Rosalie said as she smacked his arm.

Before | could thank her for coming to my defense (I was fairly certain that Emmett hadn't
touched the ladies... ), | felt large, warm hands clamp onto my waist and spin me high into the
air.

"Jake, put me down!" | squirmed, recognizing the devious chuckle in my ear.

"Put her down, you tool," Edward rolled his eyes as he brushed by Jake and me coolly. "Where's
Alice?"



"What's up your ass?" Jake said as he put me back on the ground, punching Edward in the
shoulder instead.

Edward's eyes narrowed. "Nothing," he scoffed. "Just watch your mouth, Jake. Campers are
officially here."

"Okay, Mom," Jake laughed, wrapping his arms around my waist again to pull me into a warm
hug. Edward's eyes narrowed again, and | wondered what the hell actually was up his ass. |
knew that he had a reputation for being moody—Jake and Emmett would often complain about
it, actually—but I'd never seen it in action before. It was slightly disconcerting, and | wasn't sure
how I felt about it. Not wanting to think about it, | relaxed into Jake's embrace, leaning my back
against his chest.

"Ooh, she wants it, uh uh she wants it..." Emmett started singing again.

"So I'm gonna give it to her..." Jake finished the line as his hands started rising up my torso
again. Knowing where he was headed, | squealed loudly and extracted myself from his arms. |
ran into Rosalie's waiting embrace seeking refuge from the hulking mass chasing after me. She
laughed and wrapped herself around me, protecting me from the grabby hands of Jake and
Emmett, who were tag-teaming me from either side.

"Leave me alone, you goons!"

"If you hadn't given them an open invitation, maybe this would be a non-issue," Edward stated,
sounding completely disgusted. His eyes weren't even on me. | recoiled, my breath hitching and
my smile disappearing immediately. Jake and Emmett's playful smiles disappeared, too; their
eyes snapped to Edward, whose gaze was trained on the ground.

"What's that supposed to mean?" | refuted angrily. If Edward thought he could be a moody
fucker with me, he was sorely mistaken. | wasn't in the mood for taking anyone's shit after
dealing with the thirteen year olds from hell this morning.

Edward looked up, his eyes conveying disgust. "l was just saying that your behavior speaks
volumes. If you don't want people to think of you like that—"

"Like what?" | interrupted, my temper starting to boil over.

"You know like what," he scoffed, crossing his arms and scowling at me. | felt my body tensing
and preparing to lunge at him when Rosalie's arms tightened around my waist. No one was
holding Jake back, though.

"Edward!" Jake shouted, punching him square in the back. | would have flinched at the force
he'd hit him with, had | not been so utterly shocked, pissed, and humiliated. "What's wrong with
you? You've been acting like a first-class jerk since you woke up this morning. Take it out on
me—I don't care. But what the fuck did LB ever do to you?"

Before Edward could respond, though, Alice bounded up the stairs into his arms. "Edward, I'm
the foot of your table! LB, can you believe it? We're going to be next to each other all summer



long! I'm so excited. | hope we have a good group of girls."

Ignoring Rosalie's firm grasp, | stepped towards Edward, wanting to confront him, but his eyes
refused to meet mine. Coward.

"Pussy," | muttered under my breath as | grabbed Jake's hand, boring holes into the side of
Edward's head with my eyes. "Uh... come on, Jake. Let's go set up the table."

| didn't know what Edward's problem was, but | was in no mood to coddle him today. If he didn't
want to play nice, then | wasn't going to play nice either.

Jake and | set our table quickly and stood, waiting for our campers to arrive. Edward walked by
quickly and quietly, laying out a stack of plates without looking back at me once.

"LB, what's going on?" Alice whispered, turning to me as she and Edward finished up their table.
"I don't know. Someone's got a stick up their ass for no apparent reason."

"Alice, campers are here," Edward called, still not looking at me. | was starting to become really
infuriated. Unfortunately, | didn't have time to retaliate because within seconds, our entire table
was filled with gossiping campers, happy to be reunited with each other after nine months.

As soon as his table filled up with campers, Edward's frown disappeared, and he became the
counselor that | knew and loved. It was the most bizarre thing to watch... ever. How he could
change from a scowling, angry grump into a cheerful, supportive counselor, | had no idea. |
didn't even know what | had done to warrant such an attitude from him, but | was happy to
know that everyone was in my corner, at least.

Alice and Edward had a table filled with the youngest age group—a bunch of adorable eight-
year-olds—while Jake and | had to tend to the oldest age group—a hoarde of obnoxious fifteen-
year-olds.

They all fawned over Jake; it was pretty sickening. "Ladies. | trust everyone had a fantastic
school year?" They all nodded enthusiastically, flipping their hair and batting their eyes at him.
Jake wasn't fazed at all. Or he was the most oblivious person to ever exist. Either one. "Has
everyone here met LB?" he asked, nodding towards me. A few of them smiled, recognizing me
from my time as a camper, while a few shook their heads. "LB used to be a camper, but now
she's working at fine arts! She's awesome, so be nice, okay?"

Jake's enthusiasm was contagious, and | soon found myself smiling and introducing myself to
everyone at the table. The girls were fairly friendly, but they had far more interest in talking to
Jake than me, which | was totally fine with. | spent the entirety of lunch watching Edward
interact with the eight-year-olds, anyway.

It was precious, really. He was teaching the little girls all the table cheers they would need to
know for the summer. Alice was helping, naturally, since she knew them better than anyone.

"Oh my God, Vanessa, have you seen Edward?" the girl sitting on my left whispered to her friend



across the table. Vanessa shook her head and discreetly looked over her shoulder at Edward,
who was now participating in the table cheers. He and Alice were laughing and singing and
slapping the table enthusiastically—a complete turnaround from mere minutes earlier.

"Le sigh," Vanessa whispered back. "Why does he have to be so hot? And good with kids?"

| ground my teeth and clenched my jaw, trying my hardest to not jump into their conversation. |
was screaming in my head that they could keep on dreaming because Edward would never do
something as inappropriate as reciprocate a camper's feelings. And then | realized what the fuck
| was telling myself. How stupid could | have been to even think that Edward liking me back was
a remote possibility? This is what Jasper had been trying to tell me. Edward only knew me as a
camper. No wonder he'd been acting like a douche all day; he probably didn't want to lead me
on. If | was even half as obvious as these campers, | was sure he knew how | felt about him.

That didn't necessarily excuse his behavior. No. | was still incredibly pissed that he had, in no
uncertain terms, called me slutty—no matter how badly | wanted to curl up into his arms and

forgive him without question.

"Bell?" Alice whispered as she slid onto the bench next to me. "Are you going to tell me what
happened now?"

| shook my head, finally coming to. "Hey, LB, where'd you go?" Jake laughed, finishing up putting
the dirty dishes into the dish bin.

"Whoa, is lunch over already?"

Jake's smile disappeared as he slid onto the bench on the other side of me. | was now an
Alice/Jake sandwich—the tiny bench we were on was definitely not large enough to
accommodate the three of us.

"LB, I'm not going to excuse Edward's behavior, but | am going to apologize for it. He's had a
stick up his ass all day, seriously. | don't think it has anything to do with you. And it was really

messed up for him to say what he did."

| leaned into Jake's side as he wrapped an arm around my shoulders. "What'd he say?" Alice
said, her eyes wide with curiosity.

"Nothing of importance." | brushed her off, but to no avail. Alice wouldn't be denied—I should
have known better.

"It obviously was. Right, Jake? What'd he say? Do | need to beat him up? 'Cause | totally will!"
"Pretty boy's just jealous that LB won't let him touch her rack."
"Sure," | scoffed.

“No, really," Jake insisted. "Don't tell him | said anything, but | really think he got jealous this
morning. It was weird." Jake pushed off the bench and gave me a hug before pressing another



sloppy kiss to my cheek, just as Edward walked by—of course.
He made another sound of disgust and rolled his eyes before heading out of the dining room.
Jake winked and mouthed, "See?" before waving and following Edward out.

Jealousy had been the intended effect, but | didn't think that this would be how Edward showed
being jealous. Being an asshole didn't equal being jealous. Right?

"Hey, Bella," Jasper began enthusiastically before he took a large breath and blushed. "Hey,
Alice. | didn't see you there." | tried my very hardest not to giggle as the two had a staring
contest over me.

"Did you need anything, Jasper?"

"What?" He shook his head, freeing himself from his Alice trance. "Oh, yeah. We don't have any
classes scheduled for this afternoon. None of the art shops do—for some reason. And | was
wondering if you wanted to come to Wal-Mart with me? We need a few supplies, and | was

thinking we could get an iPod adapter or possibly a new radio?"

“Sounds perfect," | breathed. Jasper raised his eyebrow in question—I obviously looked
upset—but | just shook my head. "Can we leave now?"

"Yeah—I just need to grab my wallet from my bunk. Want to come?"
"No!" | snapped. "I mean, I'll just wait up here with Alice."

"Oh-kay," Jasper said slowly, emphasizing each syllable, his tone filled with skepticism. "See you
in a few."

| nodded curtly as Alice dragged me to the fated Adirondack chair where last night's
awkwardness had occurred. | was beginning to think of it as my chair.

"Spill, now," she ordered.
"I wanted to make him jealous, and it backfired."

"Nope. Not what | wanted to hear. What happened last night?" I'd known Alice was going to ask
about this. She'd probably been waiting all day to grill me, and | only had minutes to catch her

up.

"It was late. | couldn't sleep. Edward and | tried to have a normal conversation, and it didn't
work."

"Details, Bella," Alice sighed with impatience. | groaned and leaned my head onto her shoulder,
not wanting to look her in the eyes for my latest defeat.

"We sat right here and looked out onto the beautiful moonlit lake. It was romantic and perfect,



and we talked about nothing. It was a strain to keep the conversation going. It sucked. It was like
we were strangers who just happened to be sitting in close proximity."

"Sometimes that can evolve into a great romance, though. Like Before Sunrise. They were two
strangers who fell in love on a bench in one night." | loved that she appealed to my love of film
while explaining things to me. It was so undeniably ius/i. But in this situation, she was wrong
anyway. The film couldn't translate to my situation. | decided to give her a better example of our
situation.

"Well, this was more like Strangers On A Train, if you catch my drift. And the way Edward's been
behaving today, | would be the creepy guy murdering him."

"Bella," Alice said seriously—a rare thing for her. "What happened? | thought Jake was going to
strangle Edward just then. | mean, they fight a lot, but this was different."

| sighed and turned my body towards her. "He said that if | didn't want guys groping me, then |
shouldn't give them an open invitation to do so. Apparently, Edward thinks that I've been acting

like a total slut."

"He said WHAT?" Alice screeched, hopping off the Adirondack and heading toward the boys'
bunk.

"“Alice, calm down! Please! Don't make this into a big deal. It was my fault anyway. The whole
thing at breakfast—it was an ill-advised attempt to make him jealous. Clearly it didn't work."

"It was two hundred percent not your fault, Bella. This morning was a joke. Everyone knew that!
And if Edward can't handle that, then Jake is right—he is jealous. He's just being a goddamn fool,

too."

"Thanks, Alice. That really helps," | said sarcastically, not feeling even remotely better about
Edward's newfound attitude problem.

"You haven't been acting like a slut, FYI. Not even close."

"Thanks, although | was having a shitty day before that. Edward was just the last straw."
"Campers?"

"Campers," | sighed. "Thirteen year olds aren't my forte."

"It'll be okay, Bella. You're successful in everything you do, so | have faith."

"Thanks," | said, finally cracking a smile and wrapping Alice into my arms. All of a sudden, | knew
what | needed—what would make this afternoon a hundred times better.

"Al?" She perked up, her eyes tilted towards my face. "Do you know what we need?"

"What?" she asked excitedly.



"To roll down the front hill!" With that, Alice's smile widened exponentially. | grabbed both of
her hands and walked closer to the edge of the hill.

Long Lake Camp was situated on a massive hill. The dining room and the girls' cabins were all at
the top of the hill, while most of the activities and the boys' bunks were on the slope, which
ended in a beach that led out to the lake. Alice and | had discovered our first summer here that
there was no better pick-me-up than rolling down the front hill with your best friend. And it was
exactly what | needed right now. | needed to roll Edward's attitude right out of my system.

We both crouched down onto the ground before shooting off, rolling down the hill with
abandon. It was amazing—and exactly what | needed. | closed my eyes and relished the feeling
of the cool grass whipping by my skin, acting like a soft carpet beneath my swiftly moving body.
Halfway down the hill, my speed picked up. | rolled faster and faster; | felt like | was flying. | held
my breath, knowing that this was the final stretch. Finally, my body rolled to a stop, sprawling
out on the grass. | felt completely elated and satisfied, endorphins and adrenaline pulsing
through my blood. A small smile graced my lips as | heard a giggling Alice coming to a stop just
past me.

| opened my eyes slowly, not wanting to ruin the newfound feeling of happiness, and reality
came crashing back down. Staring down at me were the green eyes | had tried to roll away from
in the first place, although now his face was adorned with a crooked grin instead of a scowl. He
reached a hand down and helped me back into a standing position.

As soon as | was standing, | snatched my hand back angrily. Helping me up does not an apology
make.

"Shit, Bella... I—" he began.

"I don't want to hear it. | have to go. Jasper's waiting. Later, Alice." | waved as Alice skipped off
to the dance studio, and | turned to Jasper.

"Actually, | kind of said that he could come..." Jasper looked apologetically at me, holding up his
hands defensively. | looked between the two of them, and | knew that | was shit out of luck.
"Sorry, Bella. | didn't know. Is it okay if he comes?"

| growled loudly, completely frustrated. "Fine, but | get shotgun." Edward nodded quickly,
looking a bit scared of me. Good. As he should be. There's no excuse for being an unprovoked
dickwad.

I slid into the front seat as Edward climbed into the back, still looking unsure. Ignoring him was
harder than I'd thought it was going to be; my eyes wanted to look back at him. To keep myself
distracted, | brought up the one line of conversation | was sure would lead to an interesting
discussion.

"So, Jasper," | began, "What's the deal with you and Alice?"

Jasper's eyes betrayed nothing as he calmly responded, "There is no deal."



Edward scoffed from the backseat, and | had to resist the urge to turn around and smack him.
"Sure..." he mumbled.

"I know that no one wants to believe me, but we're friends. We have next to nothing in
common—"

"Except for the fact that you both want to jump each other's bones," | laughed. Jasper lost his
calm demeanor for a second, his eyes widening in shock before looking back at the road.

Edward took Jasper's hesitation as a good moment to jump in. "Why do you say that, LB? Has
Alice said something?" | didn't turn around, but | could hear the smile in Edward's voice. Back to
our playful banter.

"Not flat out," | teased back. "But she's been my best friend for ten years. | saw that staring
match earlier. Trust me, Jasper, she's been undressing you with her eyes since she first laid eyes
onyou."

"She has not..."

| smiled widely, feeling in a better mood already. | moved my hand and placed it on Jasper's
knee and leaned in to whisper in his ear. "She has, too, and why wouldn't she? What's stopping
you?"

Apparently that was as far as | could push Jasper, because his eyes went mellow again as he
nodded (mostly to himself) before he started prodding at me. "So, can we talk about what's
bothering you today?"

"Yeah, can we?" | joked, my tone exemplifying my mock enthusiasm about the topic that | had
clearly tried to avoid.

"Maybe we should—" Edward started in, but | didn't give him the opportunity to finish. We
weren't going to hash out whatever was up his ass in front of Jasper, so | changed the topic.

"Ugh, can we talk about thirteen-year-old girls for a second? And how much | despise them?
That's what's been bothering me today. Do either of you want to know anything about the Jonas
Brothers? Because I'm now a resident expert. After listening to my cabin's conversation—just
while unpacking—I found out that Nick is the real talent of the band, and he's coming out with
his own solo album, but the band isn't breaking up. Oh, and did you know that he wrote their
first hit, SOS, in ten minutes? And he's dated Miley Cyrus and Selena Gomez? Oh, and his
nickname is Mr. President? And he has juvenile diabetes? | mean, good God! Was | this bad
when | was a camper? If | was, | am truly sorry..." | rambled, going on and on, hoping that this
line of conversation would be innocent enough. Plus, | really had learned enough about Nick
Jonas today to write a book. Not that | would.

| looked up, only to see Edward and Jasper with their mouths hanging open. "What?" | asked,
feeling exasperated. They both started laughing at my obvious frustration, finally cutting the
awkward tension in the car.



"That's hilarious, Bella," Jasper wheezed through his laughter. "And | don't know about how you
were when you were a camper, but we do have someone in the car who was there for that.
Edward, was she that bad?"

"No way," Edward said, shaking his head. "l don't think | ever heard LB obsess about anything
other than her work. She was always a bit ahead of the curve, though, so | don't know..."

| blushed at Edward's praise. | knew he was trying to make up for being an asshole before, and it
was working. | felt ashamed of the fact that | was putty in his hands, but it was just a natural
reaction. Jasper noticed my blush, of course, and felt like he had to further this awkward
conversation. Since | had properly humiliated him, it was now my turn. Thanks, Jasper. Another
reason why you and Alice would make the perfect tag team.

"Do you really mean to tell me you weren't obsessed with a boy when you were thirteen?"
Jasper laughed. | didn't like where this line of questioning was leading, but there was nothing |
could do to stop it. "Come on, Bella. | find that hard to believe."

"Yeah, Bella," Edward jumped in. "Who were you in love with when you were thirteen?"

You!'| wanted to scream, but | resisted, trying to think of any other answer. "I don't know," |
stuttered, my words seeming to get trapped behind my teeth.

"Liar," Jasper accused. "l see that blush, Bella Swan." At his words, my blush only intensified,
causing Jasper to laugh harder. Curiosity finally got the best of him, and Edward leaned forward
from his seat in the back to inspect my pink-tinged cheeks.

"Wow," Edward breathed so low that | was surprised that | could even hear it over Jasper's
laughter. "You are blushing. It can't be that embarrassing, Bella. Who was it?"

| turned my head to look at him and was startled at his proximity to my face—only inches away.
Edward's green eyes seemed to be burning into my brown ones. My mind went blank as | took
in his unadulterated scent, the pheromones doing crazy things to my body—like send
goosebumps down my spine and a feeling of dampness... elsewhere.

"l... uh... it was, um..." | trailed off, racking my brain for anyone—any other person—to say.
"Jake Gyllenhaal," | answered with confidence. "Yeah, Jake Gyllenhaal. | had just seen Donnie
Darko, and it changed my life. | remember being really jealous of Jena Malone for kissing him.
And then she got to kiss Hayden Christiansen in Life Is A House, and | was even more jealous."
The more | thought about it, the more worked up | got. "And then she got to hook up with
Patrick Fugit in Saved. Wow, | just realized how jealous | am of Jena Malone."

"Jake Gyllenhaal?" Edward looked suspicious. "Really?"
"There seems to be a pattern there," Jasper laughed again.

"Pattern?"



"Yeah. Jake, Hayden, and Patrick? They're all tall, dark, and whiney."
"More like tall and artistic with beautiful blue eyes," | said, defending myself.

"You have a thing for blue eyes?" Jasper batted his bright blue eyes at me as he pulled into a
parking spot, having finally arrived at Wal-Mart.

"No." | jumped out of the car, hoping to end this conversation before it turned against me.
"No?" Now Edward was jumping in again. Fuck. | was running myself in circles.

"No! | guess | like light eyes in general." At that, both Edward and Jasper's smiles widened. "Can
we just leave it alone? I'm not asking you guys about either of your types..."

"Black hair, blue eyes," Jasper responded quickly. Of course.

"Brown hair, brown eyes." | turned to Edward in surprise, trying not to think about the fact that
I was supposedly his type. For as long as I'd known him, I'd thought he always preferred blondes.
This was news to me. He paused and rubbed his jaw. "Like Natalie Portman," he clarified. Ah,
yes. Only the most beautiful person to walk this planet.

"Right," Jasper said with a smug smile.

"Right." Edward and Jasper shared some secret look, and | wondered what the hell that was all
about. Edward was just seriously bipolar today. | would have to chock it up to that.

"Are we going to stand out here all day, or are we actually going to go inside?" | asked,
pretending to be annoyed. Jasper gestured for me to go ahead, and | went in, leaving them
behind. They looked as if they were discussing something serious, so | decided to head towards
the clothing section while | waited for Jasper.

| automatically went to the little-boy section of clothing. They always had the best t-shirts, and if
| got the largest size, they still fit. | was deciding between a Transformers t-shirt that read,
"Autobots Roll Out," and a Batman t-shirt, which had Batman's mask on it made up of tiny
bats—it was super cool—when | heard his voice behind me.

"Definitely the Batman one."

"I'm still mad at you," | said, without even turning around. He put his hand on my elbow,
sending sparks shooting down my arm again. | wanted to cry; this wasn't right. He had an unfair
advantage.

"I know," he said solemnly. | had never seen Edward serious. It was kind of weird. "I'm sorry,
though. | really am. It's a sad excuse, but | woke up on the wrong side of the bed this morning,
so to speak."

"That's a terrible excuse." | was unimpressed by this apology so far. | began to walk away to find
Jasper when Edward pulled me back again.



"Wait, Bella, please." | turned around and was met with his apologetic eyes once again. "l didn't
mean what | said before." At least he had the decency to look ashamed. "l was pissed off at
Jake, and you were collateral damage, which is really stupid—believe me, | know. And I'm sorry
that I'm not Emmett and everything can't be fixed with a box of oreos and a tub of frosting, but
maybe we could walk down the food aisles and come up with our own tradition?"

"Fine," | grumbled. He grabbed my hand, as if it were the most natural thing in the entire world,
and we both looked startled. | brought my eyes up to his, and he looked pissed again. | wasn't
completely sure what Jake had done this morning, but | figured that it had to have been pretty
bad to get Edward this angry. And though | was letting him off more than easy, | knew | couldn't
actually stay mad at Edward. He could probably be an ass all he wanted and | would take
it—because | didn't know how to not like him.

We walked down the food aisles hand in hand, until Edward came to an abrupt stop, picking a
tub off the shelf. "Fluff? What the fuck is this shit?"

| gasped. "You've never eaten marshmallow fluff?" | asked, appalled. Edward looked at me out
of the corner of his eye and smiled bashfully, shaking his head. "That's terrible, Edward. Every
person should have a fluffer-nutter sandwich."

"Fluffer what now?"

"Fluffer-nutter—peanut butter and fluff sandwich?" Edward made a face.

"I don't really like peanut butter..."

"Who doesn't like peanut butter? Freak."

"My sister used to put it on everything when | was little. And | mean everything. It was the most
disgusting thing in the world. Peanut butter and pickles, peanut butter and meat, peanut butter
and—"

"You have a sister?" | interrupted. How had | not known that?

"Um, yeah. Two, actually. I'm the baby." He blushed, looking appropriately adorable.

"What are their names?"

"Tanya and Kate. Tanya lives in Vermont, and Kate actually lives in Los Angeles."

| thought for a second. "Do you like sweet and salty?" He looked confused at the jump in the
conversation, so | clarified. "Like french fries dipped in a milkshake?"

"Oh my God, yes," he moaned, forgetting his sisters immediately. His eyes rolled back into his
head in pleasure, sending shock waves straight to my sad and lonely clit just at the sight of him.
"I lived off A&W root beer floats and fries while | was working on my senior thesis."



Smiling, | grabbed the tub of fluff from his hand and found a box of the long, stick kind of
pretzels. "Trust me," | laughed, squeezing our still-joined hands, trying to appease his skeptical
face.

"You should get some for your bunk," he suggested. | turned to face him, wondering where that
comment had come from. "All the older girls think the coolest counselors are the ones that bring
them food—'cause it's illegal." He winked.

"That's actually a great idea," | agreed, grabbing a box of cookies from the shelf. It was definitely
a way to get into their good graces. Edward was a genius. "Thanks."

"There you guys are!" Jasper was out of breath, clearly having run all over the super store before
finally finding us. He already had a radio and an iPod connector in his hands, and | felt bad for
having left him to his own devices. But looking back at Edward's devilishly handsome smile, |
suddenly wasn't so sorry.

"Sorry, Jasper. |, um, got distracted?" He looked at my armload of food with amusement.
"“Clearly. So, are we ready to check out?"

"Oh, fuck. | just have to grab a hoodie, and then I'll be ready. Meet you at the checkout?" Jasper
and | nodded, and with that, Edward was off.

"Want to tell me what that was all about?" Jasper asked quietly.

"Not particularly." I smiled innocently.

"So that's how you're going to play it, huh?" | kept smiling and didn't respond. "I had a very
interesting conversation with Edward last night," Jasper continued, trying to pique my
curiosity—which it did, obviously. | tried my best to act nonchalant.

"Oh, really? What about?"

"Wouldn't you like to know." He smirked knowingly.

"You're really not going to tell me?" | asked, feeling put out. How could he tease me like that
and then not follow through?

"Let's just say that Edward needed someone to vent to at three o'clock in the morning. | was
asleep, but his need was so dire that he woke me up. | wonder what could have caused such a
crisis?" He laughed, goading me with his every statement.

All his cryptic statements weren't lost on me, though. Edward's freak-out hadn't started this
morning—it had started last night. Last night after our moment. | tried to piece together
everything that Jasper had just said, but | was definitely still missing something. If anything,
though, this was a positive turn.

Edward was already at the checkout line when Jasper and | strolled up. He put his hoodie down
on the counter, along with the Batman shirt I'd been looking at earlier. Without a word, he took



the food from my arms and placed it next to it next to the shirt before getting out his wallet.
"Edward, you don't—"

"It's all part of the apology, Bella. Just let me do this. Please." His eyes begged me to comply.
Who was | to oppose his hospitality?

"Thanks."

He smiled, a genuine smile, but then he ran his hand through his hair—a sure sign of stress. |
wasn't sure what he could be stressed about, but | had a feeling that it was somehow connected
to me. Not to sound egocentric, but... it all fit. Edward Cullen was acting all crazy bipolar
because of me. | could only hope that he was going to come to terms with whatever was
bothering him soon. Otherwise, | had a feeling that I'd be in for a lot of Assward and fluff-with-
pretzel apologies over the next few weeks.

Not wanting to gain fifteen pounds or deal with his bitchy comments, | silently prayed for the
former option.

Chapter 7
Failed Inhterventions

~Edward”~
"What is your deal today?" Jake yelled after me, running out of the dining hall where he'd just

had his hands and lips all over Bella. "You've been acting like a whiney bitch all day, and don't
even try and pretend that you haven't."

| spun on my foot, turning around and almost crashing into Jake, who was coming at me full
speed. "l have no problem," | lied coolly. | had a huge problem.

Yeah, a huge problem in your pants, the annoying little voice in my head snickered.

"I'm calling bullshit right now," Jake continued to taunt, placing his index finger on the center of
my chest. My back was still aching from where he had punched me, and | knew that he would
beat my ass without question if | continued to act poorly towards Bella.

Oh, Bella—the source of my less-than-cheerful mood.

It had all started this morning. Getting out of bed, I'd felt like something was off. | hadn't been
experiencing dread, per se, but a feeling close to it for sure. I'd thought that | was fine. Jasper
had asked how | was feeling (after our very-late-night chat), and I'd come to the conclusion that

Bella was a platonic friend—no sexual feelings involved.

I'd been wrong. So incredibly wrong. The tent in my pants was testament to that. And it was



making me feel guiltier than hell and act like quite the unprovoked douchebag.

Even at breakfast, unkempt and exhausted-looking, my cock had sprung to life. She had been
wearing a pair of black plastic framed glasses, drawing me into her deep brown eyes. And only
as a sudden wave of heat had rushed to my groin was | able to break out of my trance. I'd shot a
look over at Jasper, who'd looked fairly amused at my turmoil. And then I'd freaked out again.
Accidental boner, my ass. | wasn't quite sure what | was going to do, but | knew that | was
definitely attracted to Bella.

And | couldn't help but feel guilty as shit. A switch had been flipped with my libido, making Bella
the most desirable thing in the world. It was like last night something in me had woken up last
night—some crazy, perverted monster that wanted to corrupt little girls. Because that was what
Bella was... a little girl. She was only eighteen, for Christ's sake. Fuck—the girl was nine when |
was sixteen. Jesus, this is bad. She'd probably still been watching Rugrats and Spongebob Square
Pants when I'd lost my virginity.

"Edward," Jake growled, shoving my shoulder to get my attention back.

"What?" | snapped. I'd had enough. | was in no mood to deal with Jake right now. After all, he
was the one who had put me in my funk to begin with when he'd reached across the table to
molest my Bella.

I'm sorry... your what now?

| was so totally gone already; | couldn't even believe it. When Jake had placed his hands over
Bella's chest and squeezed, 1'd nearly lost my shit. It was completely inappropriate for Jake to be
touching her like that at all—much less in front of a table full of people.

And | was jealous. Jealous? Yes, jealous. | couldn't stand the fact that anyone was touching Bella.
What | had previously disregarded as brotherly protection was now anything but. | wanted to
know how her tits had felt in his hands. Was she soft? How big was she actually? Was she
wearing a bra? The inappropriate questions had kept building and building in my head, until
finally I'd been ready to explode—literally—my cock standing at attention and in need of some
loving.

Thank God | didn't have classes this afternoon. | wouldn't be able to focus on anything with the
vast amounts of lascivious images of Bella floating through my brain. It was so new and
unexpected, which is why | thought | was reacting so negatively. If my freak-out last night had
been any indication, | knew that | had a lot to work out.

"Did | do something, or are you just on your period?"
"I don't want to hear it, Jake," | growled, surprising him with my open animosity. "Go be a sick
fuck with someone else, or you could just wait until your activity to find a camper. Maybe you

could feel one of them up, too!"

"A sick fuck? Are you being serious right now?" | gave no indication that | wasn't, and Jake's eyes
widened in surprise. "Dude, it was a joke! And we love LB. | don't get the problem."



"You're being inappropriate.”

"Yeah," he scoffed. "l am. But I'm always inappropriate. And you're usually right there with me!
But just now—just now you were being mean, Edward. Don't hurt that girl's feelings just
because you need an attitude adjustment! | won't hesitate to punch you again!"

| was a coward. A coward and an asshole.

Shaking my head, | stormed off, knowing that | looked like a complete drama queen. But |
couldn't stand there and look at him any more. | was really, inexplicably pissed. Except, it wasn't
so inexplicable. | was pissed because | wanted my hands on Bella. And he'd had his hands all
over Bella. And | was pissed because | would never put my hands on Bella, despite the fact that |
wanted it. She had a hot body—so what? | would never actively pursue her. That would be
inappropriate—as I'd just told Jake. And wrong. It would definitely be wrong.

Back in my bunk, | flopped down onto my bed, frustrated as fuck. | needed something to take
my mind off Bella. Bella's rack. My hands on Bella's rack. Shit! Remembering | needed to buy a
hoodie (since my black one was definitely getting a workout since | gave my red one to Bella), |
decided to find Jasper—the guy who would least like to kill me right now—and see if he wanted
to take an afternoon field trip.

"Edward," | heard the slight southern accent call to me. Perfect timing.

"Hey, Jasper." | sat up, enthused about my prospective trip, and then | saw his face. Uh-oh.
Maybe | overestimated that whole killing-me thing...

"You're in serious trouble, man. Now, | know we're not best friends or anything, but in all
fairness, | did listen to you ramble last night at three o'clock in the morning, so you owe me this
much. What the hell happened?" His eyes were cold and hard, which was a first from Jasper—he
had always been the warmest and friendliest of the guys. Apparently, | had really fucked up,
though.

"This is all your fault anyway!" | spewed out at him, causing his eyes to widen and a devilish
smirk to appear on his face.

"Not accidental?" He laughed, his gaze softening as he sat down on his bed, facing me.

"Not accidental," | sighed, running a hand through my hair. "Jesus, Jasper. What the fuck do |
do? | can't walk around with blue balls for the rest of the summer!" At that, Jasper burst out
laughing. Seeing my anguished face, he sobered up quickly. "Did you ever think of... um...
pursuing her?" My face must have shown my disbelief because Jasper quickly backtracked.
"Clearly not."

"Definitely not. This is just really sudden, and I'm super freaked out, okay?" Jasper nodded and
then trained his pointed glare at me again.

"That's fine, Edward, but you still need to be nice. Because even though that girl is a firecracker



and can take it like a champ, she can still hurt. Learn some manners."

| felt like | should say, "Yes ma'am," in response, but that would probably have only gotten me
punched again, so instead | nodded and made a mental note never to get on Jasper's bad side
again. He used that whole disappointed-mother tone that I'd tried so hard to get away from,
and | had no desire to hear it again anytime soon. So, | resolved to apologize to Bella for my
boorish behavior and start being nice. Despite the fact that | wanted to use her body for my
pleasure over and over and over again.

"Okay, you sad sack, we're going to Wal-Mart—come with me." Jasper motioned for me to
follow him out of the bunk, and | did so without question—plus, | had been planning a Wal-Mart
trip anyway. As we walked, | saw Bella and Alice rolling down the front hill, their hair flying
behind them. Jasper nodded his head in Bella's direction, motioning for me to go over and "be
nice," as he had said. | took the opportunity and walked to where | knew she would come to a
rolling halt.

| peered over her still body. A small smile graced her lips, and she had her eyes still clenched
shut. She looked so fucking happy. This was the LB | knew. | could do this—I could distance
myself without being a jackass. Just as | reached some modicum of resolution, she had to go and
fuck everything up and open her eyes. | helped her up, only to have her snatch her hand back
with a snap.

