
 
 
 

Chapter Twenty-three-  
 

 
 
 

 We got quite a few looks as we stopped to get some drinks for the party. The entire taxi 
ride there Edward kept drawing pictures in my dress with his finger. It was making me ticklish, 
and I almost laughed until I cried. Finally, I forced him to stop so not to ruin my makeup.  
 

“I wanna write on your bum,” he mumbled as we walked towards Tyler's house. “Mine,” 
“Or, maybe Eddie. I might be able to fit Edward's on there if I try.” 
 

“Later,” I teased him with a wink.  
 

The front yard was covered in decorations. It had probably taken Tyler years to unearth 
that many. He lived a few doors down from a youth center and a park that was having a party as 
well. There were kids everywhere. It was the first time in a long time that I had seen any trick or 
treaters.  
 

 Tyler was already outside by a big cast iron grill in the front yard, standing beside Seth 
and two other men probably in their mid-thirties as well. Tyler was dressed as Indiana Jones, 
and Seth was dressed like Magnum P.I. with a big fake mustache and a red Hawaiian shirt.  
 

“Oh, my god! Chip and Dale! I loved you as a kid!” I said too brightly as I came clicking 
up the driving way in my heels.  
 

“Shit, you're right!” Edward laughed. 



 
“We didn't know!” Seth complained sourly, almost shouting.  

 
“No, it's good. Really. I think it's great,” I assured him before showing the men there all 

the bags that I had. “Where do you want the food?” 
 

 "Oh, this way." He handed the tongs over to a tall, thin man that looked a lot like him. 
"This is my brother, Andy, by the way. And my friend Raj," he pointed at the other guy who was 
dressed as a vampire with fake blood on his neck and chin. "This is my quote-unquote boss, 
Eddie, and his girl, Bella."  
 

“Quote, unquote. I mean, I do tell you what to do. Kind of. Sort of,” Edward teased back. 
“Nice to meet you Raj. Nice to see you again, Andy.” He shook hands with both of them.  
 

“Hi,” I smiled, trying not to be awkward. 
 

“Did you bring your camera?” Tyler asked as he took one of the food bags from me.  
 

“I did, if that's okay,” I replied. Edward was carrying the bag for me.  
 

“No, it's awesome. I was hoping you would. Would you send me the pictures?” He asked 
as we walked through his house. It was small and just as decorated as the outside of the house. 
It was a really cozy little cottage probably from the fifties. I loved it. 
 

“Absolutely,” I promised. 
 

“I would have never guessed you were this into Halloween,” Edward said as he trailed 
behind.  
 

“It's me and my girlfriend's favorite.” He grinned so wide his eyes all but disappeared 
under his fedora. “Lauren, where do you want this?” He asked a tiny woman only a couple of 
inches taller than me in the kitchen. She was dressed as Moaning Myrtle from Harry Potter. 
Gray face and all. It was really good.  
 

“What is it?” She asked. She smiled cheerfully when she saw us. “Hi, Eddie. Nice to see 
you again.” 
 

“Hi, Lauren. Nice to see you, too. I have some beer, too!” He showed her the case at his 
side. 
 

“Wow, great! There is an extra fridge in the garage. Tyler, go show him. Put it in there so 
it can get cold,” she told him, glancing over her shoulder from her work setting up the counters 
with all the food they had. 
 

“I have some garlic hummus and pita bread to dip, veggies too. And rice crispy squares.” 
I brought my bag to the open workspace.  
 
 "Oh, sweet! This looks great. Thanks. Sorry, we haven't met, but you're Bella, right?" 



She washed her hands, rushing to take the stuff from me.  
 

“Yeah. Everything is vegan, by the way.” 
 

“Wow, you brought so much. Thank you!” Lauren looked at what was stuffed inside.  
 

“Oh, no problem. I just wanted to try all the stuff I got for Edward's kitchen the other day. 
Thanks for inviting us over. This place looks amazing. I love your home, it's adorable.” 
 

“Thanks. I love your costume! I'm really into sequins right now.” 
 

