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1. Situation 
 

Isabella Marie Swan, the love of my…existence…was determined to join the ranks of the 

immortal damned as soon as she graduated high school. A few short weeks. My father, Dr. 

Carlisle Cullen, had promised that he would change her when she was ready, so my wishes 

were no longer a consideration. She didn’t need me to get what she wanted. However, I 

was a rather experienced negotiator and had conceived the splendid idea of offering her a 

trade: If she would marry me first, then I would change her myself. Having Bella for my 

wife was the only thing in the world that could compel me to take that step, something that 

was abhorrent to me on several levels. 

So far, Bella had not accepted my offer. The idea of marriage was nearly as 

repellent to her as stealing her mortal soul was to me. Maybe, though…just maybe…the 

idea that I would sanction her choice by changing her myself might tempt her to accept my 

proposal. Or perhaps it would compel her to postpone becoming a vampire. 

With the latter hope in mind, I was researching colleges and universities for Bella to 

attend in the fall despite her protestations that she wasn’t going. In her scheme, she would 

merely enroll at a distant college to provide an excuse for not visiting her parents, the real 

reason being, of course, that she would have a newborn vampire’s blood–red eyes, cold, 

marble–like skin, and an insatiable appetite for human blood. 

Finding a selection of colleges for Bella to choose from was not easy. She had 

postponed the process so long that most application deadlines were long past. Her less–

than–stellar high school grades also posed a problem. However, most colleges and 

universities were so strapped for cash that they would consider exceptions to their stringent 

entry standards in exchange for a substantial donation. Fortunately, the Cullens had lots of 

cash to donate to worthy causes. 

For more than a month, Bella and I had been submitting to her father Charlie’s 

restrictions that were her punishment for running off to Italy to save my life. Bella was 

grounded and could not leave the house except to attend school and go to work. I was 

allowed to visit between the hours of 7:00 and 9:30 p.m., a concession she had extracted 

from Charlie by threatening to move out. Visiting hours recently had been decreased from 

6:00 to 10:00 p.m. when Bella’s so–called best friend, Jacob Black, reported to her father 

that she’d been riding a motorcycle behind his back.  

Luckily, on my return to Forks, I’d been able to arrange my class schedule to match 

Bella’s, the only exceptions being gym and calculus. So we were together most of the day 

at school and, of course, every night after Charlie went to bed. The remaining afternoon 

and pre–bedtime hours dragged endlessly while we were apart. 
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I pulled my souped–up Volvo (courtesy of Rosalie) to the curb in front of Charlie’s 

house at 6:54 p.m. one evening, a little on the early side. From the street, I heard father and 

daughter conversing inside. 

“…retirement, Dad. I’ve got my college fund.” 

“Some of these places are pretty pricey, Bells. I want to help. You don’t have to go 

all the way to Alaska just because it’s cheaper.” 

“I’ve got it covered. Besides, there’s lots of financial aid out there. It’s easy to get 

loans.”  

“So…” Charlie began, then stopped. 

“So what?” 

Perhaps because it was about me, I clearly heard Charlie’s question in his head 

before he spoke it. It was time to make my appearance and save Bella from the 

awkwardness of answering. 

“Nothing. I was just…just wondering what…Edward’s plans are for next year?” 

“Oh,” Bella stalled. 

“Well?” 

I dashed to the front door and rapped on it several times. Let Charlie ask me if he 

wanted to know. Not that he was talking to me if he could help it. 

“Coming!” Bella called.  

“Go away,” I heard Charlie mutter under his breath. I smiled. He was out of luck 

on that count. 

Bella opened the door and I stepped inside, pushing it shut behind me. I breathed in 

her scent and felt a sense of calm settle over me. I was always slightly anxious when we 

were separated from one another, though sometimes I didn’t notice it until I was with her 

again and the feeling disappeared. I reached for her hand as our eyes took in each other.  

“Hey,” Bella said softly. 

I raised our entwined fingers to stroke her soft cheek with the back of my hand. 

“How was your afternoon?” I inquired. 

“Slow.” 

“For me, as well,” I said, raising Bella’s wrist to my nose. I closed my eyes and 

inhaled the scent of her sweet, aromatic blood. Mmm. The fierce burning in my throat did 

not diminish the pleasure of it. 

Charlie stomped into the hallway to remind us that we were not entitled to privacy 

as long as Bella was grounded. I let our hands drop and opened my eyes. Charlie would not 

appreciate my sensual enjoyment of his daughter, much less understand it. 

“Good evening, Charlie,” I said. Politeness was the least I could offer Bella’s father 

after luring Bella away from home and endangering her life on multiple occasions. 