"Shit, Bella... [—"

"I don't want to hear it," she interrupted me coldly. "I have to go. Jasper's waiting. Later, Alice." |
was feeling pretty put out, until | realized that this was all a set up. Bella wouldn't have agreed
to come if she'd known | was coming, too. | turned to Jasper, who was looking incredibly "out of
the loop" and apologetic. This man is the master of brilliance and deviancy. He and Alice could
take over the world together.

"Actually, | kind of said that he could come..." Jasper flashed his eyes towards me, and | could
read him through and through. He was playing innocent, and | gave him an appreciative nod. His
eyes narrowed momentarily, and | could practically hear the "don't fuck this up, Edward"
coming out of his eyes. "Sorry, Bella. | didn't know. Is it okay if he comes?"

Bella growled and huffed off to Jasper's car, looking like an adorably pissed-off kitten. My eyes
followed her ass as she sashayed to the car, and | chastised myself once again for going there.
There would be no crossing the line, so looking was pretty futile. Right?

Wrong. | spent the entirety of the car ride watching Bella tuck small wisps of hair behind her ear
and bite her luscious bottom lip. The only really interesting part was when Jasper asked her who
she had been in love with as a thirteen year old, and she blushed. | had never really seen Bella
blush before. She was never one to get embarrassed easily, and | was automatically intrigued.

"Wow," | said, resisting the urge to run my finger down her pink-tinged cheek. "You are
blushing. It can't be that embarrassing, Bella. Who was it?"

| suddenly found myself wanting her to say my name, despite how ridiculous that would be. She



surprised the hell out of me by saying Jake Gyllenhaal, though. | mean, how on earth was that an
embarrassing crush? Even / had a crush on him. I'd take a climb on Brokeback Mountain if | were
actually into dudes.

Jasper continued to mock Bella's "type," which apparently was tall and artistic, with "beautiful
blue eyes." Jasper widened his eyes, which were shockingly blue, making Bella blush again. Did
Bella like Jasper? Why did | care who Bella liked? | just thought she was hot. A hot friend. Like
Emily. I'd always suspected that Emily secretly liked Jake, and that had never bothered me. In
fact, it had made me laugh more than anything else. So why did thinking about Bella and Jake or
Bella and Jasper make me want to crash my head into the car door repeatedly?

My mind was clouded with brown eyes and brown hair when Bella asked us what our types
were. | responded with the obvious—the two features that had been floating around in my head
all day—until Jasper crooked an eyebrow at me, making me realize that my verbal filter was
broken and I'd actually said the words out loud. "Like Natalie Portman," | added, hoping that
Bella wouldn't notice I'd automatically responded with her two most prominent features. From
the startled look on her face, though, | may as well have said, "You, Bella." She looked about
three seconds from bolting.

FML.

As we stood outside the super store, Jasper got my attention and let Bella go ahead of us,
holding me back for some obviously needed advice.

"Natalie Portman?" Jasper whispered, huddling closer to me. "You are in so much trouble,
Edward." My face must have shown my panic because Jasper put a calming hand on my
shoulder and took a large breath. "Okay, you need an intervention."

"I know!" | whisper-yelled. "Help me. | just need to get her out of my head." Jasper looked about
as skeptical as | felt, making me finally crack a smile. "Yeah, laugh it up, asshole. Tell me what to
do."

"You need to stop stressing yourself out, boy. And you need to apologize for upsetting her
earlier."

"That's it?" | asked, completely disbelieving that a simple apology would fix
everything—although, it did always work for Emmett and Bella. | wondered if | could apologize
with food, too. Though, she might see that as a rip-off of Emmett's apology plan. I'd have to
think of something. "1 don't really do girls," | tried to explain, causing Jasper to break out into
laughter again.

"Really? 'Cause as far as I've heard, you only do girls. Is there something you need to tell me,
roomie? Is it Jake?"

"Ha ha. You think you're so funny, Jasper."

“I' am. And I've had about four long-term girlfriends. How many have you had?"



| blanched. "Girlfriend? No. No way. | don't want Bella to be my girlfriend."
Jasper quirked an eyebrow, looking immensely confused. "Why the fuck not, Edward?"

"She's eighteen!" | squealed like a little girl. "And | don't have girlfriends. I've never had a
girlfriend. Bella's not going to be some fucked up trial run. And | don't really think Bella wants
me to stick it to her all summer and then peace the fuck out, no strings attached. She's
Bella—there are strings."

"Oh my God," Jasper muttered under his breath. "This is so much worse than I'd anticipated."

As Jasper continued to mutter to himself, | decided to seek out Bella and apologize in earnest. It
was the least she deserved. Plus, | couldn't take much more of Jasper's condescending and
judging eyes. Sorry that not all of us have had multiple serious relationships, Jasper. Jeez.

| stumbled upon Bella looking at graphic t-shirts in the little boy's section. She looked to be deep
in thought, having serious trouble deciding between a Batman and a Transformers t-shirt.

"Definitely the Batman one." She tensed at the sound of my voice, and | automatically regretted
not apologizing first. Jasper was right; | had hurt her with my poor behavior. And | felt like utter
shit about it.

“I'm still mad at you." | put my hand on her elbow and turned her around to face me slowly. |
didn't want to upset her even more, but she had to know that | was truly sorry.

"I know," | began seriously, staring into the chocolate warmth that had been flooding my mind
since last night. Her eyes softened immediately, and | gained the confidence to continue. Maybe
Jasper knew what he was talking about. "I'm sorry, though. | really am. It's a sad excuse, but |
woke up on the wrong side of the bed this morning, so to speak."

"That's a terrible excuse." She began to walk away from me, and | couldn't have that. Fucking
Jasper.

"Wait, Bella, please. | didn't mean what | said before." At least that was true, and | hoped she
knew to what | was referring because | really didn't want to say it out loud again. | was so
embarrassed to have ever said anything derogatory to Bella. She hadn't deserved any of it. My
anger was completely misplaced. | was a fucking jealous asshole—jealous of my best friend in
the entire world. He could stand the heat (as could Bella), but she didn't deserve it. And Jake
was right; it wasn't fair for me to pin that on her. | tried to explain it to her calmly, hoping that
her expression would warm. "l was pissed off at Jake, and you were collateral damage, which is
really stupid—believe me, | know. And I'm sorry that I'm not Emmett and everything can't be
fixed with a box of Oreos and a tub of frosting, but maybe we could walk down the food aisles
and come up with our own tradition?"

The food suggestion had come on the spur of the moment, and | hoped that it was innocent
enough that it could be seen as a friendly move. | mean, just because | now knew | wanted into
her pants didn't mean that | was going to do anything about it.



"Fine," she sighed, and my heart soared. On instinct, | grabbed her hand happily. It was then
that | felt the weird clenching sensation in my stomach again. And this time, | knew it was
directly related to Bella. Trying not to focus on it, | pulled her towards the grocery section of the
store, browsing aisle after aisle for an appropriate apology food for us.

Back at the bunk, | was beginning to see the error of my ways. Bella had decided that
marshmallow fluff and pretzels was going to be our apology-food of choice. And though the fluff
had squicked me out originally, | had to admit that shit was delicious.

But the pretzel rods were my downfall. As we talked and sat on the floor of my room, | watched
with fascination as Bella's pouty pink lips sucked the marshmallow fluff off the long pretzel rods.

Oh my God, I'm staring at her mouth and wishing it were around my cock making me cum—and
then it'd be my fluff she was licking off my rod. Oh, shit.

| wondered briefly what her cum face looked like. And then | felt like shit.

How could | be thinking these things about Bella? She wasn't just some random girl. No, she was
a smart, talented, and intelligent woman... with an awesome rack.

No, stop it, Edward. Bella = no!

"Top ten favorite movies from the last decade... go," | instructed, moving my thoughts far far
away from the gutter it was currently lying in.

Bella looked pensive. "Ten?" | nodded. "Too many, | think. Uh, okay, well | can definitely do top
five. The Dark Knight, Almost Famous, Eternal Sunshine of the Spotless Mind, Donnie Darko, and
Secretary. "

I inhaled my bite of pretzel and started choking. "I'm sorry, | must have misheard you. Did you
say Secretary?"

"Yeah. It was the first movie | ever watched that made me feel, um..." She flushed under the
scrutiny of my gaze. "l just really loved the idea of it."

| stopped chewing, my brain now so completely filled with inappropriate thoughts that it was
too busy to send out the right neurons to move my jaw. It did, however, have enough room to
make my cock harden again. Her brow furrowed as sucked more fluff off the end of her pretzel,
unsure of why | was reacting the way | was. She had no idea that that particular movie was my
number one sexual fantasy. She couldn't have known.

"So, tell me about your latest projects?" | asked, directing my attention anywhere else but to her
lips and the blood rushing to my groin.

She looked so genuinely surprised and happy that | had asked about her filmmaking, and | made
a mental note to do it more often—if only to see that smile grace her face. She chewed the last
bite of her pretzel and swallowed.



Swallow. Bella swallowing...
MOTHERFUCKING SHIT, STOP THAT!

Flustered, | looked up into Bella's smiling face. | prayed that she couldn't read my thoughts
because otherwise I'd be in serious trouble. My eyes flicked over to Jasper, who could see right
through me. He was observing my reaction to Bella's unintentional sexual actions, amusement
written all over his face.

"Yeah, Bella, tell us about your latest projects."
Right. That's what | asked her.

Bella told us all about her homage to Film Noir with a short film based on T.S. Eliot's poem "The
Love Song of J. Alfred Prufrock," and | marveled at what an intellectual filmmaker she was
already. She'd sent it into USC as her application essay, making parallels between being a
teenaged girl in love and a middle-aged, suicidal man. Shot completely in black and white on
location—it sounded incredible. | couldn't wait to see it.

"You've felt that hopelessly in love before?" | asked, surprised. Prufrock was dark—very dark.
Too dark to be inside Bella's heart.

Bella looked surprised, angry, and then sad before her expression settled. Sometimes |
wondered if she knew how easy her face was to read but how confused her expressions left me.
"Well, yes... no, kind of."

"But it was a personal essay, right? That's a dark place to be, LB."

"It was a metaphor, Edward," she snapped. | went to apologize again when Bella just shook her
head and sighed loudly. "Sorry. | didn't mean to—"

She really was a little firecracker. | had to watch myself with her, or I'd be liable to get burned.
"No, | shouldn't have asked. | was just surprised that you'd felt life was that bleak before." She
sighed again and tucked a loose piece of hair behind her ear, bringing my attention back to her
eyes, which now held a tinge of sadness. "It's okay, you don't have to tell me." | squirmed,
feeling like I'd unintentionally hit a particularly sensitive subject, but | didn't know how to
backtrack. And now | was genuinely curious.

"No, it's fine. I—" She paused and took a large bite of fluff-covered pretzel. Jasper and | did the
same as we waited for her to continue. "The prompt for the essay was to come up with a film
that portrayed an aspect of our summer. And it was a summer that | didn't spend here. My
summer was spent working as a secretary for the police department. Emmett and Jake would
send me pictures of all of you, and it only made me more upset that | wasn't there. | guess I'm
hopelessly in love with summers here."

Her answer took me by surprise. I'd been expecting her to talk about an ex-boyfriend or even
her father, but to be in love with her summers here—with me (my ego swelled at that
thought)—was such a unique perspective.



| was in awe. "That's incredible, Bella. I'm not surprised you got accepted." She smiled widely,
and | made another mental note to compliment her more. She looked so beautiful when she
smiled.

"I owe a lot of it to you." She blushed, a light rosy flush taking over her cheeks.

"Yeah?"

"Yeah—you're the one who got me into film in the first place, you know?" The blush intensified
as she peered nervously up at me from under her lashes, sending more blood to my crotch. |
squirmed for a second, trying to adjust myself discreetly (which was virtually impossible under
her searching gaze).

"Wait, really?"

"You got into film because of Edward?" Jasper laughed, not holding back his amusement
anymore. Bella's blush deepened as she pulled her knees up to her chest, hiding her chin behind

them and nodding slightly. "Oh, man, I'm so glad | could be here to witness this conversation."

Bella slapped Jasper square in the chest before hiding even further behind her knees. "We're
not having this conversation," she mumbled.

"Oh, yes we are," Jasper goaded. "Tell me, Bella—how did Edward get you into film?"
Bella peered at Jasper from over her knees and shook her head at him, and my mouth dropped.
| tried my very hardest not to let the edges of my mouth curl up into a shit-eating grin, but |

think it came off as sort of a half-grin. | was good, but | wasn't that good.

"Did you think he was cute?" Jasper laughed some more as Bella rolled her eyes, but the flush
stayed on her cheeks.

"Yeah, Bella, | want to know," | added, knowing that all of this ego stroking was going to leave
me with a massive hard on.

"Of course you want to know, asshole." Bella flung a pretzel stick toward my head and | ducked,
avoiding it—but it had been a near miss. The blush that spread across her cheeks intensified,
and | couldn't resist provoking it further.

"Wait, Bella, are you trying to tell me that you started coming to video because you thought |
was cute?" She huffed in annoyance and stood up quickly, avoiding eye contact with me at all
costs.

"Okay, Jasper, we have to go organize our new art supplies now. Let's go."

"But you didn't answer the question, Bella."

"I hate you," she growled, pulling at Jasper's arm to drag him out of the room.



Just before he was pulled out of eyesight, he turned around and mouthed a, "You're welcome,"
before turning back to the huffing, embarrassed Bella. I'd never seen anything cuter. And my
ego thanked him immensely.

After they disappeared, | put away the remainder of our fluff and pretzels and flopped down
onto my bed, staring at the Natalie Portman poster on the wall. | couldn't believe that Bella
thought of me like that. All this time, I'd just assumed that she had looked up to me as a mentor
of sorts, nothing more. The thoughts that were popping into my head at the notion that I'd been
wrong were wreaking havoc with my blood flow. Knowing that Jasper would be out of the bunk
for a significant amount of time, | pulled my dick out of my pants and took it into one of my
hands.

"Fuck!" | groaned, seeing the copious amounts of pre-cum already leaking out of the head. This
was so much worse than I'd thought. With the newly acquired thoughts of Bella finding me
attractive residing in the back of my head, this situation was quickly spiraling out of control.

| grabbed myself tighter, swiping my palm over the head gently. As | brought my hand down
around my shaft and slowly pumped myself, | brought my eyes back to the Natalie Portman
poster, hoping to distract myself. Bella deserved more than me jacking myself off alone in my
bunk. Hand still slowly stroking myself, | decided to recount my favorite go-to fantasy—a far cry
away from my newly formed attraction to Bella.

| was working as a Production Assistant on set when Natalie, in her Queen Amidala costume,
injured herself on set. George Lucas looked around frantically, wondering who could help her.
Not having anything in my hands, | offered quickly, leading her back to her trailer. | was nervous;
she was more beautiful up close than | could have possibly imagined. | gulped as she sat down
on her bed, looking up at me with her soulful dark eyes.

| turned to leave when | heard her voice. "Please, stay." | turned around and watched her strip,
first shimmying out of her tight white pants and then pulling her tiny white top over her head,
revealing her luscious breasts. Painfully hard, | adjusted myself, hoping to be discrete, but she
called me out. "I can help you out with that, you know..."

Suddenly, | realized | was somehow already in front of her bed. My feet had traveled without my
conscious approval. Looking up at me, she unzipped my pants and pushed her hand into my
boxers, wrapping her tight fist around my hardness. Her tongue peeked out, swiping at her
bottom lip before biting it gently.

"I've been watching you for weeks, you know. What's your name?"

"Edward," | croaked out as she pushed aside my boxers to reveal me in my full glory. Without
any provocation, she leaned forward to brush her lips against my cock, her eyes downcast.

As she looked back up into my eyes while sliding her lips over my head to suck greedily, the
brown eyes and brown hair transformed into Bella. Bella sucking my cock. Sucking me hard and
good.



"Shit!" | exploded all over myself, coming before | usually would. This was bad. This was really
bad. | needed to avoid this at all costs. Bella couldn't be a fuck and chuck—she was better than
that—but that was all | could think about.

Instead of dealing with it, | decided to clean myself off, turn over, and take a nap. | was still
exhausted from my late-night temper tantrum anyway. And seeing as how the art shops had the
afternoon off, | had nothing to do for the next four hours, at least.

| woke up hours later to a still-empty bunk. | quickly rolled out of bed, ran my hands through my
hair, and walked to the front door where | was assaulted with some pretty shocking images.

"Oh fuck, I'm so close." Jake's face contorted as his hands twisted harder into the log, chestnut
strands of hair draping over his thighs. His eyes opened and met with my shocked ones (and
probably a little appalled and a touch sleepy). "Edward?" Jake gasped, his hands stilling the
faceless girl bobbing up and down on his cock. My throat went dry as my eyes nearly bugged out
of my head. As if | weren't mad enough at Jake to begin with, he had to go and pull this shit? Our
bunk had a very strict "no public hook up" policy—our private lives happened behind closed
doors only—and what I'd just witnessed was definitely breaking that rule.

"What the fuck?" | fumed. The only brown hair that I'd been thinking about over and over again
better not have been sucking on Jake's dick—otherwise, | was really going to have a fit. The girl
in question whispered a low, "Shit," and scrambled quickly, pulling herself away and putting
Jake's dick back into his shorts. She stood up and turned around, head down to the ground, but |
recognized her instantly.

And breathed a huge fucking sigh of relief. Not the same brown hair. Thank fucking Christ. | did
recognize the girl, however, as the waitress, Gianna, from Jake and Bella's table. Only Jake.
Damn, he moved fast.

"I thought you said no one was here," Gianna chided him.

"I didn't think anyone was here..." Jake trailed off uncomfortably, throwing his shirt back on and
adjusting himself within his shorts. Gross.

"Clearly." There was a monumentally awkward pause, all of us just looking at one another,
wondering what could possibly be said. "l was napping."

"Um—" Jake shoved his hands in his pockets, looking extremely uncomfortable. "So... yeah."

"Okay, I'm gonna go..." Gianna looked around the room awkwardly before kissing Jake's cheek
and booking it out of the bunk.

Jake and | stood there, staring at one another, until finally he broke out into an annoyed smirk.
"You couldn't let her finish, really?" he asked, pretending to be agitated.

"Such a fucking asshole," | muttered, my disgust magnifying with each word.

Jake scoffed and punched my shoulder. "Like you can fucking talk, Assward. You have some



serious explaining to do. What the fuck has been up your ass all day?"

| rolled my eyes. "Are we really going to do this, Jake? Are we going to talk about 'my feelings'
and what's been bugging me?" | shook my head, my eyes trained on the floor, knowing that Jake
would have a whole lot more to say to me if | actually let him know what I'd been thinking all

day.

"Fine, fucktard. We don't have to talk about your feelings. Just answer me this, did you at least
apologize to LB?"

"Yeah, | apologized to Bella," | sighed. Jake's eyes narrowed for a second before he shook his
own head and grumbled loudly. "Any chance | could get a hand with this?" he said, pointing
down to the tent in his pants. | stared at him in disbelief. "Just kidding, pretty boy. | can take
care of it myself." And with that, he headed into the bathroom, presumably to take a shower.

“Such a queer." | laughed and headed out of the bunk.

| headed up to the dining hall, seeing as it was dinner time—man, | really had slept the entire
afternoon away—when | was accosted by a fuming Rosalie.

"You prick!" she whisper-yelled, smacking my shoulder.

"What?" | whined, rubbing my throbbing shoulder. She scowled, her eyes narrowing into tiny
slits before she began her rant.

"I know we haven't known one another very long, Edward, but you'll learn that I'm very
protective of the things that | love. And as of two weeks ago, that includes Bella Swan. So you'd
better watch your back, sir. I'm onto you. If you pull anything like that again, | will not hesitate
to let Em and Jake break your pretty little face." She flipped her blonde hair and stormed off,
leaving me in pain, incredibly scared, and slightly in awe.

"Dude," Emmett whispered, coming up from behind Rosalie. "What did you do to my woman?"
"Your woman?"

Emmett crossed his arms and smiled widely. "Well. Not yet."

"Yeah, what's the deal with that?" | asked, honestly curious. Rosalie had been around
constantly, but as far as | could tell, there had been no action to speak of.

"She has a douchewad boyfriend back home who she's scared to break up with. I'm being a
good friend."

| cocked my eyebrow. "Isn't she a little young for you, Em? | mean, cradle robber, much?"
He paused and looked me over. "So, you clearly haven't stopped being an asshat yet today."

"Yes | have, Em," | answered obediently, as if he were my mother.



"You sure?"

| shoved away his towering frame, which was quickly closing in on me. "Yeah, I'm sure. We even
came up with our own apology food."

Emmett's eyebrows shot up in question. "Seriously?"

"What's that look for?"

Emmett smirked and shook his head again. "Nothing, nothing." | stared him down, willing him to
continue talking. "You said 'we' — as in you and LB?" | nodded, unsure of where this line of
guestioning was going, but | was starting to break into a mild sweat. "Why were you mad at her
in the first place?"

His question caught me completely off guard. | had no idea how to answer without telling him
that | wanted to fuck his pseudo-little-sister ten ways from Sunday. "I—" | was about to give him
a bullshit answer when the bell for dinner rang, announcing that | was now late and saving my

sorry ass.

"We're talking later, Edward!" he yelled, jogging into the dining hall, his eyes letting me know
that our discussion was not even close to finished. Gulp.

Late already, | rushed into the dining hall only to see Alice and Bella giggling about something at
the foot of my table.

"Ladies." | brushed by Bella on my way to the head of my table, trying not to notice my raging
hard on making a comeback. | averted my eyes, staring past her instead. | knew that if | looked
into her eyes right now, | was sure to reach some kind of catastrophic downward spiral.
"Edward," she said quietly.

"Sorry, Alice," | apologized, seeing that she had already set our table.

"Not a problem, Edward. What was keeping you?"

"Nap." I shrugged, figuring that answer was as true as anything.

"And Jake?" Bella asked. | looked up, finally making eye contact with her, and burst into
laughter. "What?" She looked mildly offended, as if | were laughing at her. | needed to clarify.

"“Jake had, um, something he needed to attend to." | shook my head, remembering the
unfortunate scene I'd witnessed.

"“Like beating your moody ass?" Alice quipped.

"More like beating something else..."



Alice made a face as a sly smile spread across Bella's. "Oh, gross!" Alice made a fake gagging
noise, which only caused my laughter to increase. Gagging, Jake, Gianna. Oh, man.

"Whatever, Alice—everyone does it," Bella added, causing my ears to perk up with interest.
Everybody did it, as in... Bella did it, too?

"Seriously," Alice seethed quietly. "If Jasper doesn't make a move soon, | swear to God my index
finger is going to break right off!"

"Alice!" Bella laughed, shoving her shoulder playfully.

"Like you can deny it, Swan. | know about your shower time." Alice giggled as Bella blushed for
the ten thousandth time today. Holy Jesus.

My mind took the nosedive into dangerous territory as | imagined Bella soaping herself up in the
shower, doing all sorts of naughty things with her dexterous fingers.

Christ! There are other people around! Don't do this here!

"Edward?" | was pulled out of my lusty haze by Jake's overpowering bellow. "Edward, where the
fuck did you just go?" he asked, punching my arm. | realized then that | was still staring at Bella,
who was now focusing intently at the table as she set out the dishes.

"N-nothing," | responded, still a bit flustered, averting my eyes quickly. Unfortunately, my eyes
met Emmett's narrowed ones again. | looked to Alice in a blind panic and realized that she knew.
Alice always knew.

For the rest of dinner, | tried to be on my best behavior, engaging with the small campers sitting
around me and trying to throw Alice off the track, but | kept getting distracted by the gorgeous
girl sitting at the table next to mine. It was like torture. Every time I'd manage to get her out of
my head and focus on the conversation at my own table, I'd catch her flipping her hair or smiling
deviously. It wasn't like me to be this distracted by a girl. It had never happened—ever. | was
pretty sure | was driving myself insane.

By the end of the hour, | was ready for my own shower time, but | knew that | had other things
to attend to.

As | was heading out, Emmett grabbed my arm. | had been expecting it, really.

"Meet me down at the lake," he said sternly. "I'm grabbing a twenty-four pack, and then we'll
talk." I nodded in full acceptance. The first night of camp, the girls all had a huge assembly and
then bunk bonding with their counselors, leaving the male counselors with nothing to do.
Emmett, Jake, and | had formed a tradition of drinking by the lake. However, | had a feeling that
tonight's conversation wasn't going to be as lighthearted as it usually was.

"Hey!" Jasper called out to me as | headed down the hill. "Wait up!"

| slowed down my pace and let Jasper walk beside me. We walked in silence all the way down to



the docks. Jake was already there, unlocking The Paddle Pad, where he kept a bunch of folding
chairs for us. After all the chairs were set up, | turned around to see Emmett and Seth
approaching.

"Seth!" Jake called out happily. "You tapped LB yet?" My stomach rolled at his vulgarity.

Seth shook his head, blushing slightly. Wait, what's that blush for? "No, but | did ask her if she
wanted to go out next week." Jake slapped his back, and my heartbeat increased. | couldn't
imagine Bella going out with Seth. He was nice, sure, but he wasn't remotely good enough for
her. But it wasn't like | was actually going to go out with her, right? Was | really going to be that
guy—the one that wouldn't be with the girl but didn't want her with anyone else either? | was
ready to fully admit it: | was a prick.

"Sit the fuck down," Emmett said, pushing my ass into a seat off to the side and forcing an
opened beer into my hand. | took a large swig of the beer and gulped nervously as he pulled
another chair up beside me.

"What?" | croaked out, knowing that | sounded like a scared little girl.

"You know what." My eyes flicked to Jake, Jasper, and Seth, who had taken off their shirts and
were playing in the lake already. | was not going to have this conversation where they could
hear me. It was bad enough that Jasper already knew. If Jake knew too, my balls would most
likely be chopped off. And | wasn't quite ready to part with those any time soon.

"What do you want me to say?"

Emmett leaned in closer and lowered his voice, continuing angrily. "l want you to tell me that
you're not going to lead her on and break her heart."

"l... uh... who?" | played dumb.

"Don't give me that shit, Edward. | know you. You've never committed to a girl a single day in
your life. She doesn't know that, though. So if you can't, then don't."

"Don't what?"

Emmett's voice was picking up volume now, gaining an angrier edge with each venomous word.
| would have stopped him and protested, but | knew that | needed this verbal smack down. |
needed Emmett to remind me why | couldn't be thinking about Bella like this.

"Don't pretend to be something that you're not going to follow through with. Bella—" my eyes
widened at the use of her name—Emmett always called her LB. "Yeah, Bella," he scoffed.
"You're not the only one who can call her by her name, you know. Bella is young, and she
expects the things that she should, you know? Things like loyalty and commitment and
devotion. Can you do that?"

“I—I don't know," | answered honestly. | hadn't even thought about it like that. All | really knew
was that my body craved Bella's body something fierce.



"Then don't fucking go there," he growled again. "l won't let you hurt her. Are we clear?"
"Uh..." I didn't know what to say or how to respond. My mind was agreeing with everything
Emmett had said, but my cock was screaming at me that Emmett was an idiot and that we could

be faithful and serious. | wasn't sure, though. And Emmett was right. Until | was one hundred
percent certain that | wanted more than just sex with Bella, | wouldn't do anything about it.

Chapter 8
Awkward Auditions

~Bella~

| sighed loudly as | set up my easel and stared out the back window of the Fine Arts room again.
"Bella," Jasper whined, bringing my focus away from the window. "You're driving me crazy!"
"He's been acting weird," | huffed. "Right? It's been three days, and he's been acting weird!"
"Stop staring at the shack, Swan. You're making something out of nothing."

"It's your fault. If you hadn't told him I liked him—"

Jasper cut me off. "l didn't tell him you liked him. | told him you thought he was cute."

"Same thing!" | fumed, getting worked up all over again.

"It's not. Now shut up and get ready, please. Campers will be here any second now."

| rolled my eyes before sliding them covertly over to the shack once more, jumping as Jasper
slapped his hand down onto the table.

“I'm not kidding, Bella! He hasn't been acting weird. Now chill the fuck out."

| had initially thought Jasper was the cool, calm and collected guy he appeared to be. It turned
out that | was fully capable of turning him into a raving lunatic. Over the past three days, Jasper
and | had turned into bickering siblings.

Our activity time together was great. Jasper was fantastic at keeping the kids calm, turning on
some Garbage or REM as mood music. And | finally got the chance to work on my own artwork.
It was only when the children weren't present that we lost all semblance of calm and turned
into a squabbling pair.

He hounded me for avoiding Edward, and | hounded him right back for not making a move on
Alice. She was practically begging him for it, and he still refused. He claimed that she was "too



much of a free spirit to be tied down." | told him to stop giving me lame excuses... and he pretty
much told me the same.

Our last class of the day piled in, dragging me out of my Jasper-induced agitation. | needed to
focus on the kids. My campers were pretty spectacular.

"Everyone take a seat," Jasper called out as he turned around the easel | had just set up. He
went on to explain to the class how they were going to be making flip books today. He divided
the easel into ten squares, showing the progression of a boy holding a balloon and watching the
balloon be let go and float through the air. He then ripped up the squares and stacked them in
order, showing the class how the pictures moved when you flipped through them quickly. It was
like Animation 101, and | missed Edward for the hundredth time that day.

The class went by quickly, with the soft strains of REM's Automatic For The People album
keeping me focused. | created my own flip book of a boy who started off lying on his bed and
then moved to play air guitar around his room before coming back to lie down again. | was
pretty proud of it. | was snickering to myself at how similar the boy looked to Jasper when |
heard a soft velvet chuckle over my shoulder.

| nearly jumped out of my seat at the laugh's proximity to my ear, the puffs of hot air caressing
the back of my neck. "Shit!" | shrieked, causing four straggling campers to look up at me in
shock. "Sorry," | mouthed to Jasper, who was trying his very hardest to contain his laughter as
Edward slid onto the bench next to me.

| gulped, breathing in his heady scent. It felt like weeks since we'd spent time together, not mere
days. "Long time no see," | began, trying to keep my voice steady. | felt so ridiculous. How could
he make me this nervous? After all this time. | was really starting to psych myself out for no
reason.

"Yeah, it's been a while, hasn't it?" He scratched the back of his neck before slumping over the
table, seemingly exhausted. Now that | was taking a better look at him, he looked a wreck. What
had happened to my beautiful, secure Edward?

"Hey, are you okay?" | asked softly, nervously placing my hand on his forearm. He jolted upright,
going rigid under my touch. | pulled my hand back, feeling slightly burned, and turned my
attention back to my flip book. If Edward wanted to talk, he was going to have to do the work. |
couldn't take his moodiness again today. I'd had enough of that the first time around, and |
thought we'd sorted it out fairly well.

“I'm fine. |, uh, just wanted to remind you that you're auditioning for the counselor musical with
me tonight."

| scoffed and shook my head. "No way, Edward." He stared at me, no longer looking unsure,
peer pressuring me with a single look. "No!" | continued adamantly. "No." He cracked a smile,
knowing that he was getting to me. | couldn't let him have the upper hand. "It's not going to
happen. | don't want to."

"Bella, please? You know Alice is helping choreograph it, and Jake and Emmett and Rosalie



already told me that they're auditioning tonight—and Jasper is, too. Right, Jasper?"

Jasper's head snapped up, and he look startled. Obviously he had been unaware of the covert
peer pressuring genius that was Edward Cullen. "Uh..."

"See. Everyone's doing it, LB," he joked, slipping back into form. A small part of me died when he
reverted back to my nickname. It was as if every step forward | thought we were making was
actually hindered by two steps back.

"It's Bella," | bit back at him, standing abruptly. "And I'm not auditioning."
"Yes you are, Bella..."

| rolled my eyes and walked out of the room. It was my last class of the day, and | seriously
needed to get away from him. | didn't know how to act around him anymore. And on top of it, |
had barely seen Emmett, either. He always had Rosalie attached to his hip. | knew that she had
been having serious problems with Royce recently—it seemed like every time | walked into the
counselor lounge, she was screaming at him on the phone, and | still didn't really know why she
stayed with him. It wasn't that | didn't love Rosalie, because | did, but | missed spending time
alone with Emmett. He was usually my rock and my laughter when | needed it—and | needed it
desperately. However, he hadn't been around.

"Bella, wait up!" | heard a voice call. | turned around to see Seth running at me.

"Hey, Seth." | smiled, happy to talk with someone who wouldn't completely infuriate me.

"Got a second to talk?" | nodded, and he grabbed my hand happily, his hand warm in mine.
Warm, but no sparks. Apparently those were reserved only for Edward. He led me to the nearest
stairs, which led up to the dance studio. | could hear Alice counting to the beat as she
choreographed past her class time.

"What's up?" | asked, after getting comfortable on the steps.

"Not much, actually." He ran his fingers through his hair and leaned on his elbows, slumping
over exaggeratedly. "l just wanted to see how you were. We haven't had much of a chance to

talk recently. How's your bunk doing?"

"They're great, actually. Now that | know the names of all the Jonases, I've been inducted into
the cool counselor club, according to them. They've been on their best behavior."

"That's great!" he said, enthusiastically, placing his hand on my knee. Knee touching. I'm not
sure how [ feel about that. Seth was such a sweetheart, but sometimes he reminded me of an
untrained puppy with his unrestrained enthusiasm. "Are you auditioning for the musical
tonight?"

| froze. "Did Edward put you up to this?" He couldn't have. He wouldn't do that... right?

