
 
 
 

 

Chapter Twenty-two-  
 
 
 

We woke up on Halloween morning around ten with no alarms. I woke up in Edward’s 
arms, his nude body pressed against mine completely. It was just cool enough that we weren't 
too sweaty to do so. His morning erection ground into my bare ass as we spooned and I wiggled 
up against it happily. He reacted instantly in his sleep, pulling my hips towards him more firmly. 
Just being this close to him made me crazy horny. What was he doing to me? I didn’t mind at 
all.  
 

I let my hand gently explore the top of his that rested on my stomach, my fingertips 
tracing his knuckles, slowly swirling my hips so that my plush ass brushed against him. I knew 
he was asleep, but his erection certainly wasn't. It reacted happily with each touch. His hand 
pressed against my stomach, his fingers gently curling in against my skin. His breath was so 
warm against my shoulder. After a few moments, his hand slowly slipped down past my belly 
button until it reached the hair between my legs. Edward gently scratched his nails through it, 
earning a little gasp as I pressed back against him harder.  
 

He hummed quietly, and I rolled my ass against him a little harder, earning a deep intake 
of breath through his nose. Edward pressed his lips against my shoulder, his hand sliding 
further down until he reached the apex of my thighs. With a single finger on my clit, he leisurely 
began to pleasure me. It was my turn to hum, closing my eyes as I enjoyed his attention. Slowly 
and steadily, he touched me tenderly until I was squirming against him.  
 

His erection slipped between my thighs as I rocked against him. His free hand went to 



my breast, playing with it lightly. I’m not sure Edward had even opened his eyes yet.  
 

I wiggled against him until he pressed right at my entrance, teasing me pleasantly as he 
continued to finger me. I wanted to push him deeper inside, but I didn't want him to stop to get a 
condom. So I tortured us both as I let him just barely press inside of me. I called out his name 
quietly, wanting him to grab my hips and just thrust into me wildly when I came for the first time. 
Instead, he pulled away, earning a groan.  
 

“Condom,” he breathed, fumbling behind him.  
 

“I need to get some birth control,” I complained, looking back at him as I pushed my hair 
away from my face. He quickly returned to where he was, his sticky condom wrapped hard-on 
brushing against my back. 
 

“Give me the ass back,” Edward mumbled sleepily as he grabbed my hips so he could 
readjust me against him as we laid on our sides. I giggled, wiggling my bottom until I was to 
where I wanted him. He slipped inside easily, already very wet from his fingers earlier. I 
wrapped his arm around my waist tightly, bouncing back against him slowly as we rocked quietly 
in time with each other.  
 

Edward dragged his hand down again between my legs, returning to his slow torture as 
his other hand rested back on my breast. Our movements were slow and sweet, every moment 
better than the last. I bit into my lip deeply, leaning my head back until it was pressed against 
him.  
 

“That’s it,” he cooed softly in his velvety voice as I tightened. He gasped as he came, 
ducking his face against my shoulder. Neither of one of us had earth-shattering orgasms. 
Instead, these were gentle with enticing whispers of more demanding ones. I needed more of 
them. I needed more of him.  
 

“Make me cum again,” I asked him as he buried his face in my neck from behind, kissing 
it lightly.  
 

“How?” Edward asked, sleep still in his voice.  
 

“I don’t care. I just need to feel you.” 
 

We lazily fucked until noon, a quiet and ceaseless build-up that lasted for hours. We then 
napped for an hour before finally getting up to shower.  
 

Under the water, he traced my tattoos on my shoulder with his fingers. “There are ten on 
your back. Seven on your chest and torso. Eight on your left leg and ten on the right.” 
 

“Wow, how many is that altogether?” I mused out loud. I had long lost count. 
 

"Thirty-five, I think. I'm surprised you can hide that many so well. I wouldn't have known 
if you hadn't shown me."  
 



“Well, the ones on my feet, ankles, and legs are easy. Just wear pants and shoes. 
Socks. It's just because I dress so conservatively most the time for work. A lot of them are small, 
too. Especially my charm bracelets around my ankles,” I lifted my foot to make a point.  
 

“I wondered if they had a theme.”  
 

There were ten 'charms' altogether that represented different things that happened to me 
as a younger woman on both of my ankles. There was a shamrock for my mother who was born 
on Saint Patrick's day, a simple cross for my very religious grandmother, a cat paw for the 
mascot of the school I went to all my life, a half a heart for Alice who had the other tattooed on 
hers, and a star that Rosalie picked out just above my left ankle along with a few others. They 
were all the same size and wrapped my ankles perfectly. I explained all of this to him.  
 

“Which is your favorite tattoo?” He asked. I thought about it for a moment.  
 