Charlie rarely responded with more than a grunt. This time he folded his arms 

across his chest and waited for us to move into the public rooms of the house where he 

could monitor us more closely. 
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It was ironic that we were not allowed to be alone in Charlie’s house during the day 

when I spent nearly every night in Bella’s bed with her…chastely, of course. I watch her 

sleep and bear witness to her dreams. When they turn rough, as they sometimes do, I rub 

her back lightly until she calms.  

Sometimes Bella talks from her dreams. I like having that direct line into her mind, 

especially when she calls my name and says “I love you.” On one recent occasion though, 

amidst a monologue of gibberish, a single word rang out clearly as a bell—“Jacob.”  

Bella had become close to the werewolf Jacob Black during my time away—one of 

my many regrets—and since my return, he would not take her phone calls, which upset her 

a great deal. More than I would have preferred. 

But Jacob Black was far from my mind on this evening. I had found some 

universities with late application deadlines and one which had responded positively to a 

call from my father regarding a sizeable donation to the Biological Sciences Building 

Fund. Geographically, it was perfect for us. Plus, I had been accepted there and I’d never 

attended Dartmouth before. 

“I brought another set of applications,” I told Bella, showing her the thick envelope 

of papers in my hand. She groaned. Bella was not crazy about my enthusiasm for her 

attending college, especially when I brought it up in front of Charlie, who supported my 

efforts, even if he didn’t say so. 

I smiled. “There are still a few open deadlines. And a few places willing to make 

exceptions.” Bella rolled her eyes, guessing at why a college might make an exception for 

an unexceptional student. I laughed at her irritation. 

“Shall we?” I inquired, cheerfully pulling Bella to the kitchen. She cleared the 

kitchen table and as she did so, I noticed a legal–sized envelope matching one I had just 

received in the mail. I smiled while I stacked the new applications in piles. Judging by its 

thickness, it looked like good news. 

Charlie was hovering, something he often did to demonstrate how he was keeping 

his eye on us. In this case, he had something on his mind and was reluctant to address me 

directly. Eventually, he did, though. 

“Speaking of college applications, Edward,” Charlie began gruffly. “Bella and I 

were just talking about next year. Have you decided where you’re going to school?” 

“Not yet,” I responded pleasantly. “I’ve received a few acceptance letters, but I’m 

still weighing my options.” 

“Where have you been accepted?”  

He might as well have asked what he really wanted to know, which was, “Are you 

two planning to be together next year?” But I wasn’t going to answer the question if he was 

too uncomfortable to ask it. 

“Syracuse…Harvard…Dartmouth…and I just got accepted to the University of 

Alaska Southeast today.” I turned away from Charlie just enough to wink privately at 

Bella. She smiled broadly.  
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“Harvard? Dartmouth?” Charlie was suddenly more impressed than he was 

bellicose. “Well that’s pretty…that’s something. Yeah, but the University of Alaska…you 

wouldn’t really consider that when you could go Ivy League. I mean, your father would 

want you to…” 

“Carlisle’s always fine with whatever I choose to do,” I said placidly. Because even 

if I went to Peninsula Community College, Carlisle would assume I could learn something 

and I could always go back to Harvard in twenty or thirty years. But Charlie couldn’t know 

that. 

“Hmph,” he grunted, his typical response to me. 

“Guess what, Edward?” Bella asked in an excited tone syrupy with feigned 

innocence. 

“What, Bella?” I responded brightly. 

“I just got my acceptance to the University of Alaska!” 

“Congratulations!” I said with false surprise. “What a coincidence.” That answered 

Charlie’s unasked question and irritated him at the same time.  

“Fine,” he grumped after giving us his sheriff’s interrogatory stare. “I’m going to 

go watch the game, Bella. Nine–thirty.”  

“Er, Dad?” Bella interrupted his exit. “Remember the very recent discussion about 

my freedom…?” 

Hmm? I didn’t know what Bella was referring to. I hadn’t seen anything about that 

in her father’s mind.  

Charlie sighed in resignation. “Right. Okay, ten–thirty. You still have a curfew on 

school nights.” 

“Bella’s no longer grounded?” I asked in surprise.  

“Conditionally,” Charlie growled. “What’s it to you?” 

I ignored his rudeness. “It’s just good to know,” I replied evenly. “Alice has been 

itching for a shopping partner, and I’m sure Bella would love to see some city lights.” I 

smiled at Bella. She would love to get out of Forks and if she went on a road trip with Alice, 

I could go hunting without worrying about her safety.  

“No!” Charlie bellowed, as if I’d suggested eloping to Vegas. His face turned the 

color of a beet.  