"Edward? Uh... no. Why would you think that?"



| shook my head, ridding myself of those thoughts. Of course he wouldn't. Edward didn't care
that much if | auditioned or not. "He was just asking me before, and | didn't really want to—"

"So are you?" he interrupted, his dark eyes boring holes into my own so intensely that | felt
inclined to look away. My eyes grazed the open land in front of us, only to be met with Edward's
angry scowl. He was standing across the field from us, staring adamantly at Seth's hand, which
was still resting on my knee.

"Uh, yeah... | guess so," | replied distractedly. The only thing | could focus on was Edward.

"Bella?" Seth called as his hand slid further up my thigh. Well, that got my attention back. My
eyes snapped back to Seth, surprised, before placing my hand atop his and sliding it back down
to my knee. Seth wrapped his fingers around mine, squeezing gently before pulling his hand
away to rest on his own lap.

"Yes," | stated definitively. "Yes, I'll be there." If not to audition, then to figure out what the hell
that look from Edward was all about.

He smiled widely, flashing his perfectly white teeth at me. "Great! I'll see you there." He stood
up and walked away, bumping into Edward, who was still gaping at the spot on my thigh where
Seth's hand had been.

Edward shook his head slightly before making eye contact with me. He ran his hand through his
hair and kept his hand at the back of his neck, putting pressure on the tense muscles there. My
body started to awaken just imagining all the ways those fingers could massage my body. Before
| could get enraptured with yet another impossible Edward fantasy, | decided to head towards
the music and catch up with my best friend.

| smiled at Edward, unable to truly ignore him, before standing and trudging up the stairs to the
dance studio.

Alice was flitting around the studio to the electronic bass of Footloose, repeating a sequence of
movements over and over, seemingly committing them to memory. As she was spinning around,
she finally caught sight of me; | was still admiring happily from the corner, afraid for my life if |
got in the way of her flailing limbs.

"LB!" she shouted over the loud music. "Perfect timing!"

Uh oh. I know that face. Abort, abort! Run away!

But it was too late. Alice grabbed my hand and pulled me towards the center of the room, ready
to teach me the combination she'd been working on.

"Alice," | groaned. "l don't want to do this..."

"Don't be silly, LB. You're auditioning tonight, right?" | nodded stiffly, and she broke into a huge
grin. "Fabulous! This is the audition piece, so you'll be ahead of the game."



| rolled my eyes and sighed loudly. "Alice, | really don't care that much. Edward just harassed me
into doing it."

That got her attention. Alice lowered the music and pulled me to sit against the mirror with her.
This was one of her favorite gossip spots. She looked over at me expectantly while pinning her
short black hair away from her flushed cheeks.

"Mmbkay, LB. Let's chat. What's going on with you and Edward?"

"Um, nothing?"

Alice shook her head, her blue eyes twinkling with mischief. "That's not what | heard..."

"You heard something? From who?" | snapped.

"Jasper, of course," she giggled, her intensified flush suddenly having little to do with her
dancing.

"Oh, yeah—what's going on with that?" | prodded.
"No, no, no, Bella Swan. We're not done discussing you. We'll get to Jasper later."

| slumped against the mirror in defeat. "Yeah? Well, nothing's going on, so | don't know what
there is to discuss. Now, let's talk about Jasper."

"What about me?"

Alice's eyes went wide as she shuffled back into a standing position, smoothing out her tight
dance clothes. She caught sight of herself in the large mirrored wall, trying to fix her outfit
before refocusing on the awkward blonde boy standing in the doorway.

"I'm about to teach tonight's audition piece to Bella, but it's a partner piece. And | was just
saying that we should go get you to be her partner!"

How Alice was able to lie so easily on the spot, I'd never know. But | had to give it to her; she
was damn good at it.

"Oh, no." Jasper blushed as he held up a hand in protest, but Alice wasn't having any of that.
Instead, she skipped over to him and grabbed his hand, pulling him towards the center of the
room.

"Bellal" she called out, not even bothering to look at me. Not like she needed to—Jasper and
Alice only had eyes for one another. It was pretty precious. He blushed harder as she squeezed
his hand, bringing it down between them before finally turning to me. "Okay, this is going to be
part of the finale when they're all at the dance..."

As Alice continued to put us into position, | tuned her out, focusing solely on the dance. By the



time we were finished, | knew | was going to need a long shower to clean up before auditions
tonight. | was covered in sweat, dripping onto Jasper every time he grabbed my hand or spun
me. | was exhausted; | could barely see straight. After performing it for Alice, | only knew we had
done a good job due to the amounts of sheer joy written all over her face—that was how
freaking exhausted | was.

Jasper looked at me and then just collapsed onto the floor, wiping out in a ridiculous sweaty
mess of limbs. Laughing, | decided to collapse next to him, reveling in the feel of the cool wood
beneath my back.

"Tired?" Alice chirped.

| was fairly certain | groaned something in response, but it was definitely unintelligible. Jasper
concurred.

"Not too hard for an audition piece, though, right?" she asked, sounding sincerely worried.

| tried to shake my head, but my muscles wouldn't move. "No," | breathed out heavily. "S'really
good, Al."

"Al?" Jasper breathed out, just as heavily. Alice just shook her head sternly. | was the only one
allowed to call her Al, and she knew it. "Oh, Bella—" Jasper interrupted himself, seemingly
having forgotten something incredibly important.

"Yeah?" | turned on my side to face the still-panting Jasper.
"Edward was acting weird. You were right."
At that, | sat straight up, hitting the backs of Alice's knees with my head as | went. "What?"

"Ow, Jesus, LB!" she cried out as she sat down in between us. "Why?" she asked Jasper
curiously. "What did he do?"

Jasper ran a hand through his sweaty hair, pushing it back with the wetness that had
accumulated on his forehead. "l don't really know how to explain it, but | ran into him on my
way here, and he was just staring off into space. | asked him what was going on, but he could
barely string a sentence together. And then, just as | was heading over here, he asked me to
‘convince Bella that she has to audition.' Direct quote, no joke."

| rolled my eyes again. That wasn't acting weird. That was just Edward wanting to get his way.
What a punk. Oh, well. He was getting his way. | was auditioning after all.

"Whatever. | need a shower really badly now. I'll catch up with you two later?" | stood, ready to
give those two some room to be alone. They didn't even nod back to me, already immersed in
conversation by the time | turned to head out.

| walked straight to my bunk, where my girls were happily playing a game of gin rummy in the
middle of the floor.



"Ew," Vicky called out as she saw me traipse in. "You're all sweaty."

"Yeah, | am," | laughed, pretending to shake my sweat onto her. The girls all screamed and
giggled and jumped onto their beds to avoid my path. | was starting to warm up to them.

"Oh, Bella." Andie approached me nervously as the girls continued to giggle behind her.
"What's up?" | asked cheerfully.

"Your phone started beeping when | was in here before." Andie took my phone out from under
her pillow and handed it to me. My stomach dropped. | wasn't technically allowed to have my
phone inside my bunk. | was supposed to keep it in my locker in the counselor lounge, but | had
forgotten to return it to its proper spot earlier this morning after talking to my mom. I really
didn't want to get in trouble. "I didn't tell anyone, and | put it on silent," she added quickly.
Relief flowed through my body.

"Thanks, Andie. Uh... that won't happen again."

She smiled and wrapped her arms around my waist. "It's okay, Bella. You've been really great. |
didn't want to get you in trouble."

| rested my chin on top of her head and welcomed the small girl's embrace. And for the first
time since arriving, | actually felt like a counselor. | remembered feeling a certain camaraderie
with my bunk counselors—a weird sort of familial love that was completely inexplicable and
unable to be broken—and | was glad that we'd already reached that point a mere four days into
the summer.

| sat down on my bed to check my phone and was surprised to see that | had three new text
messages. No wonder Andie had put the phone on silent; it must have been going crazy. The
first text message was from my mom, commenting on how nice it was to hear from me. | had to
keep reminding myself to call her occasionally, especially now that it was actually allowed. The
second and third texts were from... Edward.

Color me shocked.

| covertly opened them, sinking the phone into my lap, away from prying eyes—as if anyone was
actually reading the texts over my shoulder.

Just a reminder that auditions for the musical are tonight. See you there ;) — EC

| rolled my eyes and stuck out my tongue, even though he wasn't around to see me. | was even
more surprised with the second text, though.

Sorry for pushing before. If u don't want to audition, u don't have to—I just wanted to spend
more time w/ u. Why haven't u used the shack at night yet, insomniac? — EC

My breath caught, and | had to reread the text a second and then a third time. Edward wanted



to spend more time with me? And I'd been avoiding him like a scared little girl. Now | felt like an
asshole... and incredibly turned on. How many nights alone in the shack with Edward had |
missed out on by simply being nervous? Sweat still dripping down my body, | changed out of my
clothes quickly and wrapped my towel around me as | walked the short distance to the shower
house.

In the shower, | decided to utilize my alone time. It had been a very long week, and with those
texts from Edward, my sexual tension level was rising by the second. | shampooed my hair
thoroughly, massaging my head, imagining they were Edward's long fingers scratching over my
scalp. As the shampoo trailed down my body, | squirted a large dollop of soap into my hands and
worked it over my skin gently. Washing the dirt and grime away, | let my hands linger longer
over my aching breasts, making my breath hitch ever so slightly.

My hand ghosted small circles over my curves, applying gentle pressure to my sensitive nipples.
Keeping one hand on my breast, | allowed the other one to follow the path of the water and trail
down between my legs. | pushed two fingers into my wetness, trying hard not to gasp out loud
with pleasure. The fingers curled inwards and rubbed against my walls. | could feel them pulse
with each thrust, making me sigh with happiness. Feeling the tension build, | moved my finger to
play with my clit, rubbing myself until the point of no return. | came in furious shudders,
imagining Edward pulsing within me as we lay naked together on the cold floor of the video
shack.

Feeling spent and finally clean, | wrapped myself back into my towel and headed to my bunk to
get ready for the audition process. Rosalie was already sitting on my bed when | arrived.

"You're just getting out of the shower, Bella? We have to be down at auditions in fifteen
minutes! | was sent to—"

"Did Edward send you?"

Rosalie cocked her head to the side, narrowing her eyes at me. "How did you—"

"Why does he want me to audition so badly?" | asked, my voice starting to gain volume. | didn't
know why his insistence was annoying me, but | guessed after three days of no contact, it just
seemed off for some reason.

"Just put some clothes on."

Grumbling, | picked out the first clothes | saw, a pair of grey yoga pants and a white wife beater,
but not before Rosalie could hand me the scariest-looking underwear in my drawer.

| gaped at the bunch of hot pink and white lace in my hand and dropped it onto my bed as if it
were on fire. "Rose! Are you serious? | can't wear that!" Rosalie scoffed and went back to my
closet, leaving the heap of scary lace on the bed. She rummaged through my clothes before
pulling out a navy tank top and throwing it onto the bed, too.

"You're auditioning tonight, and you're going to need to feel hot. This underwear—" she picked
up the bra, displaying the pink padded satin and white lace for all to see "—is going to get you



the lead, Bella. I'm positive. Now put it on, no complaining. Be grateful that | didn't put you in a
thong." She laughed deviously and held out the matching bottoms for me to put on.

Once | was fully dressed, | could see that Rosalie was right. | felt fucking hot. The low cut
neckline of the tank showed off my newly pushed up boobs, giving me ample cleavage. And the
tight yoga pants revealed nothing of my underwear, but just knowing what was under there
myself gave me the extra burst of confidence that Rosalie obviously knew | needed.

After throwing my hair into pigtail braids and slipping on my own pair of flip flops, | was ready to
go.

"Whoa, Bella," Lauren called out as | passed by her bed, where she was reading Tiger Beat
magazine, "you look really pretty. Are you going on a date?"

At the word "date," the entirety of the bunk looked up and gathered around Lauren's bed to
admire me. "No." | shook my head, but my blush gave something away. "Musical auditions.
Wouldn't you girls like to know what it is this summer?" | goaded, unable to resist teasing.

They all nodded their heads, smiling like maniacs. | may have been a cool counselor, but | wasn't
a dumbass. "Well, I'm off now. Get to sleep and be good for night duty!" | called out, leaving the
giggling girls behind and dragging Rosalie with me. | couldn't believe how a simple pair of

underwear could change my mood so drastically, but | couldn't help but feel on top of the world.

Having spent so much time getting ready, Rosalie and | were the last ones to arrive for auditions.
Maria, the creative director for the camp, was already standing on the stage, addressing all the
counselors. She'd been one of my favorite counselors while attending Long Lake. Sort of a
female Elton John, Maria was always dressed in bright colors and sequins, completely unafraid
of being seen as ostentatious. Plus, she lived for the theater, making her enthusiasm nearly
contagious by merely sitting in her presence.

"As some of you may have heard, this summer's counselor musical will be Footloose! I've asked
Long Lake's very own Mary Allison to choreograph,” She held out a hand and pulled Alice onto
the stage, who was still frowning at Maria's use of her full name. "It's going to be quite the
production! First, we'll do singing auditions. Boys first, then girls. Then we'll do a dance audition
in pairs. Mary Allison has worked so hard on it. And last, | will call a few of you to read lines
together. Sound good?" She clapped her hands together loudly before heading over to the
piano, gathering the boys around to learn a verse and a chorus of "I Can't Stand Still."

"Where have you two been?" Alice whisper-yelled at us, sliding onto the bleachers next to
Rosalie and me. "I thought you were going to stand me up, Bella, and | was about to die."

"Stop being such a drama queen, Mary Allison." | laughed as Alice huffed and crossed her arms,
looking towards the boys and away from me.

After clunking through practice, it was time for the boys to sing individually, coming to stand
around the piano in groups of five. Naturally, my favorite group all went together. Emmett went
first, his baritone voice cracking over the difficult notes of the chorus, but that didn't matter to
him. Still smiling, Emmett swayed with the beat, trying to keep up with the piano.



Seth was pretty terrible, too. | couldn't even pretend. Rosalie and | just giggled, trying to stifle
our loud guffaws each time his voice would break over the higher notes in the phrase.

Next was Jake. He was pretty similar to Emmett, although the volume of his voice kind of
compensated for the fact that he was a bit off key. He was so into it. Maria's face was animated,
eating it all up. Jake would be called back to read lines for sure.

Jasper, though, was a complete surprise. He sounded... great. | was incredibly impressed. I'd
been privy to his soft singing and humming during our class time together, but | was truly
impressed with his vocal talents. Maria seemed to feel similarly because after he finished, she
scribbled down something in her notebook before turning to the last person to audition in the
group: Edward.

He sang extremely well, even for him. His exuberance and enthusiasm were true to the nature
of the lead character, Ren, and | was positive that he was going to get the starring role.

Next, the girls went to audition. | was, of course, pushed to go first. | was nervous, but | felt
good. As we walked up to the piano, Jake swatted at my ass, and | couldn't help but turn around
and smack him right back. His eyes went wide as my hand collided with his behind, clearly not
expecting it. After a brief pause, he broke out into loud bursts of laughter, clutching onto his
stomach as he doubled over, gasping for air.

"Harassment goes both ways, you know."

"I've been waiting... for you... to... retaliate," he gasped between laughs. "It's about... fuck-
fucking... time, LB!"

| rolled my eyes and turned back to the piano, feeling even more confident than before. Jake
was such a goof. And | didn't mind that he treated me like a little sister, because he was
definitely a big brother to me, too. As | settled at the piano, Maria's eyes and smile widened
simultaneously.

"LB, is that you? Look at you, all grown up." She smiled warmly and placed her hand over mine.
"Long Lake is excited to have you back."

| smiled at that and accepted the sheet music she had been handing out. We went over the first
verse and chorus of the song a few times before she split us up into groups and asked us to sing
individually. Rosalie went first, singing along quietly as Emmett whooped loudly from his seat,
creating quite the ruckus. | shot him a glare over my shoulder. His enthusiasm was only making
her more nervous. Luckily, he saw and quieted down appropriately.

Next, it was my turn. | cleared my throat, ready to begin, when | felt his eyes on me. The hair on
the back of my neck stood straight up as a shiver went up my spine. | was instantly glad that
Rosalie had put me into a padded bra, otherwise | would have been showing everyone how
incredibly turned on | was at that moment. Unable to relish the feeling, | was forced to jump
into the song as Maria pounded out the opening chords.



"Where have all the good men gone, and where are all the Gods?
Where's the street-wise Hercules to fight the rising odds?

Isn't there a white knight upon a fiery steed?

Late at night | toss and I turn... and | dream of what | need.

I need a hero!"

My voice gained confidence with every line, using my untapped sexual energy to propel my
performance further. Maria looked up in surprise before scribbling in her notebook. Rosalie's
arm squeezed my side, and | couldn't help but smile. For the first time, | felt like being in the
spotlight wasn't such a terrible thing. At least | knew | had Edward's undivided attention.

| sat back down quickly, waiting for the other girls to finish their auditions, but | felt as if I'd been
sitting for merely seconds before the dancing part of the audition began. Alice grabbed Jasper
and me from our seats and told us to show the routine to the rest of the counselors. Although |
would have usually been mad and embarrassed by Alice's lack of concern with putting me front
and center, tonight | was okay with it.

| kicked off my flip flops and went through the routine a few times, helping a bunch of the pairs
as they learned the difficult steps. Alice was getting more and more frustrated as time went on.

“No, no, no," she mumbled. "Girls, it's pas de bourrée, pas de bourrée, turn, hip, hip!" she
yelled, placing arms and legs into the proper position. "Bella, show everyone again, please," she
begged, exasperated.

| did the moves in slow motion before doing it up-tempo with Jasper joining me. Laughing,
Jasper and | finally sat down together as the dance auditions continued. At least Maria knew
that we could do the dance well. We didn't need to audition.

As we sat mocking some of the other couples, Maria approached us. "Don't go anywhere, you
two. | want you to read this scene for me after the dancing is finished."

My mouth dropped. Maria wanted me to stay. | was going to read scenes! | was astounded.
Jasper's loud gasp brought me out of my success-induced haze, though. | turned my head
towards him, but he was staring nervously at the stage.

"What?" | whispered, nudging him in the ribs. Instead of answering, he handed me the scene. |
read through it and gasped as well. The scene ended with... a kiss? | had to kiss Jasper? That's
just gross. "Seriously?" | whined. "If we get the leads, I'm dropping out."

Jasper rolled his eyes. "Would it really be so bad to kiss me?" He batted his eyes, as he had the
other day in the car, leaning in towards my face with puckered lips. | squealed and pushed him
away, standing up quickly. | stumbled backwards into a hulking form, and the tingles running up
my spine let me know exactly who I'd crashed into.

"Whoa, there." Edward moved his arms around my waist and leaned into my ear. "Careful,
Bella." I shivered again and extracted myself from his arms. | couldn't deal with this tension. |
was definitely going to spontaneously combust.



"Sorry." | could feel my cheeks heat with embarrassment as | went to sit by Jasper again.
"She's just flustered 'cause she has to kiss me." Jasper winked, sending a sly smile my way.

"Really?" Edward asked, his eyes looking incredibly concerned. | groaned as Jasper nodded
enthusiastically, wrapping his arm around my shoulders to bring me closer to his side. "Oh, uh...
| guess me, too," Edward added, causing me to flip around in my seat.

"Wh-what?" | stuttered.
"Maria sent me over here to tell you that I'm doing the same scene as you two."

Panic took over my body, paralyzing me where | sat. Why would Maria make us audition with a
kissing scene? That was just cruel and unusual punishment. My first kiss with Edward would be
clumped together with a kiss from Jasper, which | didn't particularly want... with an audience
watching?

"Bella and Jasper, you'll be reading first!" Maria called out, gesturing for us to move up onto the
stage.

| walked stiffly to my spot, gripping the piece of paper in my hand, attempting to mentally
prepare for Jasper. | went through my lines mechanically, anticipating the end of the scene with
each second it came closer. Before | knew it, we'd arrived at the end of the scene. | read over
the words, "Ren kisses Ariel," on the script in my hand at least three times before | looked back
up at Jasper.

He took a step forward, keeping his arms rigid against his sides. He was getting too close; | felt
like he was invading my personal bubble. He smiled weakly before taking another step towards
me, and | fought the urge to step backwards. His hands came to rest at my sides in
uncomfortable fists, making me flinch with discomfort. | looked into his apologetic blue eyes,
and we both took a deep breath. His lips forced themselves into a pucker as his head leaned
towards mine slowly. They met mine in a tentative brush, feeling rough and chapped over mine.
| tried to respond, but he was gone before | could. He leaned away and took a large step
backwards, and | sighed a breath of relief. Thank God that's over.

Jasper smiled as applause broke out from the audience, making me realize just exactly how
many people had stayed to watch us read. | hadn't even noticed them there, to be honest. He
nudged my ribs before hopping off the stage and running into the audience.

“Lovely, you two," Maria called from her perch on the piano. "Let's run it again with Edward,
now. Okay?"

"O-oh-okay," | stuttered uncomfortably. | waited with bated breath for Edward to appear on
stage. My body started humming with nerves, and | felt close to hyperventilation.

Finally, Edward stepped out onto the stage from the dark recesses of the theater. We made eye
contact, and for a second, | couldn't breathe. My brain ceased to remember how to inhale and
force oxygen into my lungs and then exhale again.



"What are you doing here?" | began the scene, unable to wait any longer. Every cell in my body
was alert, waiting for the inevitable closing kiss.

"Watching." His jade eyes never left mine as he spoke his first line, stepping out of the shadows.

"I thought | was alone." My hands crossed protectively in front of my chest, feeling exposed
under the bright stage lights.

"Not in this town," he chuckled as he continued walking towards me. "There's eyes
everywhere."

"How come you don't like me?" | asked, my eyes trained back on the crinkled piece of paper
gripped between my fingers. | was too afraid to look at him or out towards Maria; my nerves
were causing a massive case of stage fright.

| could hear the smile in his question as he continued. "What makes you think | don't?"

"You never talk to me at school. You never look at me." With those words, my eyes trailed
towards his again. He was standing much closer now, and | could almost feel the heat of his
exhale escaping into the air between us.

"Maybe because if | did, your boyfriend would remove my lungs." He ran a hand through his hair
before shifting awkwardly and glancing back down at his page.

"Chuck Cranston doesn't own me," | said defiantly as | allowed my arms to fall to my sides. "He
likes to act like he does, but he doesn't." | gulped, my throat inexplicably closing in on itself,
knowing exactly what the next line was. "Do you want to kiss me?"

His eyes snapped back up towards mine. "Someday." He smiled my favorite half-smile, making
me burn with anticipation. As | looked back at him intently, his green eyes smoldered under the
stage lights, and for a second, | actually believed that he wanted me.

"What is this someday business?" | laughed, starting to feel more like Bella and less like the
character | was supposedly playing.

"I get the feeling you've been kissed a lot." He took another step closer, and my heart rate
picked up. It was so close | could almost taste it. "I'm afraid I'd suffer in comparison."

"You don't think much of me, do you?" | asked, my voice coming out shakier and breathier than |
intended. It looked like nerves were going to get the best of me. "You think I'm small town?"

"I think Bomont's a small town." He took the final step towards me, and | tried not to shudder
when | heard the loud crinkle of the paper in his hand and felt the heat of his palms seep
through the thin fabric of my shirt. My breathing picked up as one of his hands trailed up my
side and made its way under my chin, pulling it upwards to meet his gaze as the other lowered
to the small sliver of exposed skin just beneath the hem of my shirt. "Wanna see something?" he
whispered, his voice not wavering at all, and | bit my lip in anticipation.



How could he be so calm? My heart felt like a hummingbird was trapped inside, my blood
pressure rising with each second his skin was on mine.

He cocked his head slightly to the side and moved his thumb over my bottom lip, freeing it from
my front teeth. My breath hitched, trying to soak up every second his finger remained on my lip.
His eyes darted down to my mouth, and | realized that | still had another line left. "Sure," |
whispered in return.

The air became stagnant, and the audience hushed as Edward leaned in slowly. He pressed his
lips against mine softly, and my eyes fluttered closed. | felt as if I'd been shocked—that static
electricity sensation you got after shuffling your feet on plush carpet—starting with my lips.
Warmth flowed through my body. | tried to stay as still as possible, committing every minute
detail to my memory. The way he smelled, how soft his lips were, how his index finger twitched
slightly under my chin, pulling me just a smidge closer to him. It was perfect.

| sighed as | felt him pull away, knowing that the stage kiss would be far too brief for my liking.
But before | could open my eyes, Edward's lips were pressed against mine again. His grip on my
chin and waist increased with the pressure of his mouth, pulling me against his hard body. |
vaguely felt the piece of paper in my hand float to the floor as my hand released it and trailed up
Edward's biceps to his shoulders. | used his able body for balance as | kissed him back, actively
participating in our kiss for the first time.

As | drew his bottom lip into my mouth, | could taste faint traces of his mint Chap Stick. | sighed
softly, knowing that | couldn't release the moans and whimpers that wanted to escape into the
room so badly. | nearly died on the spot when | felt Edward's soft tongue swipe over my bottom
lip and slip into my mouth.

| could feel everything down to my toes, the sparks repeating their short-circuited cycle through
my body over and over again as my tongue responded, brushing against his gently. My fingers
gripped his biceps, willing him to stay longer, as he sucked my bottom lip into his mouth, biting
gently before releasing it again, signaling the end of the best kiss in the history of the universe.

Finally, his grasp on me loosened, and he leaned back, stepping away from me. My eyes
fluttered open and my jaw dropped, almost unhinged, as | tried not to pant and gasp for air.

Edward's eyes opened and met mine, looking darker than I'd ever seen them. He was breathing
just as hard as | was, and a tiny sliver of hope came to life within me.

The raucous applause coming from the audience brought me back to the present, reminding me
that people had just seen that.

"Well done!" Maria called from somewhere in the distance, finally allowing me to come to.
Looking around, | saw that there were two pieces of paper in the spot where Edward and | had
just been. When did Edward drop his script, too? Still feeling jittery, | reached down to pick them
up. Suddenly, there was another hand there, helping me clean up.

Edward chuckled softly before handing me the papers and heading over to talk to Maria by the



piano without saying a word.

What the hell just happened?

Chapter 9
The Aftermath

~Edward~
What the hell just happened?

Resistance was futile. | could absolutely, under no circumstances stay away from Bella. She had
been far too tempting, walking into the audition looking like a freshly showered goddess. | could
see every curve of her body, and it had taken everything in me to focus on the auditions instead
of stare at her.

| had tried to stay away, honestly. After talking with Emmett down at the lake, I'd been resolved
to keep some space as long as | was unsure of the status of our friendship. For three days, I'd
watched from afar as she'd become the counselor | knew she could be. And the space I'd given
her only made my longing for her body intensify. Finally, | couldn't take it anymore, and I'd
attempted contact, needing her to spend more time with me.

I may or may not have suggested to Maria that the scene should include kissing—just to, you
know, make sure the leads would have chemistry with one another and whatnot. And, oh shit,
had that been one of my more brilliant ideas.

Then, as she'd taken the stage, ready to read our lines, the attraction had come back tenfold. I'd
seen the sliver of white lace from underneath her shirt and nearly lost my shit. All I'd been able
to think about was grabbing her pigtail braids and using them as reigns as | drove into her from
behind. But as she'd begun her lines, warmth had flooded through my body, coming to life with
the dulcet tones of her whispered voice. I'd frozen — completely paralyzed with fear in my
realization. | was completely at her bidding. She controlled me, and she didn't even know it.

After my lips had connected with hers, I'd known it was all over.

I'd known it was inappropriate to kiss her like that in front of an audience, even at the time, but |
hadn't been able to help myself. I'd needed another taste of her plush lips. And she hadn't
disappointed. Bella had kissed me back.

But as I'd stepped back and opened my eyes, aching with hunger for more, Bella's eyes betrayed
her. She'd looked shocked, nervous, and even a little bit scared. It was in that second that I'd
realized how strong I'd actually just come on.

After days of barely speaking with Bella, I'd essentially thrown myself at her. And now I'd scared
her off. Fabulous.



| needed a second opinion, someone to vent to — an impartial, unbiased third party. | could no
longer vent to Jasper, clearly. He and Bella had become somewhat of an inseparable pair, and |
knew that although he was great at listening, his advice would be stilted.

"Edward!" Maria called out, pulling me over to the piano. "That was great." She smiled warmly
and motioned for Emmett and Jake to come over as well. | was expecting Emmett to look pissed,
but he didn't for some reason. Jake, however, did.

"Edward, what the fuck was that?" he whispered with agitation, punching the back of my
shoulder.

"Uh..." Brilliant response, really.

"I can't believe that you would take advantage of LB like that!" My eyes snapped open at that
comment.

"Are you shitting me right now?" | asked in all seriousness. The guy constantly had his hands all
over Bella, and he was talking to me about taking advantage? Fuck that. Jake scoffed and
crossed his arms angrily, staring me down like he wanted to murder me. "You can grope her tits
and ass, but | can't kiss her? When it was written out as a part of the fucking audition scene?" |
fumed.

"I don't grope her," Jake continued to scoff.

Emmett rolled his eyes. "You absolutely do, Jake." He laughed and slapped Jake on the shoulder.
"But she does it right back to you. | think it's kinda cute. Don't be pissed at Edward cause he
stage-kissed her. It was part of the scene, jackass."

"Stage kiss? What even is that? It looked like you just molested her, Edward."

"Closed-mouthed kiss, sometimes with a finger in between. It's made to look like more of a kiss
than it actually is," Maria added, obviously listening into our conversation.

"No tongue?" Jake asked skeptically. My stomach clenched, remembering the feeling of Bella's
tongue caressing mine lightly.

Oh. So that's what that feeling is. Wow, | really am a moron.

| cleared my throat and shifted my gaze away from Jake. | hated lying. "Nope, no tongue." My
eyes raised back up from the floor only to be met with Emmett's amused ones. Although why he
was entertained, | had no idea.

"Boys," Maria called, regaining our attention. "l wanted to talk to you about something." We
nodded, waiting patiently. "As you know, the counselor talent show is next week. I'd love you
boys to MC together. The girls all love you, and | know that you're creative enough to keep them
entertained in between acts. So, what do you say?"



"We'd love to, Maria." Jake smiled and kissed her cheek, causing her to blush slightly. | honestly
thought that Jake didn't know how not to be a flirt. Maybe he thought that was how everyone
interacted with women. Besides, the women didn't seem to have much of a problem with it.

Chuckling, | turned to follow Emmett out of the theater, ready to get a drink or watch a movie or
sleep—something, anything — to get that kiss out of my head. Unfortunately, Emmett was
headed straight for Rosalie, who happened to be sitting on the bleachers with Jasper, Alice, and
— of course — Bella. Staring at her lips, our kiss started running on repeat through my mind.

She looked up into my eyes, startled, before quickly averting her gaze. | really had scared her off.
Now | needed to back the fuck up and wait for her to give me some indication that my advances
were, well, welcome. The more | thought about it, the more | realized that | needed an
outsider's opinion. Remembering that | had a day off next week, | walked outside to make an
important phone call.

Emmett shot me a look of confusion, but | just took my phone out of my pocket and held it up
before heading behind the theater. He nodded in acceptance before returning his attention to
the crew sitting on the bleachers.

Sighing, | picked up the phone and pressed the familiar speed dial, which | hadn't used in
months. | hoped she would actually answer the phone. It only rang once before her familiar
melodic voice picked up.

"Edward? Is this a prank call?" | chuckled, unable to contain myself. Of course she would think |
was calling as some sort of joke. It had been a while since I'd called her. "Teddy!" she sang out
happily. "It is you! I'd recognize that evil laughter anywhere. It still haunts my dreams, you
know."

| rolled my eyes, fully aware that she couldn't see me. She was the only one in the entire world
allowed to call me Teddy, and only because she wouldn't stop. "Yeah, yeah. It's me. | know I've
been kind of a stranger for the past year—"

"Kind of? Fuck, you even missed my birthday."

"Shit, | did? Wait, no | didn't. Your birthday isn't until October."

She laughed loudly and sighed. "That was a test, and you passed. Okay, pumpkin, what did you
need?"

"Did you just call me '‘pumpkin?""
"Yeah. Do you remember when you used to be fat? Such a chubby little kid." | growled in
frustration. Maybe this wasn't the best idea, after all. "What do you need, Teddy?" she

continued, "I'm kind of busy here."

"I have the day off next week and wanted to know if you could meet me for lunch in Portland?" |
asked in one breath, just needing to get it out.



She paused for a long moment before lowering her voice. "Edward, is everything okay?"

"Yes," | replied quickly. "I just miss you. Please?" | was so close to begging. I'd sworn I'd never go
there, but apparently | wasn't above it any longer.

"Of course, Teddy. | can't even remember the last time you asked me for anything. I'll be there,
okay? Don't stress over whatever you're stressing about. It's never as bad as you make it out to
be. You know | love you, right?"

| exhaled slowly, relieved that she wasn't pressing for details at this current moment. As it was, |
was barely focused on our phone call, thinking of the feel of Bella's lips beneath mine.

"I know. | love you, too."

"Kiss please!" She giggled, laughing at our phone ritual. To be fair, it was pretty ridiculous, but
we'd been doing it for as long as | could remember. | made a loud squeaking kiss noise into the
phone, causing her giggles to intensify. "'Kay, love you, bye!" we both shouted at the same time
before slamming the phone shut.

Laughing to myself, | turned to go back to my bunk when | crashed into a large hulking mass.
Before | knew it, | was pinned up against the side of the theater.

"What the fuck?" | asked, seeing Emmett's calculating stare. | backtracked, getting scared all
over again. Hadn't my poor heart been through enough tonight?

Suddenly, Emmett backed up and cracked a smile, shaking his head in disbelief before making
eye contact again.