“I really like my rainbow stars,” I pointed to the tops of my feet. “I got them on my 
twenty-first birthday and Demetri, Al, and Rose all went together to get them for me. Took like 
six hours and it hurt for days. I couldn't wear shoes like an idiot in New York in October,” I 
laughed as I remembered it. I pointed to the thick black outline of ultra-realistic roses on my hip, 
“And I really like this one. Aiden got for my twenty-fifth. And I didn't learn my lesson because I 
couldn't wear pants for ages, of course. I really like my butterfly, too. The details are gorgeous. I 
want another to match.” I pointed to the blank spot on my collarbone, “right here.” 
 

“Next time you come we'll have to do another tattoo video,” he told me sweetly. “Maybe 
you can pick a tattoo for me out.” 
 

"No," I laughed, "I ain't picking anyone's tattoo out. But I'll go with you to get another one. 
I loved it. And, I can hold your hand this time."  
 

“We're going to have to make a list of videos we want to make when you come back,” he 
thought out loud. “I'm sorry, I'm assuming you'll want to be in them again.” 
 

“I absolutely want to be in them with you,” I soothed his worry. “I think making a list 
would be a great idea.” 
 

Edward smirked a little bit as he considered his next words, rinsing the soap from his 
hands. “Have you figured what torturous video you're going to put me through for our bet?”  
 

“I was just messing with you.” I rolled my eye and smirked a little myself.  
 

"I figured, but I still dropped at the end. You must have had something in mind."  
 

I had actually thought of something funny afterward. I just didn’t think it was going to 
actually happen.  
 

“I wanted to give a makeup tutorial...” I drew out slowly. 
 

“Oh! Really? That doesn't seem so bad,” he seemed confused.  



 
“On you, sweetie. The makeup would be on you.” 

 
“Oh... Oh!” Edward figured it out slowly. He looked salty and pouted a little bit. “Dammit, 

that's a good idea for a video.”  
 

I laughed at his annoyance.  
 

“All I'd need to do is to get you some foundation and some concealer because we're 
totally different skin tones.” I smiled evilly at the thought of all the highlighter I was definitely 
going to use on his sharp ass cheekbones. He was going to look fabulous.  
 

"The party isn't until six," he mumbled, looking up towards the ceiling. "So, if you want to 
run out and go get that we can get some food and pick that up. If we have time, we can do the 
video before we go."  
 

“Sure.” I pulled him down for a kiss. “It'll get you so many views, I promise.” 
 

“Goddammit, probably,” he muttered.  
 

There was an Ulta near his neighborhood in a set of shopping centers. In front were 
several restaurants, one of which was a ramen place. We grabbed a quick lunch before heading 
to the beauty store. It had been ages since I had gone into one.  
 

I decided not to get him the most expensive stuff since it was just going to be for the 
video. I also bought a bright red eyeshadow and red glitter for my costume. We got it all for free 
because he had an insane amount of points from his crazy purchase previously.  
 

It was three in the afternoon when we arrived back at his house. He went to set up his 
video equipment while I went to get all my supplies. He was utterly shocked at all the things I 
grabbed. Edward had pulled down a green screen behind us so that the background wasn't so 
busy. He would fill it in later in post-production.  
 

We sat at the table together to do the intro.  
 

“You start it.” 
 

“Okay,” I smirked at his silly attitude. “You're just annoyed you didn't think of it first.” 
 

“I am!” He complained. “And now I have so many other stupid ideas with makeup,” 
Edward pouted, scrubbing his hands over his face. “As always, you are an inspiration.”  

 
I laughed a little, "add it to the list."  

 
“Yeah,” he sighed. “I will,” he pouted before continuing, “three, two, one...”  

 
"Hi, my name is Bella Swan, and this is Edward Cullen, and I'm going to give Eddie a 

whole new look today. And do you want to tell them why, babe?" I looked over at him with a big 



grin.  
 

“Insert me making a bet I couldn't possibly win here,” he said dryly. I loved his fake 
boredom and annoyance. There was a smile just twitching at the corner of his lips.  
 

"Aw, you could have won. You missed it by that much," I pinched my fingers close 
together. "But you didn't. So, I'm going to make you purdy, boy."  
 

He was pouting just a little bit for the camera. 
 

I started by cleansing his face and scrubbing it smooth. I rubbed moisturizer on his 
thirsty flesh. “You need to use more lotion on your skin and probably drink more water,” I told 
him as I rubbed it in. He was a typical man that did little for his skin, despite everyone seeing it 
all the time for work.  
 

“That feels so good,” Edward answered me instead as I rubbed his cheeks with his head 
leaned back and eyes closed. He wasn't paying attention to anything but my touch. I rolled my 
eyes a little but smiled.  
 

Next, I covered his face in primer before shaping up his eyebrows with a tiny comb and 
scissors. His eyebrows had obviously been groomed within the past few months because they 
were fairly neat still. We could actually use the same eyebrow colors. He had dark brown 
eyebrows. 
 