“Dad! What’s the problem?” 

“I don’t want you going to Seattle right now,” he barked at Bella. 

She was puzzled, as was I. “Huh?” 

“I told you about that story in the paper—there’s some kind of gang on a killing 

spree in Seattle and I want you to steer clear, okay?” 

Bella was annoyed by his protectiveness and began to complain. “Dad, there’s a 

better chance that I’ll get struck by lightning than that the one day I’m in Seattle—” 

“No, that’s fine, Charlie,” I concurred. I’d grabbed the newspaper from the table 

and was scanning the front page. The vampire attacks in Seattle had escalated—Bella 
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couldn’t go there! “I didn’t mean Seattle. I was thinking Portland, actually. I wouldn’t have 

Bella in Seattle, either. Of course not.”  

“Fine,” Charlie relented 

It was getting worse…much worse! Jasper would be pushing for us to travel to 

Seattle. But how could we go to Seattle and keep Bella protected from the vampire Victoria 

when she returned to Forks? 

Five more murders overnight, several people missing— 

“What—” Bella began. 

“Hold on,” I cut in as I continued studying the article. I pushed the topmost college 

application toward her on the table, the one I considered most desirable. “I think you can 

recycle your essays for this one. Same questions.” 

Bella dutifully started on the form, while I considered our options. She would 

probably insist that the werewolves could protect her, but that was unacceptable. They 

were equally dangerous. Could we do the Seattle job without Alice? Or maybe the rest of 

the family could handle it without me. 

Bella made a disgusted sound and shoved aside the application she was working on. 

“Bella?” 

“Be serious, Edward. Dartmouth?” Bella underestimated herself. I knew she could 

handle the coursework if she was admitted, but she didn’t believe it. I placed the 

application in front of her again. 

“I think you’d like New Hampshire,” I told her. “There’s a full complement of 

night courses for me, and the forests are very conveniently located for the avid hiker. 

Plentiful wildlife.” I smiled crookedly at her. She exhaled heavily. 

“I’ll let you pay me back, if that makes you happy,” I continued. “If you want, I can 

charge you interest.” 

“Like I could even get in without some enormous bribe. Or was that part of the 

loan? The new Cullen wing of the library?”  

I smiled at how close her guess was to the truth.  

“Ugh. Why are we having this discussion again?” she complained. 

“Will you just fill out the application, please, Bella? It won’t hurt you to apply.” 

I saw the stubborn look settle into her eyes and jawline.  

“You know what?” she retorted. “I don’t think I will.” 

Bella grabbed for the application, probably to tear it to shreds, but I was faster. 

Before her hand was halfway to the table, I folded the paper and slipped it into my pocket.  

“What are you doing?” she demanded. 

“I sign your name better than you do yourself. You’ve already written the essays,” I 

replied, smiling. 

“You’re going way overboard with this, you know,” Bella whispered. “I really 

don’t need to apply anywhere else. I’ve been accepted in Alaska. I can almost afford the 

first semester’s tuition. It’s as good an alibi as any. There’s no need to throw away a bunch 
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of money, no matter whose it is.” 

“Bella—” 

“Don’t start. I agree that I need to go through the motions for Charlie’s sake, but we 

both know I’m not going to be in any condition to go to school next fall. To be anywhere 

near people.” 

“I thought the timing was still undecided,” I pointed out. “You might enjoy a 

semester or two of college. There are a lot of human experiences you’ve never had.” 

“I’ll get to those afterward.” 

“They won’t be human experiences afterward. You don’t get a second chance at 

humanity, Bella,” I reminded her. I didn’t seem to be getting through to her on this point. 

“You’ve got to be reasonable about the timing, Edward. It’s just too dangerous to 

mess around with.” I saw fear flash across Bella’s face. No doubt she was thinking about 

Victoria’s attempts to kill her in revenge for the death of her mate, James. My family had 

destroyed him the previous spring when he decided to track and kill Bella for fun. 

“There’s no danger yet,” I reassured her. Alice was watching Bella’s future for any 

sign of Victoria or the Volturi, though if we eliminated the threat in Seattle, we shouldn’t 

have to worry about the Volturi for years. 

 “Bella,” I whispered fervently. “There’s no hurry. I won’t let anyone hurt you. 

You can take all the time you need.” 

“I want to hurry,” she whispered back. “I want to be a monster, too.” She smiled as 

if it were a joke.  

I had to clench my teeth to keep from growling. “You have no idea what you’re 

saying.” I slapped the newspaper down on the table in front of her and pointed at the 

headline: 

DEATH TOLL ON THE RISE, POLICE FEAR GANG ACTIVITY 

“What does that have to do with anything?” 