"You're such a bad liar, Edward." He laughed, shoving my shoulder playfully as | tried to play
catch up. "There was most definitely tongue."

"Don't bother trying to deny it. | saw. You were all like, 'Fuck you, Daniel Day Lewis... there will
be tongue!""

| was confused as to why he was smiling at me. "Why are you okay with this?"

"I'm resigned. And having a great day. We'll talk about it soon. Now, we have to figure out what
the hell we're going to do for the talent show. | was thinking maybe Alice could teach us a
dance."

"A dance? You're out of your mind. | can't dance. You can't dance. Jake definitely can't dance."
With no regard to my response, somehow, | was dragged along. The next thing | knew, | was in

front of Bella again, only now she was dancing. She moved her hips, swaying seductively as she
and Alice danced together in perfect unison. Fuck me, | was in for a long night.



~Bella™

"Oh my God, Bella. Bella... Bella?" Alice called my name over and over, but | could only focus on
the subtle taste of mint Chap Stick adorning my lips. It was real. That had happened.

"Look at her, she can't even say anything," Rosalie quipped. "Did Edward leave you tongue-tied?
Pun intended."

"Huh?" | was still too busy biting my lips, making sure that the tingling feeling was real, to listen
to anyone else.

"Oh, yeah... there was tongue." Rosalie smirked, wrapping an arm around my shoulders as |
tried in vain to steady my pounding heart.

"I'm sorry, were you talking to me?" | looked up and saw that | was in the dance studio,
surrounded by Rosalie, Alice, and Jasper, who had just burst into laughter. "When did we get to
the studio?" | asked, only causing their laughter to increase.

"Darlin'," Jasper drawled, wrapping his arm around my waist, "was it really that good?" | felt my
face heat, recalling in perfect detail the way Edward's tongue had brushed against mine.

"Guess so." Alice skipped over and sneaked under Jasper's free arm, smiling widely. "Oh, man,
Bella. I wish you could have seen your face. | thought you were going to drop dead right there."

| chuckled, thinking back to the impossibly fast beat of my heart. "Yeah, um, | was pretty close." |
paused, looking around. "What am | doing here?"

"Oh, the boys were asked to host the talent show next week, and they want me to teach them a
dance for the opening!" Alice squealed, running off to hook her iPod up to the stereo. She put
on her favorite dance playlist and turned up the volume before skipping back to me and
grabbing my hands. "Remember our Group Twelve dance, LB?"

| nodded, falling into the familiar choreography with ease. | was mid-step when | felt him come
in. Feeling his eyes on me, | couldn't help but exaggerate the movement of my hips. If he wanted
to watch, why shouldn't | give him a show? Alice caught on quickly and stifled her laughter,
leaving her with a mischievous gleam in her eyes.

We couldn't finish the dance, bursting into a bout of spontaneous giggles instead, as often
happened. | spun around into Jasper, crashing into him with a loud smack.

"Ungh," he wheezed as the air rushed from his chest. "Jesus, Bella. You pack a real punch, little
miss thing."

| heard Edward mutter something under his breath, and | was almost a hundred percent positive
he said, "Yeah she does," which caused a shit-eating grin to grace my features.

"Okay, what do you guys want to dance to?" Alice asked, distracting the boys and allowing me
to unabashedly stare at Edward without being caught.



They spent the next hour trying out different songs for dances, but nothing fit. And they were all
getting progressively more frustrated by the second, especially when Alice suggested Beyonce's
"Single Ladies," which Jake thought was "too overdone." Who knew that Jake was so pop-
culture literate?

"This is getting ridiculous," Emmett groaned as Jake rejected yet another song.

"What?" Jake scoffed. "I'm not dancing to anything that Zac Efron's has, okay?"

Edward groaned and rolled his eyes. "Why not? It's what the campers want anyway, right? If
they want me to dance to a song about how I'm feeling nervous but excited, I'll fucking do it."

And then, a stroke of genius hit me. "Nervous but excited?" | giggled, remembering where
Edward must have heard that quote before.

It was the first time we'd spoken since our lips detached, and he looked genuinely startled that
I'd addressed him. Our eyes met, and | couldn't help but indulge in some lofty kissing fantasies.

"Uh, yeah?" He looked confused and all kinds of adorable.

Just then, Emmett understood. He poked me in the side and smiled widely. "At night, when
you're singing in your bed alone... people can hear you. Everyone can hear you!" He quoted one
of my favorite SNL skits, and | burst into laughter.

"Yes! Thank you, Em. You guys should do what you're good at, not this dancing bullshit."

"And that would be... what? Being awesome?" Jake smiled flirtatiously. | ignored him.

"No, you jackass. You should make a video short — like an SNL skit, only with jokes pertaining to
Long Lake. You guys are funny. Really funny. | could film it and edit it, even, if you wanted..."

| looked up at the boys, who were all staring at me with unreadable expressions on their faces.

Edward was the first to crack a smile, rolling his eyes to himself and running a hand through his
hair. It had just clicked for him, too. "Of course! That's where 'nervous but excited' is from..."

| laughed, glad that he finally understood. "Yup."
"Uh, not that | paid attention to when Zac Efron hosted SNL or anything though..."

Jake scowled and smacked Edward on the shoulder. "Edward, | think we need to have a serious
talk about your sexuality."

Edward chuckled softly before glancing up at me, causing heat to rise in my cheeks. His gaze
shot over to Jake, and his smile widened. "Yeah, | don't think that's the issue, Jake."

"Well, I think that's brilliant, Bella," Rosalie said as she wrapped her arms around my waist,



bringing her chin to rest on my shoulder. She squeezed my stomach tighter and giggled as the
boys all muttered, "Fuck," before training their eyes on the ground.

| looked over my shoulder to Rosalie, who was staring down my shirt... of course. | followed her
gaze, seeing that as she'd wrapped her arms around me, my boobs had nearly exploded out of
my shirt.

| spun around laughing. "You're such a slut, Rose."

Her face faltered for a second before she smirked right back. "Says the girl who just made out in
public!"

My mouth dropped. Had she really gone there? As | heard Edward make a mutter-choking noise
from behind me, | realized that she had. Instead of replying and giving in to her teasing, | just
turned around to face the boys.

"So, why don't you guys brainstorm a bunch of skit ideas, and we can reconvene to tape
tomorrow or the next day?"

"Sounds good," Emmett replied happily. Suddenly, Rosalie's phone rang with "Sugar Pie
Honeybunch," breaking us out of our content moment. She sighed loudly before heading
outside to answer it. Emmett followed her, not even pausing to say goodbye to any of us. | was
glad that he was there to support her; Emmett was an amazing friend to lean on. | should know.

We all stood there in silence before we heard her yelling begin. Alice made a panicked face,
signaling as to how she felt about Rosalie and Royce's relationship. | had to say that | agreed
completely. If they had been fighting this much after barely a month of separation, how would it
be after two months, or three? | didn't know if Rosalie would be able to take that. Nor should
she have to.

"So, that's still going on, huh?" Jake asked curiously. Alice nodded and reached for Jasper's hand,
which he took instantly. | made eye contact with Jasper, confused at the sudden display of
affection, and he looked down at his hands and blushed again.

"Yeah. Uh..." Alice smiled up at Jasper lovingly and tightened the hold on his hand. | suddenly
felt like | was intruding on a very private moment. Apparently Edward and Jake felt the same
way because Jake motioned with his head for us to leave, and we all departed silently.

"What was that all about?" Jake asked.

"Finally," Edward and | sighed at the same time before starting to laugh, causing our eyes to lock
in a moment that made me gasp again.

Jake quirked an eyebrow at Edward, who looked to me to explain. "They had been prolonging
the inevitable. Jasper wanted Alice, Alice wanted Jasper, but neither would do anything about it

for some reason. | guess Jasper finally made a move." Thank God.

"Well, | can see why he'd hold off," Jake began, leading us towards our usual gossip spot — the



Adirondack chair.
"And that would be?"
"Well, he's significantly older than her. That's gotta be weird, right?"

As Jake said it, Edward grimaced, cringing slightly, and | felt like I'd been burned. Edward was
seven years older than me. That was three years more than Jasper and Alice's age difference.

"It's not that big of a difference," Edward spoke up, surprising me as he sat down on the chair,
making room for me next to him.

| gulped, my throat drying with anticipation, and sat in the empty spot, attempting to be as
normal as humanly possible. | could feel the air crackle between us, acutely aware of the two
inches of space between where my thighs ended and his began. | blinked, but | could have
sworn that Edward's eyes flashed to mine before he continued admonishing Jake. It felt like he
was inadvertently speaking to me, and | could feel butterflies all over.

"You can't tell me that you wouldn't hook up with someone younger than you, Jake. That'd be a
lie. | mean, how old do you think Gianna is?" Edward pointed out. "I'd say twenty-two, max. And
that'd be the same age difference as Alice and Jasper."

"You hooked up with our waitress, Jake? Seriously?" | scoffed. Jake rolled his eyes, but his smirk
gave him away. Such a whore. "And, by the way, she's eighteen. Two months younger than me."

Jake gasped loudly, turning pale in the moonlight. "Are you fucking serious?" He looked
between Edward and me, just to see if | was kidding. | wasn't.

"Uh, yeah. And she has a boyfriend back home." At that, Edward started laughing, tears starting
to form in the corners of his eyes.

"That's not fucking funny, Edward!"

Edward gasped for air, slowing down his bouts of laughter. "Oh, man. You have no idea how
fucking funny that is. And here you are... giving me shit... and you got her to... to fucking blow
you?"

My eyes widened, shocked that they were actually discussing this in front of me.

"TMI, Edward," | groaned. | could have gone to the end of my life without knowing who'd blown
Jake.

"And on that note..." Jake trailed off, hopping out of the chair and heading away from us. |
chanced another glance at Edward, and | realized that if Jake were actually leaving, we'd be
alone. Alone... in the dark. Without a buffer. And all | could think about were his lips pressed
against mine, tasting the faint traces of mint, his tongue caressing mine, sending shock waves to
my cl—



"Uh, | should probably go, too." | jumped off the seat, as if electrocuted and nodded in the
direction of my bunk.

"Oh, yeah." Edward sounded disappointed? Maybe? Hopefully. "Uh, good night, Bella. I'll see
you tomorrow for filming?"

"Definitely." | grinned, unable to contain my happiness. | felt like | needed to do a happy dance
in the very near future. Is this what being with Edward would be like? If so, then | couldn't wait.

He leaned in and pressed an unmistakable kiss to the top of my head, and | tried not to shiver
under his expert touch.

"Night," he called out as he disappeared into the darkness. Finally alone, | let out a contained
squeal — the one that I'd been dying to let out since Edward's lips had first touched mine.

The following day went by in a huge blur. All | could focus on was seeing Edward and potentially
repeating that glorious kiss. My eyes followed their familiar path, gazing out to the shack in an
attempt to get a glimpse of him, but the only difference with today was that Jasper had nothing
to say about it. In fact, he hadn't said much of anything at all.

Finally, | couldn't take it anymore. Jasper wasn't being his usual annoying self, and it was time to
find out what had actually happened yesterday. As our final class trailed out, | turned to
confront him. He was already smiling expectantly.

"Okay, let's have it," | began.

"What?"

"Don't play coy with me, Jasper Whitlock. When did that happen?" | asked, getting frustrated. |
should have gone to Alice after | saw the hand holding, but asking Jasper was just more

convenient.

"When did what happen?" he replied innocently. | growled and slammed my hand down onto
the table, a trademark Jasper move, and he broke.

"Oh, don't get your lacy panties in a bunch, Bella. It was when you left to get showered." |
squealed, loving the gossipy girl time Jasper and | were sharing. "Don't get too excited, m'dear.
Not that much happened!"

"Yeah, but something happened. | saw the hand holding."

Jasper blushed and tucked his chin into his chest, tugging at his hair awkwardly. "l told her that |
liked her. And, um, that | wanted to take her out tonight."

| squealed louder and threw myself into his arms, wrapping my arms tightly around his neck.
"That's so great, Jasper. I'm incredibly happy for you both."

"Thanks." He hugged me back tightly before placing me back onto the floor. "I'll tell you how it



goes tomorrow?" | moved my head up and down excitedly, channeling my inner Alice. "What
about you?"

"What about me?"

"Uh, I don't know if you know this, but everyone was present for your first kiss with Edward. And
I'm not going to lie, it looked pretty hot. Is it weird that | want to know the details?"

| bit my lip reflexively and shook my head no. | had been dying to talk about the kiss with
someone. Instead, last night, I'd had to return to my dark bunk filled with sleeping children. And
then we'd had no breaks today except for lunch and dinner — and Edward being present at both
of them kind of put a damper on my post-kiss gossiping sessions.

"What do you want to know?" | could feel my face heating as | thought about the touch of his
lips against mine and recalled in perfect detail where his hands had been and how they'd made

my body come to life.

Jasper smiled, looking genuinely excited. "Well, | guess | don't need to ask how it was. Your face
is telling me all kinds of things right now."

“I shouldn't get too excited, though," | reprimanded myself. "After all, it was just for a scene."
"Sure, sugar." Jasper shrugged, his smile coming down to a crooked smirk. "Whatever you say."

| rolled my eyes, ready to argue with him some more when my favorite voice interrupted us.
"Hey, what's going on?"

| jumped back, surprised that | hadn't felt his eyes one me. Realizing that he could have heard
any part of my conversation with Jasper, | decided to change the topic. | smiled like a proud
mother, gesturing to Jasper. "He has a date tonight."

Edward arched his eyebrow in question. "Oh, really? Does he now?"

Jasper bit his lip and nodded. | looked over and pinched his cheek. "My lord, you are too cute for
words."

"My lord? Bella? Methinks I'm rubbing off on you." Jasper winked and then headed towards the
door.

"“I'd love for you to rub off on me, Jasper." | laughed and hip-checked him gently.

"Just don't tell Alice, Bella," Edward joked, jumping into the conversation. It seemed as if
Edward had finally made the transition from calling me "LB" to "Bella," and | couldn't help but
sigh in relief.

"Well, I'd stick around to chat, but I've got a date to get ready for."

| laughed and shooed Jasper off. He smirked knowingly, realizing that this would be my first time



properly alone with Edward since "the kiss."
"So," Edward interrupted nervously, "are you ready to film?"

"Are you ready to perform?" | responded flirtatiously. | was fully aware that my voice was doing
all kinds of naughty things, trying to provoke wicked images, and | was dismayed to see that
Edward wasn't ruffled at all.

"Psh, am | ready?" he answered confidently. "Of course | am." Then, he played along finally and
lowered his voice suggestively, his green eyes sparkling. "I'm always ready." My breath caught
as he grabbed my hand and pulled me out of the room towards the theater, where | assumed
we were filming.

~Edward~

Tonight | came to a crazy revelation. Bella made me nervous. | found myself staring at her body,
imagining it naked almost every second | looked at her. Deciding that that would get me into
more trouble than it was currently worth, | decided to delve right into filming.

We filmed quickly, with unbelievable ease. | couldn't believe how natural of a director Bella was.
We all seemed to fall in line whenever she picked up the camera, despite how poorly rehearsed
we were.

As we were mid-rehearsal for our final skit of the evening —a song making fun of all the favorite
counselors from past summers — | heard a knock on the doorframe. Bella sighed and turned
around and, seeing Seth at the door, she smiled.

My stomach turned with jealousy, unable to see them grinning so unabashedly at one another.
"Hey, Seth!" Jake called, breaking the scene completely.

Seth waved tentatively before nodding to Bella. "Hey, can | talk to you for a second?" she looked
perplexed, although | had no idea why. It was clear that Seth wanted to be more than friends
with her, and | wondered how Bella could be so oblivious to his intentions.

| watched as Bella trailed over to him, hugging him softly before pulling away. | tried to hear
their conversation, but they were too far away and Jake was being too annoying. | wanted to tell
him to shut the fuck up so that | could eavesdrop on their conversation, but | wasn't quite ready
to go down that path yet. His reaction would only lead to questions that | didn't have the
answers to.

| watched on with keen interest as Bella spoke in hushed tones, twirling and un-twirling a stray
stand of hair around her finger. She bit her lip and nodded, and a smile broke across Seth's face.
My stomach flipped uncomfortably, watching her accept a date with another guy. Or at least,
that was what | assumed was going on. | honestly had no idea. It was an unfair reaction seeing
as how | hadn't actually made up my mind concerning my future actions with Bella, but |
couldn't help it.



"Great!" Seth exclaimed before hugging Bella again. She looked stiff within his grasp, and |
internally gloated that she always felt like she fit within my arms comfortably. She trailed back
to the camera and flushed bright red when she realized that all of our eyes were on her.

"So," Jake goaded, "what was that all about?"

"Like you don't know." Bella rolled her eyes before situating herself behind the camera again.
Jake stared her down and finally Bella broke. "Jake, I'm not going out with him. I'm too busy with
all of this crap." She motioned towards her camera, and the knot in my stomach untwisted at
the realization that Bella had turned Seth down. Not that that would do me any good right now,
but still...

"And," Bella continued, "l was just informed that | have to help wrangle the girls for the swim
meet tomorrow morning, so can we make this the last take and finish everything else up
tomorrow?"

Emmett was out of the room before Bella could even finish her spiel, and she was left staring at
Jake and me again. | stared back before realizing that she was waiting for an answer from us.

"Yeah, | should get some sleep anyway. I'm supposed to film it, and they always want me there
at the ass crack of dawn for some fucking reason."

"Actually, Seth just told me that he's doing it, so...you don't need to."

| had no response. For once, | was totally at a loss of how to act around a girl. My head was
growing more and more confused by the minute. "Oh, uh... well, | guess I'll see you there
anyway."

Jake quirked an eyebrow at me as Bella packed up her camera and headed back to her bunk.
"What?" | asked as he continued to stare at me with a contorted look on his face.

"You're willingly going to go to the swim meet when you could sleep in? No way, I'm not fucking
buying it. What's the catch?"

| hadn't anticipated this. It was true — | had never willingly gone to a swim meet when | wasn't
required to film it. And now with Seth helping out, | could actually sleep in and get other shit
done. But if Bella was going to be there —and in a bathing suit — | couldn't not go. My cock
thanked me immensely for this realization, and | shrugged in defeat.

"No catch. | just, uh, told Emily I'd meet her there. We haven't had a lot of time to catch up, if
you know what | mean." | winked, reverting to form, hoping that Jake wouldn't notice my
blatant lies. | felt like a shmuck, but once | had figured out this attraction to Bella, I'd let him in. /
think.

"Emily?" Jake's eyebrows shot up at her name. He must have been surprised at that admission,
seeing as how she hadn't really been around recently. "Nice."



| tried not to roll my eyes at this typical Jake. Ignoring him, | walked quickly to bed before
passing out to dreams of a bikini-clad Bella. | could only anticipate that the real thing would be
just as good, or better.

| woke up to an empty bunk, curious as to why | felt so rested and wondering where the hell
everyone had gone. Looking at my clock, | realized that it was nearly eleven AM, and there
would only be another half an hour of the swim meet left. Those assholes hadn't even bothered
to wake me up.

Grumbling and already in a bad mood, | threw on a t-shirt and shorts before sliding my feet into
some flip flops. As | exited the bunk, | could hear the excited yells of campers coming from the
lake. The summer sun was already high in the sky, feeling hot against my skin. Once down at the
lake, | saw that a t-shirt and shorts clad Bella was situated on the far corner of the docks, helping
the campers get into places in their lanes for races.

Rosalie, clad in a red full-piece bathing suit, looked as if she had just stepped off the set of
Baywatch, blowing her whistle to commence each race. Her hair was slicked back and she was
laughing with Bella, pointing the campers in the right direction. It was so nice to see them
working together, obviously in their element.

Bella was a natural. She didn't even notice how the girls followed her instructions obediently,
behaving for her in an exemplary fashion. | didn't think she recognized how rare that was for a
new counselor. It had taken me at least three summers to gain control of most of the girls, only
because they retaliated against the newbies.

Out of the corner of my eye, | caught sight of Alice and Jasper, who were glancing at one
another furtively across the throngs of children as they kept them entertained. It was kind of
adorable, watching them in their bizarrely slow mating ritual. But if | had learned anything from
Jasper over the past few weeks, it was that he never did anything until he was one hundred
percent certain it was a good idea. Apparently, Alice finally fell into that category. It only took
three weeks.

"Hey, stranger." A voice caught my attention, and | turned just before Emily was able to throw
herself into my arms without knocking me backwards. "You've been kind of MIA lately. What's
the deal?"

"Emily, I-" | was about to come up with some sort of lame excuse as to why | hadn't been able
to spend more time with her when | saw Seth approach Bella. He poked her ribs, making her
smile and shake her head. My head went completely blank. | could not for the life of me think of
a single reason why | hadn't tried to seek out Emily, because Bella had completely overtaken my
senses. My brow furrowed as | watched Seth wrap an arm around Bella's waist as he continued
to film the girls in the lake.

| only came to as | felt Emily poke my side with a forceful jab of her own finger. "Ow! Jesus
Christ, Emily — that hurt!" Emily rolled her eyes and cocked her head to the side, smiling shyly at

me. "What?"

"Nothing." She shook her head, but her tone told me that she wanted to say more.



"What?" | asked again, getting more frustrated with her antics.

"It's just..." She paused, thinking over her next statement before pulling my head down towards
her so that she could whisper in my ear. "l should have known you were a lost cause when |
found her in your bed that first night."

"What?" My eyes widened, looking at the petite blond girl incredulously.
"Don't give me that face, Edward Cullen."

| was truly speechless. And | clearly needed to reign myself in. How did everyone know that |
wanted Bella within days of me realizing it myself?

"I, um... I don't—"

"Don't bother with the denial tactics." Emily smirked deviously before snuggling under my arm
and pulling herself close to my side. "l think it's kind of adorable, Edward. And honestly, it's
about time that you gave up random ass in favor of an actual girl."

"I didn't say | was giving up random ass."

Emily snickered. "You didn't have to! | saw it with my own eyes, you know. | was at auditions the
other night, darling."

"You were?" | was shocked. | seriously hadn't seen her there. But, then again, | really hadn't
seen many other people besides Bella that night. | guessed that was what Emily was alluding to.
God, how could | have been this much of an idiot?

"Why am | not surprised that you didn't notice?"

| was about to respond when | was distracted by goings-on on the docks. Seth had just handed
off the camera to James, a counselor | wasn't a huge fan of, before stripping his shirt off and
hopping into the lake. | wasn't so much interested in that as | was in Bella's reaction. Her eyes
went wide before honing in on Seth's chest and abs. Now, | wasn't disgusted by my body by any
means, but Seth's body was ridiculous. Had someone given that boy some steroids? He was
fucking ripped. And | wasn't afraid to admit it; | was intimidated — and the boy was four years
younger than me. Shit.

Bella could never look at my body with that kind of admiration because my body just didn't look
like that.

"Please, Bella! Bel-la! Bel-la!" | heard Rosalie's piercing drawl over the din of cheering campers. |
could see Bella blushing from where | was standing and was curious as to what she could
possibly be embarrassed about. My questions were answered as Rosalie strode over to her and
started pulling off her clothing, revealing a bright red bikini.

My jaw unhinged, my mouth dropping open as | caught wind of what was about to happen.



Bella was going to participate in the relay, meaning that she was going to be in her bikini - and
soaking wet - in the very near future. My dick stood up, hardening in my shorts at the mere sight
of her.

Bella had been outside for hours, making her skin glisten with a combination of sunscreen and
sweat, slightly tanned from being out in the sun all morning. My eyes couldn't help but go
straight for her cleavage, where the halter neckline of the top plunged, revealing the tantalizing
swell of her breasts. After lingering on her chest for an inappropriate amount of time, | forced
my gaze away, downwards to flit over her flat stomach and low-rise bottoms, showing over her
curvy hips and strong legs. My eyes refused to blink or look away from the expanse of skin.

Upon seeing my expression, Emily was unable to contain her laughter anymore, letting out loud,
throaty guffaws. | tried to stifle her laughter by pulling her face into my chest, hoping that Bella's
attention wouldn't be drawn to me. | really didn't want her to see me blatantly checking her out,
despite the fact that that was exactly what I'd been doing.

"Shut up, Em!" | warned, silencing her with my hand across her mouth. Her laughter finally died
down, but | was reluctant to let her go. Emily had quite the mouth on her, and | wasn't ready for
anyone to overhear what was going on.

| looked up at the docks again just in time to see Bella dive in head first. Seeing that it was safe, |
removed my hand from Emily's mouth, but looked at her pointedly. She got the point, her
laughter dying off quickly.

“I'll be good. I'll be good..." | let her go and she wrapped her arms around my waist again,
placing her chin on my chest as she looked up at me coyly. "So, are you going try and deny
anything again?" Her hand wandered lower on my stomach, and even though | knew that she
was just trying to prove a point, | wasn't going to let her get that far with all these campers
around.

"Fine, fine." | smiled and wrapped my hand in hers, pulling it away from the erection that we
both knew was there. "You win. | want her. Badly. Now shut it."

"Yes, sir." She winked and pulled away. "Whoa, there, handsy!" she started again, pulling my
gaze back to the lake where Seth was "helping" Bella out of the water — if "helping" could be
described as grabbing her ass from underneath and pushing her onto the docks. Could he really
be that forward with her and have her not mind, or even retaliate? Seth pulled himself onto the
docks easily, his biceps bulging with the obvious exertion before standing to pull Bella into a
tight embrace.

"Are you serious?" | growled, causing Emily to snicker again. "I... | can't fucking watch this."

"Don't get all emo on us, Edward. Just do something about it." She smiled and grabbed my hand,
squeezing it tightly before letting it drop between us.

“I'll try."

Unable to watch the display of intertwined limbs that was currently Seth and Bella, | turned to



leave, heading back up the hill to my bunk to wallow in self-pity — or jack off to thoughts of a
soaking wet Bella, clad in that delicious bikini. One or the other, definitely.

With one last look over my shoulder, | caught Bella's eyes glancing over in the spot where I'd
been standing with Emily. She looked... sad, for some reason. Sad and a bit angry — or was it
frustrated? Unable to figure it out, | headed away from the lake to sort through my own
thoughts instead.

Chapter 10
Shack Time

~Bella~

Rage. Quiet unadulterated rage was pulsing through my body, and | had no real way to squelch
it except for my mild shaking. | may have been pushed up against Seth's hard and muscular
body, feeling our skin rub against one each other, but all | could see was Emily's dainty hand
drifting down Edward's stomach as he grinned at her.

How could he do that to me? After kissing me, how could he just go back to her like it had
meant nothing? I'd thought that he'd been maybe coming onto me yesterday, but clearly it had
all been in my imagination.

"Bella, are you okay?" | heard Seth ask as his hands stroked my arms softly. My eyes snapped
upwards to his, and | couldn't help but smile at his genuine concern.

"Just a little cold," | fibbed, shaking out my wet hair and ringing it out over the lake. In reality, |
was pretty warm. After standing in the sun for three hours, | could feel my skin flushing and
drying in the early summer heat. But | was feeling particularly exposed in Rosalie's small bikini.
Apparently all of the supervising counselors had to wear red bathing suits, of which | had none,
but Rosalie had plenty. She'd lied to me, claiming that she only had bikinis — while she herself
showed up in a one piece. Little harlot.

"Oh, let me grab you a towel!" Suddenly, Seth jetted off and returned with a large green beach
towel from the side. "Here you are." He smiled again and wrapped it around me, pulling me
close to dry me off. | would have minded the familiarity he displayed with my body, had he not
been doing me a favor and covering me up.

My mostly naked body that Edward didn't even bother to ogle because he was too distracted by
Emily, my inner voice growled.

"Thanks!" | managed to call out to Seth before he was pulled away by James, the soccer
counselor he'd passed his camera off to.

Then, just as quickly, | was being pulled off in the other direction by Rosalie, towards the beach.
| threw my towel and myself down onto the sand as the campers all wandered off to their bunks



to shower. | should have probably taken a shower, too, but | was too emotionally exhausted to
move right now.

"Bella, you look smoking today. Just thought | should tell you." Rosalie giggled and threw me a
cookie from the swim staff's private stash.

| rolled my eyes and stretched my arms over my head, relishing in the sun's calming feel on my
drying skin. | let out a long slow exhale, trying to expel the bad energy I'd accumulated.

"Are you okay?"

| shook my head, keeping my eyes closed and trying to think of happier thoughts, but | was stuck
on the image of the loving and intimate way Edward and Emily had interacted with one another.
| knew that Edward was a touchy-feely kind of guy, but he wasn't that touchy-feely.

"Do you want to talk about it?" Rosalie offered up. | lay there in silence, continuing to shake my
head gently from side to side, hoping that she would just let me relax. "Please, Bella."

“I'm frustrated," | admitted, still keeping my eyes closed. Talking that way was easier, anyway.
"What?" Rosalie asked, sounding legitimately confused.

“I'm frustrated... and lonely." | said it again, feeling the honest way it tasted on my tongue.

"I don't understand. How can you be lonely? You're surrounded by your best friends every day."

"That's true, but it's also not true." | paused, hearing her take in a deep breath and wait for me
to continue. "They had lives as counselors before | became one. | thought that it would be easy,
since we were always best friends. But it hasn't been. Jake is distracted by anything with tits that
isn't me." | chuckled at that admission. "Emmett is distracted." | smirked as | heard Rosalie huff
quietly. "Alice found Jasper — and I'm so happy for them, but they're already living in their own
little world. Did you see them after their date yesterday? They barely waved hello to me—"

"They just got together, Bella. Give it time, they'll be back to normal within the week, |
guarantee it."

"I don't need time. | need to take my focus off Edward and make some new friends. Here I've
been pining and hoping that he'll look my way all summer, but it's not going to happen —and it's
preventing me from making new friends. Friends that | should be making because I'm now a
counselor and | can."

"You always have me, Bella," Rosalie said sadly, and | finally opened my eyes to look at her. She
was sitting at the bottom of my towel, looking wistful as she laid her hands on my shins. "l love
you tons, B. You make me happy."

"Thanks, R. I'm sorry, | didn't mean for it to sound like | was belittling our friendship. God knows
| love you, too. | just don't spend enough time with you. Having activities and a cabin full of girls
kind of gets in the way of that. And most evenings you spend on the phone with your family or



with Royce, and | never want to interrupt you. But if you want to talk about it, I'm here."

"I know, and | really appreciate it. Dealing with Royce has been... rough. And if you want to
move on past Edward, then go for it, but you don't have to. Because | know that he makes you
happy, too. | know for a fact that all of your best friends love you — Alice, Jasper, Emmett, Jake,
me, and even Edward."

"Edward's a lost cause. | think I'm going to go out with Seth."

Her eyebrows shot up, arching into the middle of her forehead. "Really?"

"He's already asked me out twice, and I'm running out of creative ways to turn him down."
"Twice?"

"Ugh, yeah. Once during pre-camp and then again last night. | should give him a chance, right? |
mean, what's the harm in going out once? He's really sweet, and it's not like I'm planning on
throwing my V-card at him."

"Why not? He's got a rockin' bod."

| sat up straight, leaning over to talk with her so that | could lower my voice. "l know, right? |
didn't want to say anything before, but I'm pretty sure my eyes nearly popped out of their

sockets when he stripped down. Not too bad to look at, hmm?"

Rosalie giggled, throwing her wet hair up into a messy bun. "l tried to count all of his abs — | gave
up at like fourteen. And those pecs... mm, mm, delicious."

"Oh, | know. | wanted to sink my teeth into them — just gnaw a little bit. They'd probably be
nutritious."

"Like lean meat?"

"Well, since you've already decided I'm giving it up for him, | do hope there's nothing lean about
his meat," | quipped, making Rosalie's mouth drop again.

"I love you, Bella." Rosalie sat up and grabbed my body in a huge hug, kissing my cheek sloppily
and pushing us both down to the ground so that she was essentially lying on top of me. "So
much!" she continued in between her ridiculous kisses.

"Jesus Christ, I've died and gone to heaven!" | heard Emmett call from behind us. Not getting off
me, Rosalie tilted her head up, staring straight at him. | looked up, leaning my head back to try

and gauge his reaction, only to see him adjusting himself in his shorts. Gross.

"You wish." Rosalie kissed my cheek loudly again before rolling off me and pulling us both up to
stand.

"So, LB." Emmett cleared his throat and wrapped his arm around my shoulders, pulling me flush



against his side, as Rosalie did the same on his other side. "You going to edit our opening video
tonight?"

"Yup. I'm actually going to head to the shack as soon as lights go out. | feel a little bad for my
campers — I'm never around after lights out." And then | thought of something, despite the fact
that | might not necessarily want to know the answer. "What are the rest of you guys doing
tonight?"

"Uh, I think Jake and Seth are going out with Claire, who works at softball, and a bunch of her
friends. Jasper is probably playing love songs to Alice on his acoustic guitar while weeping. And
Rose and | are going to be doing laundry, 'cause | have yet to do any since | got here."

I made a face, crinkling my nose in distaste. | hated doing laundry. "That blows. And not in the
good way." | could feel the vibrations of Emmett's low laughter through his shirt, and | smiled
widely as he ruffled my wet hair. | had really been missing my pseudo-big-brother. "What about
Edward?" | asked tentatively. He was probably going out with Emily. Le sigh.

Emmett cocked his head and his grip on my shoulders increased, his muscles tensing before
adjusting and relaxing once again. "He's not going to be in the shack with you?"

"“If he is, I'm not aware of it. | just assumed he'd be out with Emily or something." My voice must
have sounded pathetically sad because Emmett stopped walking and turned me to face him
directly, looking into my eyes.