Edward looked in the mirror when he saw that I finished filling them in. “Holy crap. That 
looks so much better. I don’t like my eyebrows normally.” 
 

"I can show you how to do it later so you can do it yourself. For videos and pictures," I 
assured him as I got the cream foundation out, squirting a lot on the top of my hand. I dabbed 
away, blending into his skin gently with an egg-shaped sponge. I stood over him, his eyes shut 
and his lips in a smile as I worked. When he saw what I had done, Edward mumbled, "I'm so 
white."  
 

“Don't worry, I'm working on it,” I informed him. There were still a few steps to go.  
 

“No, I meant just in general,” he joked. 
 

“Oh,” I giggled. “So, I think I'm going with purple tones for your eyes.” 
 

“Going to make me look like I've got a black eye, eh?” Edward teased me.  
 

“I could do that,” I replied with a small smirk. “I've done stage makeup a few times.” 
 

“No, make me pretty, darling,” he said in a silly voice, his pretty eyes looking up into 
mine.  
 

"Yes, sir," I whispered. Eddie bit his lip to hide his naughty smile. As I worked, he rubbed 
my hip sweetly, resting his hand there as if he couldn't bear to not be touching me for even a 



moment. I liked it.  
 

I used about five different shades to get his final look, blending and layering colors. It 
was more effort than I normally put into my own. I did his eyeliner first with a black pencil before 
giving him a cat eye with liquid eyeliner. “That feels so weird,” he muttered as I put on fake 
eyelashes. I blended in the corners of his eyes with a white pencil to make them look even 
bigger somehow. His eyes were like a damn anime character’s.  

 
“Don't look again until I'm all done.” I turned away the mirror so he couldn’t peak.  

 
"Okay," he agreed with a smirk. I think he thought I was making him look crazy. I was 

actually trying really hard to make him look nice. I was no Demetri, though.  
 

Next was concealer, contouring, and the egg sponge again. Then powder and blush on 
his cheeks and nose so he wasn't Casper the friendly ghost white anymore. I chose a light 
lavender highlighter that I blended onto his nose and under his eyes on top of his sharp 
cheekbones. 
 

“I was not prepared for how intimate this is,” he told me warmly as I picked out a dark 
burgundy matte bullet lipstick from the pile that I brought. “I’ve had makeup done before, but not 
like this.” 
 

“Are you enjoying it?” I asked him curiously. 
 

“Very much so,” Edward replied honestly. “I love how gentle you are with me.” 
 

“Good. I'm glad you're enjoying yourself. Because you look sexy as fuck. I mean, I'd do 
you. Don't put that in the video,” I pointed to future him in the camera. 
 

“Maybe,” he teased. “Maybe not.” 
 

“No.” 
 

I took his chin sharply and pushed his lips apart with my thumb. It was rougher than he 
expected, but he obviously enjoyed it. Edward was practically squirming in his seat, aroused 
already. I kissed him once, looking directly into his eyes as I bent over to take them. Afterward, I 
carefully filled his lips with dark wine color after.  
 

"I'm going to be honest with you, I'm kind of mad at how much prettier in makeup you 
look compared to me," I told him seriously.  
 

“Oh, do shut up.” He pursed his lovely lips together. “You are so full of piss. I probably 
look like a Disney villain. Genderswap Ursula.” 
 

“Hardly.” I pushed the mirror over to him. “Here you go.” 
 

His eyes got wider as he took in his image in the glass. “Whoa, I thought I was going to 
be more drag queen at a clown convention. I look legit. What the fuck?” He picked up the mirror 



and brought it up to see my work. “I am fierce,” Eddie said in a deep voice.  
 

I lost it finally, giggling hysterically. He raised one of his perfect eyebrows at me.  
 

“I love it so much.” 
 

“I look like the butch sister got her makeover,” Edward joked. “Give the outro.” He kept 
looking at himself in the mirror. 
 

“Okay, Narcissus,” I teased him. He stuck his tongue out at me playfully. Still giggling, I 
turned to face the camera. “If you enjoyed this video and want to see Eddie continue to get 
more in touch with his not so inner diva, please do all the buttons, bells, and whistles! Bye!” 
 

He blew a seductive kiss into the camera before turning it off. 
 

He grabbed me by the waist, tickling me as he laughed. Pulling me down to his lap, 
Edward brought out his phone to take several selfies with me. Most of them were silly.  
 

“Thank you,” he finally said. “That will be a fun video to edit.” 
 

“I’m sure it will be,” I told him happily. I was having so much fun.  
 

I had to start getting ready for the party, though. He continued to take silly selfies and 
send them to his friends and family while I straightened my hair.  
 