“Monsters are not a joke, Bella,” I answered curtly. 

She looked at the paper again and then at me, shock on her face. 

“A…a vampire is doing this?”  

“You’d be surprised, Bella, at how often my kind are the source behind the horrors 

in your human news. It’s easy to recognize, when you know what to look for. The 

information here indicates a newborn vampire is loose in Seattle. Bloodthirsty, wild, out of 

control. The way we all were.” 

Bella could no longer meet my eyes. 

“We’ve been monitoring the situation for a few weeks. All the signs are there—the 

unlikely disappearances, always in the night, the poorly disposed–of corpses, the lack of 

other evidence… Yes, someone brand–new. And no one seems to be taking responsibility 

for the neophyte…” I sighed heavily. “Well, it’s not our problem. We wouldn’t even pay 

attention to the situation if it wasn’t going on so close to home,” I explained. I didn’t want 
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to frighten her, though it soon would be our problem if it didn’t stop.  

“Like I said, this happens all the time. The existence of monsters results in 

monstrous consequences.” 

Bella was gazing at the article where the names of the most recent victims were 

highlighted in boldface type. 

“It won’t be the same for me,” Bella muttered. “You won’t let me be like that. 

We’ll live in Antarctica.” 

I snorted at the idea. “Penguins. Lovely.” 

“Alaska, then, as planned. Only somewhere much more remote than Juneau— 

somewhere with grizzlies galore.” 

“Better, there are polar bears, too. Very fierce,” I told her. “And the wolves get 

quite large.”  

Bella gasped and her mouth fell open. 

“What’s wrong?” I asked. Then I realized what I’d suggested and how it would 

sound to her. I stiffened in displeasure. Him again. Grrrr! “Oh. Never mind the wolves, 

then, if the idea is offensive to you.” My voice sounded cold and distant. 

“He was my best friend, Edward,” Bella protested. “Of course the idea offends 

me.” 

“Please forgive my thoughtlessness,” I apologized, though I didn’t feel particularly 

sorry. “I shouldn’t have suggested that.”  

“Don’t worry about it,” Bella murmured, staring down at her fists clenched on the 

table.  

I had hurt her…again. Remorse overtook me immediately. I lifted her chin with one 

index finger. 

“Sorry. Really,” I said softly, looking into her eyes. 

“I know. I know it’s not the same thing. I shouldn’t have reacted that way. It’s just 

that…well, I was already thinking about Jacob before you came over.” 

I fought back my instinctive anger. 

“Charlie says Jake is having a hard time. He’s hurting right now, and…it’s my 

fault.” 

“You’ve done nothing wrong, Bella.” I didn’t understand why she felt so 

overwhelmingly responsible for the dog. 

Bella sighed. “I need to make it better, Edward. I owe him that. And it’s one of 

Charlie’s conditions, anyway—” 

Charlie had said that lifting Bella’s punishment was “conditional.” On what? 

Catering to the dog? Endangering her life? I did not like it. Not one bit. 

“You know it’s out of the question for you to be around a werewolf unprotected, 

Bella. And it would break the treaty if any of us cross over onto their land. Do you want us 

to start a war?” 

“Of course not!” 
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“Then there’s really no point in discussing the matter further.” I let my hand drop 

from her chin and glanced around for a distraction. My eyes rested on the book Bella had 

been reading, probably for the fiftieth time. 

“I’m glad Charlie has decided to let you out—you’re sadly in need of a visit to the 

bookstore. I can’t believe you’re reading Wuthering Heights again. Don’t you know it by 

heart yet?” 

“Not all of us have photographic memories,” Bella retorted. 

“Photographic memory or not, I don’t understand why you like it. The characters 

are ghastly people who ruin each others’ lives. I don’t know how Heathcliff and Cathy 

ended up being ranked with couples like Romeo and Juliet or Elizabeth Bennet and Mr. 

Darcy. It isn’t a love story, it’s a hate story.” 

“You have some serious issues with the classics.” 

“Perhaps it’s because I’m not impressed by antiquity.” I smiled. “Honestly, though, 

why do you read it over and over?” I really wanted to know. She was such a mystery. I held 

her face between my hands and looked into her eyes. “What is it that appeals to you?” 

“I’m not sure,” Bella said thoughtfully. “I think it’s something about the 

inevitability. How nothing can keep them apart—not her selfishness, or his evil, or even 

death, in the end….” 

I thought about her explanation and found it interesting. Smiling crookedly I said, 

“I still think it would be a better story if either of them had one redeeming quality.” 