"Emily? Why would he be out with Emily?"

"He was all over her this morning at the swim meet, | just assumed-"

"He was all over Emily this morning?" Emmett's voice had an angry edge to it, and | couldn't
figure out why. Unless Emmett had a thing for Emily, which... just... no, he didn't. "That son of
a_ll

"Em, what's the big deal?"

Emmett shook his head in frustration before placing me back under his arm again, continuing
the walk up towards the cafeteria. "Nothing, | just need to have another conversation with him,
apparently."

| was truly confused. "Shit," | said aloud, realizing the time. "I'm going to be late for lunch. | don't
have dry clothes to put on for the dining hall." It was strict dress code - shirt, shorts, and shoes
must always be worn inside, and the clothes in my hand were wet, leaving me in only Rosalie's

tiny bikini and some flip flops.

"Bella, who do you take me for? I'm always prepared." Rosalie rummaged through her black
knapsack and pulled out a full outfit for me to wear inside. | was astounded.

"Thanks, Mary Poppins."



She winked in return while zipping the bag up and wandering off towards her table, while
Emmett followed me towards my own.

| turned around as | got to the foot of my table to see what the hell Emmett needed, but he was
already in a heated conversation with Edward at the head of the table next to me. Suddenly,
Edward's eyes flashed to mine, and | flushed at having been caught staring. His eyes narrowed in
confusion before he shook his head and looked back at Emmett. | had no idea what they were
talking about, but it seemed serious, and | was definitely curious.

Apparently, so was Jake. As soon as he came bounding through the door and saw their close
proximity, he threw his arms around both of them. "What are we arguing about, kids?" The
raucous timbre of his voice shook the table, and | laughed at his pure obliviousness and lack of
tact.

Emmett stepped back and raised his eyebrows. "Nothing. Just a misunderstanding."
"Did Emmett steal your Anakin Skywalker action figure again, Edward?"

"Jake!" Edward yelled, jabbing his fist into Jake's flat stomach. Instead of Jake flinching, though,
Edward yelped and yanked his hand back in pain. "Jesus, Jake! Are your abs actually made of
iron? That really hurt!"

| couldn't help but giggle at the ridiculous display. Edward had tried to regain some cool points
by punching his best friend, only to end up looking like more of a nerd. My giggles turned into
full out laughter as Edward's eyes met mine with an expression of anguish, shame, and hilarity.

As soon as my laughter calmed down, Jake resumed his Edward-torture, which was a natural
thing for them. | definitely loved them all the more for it. "What can | say? Seth and | have been
doing an intense workout regimen in our free time. | guess it's paid off."

"Definitely," | jumped in, not even thinking about the words escaping my mouth. "l saw Seth's
body this morning. Good job."

Jake raised his eyebrow at my comment, making me blush. "Does someone have something
they want to tell me about my baby cousin?" | shook my head, my blush intensifying further. |
could feel the heat seeping into my cheeks. "No? So maybe you want a piece of this..." Jake
trailed off and began to pull up his shirt to reveal his solid abs when a throat cleared from beside
him. One of the administrators had seen his little stunt and suggested he keep his clothes on.

Smiling, | continued to lay out the silverware and set the table. As Edward did the same at the
table next to us, | noticed him wince slightly when he gripped a bunch of forks. "Edward, are you
actually hurt?"

| jutted out my hand to grab his and rested his fist in my open palm. | ran my finger over the
bruise that was already forming on his knuckles with curiosity. He must have put a lot of force
into his punch to injure himself. | ran my finger over it again, and although he rolled his eyes, he
winced ever so slightly.



“I'm fine," he said, his voice sounding low and husky. "l just didn't realize that | was punching
The Iron Giant."

"The Iron Giant? | was told | had to see that movie before | got to film school, but | haven't had
the time. Is it worth it?"

"Is it worth it?" Edward choked. "It is absolutely worth it. We'll have to make a plan to have you
watch it one night with me, okay?"

My heart fluttered and my crotch tingled at the thought of a movie night with Edward —a movie
night that didn't include four other people. The tingling in my crotch moved to my hand when |
realized | was still clasping his.

"Sounds good." | tried to breathe normally, but | was too distracted by the pounding of my heart
to really monitor it. "So, you play with Star Wars action figures?" | started to tease him, but he
interrupted me, ignoring my question completely.

"Tonight, | figured we could work on editing the opening monologue. Tomorrow we can put in
music and sound effects tomorrow because | have Thursday off, and then the show is on Friday.
Does that work for you?"

| nodded, not truly comprehending everything he was saying, but instead focusing on the way
his lips moved and imagining them pressed against mine in the solitude of the shack.

He dropped his hand and smiled, walking back towards the head of his table as Alice and the
campers scurried into the dining hall.

| turned my head to ask Alice where she'd been when | saw the dark bruise on the side of her
neck, just above the neckline of her t-shirt. Just then, Jasper walked by our tables. | noticed the
way his hand lingered on her shoulder for a second too long as he admired what | was sure was
his handiwork.

"Alice." Jasper tipped his head and winked at her before traipsing off to his own table. As happy
as | was for them, this relationship was definitely going to take me a while to get used to. |
already missed Jasper's affections. Am [ really this needy? Yes, | decided. | was absolutely that
needy.

The rest of lunch went by quickly, and | soon found myself back in classes. The weather was now
at an all-time high, and the room had very quickly become sticky with humidity, making
everything in the room sweat.

On top of being annoyed from the heat, | was especially disgruntled by the gossiping occurring
in my classroom. | knew that campers were the worst, but | had to physically restrain myself
from intervening at the conversation about how one camper had supposedly spotted Emmett
and Rosalie making out while she'd been coming back from the nurse's office the other night. |
shook my head at the complete fabrication of the story, ashamed that I'd once been caught up
in the speculation of counselor's lives, too.



As soon as our classes were finished, Jasper bolted from the room, and it didn't take a genius to
figure out where he was running off to. And my level of annoyance only increased when |
realized that | was now left to clean up the art room by myself.

| sighed and turned up the volume of my favorite classic rock radio station, blaring the sexy
guitar riff of "Heartbreaker" by Led Zeppelin.

Looking around, | saw that our latest class had made a mess of the mod-podge and glitter we'd
let them use today. | started to clean it up with a damp rag, but it really didn't do much good.
The glitter was spreading everywhere, and the amount of effort | was exerting to clean it up was
only making my temperature rise more.

| searched around the room for a few minutes until | found a wiry and broken-looking fan in the
back corner of the closet. | quickly plugged it in, hoping that it would work. Sweat was now
starting to drip in between my boobs and onto my stomach, which wasn't the best sensation in
the entire world.

The fan barely worked, only seeming to push the hot air around the room even more, leaving
me disappointed and irritable. My eyes darted from side to side as a brilliant idea formed in my
head. | folded the waistband of my shorts over, making them ride as low as possible on my hips.
Then | took my extra hair elastic and knotted the back of my t-shirt, exposing my midriff to the
steamy air. It wasn't great, but it helped. Grabbing a rag, | continued cleaning like that, until a bit
of the damp cloth hit the skin of my stomach. When | leaned towards the fan, the skin cooled
under the low breeze of the fan.

Victory!
| wet my stomach with the cloth before coming to stand directly in front of the fan, arms to the
side, head tilted back. | closed my eyes, enjoying the cool sensation of the water drying on my

flesh.

A shudder went through my body, and | couldn't help but moan with satisfaction. | hadn't even
realized how fucking overheated I'd been.

Suddenly, | heard the door hit the wall, and | spun around in shock. Edward was standing in the
doorway, and it looked as if he'd accidentally fallen into the door and was stumbling to stand
upright again.

"Uh, hey." | waved awkwardly, one short almost-salute.

He finally gained solid footing and adjusted the door so that it wasn't smacking into the wall
before running his hand through his hair, tugging on the ends harshly. "You look hot," he said so
fast that | was positive I'd misheard him.

“I'm sorry, what?"

His eyes bugged out of his head a little bit when he realized what he'd said, and it was almost
comical. I'd never seen Edward flustered before. It was definitely amusing.



"You're dripping wet... | mean, sweaty... | mean, it's hot in here, right?" His bumbling was pretty
endearing, and | couldn't help but stand there and smile.

| went to put my hands on my hips when | figured out that | was indeed dripping wet and hot
and half naked. Awesome. | went to cross my arms over my stomach, but it was still really too
hot for that. | groaned.

"Yeah, it's too hot in here to even think properly."

"I was going to ask if you wanted to hang out in the shack until dinner to get some stuff done.
Plus, it's air conditioned in there..."

"Air conditioning?" | walked over to him and placed my finger over his lips, effectively silencing
him. | noticed the electric spark pulse through the tip of my finger as it pressed against his lips.
“I'm sold. Let's go!" As | removed my finger from his lips, | smelled the faint traces of mint Chap
Stick and crinkled my nose. "Now my finger is going to smell like mint." | laughed, trying not to
show how thrilled | was that he hadn't flinched under my touch—or made any attempt to move,
really.

He smiled and took the Chap Stick out of his pocket and reapplied it. "Yeah, sorry, I'm addicted
to this stuff."

A faint blush crept across my cheeks without provocation, just thinking about how well | knew
that. "Oh, | know."

Edward's eyes snapped back to mine, glimmering in the late-afternoon sunlight before he
smirked. "I guess you would." He paused and lowered his eyes before raising them to meet mine
again. "That wasn't awkward, was it? | know we didn't ever talk about it or anything, but—"

| cut him off, unable to hear him say the words "it was just a scene," when in my head, that kiss
was the center of my world. "Don't worry about it, Edward. It wasn't awkward."

Not. At. All.

We arrived at the shack, and he motioned for me to open it. | quirked an eyebrow at him. Why
wouldn't he just open the door himself?

"Just making sure you remember the code." He snickered as | fumbled with the lock in my
sweaty hands. Finally | managed to get it open and shivered under the heavy flow of air
conditioning in the small room. | automatically reached behind me and pulled the elastic out,
returning my shirt to its normal position covering my stomach. | could have sworn | heard
Edward mutter a low, "thank you," but | couldn't be sure.

We sat down in front of the computer, and he got out my camera to connect it and started
importing the footage we'd recorded the night before.

"Oh, so this is a business meeting?"



Edward slouched in his chair, kicking out his legs and crossing them to get comfortable. |
suddenly felt completely at ease, as if this was how it was all supposed to be.

"Multitasking, Bella." He smiled, and had | been standing, | would have absolutely swooned. It
was one of those heart-stopping, panty-dropping smiles that I'd seen him unleash on
unsuspecting female staff members throughout the years.

He continued dragging icons around the computer before | heard the faint strains of Led
Zeppelin's "Going To California" come over the computer speakers. | sighed, feeling content.
This song felt like my theme song. | closed my eyes and let the guitar soothe away the heat, the
tension—everything.

We sat, not saying a word until the song finally finished. It was then that | heard the heavy base
of "When The Levee Breaks," and | realized what we were listening to.

"Led Zeppelin IV?" Edward nodded slowly, coming out of his own musical trance. "l didn't know
you were a fan of The Zep."

“I'm not, really. | noticed you listening to them in the Fine Arts room before and figured that
since | was stealing you away, | might as well bribe you with music, too."

"Well, if you were really paying attention, you'd know that | was listening to 'Heartbreaker,'
which is off Led Zeppelin Il not IV, but | appreciate the sentiment."

Edward paused and leaned forward, bringing his forearms to rest on his knees. "Wow, so you
really like Led Zeppelin."

| shook my head emphatically from side to side. "No, | love Led Zeppelin. British Blues is by far
the best music that has ever been written. Nothing will ever compare."

"Nothing? What about Nirvana or the Red Hot Chili Peppers or Radiohead?"

| started giggling, unable to stop myself at the predictability of his response. "Of course you
would name those bands... you're such an emo indie whore."

The corners of his mouth tugged upwards as he leaned further over, closer to me. "Did you just
call me a whore?"

| shrugged, making a joke out of our most recent plight. "An eye for an eye, and all that..."

"Touche, Bella." He leaned further over, and | could nearly feel his breath on me. My heart
stopped and stuttered, hoping beyond all hope that he would close the distance and kiss me
again.

His eyes burned with an unspoken intensity, and | leaned slightly forward, unable to resist his
magnetism. As we were centimeters away from bringing our faces together, the import on the
computer finished, dinging loudly and snapping him back to a rigid position in his chair.



| could have throttled my video camera in that moment.

Unwilling to lose our momentum and let the moment fall flat and awkward, | began talking
about the one thing that had been plaguing my thoughts all afternoon.

"Emmett isn't hooking up with Rosalie, is he?"

Edward didn't turn around as he answered, still fidgeting with the clips on the computer, but his
answer was resolute. "No, no way."

"Oh, okay." | sighed in relief, although | wasn't sure why.
Edward heard and spun around in his chair, looking quizzical. "Why?"

"I just, | heard some campers talking about it. Apparently they saw them making out on the
front porch last night. But that's impossible. They'd tell me, right?"

"Why wouldn't they?"

"I don't know... I've kind of feeling out of the loop, | guess." It was hard to admit that, but
ultimately, that was exactly what it felt like. "l just couldn't believe that a camper would know
that about my best friends before they'd tell me themselves, you know?"

"Don't believe camper gossip. It's usually fabricated," Edward said with a dismissive shrug. |
didn't know why, but the action irked me greatly. | hated feeling like | was being blown off; it
made me feel like a camper again. Although, | was infinitely grateful that he'd finally given up
calling me LB.

"Oh, really? So you never hooked up with Jess in the dance studio?"

Edward's mouth dropped, and his eyes held an ounce of guilt. "You know about that?"

| laughed at his shameful expression. "Um, yeah. | know about all of your conquests, Edward.
Jake's, t0o." | shook my head. "This camp is small, remember? Jess was the bunk counselor of

the cabin next to mine. The cabin walls are thin, and she had a big mouth."

"I remember," Edward quipped, leaving me stunned at his choice of words. "I mean, she was
loud." He blushed, realizing again what he'd said. "Fuck, | didn't mean it like that..."

| couldn't help but laugh. This was the second time today Flustered Edward had made an
appearance, and | was enjoying him thoroughly.

"Edward, it's okay. | understood before you dug yourself into that hole."
Edward paused, composing his thoughts, and it seemed as if he were going to say something

incredibly important, when chimes for dinner rang. | realized that we'd been in the shack for an
hour longer than I'd anticipated. Time with Edward seemed to fly by at an unnaturally fast pace.



"Fuck, how did it get to be dinner time?" Edward asked as he stood up, stretching his arms
above his head, showing off the small trail of hair that led into the waistband of his shorts. | had
to put some serious effort into not drooling. "Come on, my dear."

He laughed, seeming incredibly light-hearted, before offering me his arm. | took it gratefully,
enjoying the sparking sensation in my hand where our skin joined. My stomach flipped as he
turned out the lights, leaving us in the darkness for a millisecond before he pushed open the
door, releasing us back into the heated daylight of the summer evening.

| couldn't resist leaning my head against his shoulder as we walked. It was firm but just soft
enough under my touch. This much time alone with Edward was going to fuel my fantasies for
weeks. | felt like a guy, keeping track of which images and conversations | could put into my own
spank bank. And | was only slightly ashamed that | knew | would use every single one of them.

As we arrived inside the dining hall, Edward lowered his arm and wrapped it around my waist,
squeezing gently. He laid his chin on the top of my head, and | used all of my willpower not to
blush excessively under Jake's scrutinizing gaze from the head of our table.

"That was fun, Bella. See you again tonight? We can finish editing." | nodded, not trusting my
voice to betray me and expose the emotions that were coursing through my body. "Great. I'll
see you after Taps, then."

| nodded again as Edward disentangled himself from me to set up his own table. As | watched
him with interest, my level of anticipation rose for our time alone this evening. It felt as if it were
going to be a huge turning point in our relationship, and | couldn't have been more excited.

Chapter
12 New Faces

~Edward~

The afternoon with Bella had been incredible. | finally felt like | was getting to know Bella the
woman, rather than Bella the camper. She had grown up into this crazy, unique person, and |
was excited to get to know her.

When I'd seen her swaying to Led Zeppelin, half naked, hair blowing in front of the shoddy fan in
the art room, I'd known that | had the perfect ploy to spend more time alone with her... and
possibly relive that kiss, if she wanted to.

Oh, the benefits of working in an air-conditioned climate. The ladies just can't say no...
And even though | hadn't received my kiss, | had ended up getting some valuable information.

For instance, Bella was insecure in her friendships, which — for the life of me — | couldn't
understand. She had to know that Emmett and Rosalie had both nearly chopped off my balls the



day I'd pissed her off. They loved her more than life itself, and | highly doubted that either one
of them would risk their friendship with her by not being honest. Plus, Emmett wasn't the type
to get involved with someone in a relationship, which Rosalie still was, as far as | knew.

When it came to say goodbye, | could barely let her go. | wrapped my arms around her, feeling
how comfortable she felt within my grasp. And | noticed that Bella didn't try to escape either. |
knew that whatever was happening with us, | needed to address it soon, otherwise one of us
would end up hurt — and | wasn't sure | was willing for that person to be me.

This is why you don't do relationships, you pussy, the annoying little voice in the back of my head
taunted.

After dinner | got ready quickly, not wanting to waste a single second alone with Bella. The heat
of the shower felt good on my tense muscles, despite the unusually oppressing heat of the
summer evening. | lathered up my skin, washing off the dirt and grime of the day from my body,
spending extra time lazily stroking the hardened flesh between my thighs. Knowing that | should
take care of this situation before seeing Bella, | imagined all the things | could do to her alone in
the shack tonight before climaxing quickly.

| hadn't done this much jacking off since | was an adolescent. Emily had been right—I was giving
up random ass for Bella. And somehow, | was okay with that.

Once outside the shower, | threw on a pair of shorts and a t-shirt; it was still too hot outside to
even think about putting jeans on. Jake was out on the couch, looking relaxed and ready for a
night out.

"Hey, where are you headed off to tonight?"

Jake grinned widely, looking like he'd been getting into trouble. "The Lobster Pound. It's karaoke
night tonight."

| chuckled, knowing exactly how much Jake loved karaoke night at The Pound. | still remembered
the night I'd knew Jake and | were going to be best friends—he'd had had far too much to drink
and had taken the microphone up on the bar to serenade a group of hot girls with "You've Lost
That Lovin' Feeling." He'd called me over, and we'd ended up hooking up with the two hottest
girls of the group that night. | still couldn't believe that we'd been best friends for five years, and
he was still up to the same shenanigans.

"What's your count?" | asked, referring to the number of girls he'd nailed so far in the three
weeks we'd been here.

"Uhh... seven? | think..."
That caught my attention. "Seriously? Seven? Dude, that's—"
"I know," he grumbled. "I'm behind where | usually am." He looked disappointed in himself, and

in that moment | realized what a fucking man-whore he was. How had | never noticed that
before?



"I was going to say that's high, but whatever." | laughed, trying to hide my judgmental tone.

"Really? What's your number this summer?" | fidgeted, unable to tell him my number. "Oh,
come on, Edward. It can't be that fucking bad. Be a man and fess up."

"Zero, okay?" | exploded, leaving Jake dumbfounded.

"You're not messing with me?" My head shook from side to side, letting him know that | wasn't
lying, just changing.

"That's not technically true. | saw you kiss LB. That's one, at least."

"I didn't screw LB, though," | growled, anger welling up inside my chest. | had told myself that
Bella wouldn't be relegated to the chuck and fucks that Jake and | had always quickly dismissed,
and | was holding true to that word. She would never be in that category. "Whatever, Emmett
has zero, too."

Jake barked out a short laugh before looking at me with confusion written all across his face.
"Wait, are you serious?"

"Uh, yeah. Why wouldn't | be serious?"

"Maybe because he and Rosalie have been fucking for the past two weeks at least," Jake
scoffed, as if he thought I'd been joking.

My stomach plummeted, making me feel ill. How had | not known about this? And what was
worse was | had assured Bella earlier that there was no way they were hooking up. But they
hadn't told me either, and despite the fact | was only slightly hurt by being kept out of the loop
by Emmett, my heart started hurting for Bella.

"No. No fucking way."

Jake looked confused. "Yes fucking way, Edward. Every time they say they're going 'to do
laundry,' it's code for getting down." He paused. "l thought you knew?"

"How the fuck would | know?" | growled.
"Dude, you seriously need to chill out. This isn't a big deal. How are you even surprised?

| was starting to panic, not for me, but for Bella. | needed to find Emmett and Rosalie and tell
them to inform Bella before she found out through other means. Running out of the bunk, |
realized that I'd totally blown off Jake, but | assumed that he'd harass me about it later. Right
now, | had people to find.

| started off in the laundry room, assuming that if they were "doing laundry" they might be
there. Unfortunately, it was just that seedy counselor James, smoking a cigarette and hanging
out with some of the kitchen staff. "Hey, you haven't seen Emmett, have you?" | asked, trying to



keep the anxiety out of my voice.
"Nah, sorry." He shrugged and went back to flirting with the kitchen staff girls.

| wandered down towards the lake, seeing people by the basketball court. | jogged towards the
shadowy figures, hoping that it was Emmett and Rosalie. As | approached, | could see them
clearly. Emmett sat on the lowest bleacher beside the court as Rosalie straddled him, her arms
wrapped around his neck, her mouth attached to his.

| would have laughed at them being caught out in the open had | not been so utterly pissed.
"What the fuck?" | roared.

At the sound of my voice, Rosalie disconnected herself from Emmett and slid into the bleachers
next to him. | rolled my eyes. Right, because I'm going to pretend | didn't see you guys making
out.

"Hey, Edward," she said coolly. "What are you doing down here?"
"Emmett," | said in a clipped tone, ignoring Rosalie, "can | talk to you for a second?"

Emmett looked around nervously before nodding and heading over to meet me by the water
fountain on the far side of the court. "Sup?"

| nearly growled at him. "Sup? Really? Is this why you've been in a ridiculously good mood for
the past week? You've been fucking an eighteen-year old with a boyfriend under everyone's
nose and getting away with it?"

Emmett's jaw dropped and his brow furrowed, leaving him looking as if I'd killed his puppy.
"We're not fucking."

"That's not what Jake told me."

Emmett swore under his breath and rubbed his neck with one of his free hands. "We were
about to last night when Jake came in and interrupted us... but no, we haven't actually... fucked
yet."

| took a deep breath, trying to steady myself. But | was irrationally enraged by his actions. "She
has a boyfriend, Emmett!"

"Why do you care?" Rosalie added, having joined our conversation, apparently. "Not that it's
any of your business, but | just found out that Royce has been screwing my best friend for the
past three years, and I'm breaking up with him. | don't want to do it over the phone, but for all
intents and purposes, we're broken up. So, what's really bothering you? The fact that I'm
eighteen?"

Rosalie had turned defiant quickly, yelling at me loudly, and | couldn't believe that she felt like
she had the right to be pissed at me.



"No! | couldn't care less that you're eighteen. | think we all know that | want to fuck an eighteen
year old, too!" | shouted, surprising us all and rendering us silent.

My jaw snapped shut. | couldn't believe I'd just said that out loud. Despite my intense desire to
get Bella alone and naked, | hadn't actually told anyone — or even really admitted it to myself.
Apparently my filter was broken.

Rosalie's mouth struggled to hold back her laughter, forming a tight line, but it finally broke
through. Her jovial laughter was enough to lighten the mood and crack my abnormally pissy
disposition. "Sorry... sorry," she choked out, her chuckling making her voice crack. "So, you're
finally admitting that to yourself?"

| ran my hand through my hair and sighed loudly. "Yeah, | guess so."

"Good. Denial wasn't so becoming on you," she quipped. And then | remembered why I'd been
so pissed in the first place.

"Yeah, it's not so good on you either. You have to come clean to Bella... like a week ago."
Emmett raised his eyebrow in question, urging me to continue. "She was freaking out earlier
because she was sure you two were lying to her. And if she finds out from somebody else first,
she's going to be really pissed. At both of you. And probably me for knowing before her. | hope
you're prepared."

Emmett nodded and groaned, understanding how their failure to tell Bella would be perceived
as purposefully cruel to her. "I'll tell her first thing tomorrow." Rosalie nodded in agreement.
"Wait, aren't you supposed to be with her right now?" Emmett asked. | glanced at my watch and
freaked out again. | was now more than an hour late to meet Bella. Fucking Emmett and Rosalie
and their distractions.

"Shit. Gotta run." And with that, | bolted, leaving Rosalie and Emmett to pick up exactly where
they left off.

| approached the shack, which sat silently in the darkness. My feet picked up their pace as | got
closer, needing to see Bella. | hoped she hadn't bolted. | mean, | was really late, and she would
have had every right to not wait for me. Damn it.

As the door opened, | was relieved to see Bella still there. She was slumped over one of the
computers, deeply entranced in her editing work. She looked so beautiful. The lights were off in
the shack, her face aglow with the light from the monitor. | was stunned into silence, only
broken by the loud clanking of the wooden door shutting behind me.

At the loud noise, Bella turned and jumped in fright at seeing me there. "Jesus, Edward!" She
put her delicate hand up to her throat, attempting to calm her erratic heartbeat. "How long
have you been standing there?" she asked, breathless.

"l just got here. I'm sorry... | didn't mean to scare you." The darkness of the room made it come
alive with static, and | realized how badly | needed to control myself. Turning around, | flipped
the lights on, shattering the unspoken electricity, dulling it with fluorescent overhead lighting.



Bella blinked rapidly, shifting in her seat to clear her vision before training her dark eyes back on
me. She looked tired and worried, and | felt like a schmuck for keeping her waiting.

"I'm so sorry I'm late, Bella—"

"It's fine, Edward. Is everything okay?" She looked genuinely concerned, and my arms longed to
hold her within their embrace, taking her worries away.

"Yeah, just... something came up." It was a poor excuse of an answer, but | couldn't respond
with where I'd actually been. Emmett had insisted that he be the one to tell Bella about her
relationship with Rosalie.

"Oh." Her head fell, looking everywhere but at me. "Something came up? Fine, Edward.
Whatever." She shook her head, and | could see the hurt in her eyes. I'd hurt Bella. This is why
you're not good enough for her, the annoying voice in the back of my head came back to taunt
me. Tomorrow couldn't come soon enough. The information I'd gain from my lunch date would
be invaluable. | knew this. | just wished that | could do something in the meantime to make it
better.

"Right, so, did you manage to get some editing done?" | asked, trying to keep it friendly. It must
not have been the right thing to say because Bella seemed to see it more as condescending than
friendly, and | could see the fire build within her, making her temper lash out.

Bella just rolled her eyes and crossed her arms angrily before pulling up the file on iMovie. "Yes,
Edward. | actually managed to finish it all by myself. But thanks for finally joining me tonight,
anyway," she snapped before turning away and shutting the TV off. It turned out that hurt Bella
gave way to angry Bella fairly quickly, and | had no way to make it stop. As far as she was
concerned, I'd blown her off for the night after we'd made specific plans. I'd be pissed, too.

"Sorry."

The silence in the shack was deafening as | replayed my own words in my head. | was acting like
a complete asshole, and | knew it.

"Um, I'm going to head to the counselor lounge to make some phone calls, but you can look
through the cuts | made and make sure everything looks okay." She was equally as dismissive in
her tone as | had been, and | fidgeted restlessly, unable to make it better.

"Sounds good," | replied, but she was already gone, the door slamming shut behind her. Sighing
loudly, I pulled at my hair and flipped the lights back off. The darkness of the small room
mirrored my own shitty mood. I'd had such high hopes for our night together. It would have
been just her and me, alone. And although | wasn't necessarily ready to tell her what my
muddled brain had confused as lust and friendship and feelings, | had wanted to get to know her
better. Sadly, | slouched into the seat to look at the incredible work Bella had done by herself in
my absence.

It was incredible, as I'd predicted. Her comic timing in the editing was close to genius. As | was



mid-laugh at one of our final jokes, the door swung back open, revealing a frazzled and upset-
looking Bella.

She was winded, as if she'd run back to the shack at full speed, and | could see a red flush creep
up onto her cheeks from her exertion. She put up one finger, signaling for me to give her a
second, but | couldn't wait. What the hell had happened?

"Bella, is everything okay?" | took a step towards her, and she took a giant step backwards,
pressing up against the shack door, far away from me. Her retraction stung like a razor through
my stomach. "What happened?" | asked quietly, approaching slowly, not wanting to upset her
even more.

"I... I... I..." She gasped for breaths, and | could see her getting progressively more worked up. "I
was... | was..." Finally, | reached her and grabbed for her arm, pulling her towards the chair to sit
down. Whatever had just happened had really upset her, and | wasn't sure what to do or how to
comfort her without getting too physical. But as | heard her shuddering breath and saw the red
rim of her eyes, | threw decency out the window. | was going to comfort her, and there was
nothing anyone could do about it.

My arms wrapped around her waist, pulling her flush against my chest. Her forehead rested
precariously on my shoulder as her tears leaked from her eyes and splattered onto the white
cotton of my t-shirt. Heat spread throughout my groin as her small hands wrapped around my
neck, bringing her to nearly sit on my lap. | willed my erection down, needing to focus on
comforting Bella.

Instead of forcing her to talk, though, | waited and shushed her, merely enjoying the feel of her
in my arms. We sat in silence until the computer monitor dimmed, letting the dark screensaver
take over, shrouding us in shadows once again. Bella finally calmed enough to get out her
words, tucking her head into my chest. "l saw Emmett and Rosalie," she mumbled.

Fuck.

"I was on my way to the counselor lounge, and | saw them... against the side of the dance
studio." Her words were barely whispered, heavy with her breath. "Why—"

| couldn't stand to hear her sounding so upset. Something in my gut compelled me to protect
her, to take her in and comfort her. Without provocation, my head tilted down, and my lips
sought out her forehead. My arms continued to hold her in place, trailing small lines up and
down her back. She let out a shaky breath, releasing her tense muscles into a state of relaxation.

She pulled back, and | couldn't help but to stare into her eyes. | let one of my hands move to her
wet cheek, and | gently pushed the tear away. Blood pooled beneath my fingertips, and | smiled
knowing that | had this kind of effect on her. My lips unconsciously moved towards hers,
needing to feel their softness beneath mine. But | should have known that nothing about
tonight was going to go as I'd planned.

~Seth~



My night had gone to shit pretty quickly. I'd planned to go out with Jake and Claire and some of
the girls who worked at swim, but Jake had made it pretty clear that if | accompanied him, he
wouldn't be responsible for "entertaining me," as he'd put it. Fucker. Not that | could blame him,
though. If Bella ever agreed to go out with me anywhere, | wouldn't be paying any attention to
Jake either.

Only minutely annoyed, | decided to head towards the lake. | remembered that I'd left my iPod
down by the swim docks this morning, and | wasn't in the mood to wake up early and retrieve it.
Plus, as I'd found out in Maine, the weather was nothing if not unpredictable and | didn't want it
to get ruined should it happen to rain.

As | walked past the basketball courts, | saw Rosalie and Emmett with Edward. They sounded as
if they were arguing about something, and | did my best not to eavesdrop. However, when |
heard Edward's amused voice, loud and clear, "... fucking an eighteen year old with a boyfriend
under everyone's nose and getting away with it..." | paused. From what | had overheard, it was
clear that Rosalie and Emmett were together. Although what Edward had to say about that, |
wasn't completely sure. Suddenly, images of lurid threesomes entered my brain. Was Edward
into Rosalie, too? Shaking off those thoughts, | decided to pick up my pace so as not to overhear
an incredibly personal conversation. That just wasn't polite.

| got to the lake and was immediately put at ease by the dark stillness. | could vaguely hear
Edward, Emmett, and Rosalie's voices, but they were pretty muffled, so | didn't feel too bad.
This particular evening, the air was warmer than usual, and | decided to spend a few minutes
with my feet dangling into the placid water and figure out what the hell | should do with the rest
of my night.

Since hanging out with Jake wasn't a viable option, and Edward, Rosalie, and Emmett were
clearly up to something | shouldn't be privy to, | decided to head towards the shack. I'd stored
some beer in the mini-fridge there, and | could sit and watch a movie uninterrupted, at least.

A beer and a movie... alone. What thrilling evening plans, Seth.

My inner voice was mocking me, but | couldn't help but agree with him. My evening plans had
been pretty lame for the past few weeks. I'd asked out Bella, but so far we hadn't been able to
coordinate our schedules. | had been serious, though, in what I'd said to Jake. Slow and steady
does win the race, and | wanted to court Bella slowly. She was an absolute spitfire — tons of
personality and attitude — but she was incredibly sweet, too. She was a mystery that | longed to
figure out... if she'd only let me.

| sighed, and it cut through the silence, echoing off the lake. | guessed Rosalie, Emmett, and
Edward had either made up or gone to make out somewhere else because the basketball court
was now completely empty. Quickly, | wandered back to my bunk to throw my iPod onto my
bed before grabbing my Harry Potter And The Prisoner of Azkaban DVD (if | was going to be
watching it alone, | figured | should watch one | didn't want other people to know | loved,
right?).

Halfway to the shack, though, | caught sight of Bella. She looked incredibly upset, as if she were
about to cry. Her feet skidded down the hill as she walked quickly in the direction of the shack.



My heart clenched, hoping that she was looking for me, but | knew that was fairly unlikely. After
all, as far as she knew, | had plans to go out with Jake tonight. Maybe she was going to the shack
to be alone, though. She did know the code.