“I love yours, too! But, I would have paid anything to walk in here and have you dressed 
as Gadget,” I blurted out before I realized she might not know what I was talking about. I really 
did like Chip and Dale Rescue Rangers as a kid. 
 

 "I know!" She practically shouted. "I wish I had known! I could have definitely been 
Gadget, and our pug could have been the little fly. Zipper?"  
 

I went to wash my hands to help her out if she needed it. “You just need a Monterrey 
Jack.” 
 

“See! She thinks we need to have a baby, too!” She shouted at Tyler as he came back 
from the garage. 
 

“She did not. We can hear you in there, you know. Having a child for the sake of a 
costume is not a good reason anyway. Don't drag her into your insanity,“ he said calmly as if 
they had this conversation more than once.  
 

“You know what? I like her. For the sake of causing drama... Yeah, you should totally 
have a baby,” I giggled evilly, rubbing my hands together. Then I made my eyes big. “Wait, what 
if you have Shia Labeouf? Your last movie was terrible, Indy.” 
 

“Oh, Jesus.” Tyler just walked out of the kitchen to go back to the grill, running away 
from the conversation. We both laughed, clearly making all the men in the room a little nervous. 
 

“Wait, are you two married?” I asked in amusement as Edward passed me a bottle of 
hard cider that he brought me from the fridge. He knew they were some of my favorites. He 
wrapped his arm around me, my hip to his, as we leaned against the counter.  
 

“Practically. But no, but we've been together for seven years. I don't care about getting 
married. I just want to have kids. We've been talking about it for a month or so now. My sister 
just had a baby and...” 
 

“I get it. Babies are babies. That clock is mean and loud." I nodded. I knew that feeling 
all too well. "Especially when they're all cute and small and someone else's."  
 

“Exactly,” she agreed with a solemn head nod. 
 



 "Do you want children?" Edward asked me curiously. I was kind of surprised he was 
asking me in the middle of a party we had just arrived to, but clearly, he didn't see this as a big 
question to ask your new girlfriend. I thought for a moment to give him the best answer.  
 

“I don't not want children?” I phrased it as a question. I shrugged. “I'm probably not going 
to have kids at this point though if we're being honest. Not of my own, at least.” 
 

“Why?” Lauren asked as she arranged the food we brought onto tables already filled 
with so much other food.  
 

 "I just turned thirty-three. I haven't been in a relationship in years... well, until Eddie just 
very recently, I mean. If I were to have children, I'd like to be married to the father or have a 
partner to make it easier. It takes years to get a relationship to that point. I don't know." I shook 
my head with a little sigh. "I work at a non-profit where we help disadvantaged youth, so I've 
considered adopting older kids. You know, teens rarely find families. I kind of figured my 
roommate and I would probably hit our forties as old spinsters together at this rate. We've talked 
about fostering teens together but she works all the time, and my money isn't stable enough 
yet," I monologued before feeling awkward and taking a big drink from my cider.  
 

“Do you want kids, Eddie?” Lauren asked him thoughtfully as she picked up one of the 
desserts I brought to eat. She had a little smirk on her gray face as she caused her own drama. 
I did like her. He did open this door though. He didn't seem bothered.  
 

“Well, I adore children, but I've not quite gotten that far in life." He smiled politely at her. 
"I love all my nieces, though. Babies are fun. Toddlers are too if you can give them back after 
you wind them up. That's the best."  
 

“You're the fun uncle,” Lauren concluded.  
 

“Damn straight.” Edward smiled proudly. 
 

“Is there anything I can do to help?” I offered, wanting to change the subject.  
 

“No, I think I got this. If you want, you can go keep the boys company. More people 
should be getting here within the hour,” she explained.  
 

We left her to her work. There were a few people talking in the living room and a couple 
more new folks outside as well.  
 

“Stop encouraging her,” Tyler said to me as we came outside. He snapped the tongs at 
me. 
 

“You've been together for seven years. She doesn't need encouragement,” Edward told 
him, pointing his beer at him. 
 