“Jasper says I’m sexy as fuck,” he informed me with a giggle in his voice.  
 

"Well, he's not wrong," I smirked. "Let me know when you wanna take it off, and I'll help 
you," I said as I started on my makeup.  
 

His cell rang before he could answer me. “Hello, Nana!” He said joyfully into the phone 
then laughed at the response. “No, not for Halloween. It was for a video. I lost a bet,” Edward 
explained. “Yes, she did very well. I think I look like a manly Tanya, too. Oh, her name is Bella. 
She was on the video with me at the jump. No, she's doesn't work for me. She's my girlfriend 
actually. Yes, and a photographer, too. Amazingly, she can do both at the same time. Yes, I do 
realize handling me is a full-time job. Okay… Hold on a sec.”  
 

He pulled the phone away from his ear. “My Nana would like to Facetime.” 
 

“Go for it,” I encouraged him. I was working on my eyes, filling my eyelids with red.  
 

Edward pulled up the feature on his phone. “There you are!” He said brightly to the 
screen. 
 

“Oh, look at you!” The older English woman laughed. “Let me see your eyes. Close 
them. My, look at that!” 
 

“I've never felt so sexy,” he said in a rich voice, smiling too big and awkwardly. I giggled. 



He was being a ham for her.  
 

“What time is it there, dear? Are you doing anything for the holiday?” She questioned. 
 

“It's almost five. We're going to a party at my mate's house. They're doing a potluck and 
passing out candy to the kiddies,” he explained cheerfully in full out actor mode.  
 

“Is your girlfriend there?” She asked. I had just finished with my eyes, putting 
outrageously long eyelashes on. He brought the phone down to me so I could be introduced to 
her.  
 

"Hello," I tried to say at cheerfully as possible. I wanted her to like me, after all. "Nice to 
meet you. I'm putting on costume makeup right now," I apologized. "I normally look more... 
normal,” I drew out stupidly. 
 

“Are you going to be a devil?” She asked. 
 

“Yes, ma'am,” I nodded. “In a blue dress.” 
 

"It's lovely, dear! So bold and excitingly colored. What's your name again?" Her face was 
just a little too close to the screen, and all I could really see of her was her eyes. They were 
green, like Edward's.  
 

“Bella Swan, ma'am.” I had forgotten how awkward it felt to meet your romantic interests 
family for the first time. I hadn't done it in years. I would have figured it would have been easier 
as an adult.  
 

“Too close, Nana,” Edward told her. She pulled the phone away, her thick white hair 
pulled up neatly in a bun and fancy pearl necklace and matching earrings.  
 

“I'm Elizabeth Everson, Edward's maternal grandmother,” her accent was very posh. She 
was obviously very well put together. “How long have you two been together?” 
 

Edward leaned into the picture, “just mid-October, Nana. Let's let her finish,” he moved 
the phone away with an apologetic smile to me. “How's Grandpa George?” He asked as he 
went into the bedroom.  
 

I dusted the bright red around the edges of my face and my cheeks, brushing it with 
glitter as well. I used a glossy bright red on my lips. When I was done with my face, I put on my 
dress. I panicked when I saw that one of the sequins was flipped over and twisted. The flip side 
was red. I rushed to smooth it and realized they all flipped.  
 

Giggling in pleasure with my whole look complete, down to my shiny red heels, I came 
out of the bathroom to show Edward.  
 

“Look,” I slid my fingers over my stomach. It left a trail of red. “I didn't realize it did it,” I 
said happily. 
 



“How perfect!” He laughed with me, showing his grandmother. I smoothed them back to 
the blue side, “Ten out of ten. Perfect costume, love.” 
 

“Very good, dear,” she praised me as well. 
 

“Okay Nana, she has to take my face off so I can put my costume on. I'll talk to you later. 
I love you. Tell Grandpa George hello.” 
 

“I love you, too, my angel. Have a good time. Be careful,” she told them before they hung 
up.  
 

Edward gave a little sigh of contentment when he was done. It made me happy.  
 

Carefully I removed his makeup, tugging free the eyelashes from his eyes. He liked the 
removal and the few moments of pampering just as much as he liked having it put on, but it 
went much quicker. He kissed my hand so as not to mess up my lips and rushed off to put on 
his Halloween look.  
 

Edward decided to go as James Bond. In a full tux with bow tie and red pocket square. 
His shoes were extra shiny and black leather, too. He had worked his hair into place with wax. 
In his jacket pocket, he had a little PPK water gun. He looked so fine. I had a hard time not 
climbing him like a tree.  
 

He did have me fill in his eyebrows again, though. Edward wanted 'Sean Connery' 
eyebrows. I just filled them in subtly. He kept making little faces at me as I did, occasionally 
stopping me because he kept kissing my stomach as I stood over him. He seemed so very... 
satisfied.  
 