Seizing the opportunity to have alone time with her and possibly comfort her, | picked up my
own pace. | opened the door to the shack merely a minute after her, and my heart dropped at
what | saw. The arm that still gripped my thoroughly embarrassing DVD hung low by my side as |
inhaled sharply and snapped on the overhead lighting. The loose threads and inexplicable
excuses finally came together to show me the piece I'd been missing.

In two chairs, facing one another closely, were Bella and Edward. One of his arms was around
her shoulders and the other one gripped precariously low on her waist. Bella looked at Edward
with her red-rimmed eyes, tears spilling onto her cheeks gently. Edward's thumb stroked the
side of Bella's waist, but he was looking at her so intently, | doubted if he even realized he was
doing so. Their lips were millimeters away from meeting, making my heart sink into my stomach,
when the shack door slammed behind me.

Bella pulled back, frightened, her eyes wild and blinking under the harsh glare of the lights. She
looked relieved when she saw me and relaxed back into Edward's arm, which was still resting
atop her shoulders. "S-Seth? Wh-what are you d-doing here?" she whimpered. | had no idea
what had made her so upset, but | longed to take her pain away. | immediately crossed the
room to kneel beside her and placed a hopefully comforting hand on her knee.

"Bella, are you okay?"

| didn't look away from Bella's glazed eyes, but | could hear Edward swear under his breath
before shifting to move closer to her.

Are we going to play this game now? Really, Cullen? The girl is upset. Save it for later.

Plus, | could easily tell that there was no competition. Edward would win hands down. Sadly, |
was okay with that. | just needed to make sure that Bella was fine first, then I'd leave them to
their...

| couldn't think it yet, so | turned back to Bella with concerned eyes. "Bella?"

"Ro-Rosalie and E-Emmett... why w-wouldn't they t-tell me?"

| nodded in understanding.

"So, Edward told you?" | asked, doing my best to soothe her. Unfortunately, my words had the
adverse reaction, and she stiffened like a board before shooting out of her seat, nearly knocking
me onto my ass. "Bella, wh—"

"Bella." This time, it was Edward who shot up, reaching a hand out to her. She recoiled quickly,

and | was thoroughly confused as Bella's face contorted into one of pain before she let out a
heaving sob.



"You knew?"
"Bella, no-" Edward's brow furrowed as she continued to step away from him and towards me.

"You knew and you didn't say anything?" Her voice sounded shy and afraid. I'd never heard Bella
sound so small before, and it unnerved me completely. Edward had no idea of the power he
held over her.

"Bella, it wasn't like that," he argued. Edward had been known to have a slight temper, and |
could see and hear his frustration rising every second.

| stood still, observing the lovers' quarrel. | nearly laughed, seeing as how neither had any
inclination that they were lovers, but my laughter died as | felt Bella reach for my hand,
intertwining her small fingers with mine. Her presence warmed my body completely.

Edward's eyes darkened as they flicked to our newly intertwined hands. "Please let me explain,
Bella," he nearly growled. "It wasn't my secret to t-"

"Please leave, Edward." Bella's tone was now stoic, but | could feel her increase the pressure on
my hand, a way to dispel some of her excess frustration, probably. "You can stand me up and
blow me off, but please don't lie to me on top of that." She enunciated her words with fervor,
each sharp consonant cutting into Edward's gut, marked by his flinching.

His eyes looked downcast and downtrodden before exhaustion wiped across his face. "l don't
even know why | bother," he mumbled. "Night."

As the door rattled in his disparaged wake, Bella sank to the floor, propping herself against the
wall as she finally let out her tears. | felt the need to protect her, entertain her, and make it all
better. Somehow, though, | knew that | wasn't the person she wanted for that job.

"So, you and Cullen, huh?"

Her head turned so fast towards me that she looked like the little girl from the Exorcist, and |
couldn't help but smile at the bewildered expression on her face. | slid down beside her and let
my arm wrap around her shaking shoulders, which jumped with each one of her rattled breaths.

"N-no," she scoffed, regaining her semblance of calm.

"I thought we already established that it's not nice to lie, Bella." | laughed as she scowled at me,
frustration taking over her features. "Okay, we don't have to joke about it yet."

| sat there, rubbing small circles onto the back of her shoulder as she evened out her breathing.
She seemed conflicted, and | didn't want her to feel like she had to bare her soul to me, only
that | was available as a friend. I'd always want more, | knew that on some level, but if she
needed someone to vent to, I'd be more than happy to be that person, too.

Bella groaned before finally relaxing into my touch, leaning her head onto my shoulder. | noticed
that in this position, there was no way | could look into her eyes. "You must think I'm such an



idiot."

"I promise | don't. Now, are you going to tell me what led to the blowout | just witnessed, or can
we drink my beer stash and watch a movie?" Bella eyes widened as | pulled out my Harry Potter
DVD. | handed it to her and pushed myself up, reaching low into the mini-fridge for two Coors.

Bella's tears were gone, replaced by a confused and almost disgusted face. "l don't drink Coors."

| laughed and placed the beers down on the counter. "That's fine. They were both for me
anyway." | winked and helped her off the ground, enjoying the chance to have her in my arms. |
tightened my grip on her, giving her my best soothing hug, and my heart rejoiced when | saw a
beautiful smile light up her face. "There's some of Edward's girly beer in there if you want it."

She flinched at his name, and | silently cursed myself for being so stupid. Whatever had
happened had just happened, and her wounds were too raw for me to throw his name around
so haphazardly. | needed to be more courteous of her feelings.

Drawing in another shaky breath, Bella leaned over, exposing her beautiful behind to me.
Flustered, | looked down at the ground until she stood up straight again and cracked open her
Sparks. | shuddered. | didn't know how Edward drank that crap. It was orange beer—an
alcoholic energy drink. But it would probably do Bella some good right about now.

She chugged it in three long sips before grabbing another one and slouching into the chair in
front of the biggest monitor. | slid the DVD into the computer, and | smiled as she relaxed to
watch the film. | was even happier that she wasn't commenting on it, seeing as how we were
both film kids, and she could have mocked me mercilessly.

We watched the first thirty minutes of the film in peace. Every so often, I'd catch Bella looking
like she was deep in thought and sniffling slightly, but other than that, she seemed to have
calmed down greatly.

"The fourth one's my favorite," she admitted quietly in a particularly tense spot.

"It would be," | replied cheekily. | noticed that Bella responded well to snark, so | had to up my
game to be considered one of her friends.

Her body shifted in her seat to face me. "Why did you say it like that?"
"You seem like you'd be a Cedric fan. It's the light, messy hair, right?"

Her entire face dropped, and for a second | thought that Bella might smack me across the face.
Luckily, she simply sighed and leaned in closer to me.

"Am | that obvious? Does he know?"
Her comment sent my thoughts reeling. She was admitting this to me, and | needed to be

supportive. "You're not that obvious, Bella. Honest. | think he has no clue, which may be part of
the problem... how long have you liked him?"



Bella leaned even closer, and | struggled to keep my focus and not stare at her plump lips as she
continued to talk. "Since | was thirteen."

"Wow. That's a really long time. And he has no clue?" She shook her head, letting the ends of
her hair whip back and forth into the air.

"You have his attention, Bella. Why not just tell him you like him?"

"No!" she yelled, her eyes scared. "Please don't tell him, Seth! Please!" She was working herself
up again, and I still didn't know what had upset her in the first place.

"Why not?" She didn't say anything, simply rolled her eyes in defiance. "Bella, I'm not going to
say anything. | promise. | just want to help you out, that's all."

Her eyes softened, and she lowered her voice to only a shaky whisper as she questioned me.
IIWhy?II

"I like you... a lot, Bella." She looked shocked, although | couldn't imagine that she didn't know |
was interested. | mean, | had asked her to go out twice already. She had to know. She looked as
if she were going to respond, so | stopped her. "l like you, yes, but I'm your friend, too. And |
think friends should be there for one another. You were upset tonight, and this is me trying to
be a supportive friend... Cedric Diggory and beer helps a little, but | have a feeling that venting
will help the most."

The most stunning expression took over Bella's face before she burst into tears again. | had no
idea what to do. | sat awkwardly patting her back until she calmed down again. Her cheeks were
splotchy and she looked a huge mess, but | still thought she was beautiful.

"Th-thank you, S-seth."

"You're welcome?" | said, feeling perplexed. | hadn't said anything that monumental, but
apparently Bella felt differently. "So, did you want to vent?"

"I don't think | need to anymore, actually. You're a great friend, Seth. Really. Thank you."

"Just throwing this out there, but if you wanted any help eventually telling him, I'll be there for
moral support if you want. Or if you want to tease him 'til he's begging for you, I'm good with
that, too." She looked surprised when | winked, and she turned back to the television to watch
the rest of the movie in silence, looking pensive and quietly sipping her energy beer. | would
have given anything to know the thoughts running through her brain. Had | just offered myself
up as Bella's plaything to torture Edward with? | believed | had.

When the movie was over, she yawned and said something about needing to get to bed. It was
then that | realized | could spend more time with Bella tomorrow. "Hey, what are your plans for

tomorrow?"

"Um, work?"



"We have the day off tomorrow. All the art shops do."

She looked genuinely surprised, as if it had completely slipped her mind. Our first day off and
she had no plans. How lucky was | tonight? "Oh, nothing, | guess."

"Want to go to Portland with me?" | asked. "Jake said | could take his truck."

Bella's returning smile set my body on fire. "That sounds perfect, Seth." She paused in the
doorway before turning back. "You said all of the art shops have tomorrow off?" Her eyes were
sparkling, and | could see where this one was going. Oh well, it was a good reminder that she
didn't want to be with me, anyway. "Do you think | should invite Edward to go with us?"

| forced a weak smile and hugged her again. "Absolutely. Baby steps, right?"

She nodded excitedly and headed off, leaving me to wonder how I'd gotten myself into this
situation and if | was actually okay with being relegated to Bella's "friend zone." Seeing the
happy smile on her face, | decided that | was. | would be content to be her friend.
~Edward”~

| had royally fucked up. And | hated Seth. At least, | was fairly sure | hated him...

Bella had been so mad, and | couldn't stop seeing her furious expression in my mind. | wish |
could have at least explained that | hadn't lied to her, but she hadn't even let me get that far.

Frustrated, | continued to lie on my bed and stare at the ceiling. My iPod was firmly placed in my
ears as | listened to my emo indie music, as Bella had called it earlier. My proverbial tears were
coming out of my speakers through the likes of Jeff Buckley, Death Cab for Cutie, and Joseph
Arthur. Yeah, | was an emo indie whore, and | was okay with it. If | couldn't cry, | could at least
listen to some skinny white whiny boys, singing their depression away.

In the midst of "The Honey and the Moon," | heard a soft knock on the door. | assumed it was
Emmett coming to apologize again, so | mumbled a soft, "Come in," before closing my eyes and
returning to my sad, sad music.

"Edward?" Her small voice could still be heard over my speakers, causing my eyes to shoot
straight open. | rolled over and scrambled to sit up, wondering what the hell she was doing in

my room at God knows what time of night (not that | was going to fight it).

"Bella?" She looked at me fiercely, clearly still pissed, and | scrambled to apologize. "Bella, I'm so
sorry about before. | wasn't lying to you, | promise. | ran into Em and Rose and yelled-"

"Edward, it's fine."
"No, it's not. You should be yelling at me." | was adamant, and she looked taken aback.

"It's really fine, | promise. | overreacted because | was angry with Emmett, not you. | should be



the one to apologize." She smiled warmly, like she wanted me, and | could feel my dick start to
harden in my pants. It was clearly thrilled by that prospect. "l actually wanted to know what
your plans for our day off were tomorrow? 'Cause | thought maybe you could come out with
me."

She wanted me to go out with her, and | had to turn her down... and again, | couldn't tell her
why. | didn't think she'd respond well to, "Sorry, Bella, | can't go out with you because | need
advice from the wisest female | know on how to seduce you without scaring you away." Yeah...
not so much.

"I can't, actually." Her face fell, and | felt like a douche bag all over again. What was with today,
today? "l already have lunch plans," | groaned sadly, but then the often elusive genius inside me
roared to life. "But | don't have anything planned for the evening, if you wanted to go out?"

| wrung my hands, nervously anticipating her answer. She'd turned me into a little school boy
instead of the fairly confident and overly cocky ass | usually was. And | was starting to think that
| was okay with it.

"Out?" she squeaked. "Like... just with you?"

Her face flushed, and | couldn't believe that I'd been so forward again. I'd completely scared her
off.

"Hey, what's—" Emmett bound into the room but stopped when he saw Bella's menacing face.
"“LB, what are you-"

She whipped around towards him, her eyes narrowing into mean slits. Gone was the bashful and
flirtatious Bella of yore, replaced by angry, ready-to-break-some-face Bella. "l can't be here with
you right now. You need to wait your turn to speak to Edward." Her chest rose and fell with her
heavy breath, keeping her volume in check as she spoke in a condescending tone to the giant
beside her.

"What did | do?" Emmett could be such a fucking idiot sometimes. | tried to warn him, but his
eyes were focused solely on Bella—not that | could blame him.

"What did you do?" she seethed. "What did you do? I'll give you one hint... starts with an 'R,
ends with a 'my best friend has been fucking my other best friend behind my back for weeks and
is a complete asswipe!™

Emmett's jaw unhinged, opening and closing as he struggled for the comeback that | knew he
didn't have. "Bella, I'm—"

She frowned and turned back to me, and | was grateful that she hadn't decided to turn against
me for longer tonight. God knew | deserved it. "Clearly this one doesn't have anything to say for
himself," she scoffed. "But Edward?" My ears perked up, giving their full attention to the tiny girl
in front of us. "I'd love to go out tomorrow night... if the offer still stands."

| nodded dumbly, unable to form words at the current moment, so taken aback by the way



she'd controlled the situation. Bella was incredible, indeed. | watched her sneer at Emmett as
she sauntered past us, slamming the door behind her. | wanted to slam into her from behind,
but... that was something completely different.

"Dude, you have a date with Bella tomorrow night? What are you going to do?" Emmett asked,
drawing me out of my less-than-appropriate fantasies.

"I-" Fuck. | had inadvertently asked Bella out on a date with nothing planned. And | had no idea
what to do.

Emmett just burst out laughing at my lost expression. "Oh, man, you should see your face right
now."

Shit. Thank God I'd be receiving some female guidance tomorrow. If there was one person
who'd be able to help me in this time of romantic tumult, it'd be her.

Chapter 12
Murky Relations

~Bella™

Last night had been one of the most emotionally draining of my entire life. First, I'd waited
patiently for Edward to show up to our shack date for nearly an hour and a half. Then, when
he'd finally shown up, it seemed as if he could have cared less that he'd essentially snubbed me
for something that had "come up." Yes, that was the brilliant excuse he'd used. | could feel my
temper raging under the surface, just waiting to spontaneously combust.

However, when I'd combusted, it was only because I'd found the two people | loved and trusted
most betraying me. Seeing Rosalie and Emmett's bodies (and tongues) intertwined as they
pressed up against the side of the dance studio had hit my stomach like a ton of bricks. | wasn't
even sure why | was so upset. Maybe it was the fact that they'd both lied to me about it, or
maybe it was the fact that I'd already been feeling ditched.

Blindly, I'd run back to the shack, seeking Edward's solace, despite the fact that | was still a little
angry with him. And then, to find out that he too had been lying to me... well, it had been more
than my fragile ego could take. How many times did a person have to be beaten before they
broke completely?

Seth, to be frank, had been, a Godsend. He'd provided me with booze, Harry Potter, and a
shoulder to cry on. | knew | should have been embarrassed that he knew | was crushing on
Edward, but if he was offering to help me seduce Edward, then who was | to fault him for

knowing in the first place?

Having slept in past breakfast, | was just getting ready for the day when my campers arrived
back at the cabin. They all admired my non-uniform clothes, a pale blue sundress, perfect for



the mid-summer heat. | told them to be good and behave while | was gone and headed straight
towards the parking lot to meet Seth at Jake's truck.

| was surprised to see Jasper, Alice, and Edward waiting by the truck as well. Jasper's arm was
around Alice's shoulders, and she leaned into him at the perfect place, fitting into his side as if
she were made for him. They were deep in conversation as | approached, and | couldn't help but
be innately curious as to what they were discussing with such serious faces.

"Morning!" | called out from a few feet away. Edward, whose back had been facing me, spun
around quickly, stumbling over his words as he hopped into the driver's side of Jake's truck.

I'd thought that Edward had other plans today, but apparently we were all going together.
Seeing my confused face, Jasper jumped in, wrapping his other arm around my bare shoulders.

"We're taking my car to Portland, since apparently Jake's a dumbass and double-booked his
truck for today," Jasper explained as Edward waved awkwardly out the window and sped out of
the driveway, the thick acoustic guitar sounds of Wilco trailing in his wake.

“Is he going to be okay?" | was honestly curious. I'd never seen Edward so frenetic in his actions
before. It was as if Flustered Edward had taken some amphetamines this morning, causing him
to act even more spastic and awkward than usual.

Alice flicked her blue eyes to Jasper before sneaking out from under his arm to stand in front of
me, hands on her hips, looking as sassy as ever. "Oh, he'll be perfect. You, on the other hand,
might not survive today." Her tone was sharp and devious, and | wondered what the hell she
was up to now. "l have plans for us today, LB, and you're going to accept them. Plus, Rosalie
would kill me if | didn't take you for another bikini wax today."

| could feel Jasper flinch at her words, and he shook his head slowly. "Aw, Alice, | don't need to
hear that! | don't want to know what y'all are doing with your waxing..." He trailed off and
shuddered, a fierce blush pooling in his cheeks and the tips of his ears.

Alice looked visibly put out. Her eyes drooped and her lip jutted out, like an infant on the brink
of crying. "You don't?" Jasper shook his head, disgust still the prevalent expression on his face.
Alice smiled devilishly as she looked through her purse for a bobby pin. She pushed it open with
her tooth before sliding it into place in her hair, creating a sort of poof away from her face.
"That's a shame," she said, completely distracted.

The blood rushed out of Jasper's face at Alice's insinuation, and | couldn't control the fit of
giggles their conversation left me in. They were both so adorkably delightful as a couple, and |
thoroughly regretted harboring any ill feelings towards their inevitable union.

"“l... uh... yuh... cou... wh... what now?" Although seeing Jasper flustered was a common
occurrence, my laughter would not cease. My pent-up frustration ebbed and flowed through my

laughter, giving me the release of emotions | definitely needed.

"What are we all laughing at?" a jovial Seth asked, jogging up to our spot in the parking lot.



"Oh, we were just discussing Jasper and Alice's sex life," | replied with a noncommittal shrug. |
heard Jasper gasp and choke at the same time that | saw Alice's smile widen. Maybe by the end
of this summer, Jasper would finally be accustomed to our brazen discourse. Seeing his still-
pallid face, | decided that he probably wouldn't. But I'm going to have a stellar time trying.

Shrugging back, Seth just smiled and slid into the backseat. | slid in after him, giving Alice the
front. | had high hopes that she'd be able to render Jasper tongue-tied the entire trip.
Unfortunately, he was a step ahead of us and already had his music picked out for the drive. |
couldn't begrudge him, either, since | spent the forty-five minute drive singing along with the
classic rock tunes.

"So, where to first?" Seth asked, kicking a pebble along the street. Portland was beautiful. I'd
never been, so I'd had no clue what to expect, but | immediately fell in love with the narrow
European-looking cobblestone streets and quaint shops.

Before anyone could answer, Alice nearly pulled my arm out of its socket and was dragging me
into the closest spa she could find.

As we sat, waiting for the Russian receptionist to call our names, Alice sat quietly. We hadn't
talked in days, and | couldn't understand what she was waiting for. She should have been
gushing about Jasper by now, but she was keeping quiet. Too quiet.

"Okay, Al. Let's have it." She looked at me, her eyes wide in shock. "Tell me all about Jasper and
how fantastic the sex is?" | asked it as a question, and as | did, her eyes widened more,
confusing me with her surprised expression. "Alice?"

She shook her head, shaking out whatever thoughts had surprised her so thoroughly, and
leaned in to whisper, "We haven't had sex! We've barely kissed!" Now it was my turn to look
shocked.

"Wait, what?"

Alice looked indignant as she continued, smoothing the short strands of stray black hair behind
her ears. "He's a gentleman."

My face contorted as | examined the clearly visible bruise on the right side of her clavicle. "Sure
he is." | poked her neck, and she winced and whimpered in pain.

"Jesus, LB! He is! This—" she moved her shirt collar to show me the rest of her dark bruise "—is
from my curling iron."

“Curling iron? Your hair is barely long enough to run your fingers through it, much less curl."

If Alice could have bared her teeth and growled, she would have done it in that moment. A fire
flashed through her eyes, and | was suddenly afraid of my best friend. "l know, Bella." She
emphasized the syllables of my name, something that she only did when | was in severe trouble.
"Hence, the burn."



We sat, letting the soft hum of Enya's voice lull us into silence, but | could still feel the
frustration rolling off her in waves.

"It's just... is there something wrong with me?"

My eyes slid over to the small girl next to me, and | was inordinately shocked to see her looking
less than confident. In fact, she looked downright insecure. "What? Al, are you serious? You're
perfect. What happened?"

"It was... sweet," she said with distaste. "He took me out to dinner, where we talked about
everything, and it was just great. And then we went to a movie and he held my hand, and then
he drove me home and kissed me once. And now he just wants to talk." She huffed and crossed
her arms angrily, and | could see the frustration in her eyes — her sexual frustration. | finally got
it. Huh. I guess Jasper isn't giving it up yet.

"So this bikini wax is really for you, then... not for me."

"Oh, no, it's for you. It's definitely for you. Having Jasper know that I'm getting one was just an
added bonus. | hope he's hard for days, thinking about my bare, swollen pu—" She started
speaking as if she were narrating a steamy harlequin novel, and | forced my hand over her
mouth.

"Alice!" She licked the palm of my hand, and | retracted it quickly, wiping it off on the chair next
to me. "That's nasty."

"So, now that I've spilled about Jasper, can you spill about Edward? Or Seth? | mean, really, LB,
what the hell has been going on? I've never seen Edward so serious about anything as this
morning, it was kind of freaking me out."

"I—" I was about to launch into a full-on rant about the trials and tribulations of the past few
days when the receptionist called out my name, pulling me towards the scary, paper-covered
bed.

Luckily, the wax was over quickly. | gritted my teeth through it, trying not to focus on the fact
that a random woman was staring up my cooch. She led me out towards the door, where Alice
was already waiting for me, despite the fact that I'd been called in first.

As we were walking out of the store, | was about to ask Alice what she'd meant by her earlier
comment when | saw Edward walking down the street. I'd had no idea his plans were in
Portland, too. | stiffened, not prepared to see him after | could feel every inch of my bare pussy
— not to mention the wetness that was definitely accumulating there. My feet stopped without
conscious thought, freezing me where | stood.

"Bella?" Alice followed my gaze, and a look of shock spread across her face.
"What's he doing here? | thought..." She trailed off, looking on with curiosity as a girl appeared

from around the corner and ran into his waiting arms, wrapping her legs around his waist and
her arms around his neck. He hugged back with equal fervor, leaning his cheek to brush against



hers, and | suddenly didn't want to look anymore. "Whoa," Alice muttered under her breath.
"She's..."

The girl was beautiful. She was one who'd probably had constant boyfriends since the age of
twelve and never had to spend a Friday night at home. She was gorgeous, stunning, and a whole
slew of other adjectives that | was too intimidated to think about right now. Her long strawberry
blonde hair hung straight nearly halfway down her back, curling up at the ends, and | could see
her emerald eyes sparkling from across the street.

As she slid down to a standing position, keeping her hands firmly clasped within his to speak
with him, my eyes finally moved away from her face and trailed down her lean body. A white
wife beater and black shorts were topped off by none other than a pair of knee-high black
chucks. I almost vomited in my mouth, wondering if Edward's throwaway comment years ago
about girls wearing them being hot was based on this inhumanly attractive girl.

They embraced once more before a megawatt smile lit up her face and she dragged his hand
into a close-by Chinese restaurant.

"... Bella? Bella!" Alice's yelling finally penetrated through my downward spiral, imagining all the
dirty things Edward and his mystery lady were off to do. "Bella!" She pushed my shoulder, and |
snapped out of it.

"Sorry." My stomach was churning, and | couldn't remember ever feeling this jealous in my
entire life, not even when I'd known exactly which girls Edward had been hooking up with. This
one felt different—more intimate and familiar. PDA ahoy with those two, | was sure. Just as they
disappeared into the restaurant, Seth and Jasper reappeared with smiles on their faces.

"Lunch?" Seth asked, his chin nodding towards the restaurant Edward and his "friend" had just
gone into.

Jasper and Alice agreed, but | had no desire to sit a few tables away from the lovebirds and
watch on in despair. "I'm kind of in the mood for pizza, actually."

Jasper cocked his head towards me, knowing that Chinese was my absolute favorite and curious
as to why | would turn it down — especially because we never ate it camp. In fact, I'd been
complaining for the past three weeks that I'd been missing Chinese food.

Seth and Alice agreed again without any thought, but Jasper continued to stare me down.
"Later," | mouthed. He nodded in acceptance, and | was relieved. At least this way, I'd have time
to think things over. Yes, | definitely needed time.

~Edward~

| got to Portland an hour before the time | needed to be there. So, instead of walking around
town like a normal person, | sat in Jake's car and let my mind wander to the image of Bella from
this morning. She'd looked ethereal in her light blue dress, her hair wild and whipping around
her cheeks in the morning sunlight. I'd needed to get away from her as quickly as possible
before | said something truly inappropriate. Plus, | still had no idea what to do about our date



tonight. My lust for Bella was turning me into quite the idiot.

| was so lost in my thoughts of seducing Bella that when my phone beeped with a new text
message alert, | was genuinely shocked to see that | was now late for lunch.

Just parked. U better b ready to spill, Teddy! K luv u, bye. - T

| groaned at the text. It finally clicked that I'd need to spill my proverbial guts about this Bella
situation, and my head still didn't feel screwed on straight about the whole thing.

| picked up the pace as | strolled out of the car and towards the Chinese restaurant | wanted to
go to. I'd had a craving for some good kung pao chicken for weeks now. Long Lake's version of
Chinese food was fried chicken with a melted peanut butter sauce — not up to my usual
standards.

| caught sight of her rounding the corner and smiled, opening my arms for her. She bounded
down the street and jumped into my hold, wrapping her legs around my waist, her arms around
my neck, and giggling, "T-t-t-teddy!" at a ridiculously high pitch.

God, she could be so ridiculous sometimes.

| hugged her back, matching her overzealous enthusiasm with a too-tight hug and a goofy grin.
She released her hold on me and gained her footing on the ground as | responded with the apt,
"T-t-t-tanyal"

My response made her grin even wider, and she nearly skipped as she interlocked her hands
with mine and pulled us into the Chinese restaurant. The hostess, a little black-haired girl that
reminded me oddly of Alice, glanced at our intertwined hands and visibly pouted. | could have
laughed at the dejected tone in her voice as she mumbled, "This way, please." | wanted to let go
of Tanya's hand to give the hostess at least a little hope, but | had no interest in her anyway, so |
figured it was pretty much pointless. Although | had no idea how anyone could construe the
closeness of Tanya and me as romantic. That would be disgusting.

Cue incest jokes.

The hostess sighed once again, handing us our menus and claiming that our server would be
right out. But before she could turn and walk away, Tanya reached out her hand to grab her
wrist. She smiled, showing off her impeccably (and naturally) straight white teeth and began in a
sing-song tone as her thumb moved lightly over the girl's pale wrist. "Don't frown so much, hun.
You're far too pretty for that." The hostess blushed and smiled before ducking her head and
scurrying away.

| let out a short, barking laugh. "Since when are you into girls, Tan?"

"Since never." She took a black rubber band from her around her wrist and twirled her long hair
up into a messy bun, keeping the "restaurant smell" out of her hair, as she always did when we

went out to eat. "But that poor thing looked so sad that we were on a date, and | couldn't tell if
she was into me or you, so..."



| snorted at Tanya's unflappable ability to make anyone feel better about themselves. Such a
giver — a giver of sexual confidence.

Right, which is why you came to see her in the first place.

"So, what's the sitch, Teddy? Don't tell me | hauled ass two hours from New Hampshire just to
look at your pretty punum?" She reached over the table and squeezed my cheeks. "Not that it
isn't fab to see you, 'cause it is, but—"

"But you want to know why | called you for an emergency get together?" | laughed and pushed
air into my cheeks, making them blow up like a chipmunk storing acorns for winter, forcing her
hands off my face.

Tanya's eyes widened, and she leaned closer, lowering her voice. "It's an emergency?"

A groan made its way through my mouth before | could suppress it. Closing my eyes, | nodded
slowly and began to speak, fearing her reaction. "l want to bone one of my campers." Tanya's
gasp was so loud that the entirety of the restaurant went silent. | went over my words and
snapped my eyes open, realizing my blunder. "Ex-camper," | stuttered. "She's an ex-camper, |
mean. Fuck."

The exertion of admitting my attraction to Bella to someone outside of Jasper, who had
apparently known without a confession, caused me to break into a mild sweat and slump over
the table, needing to rest my forehead on the cool wood.

"Well, that's the first problem," Tanya quipped. | raised my head and narrowed my eyes at her,
but she wasn't fazed. She looked back at me expectantly, obviously wanting me to continue my
story. My groan gained volume, and | sank back down to the table, hiding my face away from
the one person in the entire world who could read it best. "Oh, come on, Edward. Be a big boy
and tell me what's going on. It's not nice to leave a girl hanging, you know. Been there, no fun.
I'm like, can't you fucking follow through, you pansy?"

"Gross, Tan. | don't need to think about my sister hanging on—"

"Well, | don't need to think about my doofus little brother wanting to bone a minor, but here we
are." God, my sister could be snarky as fuck, and | hated it when it wasn't convenient for me.
Then again, | had been the one to call her for her sexual expertise, and she was my best friend in
the entire world, so it was really my own fault that | wasn't hearing what | wanted. | did feel the
need to clarify, though. "She's not a minor..."

| was so lost in thought that | didn't even hear our server approach. However, when | came to,
he was staring at both of us, poised to take our orders.

“Should I give you two a few more—" the server began, but Tanya quickly interjected, not even
bothering to look his way. It was a shame, really, seeing the indecent way he was drooling all
over her, but she was too intent on figuring out the rest of my story to be bothered with this
latest cad.



"We'll have one order of veggie spring rolls, kung pao chicken, and mushu pork with extra
pancakes and plum sauce. Oh, and one white rice and one brown," she added as an
afterthought.

The server stood there for an extra second, in awe of Tanya, until he finally scurried away to put
our order in. | couldn't blame him; she was stunning and she had no clue. | had never met
anyone as oblivious to their natural charm as Tanya in my entire life. She drew people in, guys
and girls alike, but she just claimed that they were friendly.

| was constantly in awe of my sister, as well. Only a year older than me, Tanya and | had spent
nearly every waking and sleeping moment of our lives together. In fact, as an infant, my parents
had thought it'd be super awesome to put us in the same crib together—saving money and all
that good stuff. It wasn't so awesome when they realized that Tanya was a sleep kicker, causing
me to wake up crying every hour, on the hour. And she'd been abusing me ever since.

That said, she was also my best friend, and | knew that she would be there for me without fail
when | needed her, which was why she'd driven the two hours from Concord, New Hampshire
to come listen to my sad, sad tale. | had nothing but love, admiration, and respect for her, but
she definitely knew how to be a pain in my ass.

"From the beginning, Teddy. And don't leave out any gory details, please."

"Do you remember my old camper, LB?" Saying LB felt unfamiliarly childish on my tongue, and it
suddenly became clear why Bella had been so adamant about getting rid of her nickname. To
me, LB and Bella were two very different people.

Tanya's green eyes widened in recognition. "LB? Your pride and joy, child protégé, LB?"

"She goes by Bella now, but yes."

"You want to bone her." Conflicting and simultaneous guttural responses of an erection and
nausea spread over my body as | nodded hesitantly. "Why are you making that face, Teddy? You
look like I just kicked your video camera."

"She's... young," | began.

"How young is young?" She emphasized the word, using the same guilty tone of voice I'd just
used.

"Eighteen."

Tanya looked thoughtful and sipped her glass of water. Before she could continue questioning
me, though, a smile appeared on her face as our copious amounts of food were brought to the
table. She made my plate for me, scooping the perfect amount of brown rice and kug pao on it. |
wanted to scold her for babying me, but the truth was, she'd always taken care of me like this,
and | hadn't realized how much I'd missed it.



"What does she look like? Did you bring me a picture?" | quirked my eyebrow at the
ridiculousness of her statement. It absolutely didn't deserve a response. "Kidding, Teddy. Give
me a description." As she began shoveling her intricately made mu shu pancake into her mouth,
I launched into a description of Bella.

"She's gorgeous, Tan. But not in that obvious kind of way, you know? She's, | don't know, about
five-two, really petite, but with a noticeable rack. And she knows it, too, which she doesn't
hesitate to flaunt, but in a tasteful way, not a slutty way. And she's got this long brown hair and
these brown eyes that make you want to melt—"

Suddenly, Tanya started coughing and choking from her side of the table, stopping my epic Bella
rant. She slapped a hand hard onto the wood as she chugged her glass of water.

"Tanya, are you okay?" | noted her watering eyes as she finally started breathing normally again.

"Jesus, Teddy," she wheezed, the final pieces of rice from her self-made Chinese burrito
dislodging themselves from her lungs. "You're giving me a heart attack here with how dense you

are.