"He's going to give her babies," I said to my boyfriend. I drew a heart on my stomach in 
the sequins. "Aw, Daddy."  
 



“That's the scariest thing I've heard all day,” he mumbled. “Oh, look, trick or treaters.” 
Tyler shoved the bowl of candy at me. “Go give out candy.” 
 
 For the next thirty minutes, Edward and I sat on an outdoor loveseat, passing out candy 
to kids as they left the park party. A couple of them instantly realized who Eddie was and he 
took pictures with them. He gave them lots of candy. There were a lot of wide-eyed older 
siblings who were too cool to say anything also.  
 

“Happy Halloween,” I told a four-year-old pirate as he came up the driveway with his 
mother in tow. “Want some Skittles or M&Ms?” 
 

He starred off towards the grill where there was quite the crowd now. There were maybe 
twenty or thirty people at the party. "Can I have a hot dog?" The little boy asked.  
 

“Chase, no, honey. You can't,” the mom said quickly.  
 

“Mom, I don't blame him. They smell so good!” I told her with a smile. “You hungry, 
baby?” 
 

“Yeah!” He said sweetly.  
 
 "Okay, first, pick out some candy for later." I held out the bucket to him, and he snatched 
a whole handful for his bag. "Now, I can't make any promises, but let me go talk to the person in 
charge real quick."  
 

“Oh, um, thank you,” the mom said with an embarrassed laugh.  
 

I came up to Tyler, leaning in so I could speak only to him. “The young pirate requests a 
hot dog. May I fix him a plate?” 
 

He leaned over to see Edward and the little boy talking excitedly. He was showing off his 
fake sword while Edward showed him his water gun. “Oh, yeah, Go for it. We have too much 
food anyway. Happy Halloween!” He shouted to the mom with a wave and a smile.  
 
 I came back over to the little boy and Edward, the boy playing with his water gun now. 
"Okay. So, you want a hot dog?"  
 

He was super excited now. “Yeah!” 
 

“Do you want it on a bun?” 
 

“Yes, please!” 
 

“Do you want anything on it?” I asked as much to his mother as to him. He was having 
too much fun with the toy though to answer. 
 

“He likes ketchup,” the mom said with a smile on her face.  
 



“Do you like chips?” I asked him before turning to his mother again. “Does he have any 
allergies?”  
 

“No, he doesn't.” 
 

“I love chips!” The boy said loudly, almost shouting it in Edward's face. Eddie shook his 
head with amusement, his ears probably ringing a little bit.  
 

 I had fun making the little boy a plate of food. I also grabbed him a can of soda as well. 
When I came back out, he was helping Edward pass out candy to a whole group of kids like he 
was a pro. It was sweet to watch.  
 

“Look at that!” The mom said as she saw the plate. “Look, Chase! What do you say?” 
 

“Thank you!” He beamed as I put the plate in his lap as he sat on the loveseat beside my 
sweet boyfriend.  
 

“You're welcome. Let's see, a hot dog with ketchup, chips, and pretzels. Some carrots 
and hummus. Then we have a fruit kabob, a rice crispy treat, and a couple of cookies,” I pointed 
out all the treats. 
 

“I don't have to feed you dinner tonight!” The mom laughed. “Thanks, that's so nice.” 
 

I handed her the soda to hold. “Well, it's easy when it's not your food,” I joked.  
 
Chase and his mother stayed until he finished the entire plate. We gave him more candy 

before they went on their way. Edward gave him his water gun, too.  
 

It was starting to get dark and a little chillier outside, so we decided to give up candy duty 
to someone more warmly dressed to move to the living room. We couldn't hog all the fun.  
 

I took pictures for a while before we made our own dinner plate, simply sharing one 
because I had to sit on his lap since there was such limited seating. We ended up chatting with 
Lauren and a couple of her friends for a long time in the living room. 
 

 As it got later in the evening, the crowd changed a little as the party came mainly inside. 
There were no more trick or treaters, and the harder liquor had come out. We started playing 
Cards against Humanity with apparently the entire line of cards. The game lasted for hours, and 
no one kept track of anything. It was a lot of fun, and we laughed a lot.  
 