"What?" It was like she was speaking in riddles. She was the basilisk, but | did not speak
Parseltongue.

"Are you seriously this much of a 'tard?" | looked at her blankly, and my resounding grow! took
me by surprise. "Teddy, you don't want to bone her." She shook her head, looking incredibly
disappointed in me, which piqued my frustration.

"I'm one hundred percent positive that | do, actually." She rolled her eyes and waved me off,
taking another large sip of her water.

"You're such a moron, you know that? You don't just want to bone her. You like her." She
paused for dramatic effect before continuing to talk to me like the retard that | was. "You have
feelings for her, Edward."

| let her words sink through my skull, giving them time to marinate. | had feelings for Bella? |
liked her?

| knew I lusted for Bella, that wasn't a question. My cock had without a doubt clued me in to my
affections for her body, but... did | have feelings for her? | wouldn't even begin to know what
that meant.

"No, | don't. She's just a friend. And I'm confused because | want to sleep with her."

"Are you shitting me right now? You used the words 'eyes that make you want to melt,' and
then 'tasteful' to describe her tits! Trust me, boo, you want more than to sleep with her. You
want a relationship with her. That's why you haven't yet, obviously. Since when have you ever
felt guilty about wanting to sleep with a friend? Remember that little blonde one you were
telling me about? | believe you said that she was 'tight in all the right places.' God, you're such
an imbecile sometimes. | want to wring your neck. This poor girl!"



As Tanya continued to berate me, my mind started flying. | liked Bella. | liked Bella. | wanted to
be her boyfriend.

Oh God. It hit, and the panic overtook me. | wanted to be her boyfriend! | wanted to kiss and
hold hands with her and hang out by the docks late at night just to sit side by side. | wanted
Bella to tell me about her work and her hopes and her dreams and, fuck, | was so out of my
element.

"Teddy! Come in, Teddy, come in..." Tanya threw her napkin at my head, smirking as if she'd
known about my predicament the entire time. "You okay in there?" She reached over the table
to knock on the side of my head, and | couldn't help but retaliate and throw the napkin back at
her.

“I'm fine, I'm just—"
"Freaking out?" she snickered.
"Freaking out," | confirmed.

"No worries, Teddy. You eat your Chinese, and Tanya's going to come up with a plan to make it
all better." Her tone was full of mockery, as was her over-exaggerated wink.

| was glad to finally have some semblance of clarity. If | had Tanya on my side now, at least |
couldn't fuck up too badly. Somewhat appeased, | delved into my delicious lunch, wondering
what the hell Tanya was planning, and more importantly — if it would work.

~Bella~

The rest of the afternoon was uneventful. Alice dragged us into shop after shop, filling her arms
with merchandise, but my mind was trapped in a Chinese restaurant, wondering how Edward's
lunch date was going.

"Should we go see a movie?" Seth suggested as we walked past a multiplex.
"Sure. I'm getting kind of tired, anyway."

Jasper looked forlornly at Alice, who was gearing up to go into another store. "Actually, I'm
getting pretty tired, too. | was wondering if y'all wouldn't mind cutting your day out short to just
go back to camp and hang out?"

That sounded like the absolute best idea in the entire world, and | wondered if Jasper wasn't
able to read my mind. Unable to control myself, | threw my arms around his waist. "lI've missed

you.

Jasper blushed and tipped his head towards me. "Likewise, Bella. Are you going to tell me where
your mind's been all day, or am | going to have to guess?"



"Seriously. Later," | repeated.
"I'm letting that go temporarily, but expect to be grilled when we get back, okay?"

| nodded, feeling too drained to care. How could | go out with Edward tonight after knowing that
he'd already been on a date for lunch? And who went out with two girls in the same day...
unless they were just friends? But, in that scenario, | too could be the "just friend," so | decided
not to focus on that right now.

As soon as | thought the word "friend," Seth appeared on my other side, linking his arm with
mine. "So, what happened to asking Edward to come with us today?"

"He had other plans already, but we're supposed to go out later, | think..."

A look of surprise passed along his features before melting into a kind smile. "Do you want to go
home to get ready?"

Relieved that | wouldn't have to explain more than that, | used my "excitement" for later as an
excuse to head home early. In reality, all | wanted to do was curl up in bed and listen to the emo
indie music that reminded me of Edward and maybe eat a tub of frosting with Oreos, which
subsequently reminded me that | was still mad as hell at Emmett.

Alice and Jasper continued to look on worriedly as | pretended to doze during the car ride back
to Long Lake. | thanked Jasper for the ride and was headed towards my bunk for said wallowing
(minus the junk food) when | crashed into a large boulder that could only have been one of the
few people I'd been trying to avoid.

"LB," his booming voice called, but | kept my eyes trained on my feet. | felt two large hands wrap
around my shoulders and pull me close into a comforting embrace. Emmett's hugs always felt
like home, and | hated that he was thawing past my shoddy icy exterior so quickly. "This isn't the
place to explain everything, but you have to know that I'm sorry | didn't tell you." His words
sounded heartfelt, but | kept my eyes averted, knowing that one look into his puppy dog eyes
and I'd be done for.

| sighed softly and stepped back. Shrugging off his mediocre apology, | decided that | knew what
| really needed, and fortunately (or unfortunately) | would need to use Emmett for it. Finally, |
brought my eyes to meet his, forcing him to see the hurt and betrayal I'd been feeling because
of him.

“I'm sure you are, Em."
| could see the lightbulb go off in Emmett's head as he recalled why my presence should be a
surprise. "Hey, | thought this was your day off. Why are you here in the middle of the afternoon,

anyway?"

Images of that girl's body wrapped around Edward's flooded my mind, and my annoyed body
became filled with untapped rage. "l need a favor."



"Anything," he answered without pause.

"I know that I'm supposed to be like super pissed at you, but can we put that on a momentary
hold?" He nodded, and | could see the excitement building in his muscles. It was as if he could
anticipate what | had planned. "Gather the troops, Em. I'm going to change into a bathing suit.
Meet back here in twenty, sound good?"

"Aye aye, Captain!" Emmett saluted me and ran off towards the basketball courts, where |
happened to know he stashed supplies for a full-scale water balloon battle. During the hottest
days of summer, Emmett liked to alleviate the tension on the dry courts with some watery fun.
And after the day I'd had, | seriously needed it. Fuck Edward Cullen and his stupid whore, my
inner voice cried out like a battle call. | was going to enjoy my day off, no matter what.

Back at the bunk, | pulled on my rattiest clothing — an old white t-shirt with a storm trooper's
mask covering the entire front and my oldest denim cutoffs — over my favorite blue bikini, put
my hair into pigtail buns, and headed down to the courts. | passed the mirror on the way out,
and | nearly gasped at how camper-like | looked. However, | wouldn't be deterred. Instead of
communicating and fixing my problems, | was going to do what | always did best: avoid, avoid,
avoid.

Jake, Seth, Alice, Jasper, and Emmett were already waiting for me when | arrived, anxious to get
started.

"Where's Rosalie?" | asked no one in particular.

"She, uh, thought that maybe you wouldn't want her here," Emmett said with little of his usual
confidence. So, Emmett had shared my discovery with Rosalie, and she'd run away, too. |
guessed | wasn't the only one good at avoidance. However, | couldn't help but be slightly glad
she wasn't around. It was bad enough that | had to put up with the dreamy eyes of Alice and
Jasper. | didn't think | could stomach being around two couples right now. Not when Edward
was off gallivanting with only God knows who.

"Plus, this way the teams are even," Jake added. "Shotty being on Team LB!" His voice raised to
an ungodly pitch as he squealed and jumped over to me like an overzealous fangirl. | laughed at
his enthusiasm; | loved how Jake always seemed to be able to break tension and put a smile on
my face.

"Oooh, samesies!" Alice squealed, running towards us. She didn't get very far. Emmett gripped
the sides of her waist, holding her back so that she was essentially running in place.

"Not so fast, shorty. We can't have both newbies on the same team. You and Jake can duke it
out, but one of you has to be with me."

"I called it first—"

"She's my best friend—" they both shouted at the same time. My heart exploded with gratitude
to the both of them for making me feel better.



Suddenly, Jasper walked over to Alice. He put his hands on her shoulders and cocked his head
towards Jake. "Sweetheart," he drawled, using every ounce of charm in his imported-Southern
repertoire, "Jake did call it first." Alice looked like she was about to keel over in shock with how
strong Jasper was suddenly coming on. No doubt it was everything she'd ever dreamed of. "Plus,
| want to be on Team Bella, too." He backed away from Alice and wrapped his arm around my
shoulders.

After a few prolonged moments, Alice finally rejoined the living world. She shook her head and
scowled, wagging her little finger at him wildly. "Jasper Clancy Whitlock! You can't do that...
cheater!"

"Clancy?" | snickered as a red hue took up space on Jasper's cheeks and ears.

"I told you that in confidence, Alice," he muttered, shifting uncomfortably from one foot to the
other.

Always the tension breaker, Jake was the first one to reach for a balloon and hit Alice in the
head, making her stumble backwards.

She whipped around in shock, looking slightly like a drowned kitten. "Oh, you'll pay for that,
Jake..."

And with that, we were off. With each balloon | threw, | felt the day's tension being relieved.
Laughter poured forth from us, making me feel lighter. After a while, it didn't even matter which
team was which or who was winning. It was each man for himself, and | had never had so much
fun.

In the middle of our fight, though, Jake took off, running up the hill, crying out a muffled name |
couldn't quite make out.

My eyes followed Jake's loping form, and | caught sight of strawberry blonde hair and knee-high
chucks barreling back towards him. An irrational surge of jealousy spread through my body, and
my hand reached for a water balloon before | could even think my actions through. The balloon
left my hand and exploded all over the back of the girl's head. Water dripped down her hair and
back, causing Jake to fumble with his grasp. Soon, they crashed to the ground, making me feel
slightly vindicated.

Seeing Jake and the mystery girl collapse onto the grass, Edward jogged over quickly, looking
concerned.

"Sorry," | called out, feeling anything but. "I meant to hit Jake."

Seth and Jasper both scoffed, and | couldn't resist smiling innocently at them. They knew | was
jealous, | knew | was jealous... | didn't even know why | fought it anymore.

We had a date tonight, and Edward had decided to bring back a... what? An ex-girlfriend? A best
female friend? | didn't even know. And the fact that Jake obviously knew who she was spoke
volumes as well. Edward wasn't one to introduce his whores to his friends, so this one must



have actually meant something. God damn, there goes that light, happy feeling | had.

Seeing Edward scowling at Jake's proximity to the girl as he shamelessly flirted with her, | knew.
My stomach knotted with his caring expression. This girl meant more than something to Edward
— she meant everything.

"Look, Edward. Tanya's wet." And so the bitch had a name.

Tanya.

It sounded oddly familiar. Had Edward told me about a Tanya he'd dated? | honestly couldn't
remember.

They continued their banter, making my stomach roll with how flirty and familiar they all were. |
could feel the anxiety building in my stomach, and when | looked over my shoulder and saw

Rosalie walking up from the docks, | decided that | needed a bit of a reprieve from the situation.

Sensing my distress, Seth nudged me in my ribs and cocked his head toward the Adirondack
chairs at the top of the hill.

As we climbed, | glanced behind me. Tanya was being introduced to everyone, and | saw her in a
large embrace with Rosalie. Traitors.

"So... do you know who that was?" Seth asked quietly. | shrugged and shook my head. Why did
she have to be so pretty? | would never be able to compare to someone like her.

Suddenly, we heard yelling coming from inside the counselor lounge. Curiosity took over, and |
grabbed Seth's hand to pull him along with me.

A crowd was huddled around a small piece of paper, tacked up to the bulletin board.

"Oh my God, Lara! I'm Rusty!" a counselor who worked at tennis called out.

Oh. My. God. The cast list for the musical was up. Today, of all days. Oh well, if | hadn't gotten
the part | wanted, I'd still make it through. After all, everyone was admitted into the chorus. But
after being confused by Edward's mood whiplash, | really needed something great to happen
today.

Nervously, | took a meager step towards the paper. | felt a warm hand at my back, pressing me
forward as | shut my eyes. | knew that Seth was just encouraging me, and finally, | opened my
eyes to scan down the cast list.

I didn't have to scan far.

There, at the top of the cast list was written:

Ren McCormack ... ... Edward Cullen



Ariel Moore ... ... Bella Swan

| started squealing uncontrollably, shrieking noises bubbling out of my chest that | hadn't known
| was even capable of before | spun around into Seth's waiting arms. My smile was so wide that
it hurt my face, and Seth's comforting embrace was exactly what | needed.

As | stood there, leaning against the wall with a smile on my face, | was bombarded my
congratulations from people | didn't even know had known my name. There had never been a
more auspicious moment to feel like | belonged than that very moment. Plus, | was going to be
spending every night rehearsing with Edward... as a love interest.

"Hey." A velvet voice greeted me softly as an elbow nudged my shoulder, and | jumped in
surprise. It was like I'd willed him to appear, and it creeped me out slightly.

"Edward!" | gripped my chest, not prepared for the onslaught of desire that his close proximity
invoked. "You scared me." More like, set my heart and loins ablaze, but that works, too. Oh God.

He leaned in closer, moving a stray piece of hair behind my ear as he whispered, "What's going
on?" | tried my hardest not to shudder, but there were some reactions that couldn't be
controlled. My nipples hardened and my skin broke out into goosebumps as | replayed the feel
of his warm breath on my still-damp skin.

| refused to look at him. If | looked into those jade eyes and they were smoldering the same way
his voice tinged my ears, | would be sure to do something idiotic. Instead, | crossed my arms
over my puckered breasts and replied as coolly as | could. "Cast list for Footloose went up."

| could hear each one of his steady breaths as he waited for me to keep talking, but | couldn't.
My voice was already on the edge of breaking, and | could feel a different kind of wetness
pooling in my already-soaked bikini bottoms.

"So..."

His voice sounded like he was begging, and just as | turned around to give in and forget about
the way my heart had shattered as | saw him with that gorgeous girl earlier, my dreams were
destroyed again.

"Congratulations, Edward!" The girl jumped him... literally. Did she have no shame? And then, to
add insult to injury, she started pressing loud, squeaky, overtly obnoxious kisses to his face. |
wanted to pull that strawberry blonde hair out of her fucking head for having her lips on him,
but instead | stood and calmly controlled my breathing — and my temper issues.

| snapped my head back towards the wall, unable to see the gratuitous display of public
affection before | congratulated him myself.

"I can't believe my Teddy is the star of the musical!" Tanya shouted as she wrapped her arms
around Edward's neck. His face turned red, and | wondered if it was from embarrassment or if
she was cutting off his air supply. | secretly hoped it was from the latter. That would serve the
fucker right.



My Teddy? The fucking nerve some people had. Teddy? How ridiculous did that sound? How
juvenile.

Suddenly, their eyes were on me, and | realized that I'd most likely voiced my disbelief at the
nickname. Though, to be fair, | was in all kinds of shock here. | drifted off, watching the hugs and
congratulations being given around me, not wanting to give into dissecting the words, "My
Teddy," at the current moment.

| was so lost in my distractions that | hadn't noticed that Tanya was standing in front of me,
staring me down with a curious expression on her face.

"Um, hi?" | said awkwardly, unsure of what she could possibly want from me.
Her smile was instantaneous, and it lit up her entire face, only making her more beautiful. | took
a second to examine her up close. She was stunning. Too bad, Bella. Looks like you're out of the

running.

| was so caught up in my self-flagellation that | failed to hear anything she was saying to me,
which was too bad because it had probably been important.

"...sorude. I'm Tanya," she explained, sticking out a hand for me to shake. | looked at it as if it
were something dirty before finally taking it within my own. Keep your enemies close, and all
that, right?

"Bella."

"I know," she breathed, sounding exasperated. "Teddy is such an imbecile, right?"

My brow furrowed, unsure of what she was asking me, since I'd essentially missed the first half
of her introduction. | needed to pay better attention.

"Yeah," | agreed, rolling me eyes.

Tanya's smile widened again, and the glint in her eye returned. She looked as if she were up to
no good, and | really hoped she wasn't thinking about the dirty things she was going to do to
Edward tonight, because | might just upchuck my pizza for that.

"As soon as | saw your shirt, | knew who you were. Teddy's description of you is just uncanny."

Wait. I'm sorry, what? Edward had described me to Tanya? Why in God's name would he talk
about a girl to another girl? That seemed all kinds of fucked up to me. What the hell was he
playing at anyway?

Glancing down at my shirt, | flushed. The white storm trooper's mask was fading with the age of
the fabric, and it was nearly see through due to the remnants of the water balloon battle.
Uncomfortable, | crossed my arms and looked at the floor nervously.



When Tanya didn't continue, | was forced to look up. Her expression hadn't changed, and it
seemed as if she were waiting for me to say something in particular, but | had no idea what that
would be. Did she want me to confess my undying love for Edward? Was it written so plainly
across my face that she needed me to admit it?

"Ted-Edward talked about me?"

That had my interest piqued. Tanya nodded enthusiastically as she leaned in closer. "Oh my
God, yes. And | have a huge favor to ask you, if you don't mind?"

Oh my God, yes? Well, that sounded enthusiastic. And she didn't seem to hate me, so | was truly
confused now. "Sure," | agreed hesitantly.

"I know that you and Teddy were supposed to go out tonight, but—"
"You do?" | gaped, not having been prepared for that admission.

"Yes, but... | was wondering if you didn't mind us all going out together and rain checking on
your date? I'm only here for the day, and | would really like to see everyone before | head back."

| bit my lip in frustration. | should have been prepared for that question, but somehow it
blindsided me and left me feeling lightheaded and like someone had just kicked my stomach.
But it seemed that Tanya was really important to Edward, and | didn't want to take her away
from him, either. What a fucking double-edged sword.

"Sure." Feeling slightly confident, | decided to be a little brave. "But—"
"But what?" she asked, leaning even closer.

"Never mind." | shook my head, unable to ask her what | really wanted to. | needed to protect
my heart somehow.

"Bella, you can ask me anything." Her eyes were wide and sincere, and for some reason, | was
completely drawn to her, hypnotized by her unwavering gaze.

Instead, | chickened out. "How long have you known 'your Teddy?" | used the dorky air quotes
and everything.

Tanya looked momentarily confused, her smile dying quickly as her eyes darted around. Then,
just as quickly, they refocused on me, her grin looking lopsided, almost like a certain video
counselor's.

"Um," she began, tapping the nails of her left arm against the forearm of her right, "Since | was
almost one."

"Years old?" | blanched. This was so much worse than | had anticipated. Friends for life? No
wonder she wanted to take him out.



Her laugh came out easily, unnerving me slightly. "Yes, Bella. Didn't you listen to me earlier? |
told you | had just relocated from Vermont to New Hampshire for a photography gig? And | was
pissed at Teddy for not introducing us himself?" | was still lost. Figuring out that | hadn't listened
to anything she'd said before, she continued with a smirk plastered across her face. "I'm Tanya,
Edward's older sister."

Oh. TANYA. That's where I've heard the name before!

My night brightened infinitely at her words, and the guttural pain I'd been feeling dissipated
quickly. The girl was his sister.

"Tanya!" Jake yelled, scooping her into his arms again. "l heard you're taking us all out tonight?
It's karaoke night at the pound again, and we need to sing a love duet together."

Tanya laughed and leaned into Jake's side. "By love duet, do you mean Liz Phair's 'Flower?"

Jake took a large step backwards and faced the two of us, looking serious before breaking into
song. "Every time | see your face | think of things impure, unchaste. | want to fuck you like a dog.
I'll take you home and make you like it."

Having never heard the song before, | was so aghast with shock that | reached for Tanya, just to
make sure | wasn't imagining Jake's performance. She was laughing so hard that tears were now
running down her cheeks as she gasped out her words. "I... don't know if... | should... be more
worried that you... know all the lyrics... or that | think you actually mean them!"

Jake wiggled his eyebrows and slid his hand down over her rear and leaned in to whisper
seductively, "T, | always speak the truth." He pinched her ass and she took off running, pushing
through the entryway of the counselor lounge, leaving me dumbfounded.

Jake and Tanya?

How had | read this situation so completely wrong? Tanya and Edward weren't together; they
were siblings. | should have known — those green eyes were one of a kind. But thanks my
egregious error in judgment, | now knew that | needed to step up my game in terms of
"seduction." We may not have our date tonight, but Jake's karaoke suggestion had given me a
great idea. | was going to give the performance of a lifetime tonight. Edward won't know what
hit him.

Cbhapter 13
Not Quite First Dates

~Edward~

"This is a terrible idea," | said mostly to myself as | parked Jake's truck, seeing Tanya pull into the
spot next to me in her hunter green Jeep Wrangler. She'd fallen in love with the car on the lot,



claiming that it matched her eyes and she had to have it. Somehow, my parents had been too
taken by her charm to argue her on it. Such was life with my sister.

As soon as | had two feet outside the truck, Tanya was on my back, her arms and legs wrapped
around my torso.

"Onwards, Teddy!" She snickered, pulling at my hair as if it were reigns.
"Fucking hell, Tan," | whined. "Behave, please. This is my place of work, remember?"

| didn't have to see her face to know that she was rolling her eyes in response to my semi-
serious chastisement.

"You're such a Grumpy Greta today, Teddy. Let's go find Bella and cheer you up!" she said, far
too loudly for my comfort. If Tanya was going to be hanging out with me today, | needed to get
some things straight. In an instant, | had her feet on the ground and my hands gripping her
shoulders so that | could stare into her eyes.

"Tanya, | love you, but so help me God, you will rue the day you were born if you fuck this up for

me.

She snorted and removed my hands from her shoulders before climbing back onto her perch on
my back. "Edward, there's no way in hell that | could fuck this up for you any more than you
already have, so let's roll." She hitched upwards, as if she were posting and | were an actual
horse. Fuck my parents for getting her all those riding lessons.

Done prolonging the inevitable, | started walking towards my bunk, keeping Tanya firmly hitched
onto my back. But as my eyes located a group of counselors in the midst of a water balloon fight
in the middle of the hill, my feet stopped working.

Bella had changed out of her dress from earlier, which had tortured me so, into something that
only served to torture me more. My cock was instantly alerted to the fact that she was dressed
in another small bikini under a soaking wet white t-shirt with the mask of a Storm Trooper on it.
It was plastered to her skin, riding up to show me the smooth expanse of her stomach. Her jean
shorts were cut off so high that | could see the bottoms of the pockets sticking out in front. And
then, to make my wildest and wettest dreams come true, she was wearing her dark hair in
pigtail buns. | couldn't decide what | wanted to do more - be a creeper and observe in silence, or
be a creeper and jump her in the middle of the field. Both options were equally appealing and
poor choices.

Tanya's low, rumbling laughter finally clued me in to the fact that my entire world had stopped
when I'd laid eyes on Bella. "l found her," she continued to giggle into my ear, lowering her voice
to where only | could hear her. "Your description was spot on, Teddy. I'm melting from all the
way over here."

Annoyed, | nudged my head into hers, signaling for her to back off. | wasn't quite ready to cease
my Bella-ogling just yet, and her commentary was hindering it. When my eyes made their way
back to the water balloon fight, all eyes were on me.



My esophagus constricted, forcing saliva back down my throat. | hadn't even noticed that it'd
gone dry. All | noticed were Bella's eyes trained on mine and her pert breasts on display under
her wet t-shirt.

"Tanya!" Jake hollered, and then they were off. Tanya scrambled off my back and flew into
Jake's arms, who had been running toward her at full speed. She managed to come at him with
more force than he'd been prepared for, and Jake lost his balance, spinning her around to try to
regain his footing. Suddenly, out of nowhere, a balloon came flying through the air and smacked
Tanya in the back of the head, causing water to drip down both her and Jake's bodies. The newly
introduced water did little to help things, and when Jake's hand slipped, everything went to shit.
Before he knew it, Jake was flat on his back with Tanya on top of him.

| jogged over to check out the situation, hoping that Tanya hadn't hurt herself by crashing on top
of the Iron Giant.

"Jesus, are you okay, Tanya?" | helped her into a sitting position, which was essentially just her
straddling Jake. Awesome.

"Sorry," Bella called out, looking anything but. "I meant to hit Jake." She looked next to her at
Seth, in some sort of secret, silent exchange, and they both smiled. | could feel the scowl
forming on my face, but | tried to rein it in. | needed to step up my game; | didn't want Seth
causing a wedge between Bella and me.

"Look, Edward. Tanya's wet." Jake grinned as his hands went for Tanya's now-wet white tank
top.

"Oh my God, stop!" | grabbed his wrists and moved them over his head and far away from my
sister's visible bra, making my frown increase.

"If you wanted to make it a threesome, all you had to do was say so, Edward." Jake winked at
me as he thrust his hips upwards, making Tanya gasp and get off her precarious position over
Jake's junk. Tanya tapped his head lightly with the toe of her sneaker and frowned before
wrapping her arms around my waist.

"Jake, that's disgusting," she admonished him. He just grinned at her, his back still on the
ground. "Glad to see you haven't changed."

A throat cleared from behind, and | spun myself and Tanya around to face the entirety of my
group of friends, except for Bella and Seth, who had wandered up towards the Adirondack
chairs - far, far away from my evil sister. And far, far away from earshot. My stomach flipped at
the idea of them being alone and out of my sight.

"Teddy, aren't you going to introduce me to your friends?" she cooed, sounding syrupy sweet to
my ears. She was playing it coy, and | was incredibly nervous. This had been such a poor

decision. | hated myself for never being able to say no to Tanya.

Always the gentleman, Jasper smiled and held out his hand. "I'm Jasper." He flashed me a dirty



look, and | almost recoiled. "Teddy's roommate. And you are..."

"I'm Tanya," she continued, cheerfully sticking out her hand to grasp Jasper's before pulling him
into a tight hug. "Teddy's big sister."

Tanya nodded enthusiastically, looking sort of like a bunny on crack. Then she turned to me and
pinched my cheek, making me squirm. Leave it to Tanya to embarrass the shit out of me right
out of the gate. "The one and only. Well, not the one and only. Kate lives in Los Angeles. She's
our oldest sister, but she's lame and doing something corporate and boring with her life.
Anyway, I'm only here for the day, so what am | doing?"

"Me?" Jake asked flirtatiously.
"Jake!" | groaned.
"Well, he has a point, Edward. It's not like I'm going to be sleeping in your bed tonight, right?"

| poked her in the ribs before lifting her up and spinning her around, tickling her sides. "Not
funny, Tan."

“No, no, you're right," she breathed out as she struggled to stop her laughing. "The funny part is
that you don't know I've already hooked up with Jake!"

| searched for a retort but could find none. My mind was absolutely blank. "I—" My eyes shifted
to Jake, who was now full out grinning at Tanya. She was grinning back, and | had no doubt in
my mind that she wasn't fibbing or trying to get a rise out of me. Fury flashed through my body,
and Jake finally had the decency to look guilty.

"Stop giving me that face, Teddy. It's not my fault that we look so much alike." Tanya winked at
me and then looked at Jake, but | was totally lost.

There was a momentary pause, and then Rosalie started giggling. | had been so distracted that |
hadn't even seen her approach. Then Emmett joined in, and Jasper, too.

Jake's fury was evident; there was practically steam exuding from his ears as he shouted, "l do
not want to do Edward! I'm not gay!"

"Edward, | fucking love your sister!" Rosalie stepped up and flashed a grin at Tanya, looking her
up and down before sticking out her hand. "Rosalie Hale. And I'm so glad | have the honor of
meeting the person responsible for Edward's inferiority complex," she drawled sweetly.

Tanya batted away Rosalie's hand before hugging her thoroughly and stepping backwards. She
feigned shock, holding her hand up to her heart and replied, mimicking and exaggerating
Rosalie's accent. "Little old me? Why, I'm glad | have the honor of meeting you, Rosalie Hale.
But, tell me, where's the famous Bella Swan?" Her eyes flashed around the group. All of them
wore surprised smiles, and | could feel a blush creeping its way up my neck into my cheeks.
"Aww," she cooed again, running her finger down my flushed cheek. "You're blushing! Teddy, |
don't think I've ever seen you blush before."



| swatted her hand away, trying not to call even more attention to myself, but it was too late. |
very nearly heard the wheels spinning and clicking into place before the light bulb lit up over
Jake's head, causing him to gasp.

"Wait," he paused, staring straight into my eyes. There were very few moments that Jake and |
didn't joke around with one another, and | was shocked to find that this was one of them.
"You... and Bella?" His tone was incredulous and concerned and skeptical, all at the same time.

"No," | replied quickly. Too quickly, apparently, because soon laughter had broken out amongst
the remainder of my friends.

"No?" Jake joined in the laughter. His concern disappeared all too quickly, shifting to
amusement, and | was genuinely surprised to see his reaction. I'd anticipated punching and
scowling and yelling, not... chuckling. His tone turned serious again as he stepped between
Tanya and me, wrapping an arm around each of our waists. "So, is that why you're at zero?" he
whispered.

"Zero?" Tanya asked, getting her head into our miniature huddle. "What does that mean? And,
seriously, where'd Bella go?"

| was about to reply with something biting and witty when | heard a shrill squeal from the
entrance to the counselor lounge. My spidey-senses were tingling, telling me not to go there,
but | couldn't help my curiosity. Turning around, | took a few steps up the hill, only to see Bella
thoroughly encased in Seth's grasp. Her arms and legs were twined around the front of his body,
and he looked as if he'd just won the lottery, smiling back at her like a crazy person.

Jake broke away, running towards the pair of them, and they quickly disappeared, taking Bella
and Seth into the lounge and out of my sight again.

"What's going on?" Tanya asked. Having no response, | decided to go check it out myself.
Everyone trailed behind as we made our way inside the lounge. Everyone was huddled around a
spot on the wall, and Seth and Bella were still beaming at one another.

"Hey." | stepped closer, nudging her side with my elbow. Bella gasped loudly and stumbled,
clutching her throat.

"Edward! You scared me!"
"What's going on?" | leaned in and whispered in her ear. Her body broke out into goosebumps,
shivering slightly. | couldn't help but wonder if | had anything to do with it, but it was most likely

just the cool air of the lounge hitting her drenched clothes.

"Cast list for Footloose went up," she responded, and | could see the edges of her smile tugging
upwards.

As people around us continued to cheer and hug, | could see that she wasn't going to give me
anything. "So..." | prodded.



"Congratulations, Edward!" Tanya came flying at me. Her hands gripped my shoulders as she
bounced on her toes and pressed embarrassingly squeaky kisses to my cheek. | hadn't even
noticed that she'd followed me. Suddenly, | was bombarded by a ton of congratulations by
counselors | hadn't even talked with before.

"Congrats, Ren," Bella finally continued, staring in front of her, rather than looking at me.

"I can't believe my Teddy is the star of the musical!" Tanya wrapped her arms around my neck
and got a little too close to my body for comfort, especially in the people-filled, claustrophobic
entryway of the lounge.

| tried to shrug her off until | heard Bella's choked and muttered, "My Teddy?"

And that was when | realized what the fuck Tanya was doing. She was trying to make Bella
jealous, and | wasn't fully comfortable with that realization.

"Tanya, cut it out," | snapped, unwrapping her arms from my neck. She pouted, as was
predicted, but | ignored her and moved away, going to read the cast list.

There, written in bold, were the leading roles.

Ren McCormack ... ... Edward Cullen

Ariel Moore ... ... Bella Swan

| turned around to congratulate Bella, but she was mid-conversation with Tanya. They seemed
to be talking about something incredibly serious, and Bella was starting to look upset. As if he
could hear a distress signal, Jake jumped in to diffuse the situation quickly. | had no idea what
Tanya had said to Bella, but | wasn't okay with her pissing her off.

Soon, Jake was causing them both to laugh, and Bella looked genuinely happy... and maybe a
little bit devious? She looked thoughtful as she wandered through the throng of people and out
of the lounge to the Adirondack chairs.

"Bella?" | called out. I'd followed her without even realizing it.

She turned around, spinning on her heel at the sound of my voice, the sunlight bringing out the
red glow of her hair. "Hmm?" she asked, sounding dazed.

My feet drew me closer to her. Now that | knew | liked her - had a crush on her, or whatever - |
had no idea how to act. My hands were clammy, and my breathing changed just by looking at
her. | was so utterly fucked.

"Hey," | breathed quietly, approaching her.

"Hey." She smiled back as something akin to confusion flickered through her eyes. "So, tonight
should be fun, right?"



Fuck. | had completely forgotten that Bella and | were supposed to go out tonight, and Tanya
hadn't come up with plans for me. Or if she had, she hadn't informed me of them yet.

"Right."

"Yeah, it's going to be the best night ever!" Jake cheered, wandering up towards us, Tanya and
Rosalie on his arms.

"Wh-what?" | stuttered.

"We're all going to karaoke night at The Pound!" Jake's smile was devious as his eyes flitted from
me to Bella and back again. | almost groaned in defeat. Why would this sound like a good plan to
anyone? The Pound would be loud and filled with drunk people, making it impossible to talk to
Bella, which was what | had hoped to accomplish with our evening out alone.

"But weren't you and Bella supposed to—" Rosalie started to interject, but Bella cut her off
quickly with a soft smile.

"Don't worry about it, Rosalie. Tanya wants to take us all out tonight to celebrate. Isn't that
sweet of her?" The malice in Bella's tone shocked me. It was like watching Mean Girls up close. |
could see that Rosalie was dying to respond. Her vocal chords were probably itching with her
quippy response, but she reined it in, letting Bella have this one. "I'll see you later, Edward,"
Bella said. | was entranced by her eyes, wondering what the hell was going through her mind as
she smiled and waved goodbye. | nodded dumbly as she walked off, her jean-shorts-clad rear
tantalizing me with the exaggerated sway of her hips.

"So, Edward, what are we going to sing tonight?" Jake asked, hopping around with far too much
pent-up energy. "l was hoping we could bring back the classics tonight. A little 'Living On A
Prayer?' Or maybe some 'Eye of The Tiger?' What do you think?"

"I—" 1 actually had no words. All | could do was stare at the space where Bella had last been. Her
presence had turned my brain into mush.

"Edward!" Rosalie snapped. "Stop thinking about Bella's ass and focus on us for one second,
please!"

My head spun around, confused as to how they knew what I'd been thinking. My mind
scrambled for a response, but | could think of none. | shrugged sheepishly, feeling the familiar
blush take up space on my cheeks, and their laughter started again.

"Oh, you are in such big trouble, Teddy," Tanya joked, poking at one of my pink cheeks.
"Stop it, Tan," | whined, shooing away her finger. "This is serious! | don't know what to do."
Tanya rolled her eyes and linked her arm with mine. "This is serious," she said in a high-pitched

voice, clearly trying to mimic me. Rosalie and Jake started up their laughter again. |, on the other
hand, didn't find it quite so amusing. "Just leave everything to me, okay?"



| groaned, unsure of how much | really trusted my sister. Okay, well, that wasn't entirely true. |
trusted her implicitly. "You'd better know what the hell you're doing, Tanya," | warned as she
pulled me towards my bunk, following Jake and Rosalie's lead.

Jake held the bunk door open as Rosalie skipped off to sit in Emmett's lap. He wound his arms
around her waist, and it took me a second to not freak out in shock. Right. 'Cause you already
know about them.

Tanya flopped down onto the couch, commanding me to get ready so that she could approve
my wardrobe choice.

Such a tyrant, that one is.

| shook my head, dispelling the voice of Yoda, which often seemed to reside in there. How could
Bella like someone who thought in "Yoda?" Because yes, that is its own language. As is Ewok,
which | can also speak...

Suddenly, something was chucked at my head, making me groan in pain. "What the—?"

Tanya quirked one eyebrow at me before dropping her gaze to the floor where Jake's plush
Spiderman action figure lay at my feet. "Seriously, Teddy, you've been staring at that poster for
like five minutes." She moved her gaze to the Queen Amidala poster I'd jacked off to merely
days before while thinking of Bella's plush lips around my cock, only now | added her outfit from
today... "l needed to make sure you were still conscious." Tanya's voice invaded my brain again,
pulling me from my out-of-control fantasies. "Go!"

Apparently, my brain was just non-functional today. With Tanya's stellar motivation, | was off,
quickly showering and dressing before our excursion to The Pound. Tanya put me in a pair of
black jeans, a white t-shirt, and my black Ray Bans because "it was going to be sunny for at least
another two hours," as she claimed.

| thought | looked a bit like a greaser, but she insisted that | looked good. And | very nearly
believed her when Rosalie whistled and made me spin for her. All in all, | was feeling good.

That was, until | saw her.

Bella was already waiting in the parking lot, joking around with Jasper and Alice, but my eyes
were only focused on her. She was wearing tight, dark jeans, which almost looking like a second
skin wrapped around her luscious ass. On top, her hair was pulled up, and it looked like she was
wearing just a simple black t-shirt, but as she turned around to laugh at something Jasper had
said, | saw that there was a huge part of it cut out, revealing nearly the entirety of her back.
Jesus, that's hot.

| approached nervously, feeling like the biggest dork in the entire world as Tanya pushed the
sunglasses back up my nose. They had slid down as I'd taken a minute to really examine Bella,

and naturally, I'd been caught by everyone around me.

"Stop it, Jasper!" Bella squealed as he pinched her side, causing her to grab Alice and use her as



a shield.
"You can't lie to me and tell me you don't know what you're singing tonight," he prodded.

"Maybe I'm not singing anything," she teased him, sticking her tongue out, and | had the urge to
grab her and suck on it. God, it's going to be a long night.

Instead, | draped my arm around her shoulder as coolly as possible and squeezed it gently.
"Well, that would be a shame."

Her eyes looked up and grew wide at the sight of me. She kind of did the same thing Rosalie did,
except without the whistle, and | was starting to trust Tanya. Clearly, she was the expert.

Bella's eyes regained their focus, and a sly smile spread across her face. "Why, Teddy?" She
emphasized the name, making it clear that she was going to mock me with it for ages. | knew |
wouldn't stop her, either. "What are you singing tonight?"

"Me? Uh... nothing, unless Jake and my sister get me completely toasted." My eyes darted
around the parking lot for them. | found them quickly, already in the front seat of Tanya's jeep.
"Speaking of which, shall we chaperone them? | don't really want Jake's offspring to be related
to me."

Bella's mouth dropped in shock, and it was then that | realized she hadn't been around to hear
about Jake and Tanya's, ugh, previous relations.

"Ew," she muttered, a slight shudder running through her body as my hand slipped from her
shoulder to brush against her bare back, leading her to the car. | hoped her response was for the
thought of Jake and Tanya together and not the feel of my hand; otherwise | was going to be
screwed.

At the car, | opened the door for her to go in first, trying to be a gentleman, but it had the
adverse effect. The jeep was slightly too high for her in her high heeled black boots, which | had
just taken the time to notice, so | had to place my hands on either sides of her hips and hoist her
into the backseat. Of course, me being me, my hands had to slip and grab her ass, causing her to
gasp and tense mid-push.

"Sorry, sorry..." | muttered as | climbed in after her, willing the blush staining my cheeks to
disappear immediately. Who was this fumbling, bumbling, awkward boy? | hadn't seen him
since | was eighteen, and | really had no desire to revisit him ever again.

| chanced a glance at Bella. She was smiling to herself, fidgeting with her fingers in her lap. | was
about to say something when Tanya turned up the radio, blasting (ironically) "Don't Stand So
Close To Me," by The Police. It was slightly awkward, seeing as how | was sharing the cramped
back seat with someone who | worried was much too young for me, but as Jake started to sing
out, not even | could hold back my laughter.

"This girl's an open page. Book mark it, she's so close now. This girl is half his age!" he sang out,
and soon we were all joining in. Just as the tension was finally starting to dissipate, we arrived at



The Pound.

Jasper pulled up shortly after, and | smiled, seeing how many people he'd fit into his car. Rosalie,
Emmett, Seth, and Alice all climbed out.

Emmett ran ahead first, presumably to get us his favorite table, and we were all led out to the
back patio immediately. One of the waitresses who worked there had a thing for Emmett, and
despite the amount of people always waiting to get in, we never had to.

As we got to the table, | was perplexed by the seating arrangement. Emmett and Rosalie had
already taken a spot next to Jake and Tanya on one side of the table, while Alice, Jasper, Seth,
and Bella had slid into the other side, leaving no room for me. | stood awkwardly, arms crossed,
confused as to what to do. They couldn't pull another chair up to the head of the table, because
that would cut off the waitresses' serving path. | looked at Emmett pointedly, glaring at him for
being an idiot and getting a table for eight instead of nine, when | heard a meek voice cut in.

"Um, you can sit here, Edward... if you don't mind me sitting on your lap."

My cock hardened in my pants as Bella stood up, gesturing for me to take the seat. This was not
going to end well, but how could I resist? Like the dumb fool | was, | nodded and slid onto the
bench, adjusting myself quickly before Bella took her perch on my knee. | admired the pale skin
of the back of her neck and resolved to tell her to wear her hair up more often.

The waitress came to the table quickly, and seeing our seating predicament, her brow furrowed.
"Oh, my, I'm so sorry, y'all!l We have a table that's about to leave over there if you want to—"

"No worries," Bella interrupted her. "I'm actually pretty comfortable." As she said the last part,
she moved her hand to pat my leg behind her, but she was already taking up so much of that
space herself, her palm brushed against my inseam, causing me to jump in my seat.

| shifted so suddenly that Bella nearly slid off my knee and onto the ground. | quickly grabbed
her waist and pulled her back in a more comfortable position—and where she wouldn't be able
to feel my solid erection digging into any part of her body.

She chuckled nervously and looked over her shoulder back at me. | hoped my face looked
calmer than | was actually feeling, otherwise we were going to have some serious issues. "Well, |
was comfortable."

| groaned in defeat, letting my forehead fall forward to lean on her bare back. Unable to resist, |
tried to discretely inhale Bella's scent, which was savagely interrupted by a jarring pain as she
straightened her back suddenly, crashing into my nose.

"Ow!" | cried, holding my hand up to my nose, hoping it wasn't bleeding. "Jesus fucking Christ..."

Carefully, | pulled my hand away, happy to see that there was no blood involved in this injury. |
lifted my eyes up and saw the entire table staring at us in silence, their mouths agape.

"You two are so fucking dysfunctional, | can't even begin to..." Jake trailed off, shaking his head



at me in disbelief. Yeah, I feel that, too, asshole.

"So, who needs a drink?" the waitress asked, purposefully trying to ignore the most awkward
outburst in the history of seating arrangements.

IIMe!II
"I do!" Bella and | called out simultaneously.

The waitress grinned, staring at Bella thoroughly with some sort of glint in her eye that | just
couldn't figure out. "What can | get y'all?" Her voice was coy, mocking, almost.

"A round of Patron shots for the table!" Emmett called out. That boy sure loved his tequila, but |
didn't have quite the same affinity for it.

"Well, if we're doing tequila, we may as well stick with it. We all know what happened last time
you mixed liquors, Em." Bella reminded Emmett of their last experience at The Pound. | could
only hope that tonight would be extremely different.

"Then let's just get margarita pitchers to share," Tanya suggested.
Dinner went by in a tequila and Bella-induced blur. All | could focus on was the feel of her
shifting her weight on my lap every time she'd take a bite of her food and the nice tingling

feeling | was getting as a result of my magically refilling margarita glass.

"Bella, can | talk to you?" Rosalie was standing at the head of the table, looking patiently at
Bella, who was now finishing the last few sips of her margarita.

Instead of responding, Bella leaned back into my chest, sliding down in my lap and resting her
head on my shoulder. | had no choice but to wrap my arms around her waist — just to make

sure she didn't slide off my lap, of course.

"Nope," she giggled, and | finally took notice of the pink flush on Bella's cheeks. The girl was
buzzed, at least. "l think I'm good right here."

| should have encouraged her to hash it out with Rosalie, but | was enjoying having her on my
lap too much. | smiled back down at her and tightened my grasp a little bit more. "Yeah, Rose.
She's good right here."

Rosalie rolled her eyes. "Thanks for all your help, Edward."

| held up one hand in a gesture of defeat. "You should go talk to her," | said, whispering into her
ear.

"Fine, fine," Bella grumbled.

Although | was sure there was about to be a cataclysmic explosion between the two strong
personalities, | knew it needed to happen. And sooner rather than later was probably a good



choice. Once Rosalie and Bella had disappeared around the corner, | relaxed back into my seat
and took a large gulp of my magical margarita glass, which was filled again.

"So..." Tanya came around the table so that Emmett and Jake could escape, most likely to write
their names down for karaoke. Fools. | would not be doing that tonight. Nope, | was content to
drink and watch other people embarrass themselves... and keep an eye on Bella.

"So, what?" | grinned.

"You're so adorable when you're drunk, Teddy."

“I'm not drunk," | protested, but to be honest, things were getting a bit fuzzy.

"Sure, you're not." She leaned over and refilled my half-empty glass, and | finally figured out
how my magical glass was keeping its supply of booze. My sister had been actively trying to get
me drunk. | opened my mouth to object. "Oh, don't get your panties in a twist, Edward. I've
been refilling Bella's glass all night, too." With a wink, she slid back out of the booth and ran to
go find Jake, presumably.

Huh. So, my sister had not only been getting me drunk, but Bella, too. That didn't seem like such
a fantastic plan to me. | wanted to be sober enough to remember everything about tonight. And
the last time Bella had had too much to drink, it had ended in absolute mayhem.

Instead of continuing on with the margaritas, | made the executive decision to switch over to
water. As | took a large sip, relishing the way the cool liquid slid down my throat, Seth leaned

forward to get my attention.

"Good choice," he smirked, pointing to the water in my hand. | swallowed the sip in my mouth
and raised it to my mouth again.

"I thought so." | shook my head, trying to clear it of the mass quantities of tequila and sugar my
sister had stuffed it with.

"Hey, Edward?" Seth shifted in his seat to face me, and he looked a bit nervous, although |
couldn't imagine why. "You really like Bella, don't you?"

"Uh..." I now knew the answer to this question, but | wasn't sure if it was the right one to give
Seth, who was also interested in her. My hesitance gave me away, though, and soon Seth was
smiling widely.

"Yeah, | thought so."

Jeez, did everyone know | was into Bella? Fuck. Did Bella know | was into Bella? My face must
have shown my panic because Seth started talking again, calming me down immediately.

"Don't worry, Edward, she has no idea."

His words should have filled me with relief, but | couldn't help but be disappointed by them.



"Right."

| fiddled with my straw and pushed around the leftover food on my plate, trying to ignore the
awkward tension that had filled my body. There was a lull in the noise of the bar and suddenly,
Jake's voice was blaring over the speaker system, signaling the beginning of a very long night.

Instead of dealing with Seth right now, | decided to head over to the bar and watch Jake make a
fool out of himself. The bar was pretty crowded, so | just leaned up against the end of it. Jake
was halfway through "Dead Or Alive" when | saw Bella dart through the mass amounts of people
and up to the bar.

Winding my way through the bodies, | finally made it to her as she was ordering her drink—a
Long Island iced tea. Or, as | used to refer to them, a sure thing. It made me nervous that Bella
was diving into heavier booze, especially coming back from what was sure to have been an
emotional conversation, but who was | to judge? Honestly, I'd often found myself doing the
same thing. As long as | kept an eye on her, | decided it would be okay. Unable to help myself, |
placed my hand at the small of her back, but unlike last time, she leaned into my hand, rather
than away from it. Good start, Cullen!

"Hey, are you okay?" | leaned down to whisper in her ear. She didn't turn towards me, instead
nodding stoically. The bartender pushed her drink forwards, and as she reached for her wallet, |
cut her off. "Here, let me." | handed the bartender a ten-dollar bill, letting him keep the change.

She took a long pull of the mind-numbing drink and sighed, letting her eyes close. | took a
moment to shamelessly ogle her tits, seeing as how they weren't confined by a bra tonight.

You are one sick bastard.

"Do you want to talk about it?" | offered, placing my arm on her shoulder, unsure of what |
should do in this kind of situation.

She took a deep breath in and exhaled slowly. | could see the tension leave her body, melting
away quickly. She opened her eyes and smiled. "Nope. I'm good. And we're going to have fun
tonight, okay?"

"Okay." | smiled as she took my hand and pulled me back towards our table. | intertwined our
fingers, loving the way her small hand fit perfectly within mine. We were just about to reach the
table when | heard the two words I'd dreaded coming tonight over the speaker system.

"Where's Edward?" No, please let this be a joke. A groan pushed its way through my lips as |
hung my head in defeat, trying to ignore the MC who was continuing to ask for me. Whoever
had signed me up to sing karaoke was going to die a very slow and painful death. | would make
sure of it.

Bella giggled, sipping her drink and pushing me back towards the stage. "l didn't sign up for this,
just so you know," | protested.



"Unimportant." She smiled and took a seat next to Tanya, right at the edge of the stage.

A microphone was thrust into my hands, and | realized that | had no fucking clue what | was
supposed to be singing. | hoped to God it wasn't something ridiculously embarrassing.

As the words, "My Sharona," by The Knack lit up on the screen in front of me, | breathed a huge
sigh of relief. Not an embarrassing song at all. In fact, | loved the song.

The music started, and | reluctantly started going along with it.

"Ooh, my little pretty one, my pretty one

When you gonna give me some time, Sharona?
Ooh, you make my motor run, my motor run
Got it coming off of the line, Sharona..."

The crowd in front of me cheered, and | couldn't help but laugh at Emmett and Jake, who were
high fiving one another. At least I'd figured out who had signed me up in the first place.

When the next verse started up, though, | fucking remembered what the hell the song was
about, and it took every ounce of restraint in my body to not run off the stage and pummel my
two best friends. Instead, | tried to focus on the screen and not the gorgeous girl in front of me,
despite the fact that the lyrics | was singing were so clearly aimed towards her.

"Never gonna stop, give it up, such a dirty mind
I always get it up for the touch of the younger kind
My, my, my, aye-aye, whoa! M-m-m-my Sharona..."

During the musical interlude, | threw down the mic super quickly and rushed towards Emmett
and Jake.

"Do you guys think this is fucking funny?" | whispered through gritted teeth. They both nodded,
tears of laughter running down their cheeks. Instead of getting angrier, though, | just grabbed
their wrists and brought them back on stage with me.

They were pretty rowdy, which took the heat off me for a bit, and | was grateful. Their presence
on stage also gave me the opportunity to stare at Bella bit more unabashedly without it being
totally creeptacular. She giggled and sipped her drink, occasionally making comments with
Tanya.

Raucous applause broke out through the room as we wrapped up the song, but | rushed off the
stage quickly, letting Emmett and Jake ham it up. Before | could turn around, Bella's arms were
around my neck. "Whoa!" | stumbled backwards slightly, trying to brace myself.

"That was great, Edward," she whispered awfully close to my neck, making my hair rise. "l can't
wait to sing with you all summer."

My arms suddenly became like Jello. Unable to hold her up anymore, she slid down my body to
find her footing on the ground again, leaving me with a ridiculously painful hard-on.



"Yeah, m-me too."

During the next few songs, some people butchered Journey, Sir-Mix-A-Lot, and Queen, while
Bella, Tanya, and | pointed and laughed at them. | ordered them both another Long Island iced
tea, which they gratefully accepted, exclaiming what a nice boy | was. It felt really natural and
relaxed, and | was internally grateful to my sister for loosening me up with some drinks to dispel
that awful awkward boy from before. | was just getting comfortable when the MC called out
Bella's name. | was surprised. | didn't even know she'd put her name down on the list.

"Wish me luck!" She winked and then was off. Booze did magical things to Bella. She was this
happier, more confident person. It was as if the alcohol melted away all her insecurities, and |
wished that she were like that more often. She was amazing, and more people needed to tell
her that more often.

| couldn't wait to hear her sing. Bella's voice was incredible, and she didn't use it nearly enough.
But as the first chords of her song came on, | wanted to die. This song wasn't going to help me
get through the night acting like a proper gentleman.

Her voice was sultry and her eyes were closed as she brought the microphone up to her lips to
begin.

"I love myself. | want you to love me
When | feel down. | want you above me

| search myself. | want you to find me

| forget myself. | want you to remind me."

Seriously? Bella had to sing a song about masturbation? It was bad enough that I'd been hard all
night just watching her, but now watching her and hearing her and imagining her... | was ready
to bust a nut. | was pretty sure the hottest thing | could imagine involved Bella touching herself.
| could feel a light sheen of sweat break out on my forehead, and the temperature in the room
increased significantly as Bella continued to move her hips to the seductive beat.

"I don't want anybody else
When | think about you | touch myself
Ooh | don't want anybody else. Oh no, oh no, oh no..."

My cock was leaking. | could pretty much feel it now. It was like it was crying, "Please, Bella!
Please be singing about me... if you're not, I'll cry!"

And as Bella finished up the last verse of the song, | decided that | was pretty much going balls
to the wall tonight. | was going to go for it—I couldn't not be with her, especially after having

figured out that | wanted more.

The room went wild as Bella finished up her song, and | could literally feel the wolves about to
descend. They were eyeing her like she was a piece of meat. Well, | couldn't let that happen.

"How was I?" Bella spun around, a wide smile on her face. | had never wanted to kiss someone



so badly in my entire life.
"You were fab, sweetheart," Tanya answered for me, since | was too wrapped up in my ogling.

Bella retook her seat next to me, but | was itching to spend time alone with her. For the first
time in my life, | was jealous of my sister for talking to a girl. After about twenty minutes and
another round of drinks, | decided | was going to have my way.

"Hey, Bella." | leaned in and let my nose graze the patch of soft skin behind her ear. "Want to go
for a walk?"

"Where to?" she asked, but | noticed she was already getting up, willing to follow me. God, |
wanted to be on her so badly right now. | just needed to get her alone.

"Actually," Tanya interrupted, making me want to throttle her. "We were going to head home
now. Is that okay with you guys?"

No, you cockblocking son of a bitch! That is NOT okay!

"Of course," Bella replied emphatically, sounding a little drunk. "Heaven forbid you keep Jake's
hard-on waiting."

"Oh, gross, Bella." That visual was really more than | could bear right now, and it tempered my
raging libido momentarily.

She put up her hand to whisper, away from Tanya, but she was too drunk for volume control, so
it just ended up being kind of hilarious. "She wants on his peen, Edward. She told me so. | think
it's cute."

Tanya stood, hands on her hips, looking highly amused. "I love her," she mouthed, causing a
wide smile to break out across my face. Out loud, she continued, "Okay, come on, drunkards,
let's go."

We hopped into the car, where Jake was already waiting with the keys in the ignition. | guessed
he was already ready to go. Ugh.

He drove fast — faster than anyone should drive through the dark and winding streets of Maine
- until we were back at Long Lake.

As | was getting out of the car, Bella jumped onto my back, throwing her arms around my neck.
It was like she had lost all her inhibitions, and she was acting with me like she did around
Emmett. | could only hope that the sentiment was different.

"Giddy up, Edward!" She hitched herself on my back as Tanya had earlier, laughing loudly as she
did. I didn't even ask her where she wanted to go. Instead, | took her straight back to my bunk...
which in retrospect was a terrible idea. As soon as we entered the bunk, | could hear the
muffled sounds of my sister and my best friend doing incredibly dirty things behind closed
doors. They must have sprinted from the car to get naked so fucking fast.



| shuddered, let Bella down to walk through, and quickly closed my own door, where Jasper was
already in bed.

"Oh, sorry..." He sat straight up in bed, ready to leave if need be. What a trooper. That was
totally unnecessary. | considered my boner squashed after hearing my sister.

"Don't worry about it, we're just going to—" | looked over my shoulder to ask Bella what she
wanted to do, but she was already curled up on my bed, completely passed out. | guessed she'd
had a few too many Long Island iced teas to make it much longer. "Never mind."

Tonight hadn't been anything like I'd planned, but it had been fun and completely natural. It
gave me hope that | could be in a functional relationship. It kind of seemed like we could. Hell,
even Jake was okay with it, which said a fuck ton.

| slid off my jeans and threw on some sweats and quickly curled up behind Bella and shamelessly
dug my nose into her hair, pulling her tighter to me.

"Aw," Jasper cooed, throwing a blanket over us from the foot of my bed before sauntering back
to his own bed and turning off the lights.

"Shut up," | mumbled into Bella's hair. | must have mumbled a little too loudly because Bella
suddenly stirred underneath my arm.

"Edward?"
"Hmm?"

Instead of replying, though, Bella simply nuzzled her head further into my pillow and sighed. |
couldn't help but let a smile overtake my face. | didn't know what had happened tonight, but it
was definitely good.

Chapter 1¢
Delicious Scents

~Jasper”~

| had always been an early riser, up with the sun to greet the morning and all that. But when |
was woken up to the sounds of Bella moaning "Edward," over and over at 5:30 in the morning, |
thought | was going to die... or kill them, either one.

My eye cracked open, not wanting to fully open it yet, in case | needed to pretend | was still
asleep. But to my utter shock and disbelief, both parties were still asleep. There was no "them"
to kill—only a "she." Apparently, Bella was a sleep talker—well, sleep-moaner. Good God. | was
ruing the day they actually got together because | had a gut feeling that Bella would have no



problem being vocal.
Shudder.

As Bella's moaning continued, | gave up all pretenses of sleep and pulled out Catch-22. | hoped
that the complex characters and intense story would distract me from the porn-like noises
coming from the other side of the room. How Edward could sleep through this, | honestly had
no clue. Was he deaf? In fact, | was surprised that the entirety of Bunk Seven hadn't rushed in
here to find out what was going on behind closed doors... or maybe that's why no one had come
in. Privacy and all that.

"Fuuuuckkk," Bella moaned. | tried to tune her out—I really did—but the pornographic sounds
were never ending. In fact, they were getting worse. Bella writhed and whimpered calling out,
"Please, Edward... don't stop, Edward... harder, Edward!"

"Seriously?" | said more to myself than to anyone else as Bella's noises gained volume. | could
feel my blood rushing through my body, a steady blush creeping over my cheeks, heating my
ears, and a half-erection that | just couldn't will down, twitching at her every moan.

"Ung... ooohhh... yes... mmm, Edward! Ohhh, ohhh, ohhh!"

As Bella's pitch increased, | hoped we were nearing the end of the most epic sex dream I'd ever
witnessed. Thankfully, it did. Relieved that Bella seemed to be happily satisfied by Dream-
Edward, | threw myself back into the book.

Finally, at seven-thirty, | heard reveille, signaling the start of my day; | threw down my book to
get ready for breakfast. Neither Bella nor Edward stirred as | shuffled around the room, and |
figured that | could give them both until seven-fifty five to stay as they were.

To be honest, | couldn't bring myself to wake them up—not when they looked so peaceful. | had
a feeling that things wouldn't go as smoothly as either of them wanted after waking up. Call it
intuition, but | had a feeling that Edward wasn't quite as ready as Bella was to jump into
whatever was going on between them.

Shaking the negative thoughts from my head, | made my way to the door of the bedroom,
cracking it open slowly so as to make as little noise as possible. | failed miserably, though,
shrieking like a little girl at the faces of Emmett, Rosalie, Jake, Tanya, and Seth, who were all
waiting outside the door.

"Shit, you guys scared me."

Jake and Tanya looked the guiltiest, so | was positive they'd had their ears up against the door
moments before I'd opened it. | was intrigued by their body language, though. It was as if they
were magically back to friends; the sexual tension that lingered between them yesterday had
dissolved into friendship. | was still astounded by their whole relationship. | couldn't imagine
sleeping with someone and then just being friends with them. As it was, 1'd only kissed Alice,
and | was a hundred percent certain that | couldn't go back to "just friends" with her.



Ignoring me completely, Emmett pushed the door open all the way and shuffled past me into
the room. | sighed as the rest of the group followed suit and followed him to observe the
sleeping pair.

Rosalie and Tanya gave a small, "aww," but | could see Emmett's fists clench by his sides. |
walked back in, ready to diffuse whatever situation was about to arise, and saw what they were
all staring at.

Somewhere over the course of the past hour, Edward and Bella had shifted positions from
spooning into a rather, um, intimate one.

Edward laid flat on his back, and Bella was—for all intents and purposes—on top of him. She
had one leg hitched over his hip, and her torso was curled up flush against his chest, her head
tucked neatly into the curve of his neck. And then | saw what Emmett had clenched his fists at
and couldn't prevent the laughter that bubbled up in my chest from escaping.

Edward loved Bella's ass. | knew this. Rosalie knew this. Jake knew this. In fact, | think even Bella
knew this—and she was pretty oblivious. In his sleep, Edward had not been afraid to claim what
he loved. One of his hands rested under Bella's thigh, preventing her from rolling off him, and
the other was wrapped below her waist, palming her ass.

My laughter was all it took to break the silence in the room, and soon it was filled with chatter
from the gawkers huddled around the bed.

"Ten bucks says they hooked up last night," Jake whispered conspiratorially.

"No way," Tanya countered. "Look at their position. Do they look like people who have cleared
the air of sexual tension?"

Rosalie nodded in agreement. "I'm tense just looking at them." Then she paused, her eyes
warming and a slow smile spreading across her face. "They do look precious, though, don't
they?

"Yeah, really precious." Seth's voice was sarcastic and filled with longing.

| looked up to see him trying to look anywhere but the couple intertwined on the bed, and |
couldn't help but feel bad for the guy. I'd be able to recognize that nauseous, sickly expression
anywhere. Heartbreak. It was rough, and you could actually feel it stabbing into his chest—no
one tells you that, you know? | knew he had somewhat of a crush on Bella, but | hadn't realized
how deep it actually went. From the look on his face right now, I'd wager that it was a bit
stronger than a crush.

Another added complication for these two. Just what they needed, of course.

Seth shuffled into the common room, grabbed something off the couch—presumably what he'd
come into the bunk for in the first place—and took off like a bat out of hell.

"So, how long were you listening in?" | asked Emmett, but Jake answered with a devious smirk.



"Since the 'Oh, Edward, don't stop, Edward's!' started coming from this room."
"What?" Edward's gravelly voice spoke up, sounding a bit peeved.

"Of course now he hears it..." | mumbled under my breath, but it was loud enough to cause Jake
to start snickering.

"Hm?" Edward was still mostly asleep, his eyes still closed and his body still laced with Bella's.

Bella sighed loudly and nuzzled her head further into Edward's neck. | watched on with interest
as Edward groaned and tightened his grip around Bella, which caused Jake's low snickering to
increase to full on laughter.

The laughter permeated the contented silence of the room, thrusting Edward into
consciousness. | saw the exact second he realized who was in his arms because every muscle in
his body tensed and froze as his eyes snapped open in surprise.

They darted around the room, searching from face to face, taking in our amused expressions.
"What the..." His head rose up slightly from the pillow, making Bella's face shift and turn slightly
towards me. That was when | saw the small, coy smile tugging on the edges of her mouth. That
little brat. | wouldn't embarrass her now—no, | was more of a gentleman that that—but | was
certain that Bella was awake and had probably been for some time now, and | was most
definitely going to give her hell for it later.

~Bella~

| was having the best dream ever. Edward's body felt hot over mine—it was as if he was exuding
heat, but | was still shivering. He knelt between my already spread thighs, hovering over my
torso as he ran his hands over my stomach, teasing my flesh with the softest touch of the pads
of his fingers.

"Edward," | moaned, bucking my hips in an attempt to get his fingers to travel lower. Instead of
giving in, though, he just smirked, raised one of his perfect eyebrows, and moved his hands
upwards. | almost groaned in frustration... until his hands ghosted over the erect peaks of my
breasts. Finally, he leaned over to bring his mouth to mine. His tongue slid against mine as his
hands made the descent | had wished so hopelessly for.

"Oh God, Bella... you're so wet." His finger slid into me with ease, moving gently within my folds
to brush against my aching clit. I'd never wanted anything so bad in my entire life.

"Please, Edward, please..."
And then he was crushing me, pinning my wrists over my head as his fingers thrust into me
again and again. His hot mouth moved from my lips to take up residence on my neck, sucking

and marking me as his own in a feverish passion.

"Edward, yes! Oh God, yes!" | screamed out as | thrashed below him.



"Oh, no—you don't get to come without me," he mumbled into my neck. He removed his
fingers, making me whimper with loss. But the whimper quickly turned into a full-fledged moan
as he thrust his thick cock into me. Over and over he pounded, bringing us both to the brink of
insanity before slowing down his pace to meet my lips in a languid kiss.

"What are you doing?" | asked breathlessly as he pulled away. | received no answer, just a
satisfied smirk as Edward resettled between my legs, before going harder and faster than | could
possibly imagine.

"Oh! Oh! Oh!" Each one of my moans was punctuated by the sound of his forceful hips slapping
against mine.

My climax was building, as was his, but he wanted to make it last. Bringing one of his hands
down, Edward pulled my leg upwards to wrap around his waist, angling me so that he could fill
me to the maximum capacity. His other hand reached down and pulled at my ass, making sure
that we were as close as humanly possible.

A surge of pleasure washed through me, making me shiver and moan his name on repeat. My
heart was beating faster than I'd ever felt it, pounding from my ears to my chest to my groin,
where Edward's flesh was still moving between my thighs.

"Oh, Edward, don't stop Edward!" | cried out, but... my voice sounded far away, as if it were
coming from somewhere else. And it didn't escape my notice that it sounded a tad like Jake.

In fact, it was Jake. My eyes fluttered open, and | realized that not everything about my dream
had been, well, a dream. | took immediate notice of my position in the bed. My leg was draped
precariously over Edward's hips, aligning my center with his rather prominent morning wood,
which I'd obviously been rubbing myself against in my sleep.

Edward huffed and squeezed my ass and thigh, bringing us even closer, and | used all my effort
not to groan audibly. No, | wanted to enjoy every second of this for as long as possible. Instead,
a contented sigh escaped my lips, and | couldn't help but to lean further into the crook of his
neck, noticing that | fit perfectly there.

My moment of perfection was ruined, though, by—of course—Jake, whose laughter shook the
entire room, rousing Edward from sleep nearly immediately. | felt his body freeze, every muscle
tensing around mine, inadvertently rubbing his erection directly on the inseam of my jeans.

Oh Jesus. Do not freak out, Bella. Absolutely do not freak out.

Knowing he was already good to go only caused him to invade more of my senses. My restraint
only stayed intact hearing everyone's loud breathing behind me. Plus, | wanted Edward fully
conscious for any sexual activity we might partake in.

"What the..." | heard Edward's sleep-laced voice question as he quirked his head off the pillow.
My body shifted downwards slightly, but | noticed that he still kept a firm grasp on my body, not
letting me roll away...or put my leg (which was still tossed over his hips) down. | suppressed the



grin that threatened to take over my face at that realization.

We lay in blissful peace for approximately 1.2 seconds before | heard Emmett's bellowing voice
in my ear, "Get up, you perv!"

"Fuck you," | groaned as | attempted to get my hungover head far, far away from Emmett's
booming voice. My body moved in the opposite 