 As it got to be about one in the evening, it thinned out to about ten people. Edward and I, 
Lauren, Tyler, Seth, Andy, Raj, and a couple of Lauren's friends that I couldn't remember the 
names of. I continued to sit on Edward's lap, just because I wanted to. It might have been 
because I wasn't sober, too.  
 

They had brought out karaoke, and Tyler and Lauren were singing horribly together, but 
they were having a great time. I was a little buzzy and lazily looking at the about five hundred 
pictures I had taken at the party, rocking my foot along to the beat.  



 
“I'll take a picture of you two if you want,” Seth offered from beside us.  

 
I passed him my camera. He knew how it worked because he had one very similar that 

he brought with him on shoots. It was just a slightly different model. Mine was nicer, though. 
Taking several pictures, we made silly faces at each one until finally, we were serious.  
 

“Thanks,” I giggled when I looked at the results.  
 
 "Are you going to sing?" Lauren asked me, showing me all the list of songs I could pick 
from on her laptop screen. It was a big list. "Eddie?"  
 

“I can't carry a tune in a bucket,” Edward told her. “It'll be painful.” 
 

“It's just for fun!” She pouted.  
 

“I'll do a song,” I answered, glancing quickly over the list. I liked karaoke.  
 

Lauren, who was really drunk, high fived me. “Yes, you will. See! You do it, too!” She 
pointed aggressively at Edward. 
 
 "Okay, okay," he snorted at her pushiness. "Let me figure out a song first."  

 
“Yay!” She clapped her hands together and grinned as she got her way. Then she 

burped. Loudly. 
 

“These are the classy parties you can expect running in this circle,” Tyler told me 
jokingly. Lauren flipped him off. He blew her kisses. “Love you, muffin.” 
 

She sang an Amy Winehouse song with one of her friends then her friend did a Meghan 
Trainor song. Then it was Edward's turn. He stood in front of the crowd with his tie loosened and 
hanging around his neck. He sang 'Sunglasses at Night'... not terribly. He wasn't in tune at all, 
but he had a good voice in general so with some auto-tune he wouldn't hurt anyone's ears. I had 
heard worse. So much worse. 
 

Seth ran up and put his sunglasses on him. And then he became his backup singer, both 
yelling into the microphone. Both air guitaring it up. We all clapped and hooted for them, 
laughing as they bowed dramatically at the end. Then it was my turn.  
 

I picked Just a Girl from No doubt. I didn't need to look at the words. I was drunk enough 
to sing with my all my heart. In the middle of the song, I caught Edward's eyes which were wide 
with surprise. He was wearing my devil horns and looked very funny. I could see little bits of red 
glitter dotting his face and suit.  
 

Lauren got up with me in the middle of the song to be my unasked for backup. I didn't 
mind though. We started to dance around, bouncing like it was the nineties to the music. 
“Ohhhhhhh,” We sang into the microphone together. “I've had it up to here!” 
 



At the end of the song, we bowed deeply to answer their clapping and whooping. I got a 
couple of standing ovations from Tyler and his brother who happened to be just like him.  
 

“I'd like to thank my useless music degree for giving me the ability to do karaoke okay at 
parties,” I said into the microphone. It earned another round of applause. I curtsied.  
 

We all did another round of drinks and songs. I did a song called Bulletproof and a 
Silversun Pickups song. Edward did Under Pressure with Tyler and then murdered Uptown 
Funk. He had to stop in the middle because he made himself laugh too much to finish.  
 

 It was four in the morning when we finally made it back to his house. His coat was 
draped over me, and I was carrying my shoes in one hand. I put them by the door with my 
camera bag to put away later.  
 

Edward brought me into a kiss there in a foyer. I felt dizzy in his grip, his mouth insistent. 
His jacket fell to the floor in the darkness. I was very drunk at that point. So was he. 
 

“Take me to bed,” I begged him. Without a word he easily scooped me up into his arms. 
He was still wearing the horns. 
 

We were asleep within the hour. 
 
 