“I think that may be the point. Their love is their only redeeming quality.” 

“I hope you have better sense than that—to fall in love with someone 

so…malignant.” 

“It’s a bit late for me to worry about who I fall in love with,” Bella answered, 

charming me. “But even without the warning, I seem to have managed fairly well.”  

I chuckled. “I’m glad you think so.” 

“Well, I hope you’re smart enough to stay away from someone so selfish. Catherine 

is really the source of all the trouble, not Heathcliff.” 

“I’ll be on my guard,” I vowed, smiling. 

Bella covered my hand with hers. “I need to see Jacob.” 

I closed my eyes in frustration. “No.” 

“It’s truly not dangerous at all,” Bella tried to convince me. “I used to spend all day 

in La Push with the whole lot of them, and nothing ever happened.” 

Bella shrank slightly at her own words and her heart accelerated— indicators of an 

untruth. She was hiding some dangerous incident from me. I nodded knowingly, eyebrows 

raised. 

“Werewolves are unstable,” I told her. “Sometimes, the people near them get hurt. 

Sometimes, they get killed.”  

She knew I spoke the truth. Her face gave her away. 

“You don’t know them,” Bella whispered. 
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“I know them better than you think, Bella. I was here the last time.” 

“The last time?” 

“We started crossing paths with the wolves about seventy years ago… We had just 

settled near Hoquiam. That was before Alice and Jasper were with us. We outnumbered 

them, but that wouldn’t have stopped it from turning into a fight if not for Carlisle. He 

managed to convince Ephraim Black that coexisting was possible, and eventually we made 

the truce. 

“We thought the line had died out with Ephraim,” I went on. “That the genetic quirk 

which allowed the transmutation had been lost… Your bad luck seems to get more potent 

every day. Do you realize that your insatiable pull for all things deadly was strong enough 

to recover a pack of mutant canines from extinction? If we could bottle your luck, we’d 

have a weapon of mass destruction on our hands.” 

Bella looked at me in surprise. 

“But I didn’t bring them back. Don’t you know?” 

“Know what?” 

“My bad luck had nothing to do with it. The werewolves came back because the 

vampires did.” 

I froze. What? What was she saying?  

“Jacob told me that your family being here set things in motion. I thought you 

would already know…” 

That seemed highly suspicious to me. “Is that what they think?”  

“Edward, look at the facts. Seventy years ago, you came here, and the werewolves 

showed up. You come back now, and the werewolves show up again. Do you think that’s a 

coincidence?” 

Hmm…is that possible? Aloud, I said, “Carlisle will be interested in that theory.” 

“Theory,” Bella mocked.  

I looked out the window as I considered the idea. I suppose it was possible.  

“Interesting, but not exactly relevant,” I told her. “The situation remains the same.”  

Bella rose from her chair and approached me. I opened my arms to take her onto my 

lap where she snuggled into my chest, her head against my shoulder. Mmm..a nice surprise. 

I loved the heat of her body against mine—for as long as she could stand my chilly skin.  

Then Bella started in. “Please just listen for a minute,” she pleaded. “This is so 

much more important than some whim to drop in on an old friend. Jacob is in pain.” She 

paused as if to absorb the word herself.  

“I can’t not try to help him—I can’t give up on him now, when he needs me. Just 

because he’s not human all the time… Well, he was there for me when I was…not so 

human myself. You don’t know what it was like…”  

My body instantly became rigid as she reminded me of the pain I had put her 

through. It had changed her in ways I was only beginning to discover. I knew she avoided 

bringing it up around me, which made me realize how bad it had been that she wanted to 
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protect me from it. My fists clenched as if I could punish the culprit who had hurt her, but 

unfortunately, the culprit was me. 

“If Jacob hadn’t helped me…,” Bella went on hesitantly, “I’m not sure what you 

would have come home to. I owe him better than this, Edward.” 

I shut my eyes against the tidal wave of guilt and remorse that washed over me.  

“I’ll never forgive myself for leaving you,” I muttered. “Not if I live a hundred 

thousand years.” Bella’s hand caressed my face. I waited until the pain ran its course and 

released its grip, then I opened my eyes. 

“You were just trying to do the right thing,” Bella said, letting me off the hook for 

my catastrophic mistake. “And I’m sure it would have worked with anyone less mental 

than me. Besides, you’re here now. That’s the part that matters.” 

“If I’d never left, you wouldn’t feel the need to go risk your life to comfort a dog.” 

Bella flinched at the insult. “I don’t know how to phrase this properly,” I continued 

unhappily, remembering the harsh reality of the last six months. “It’s going to sound cruel, 

I suppose. But I’ve come too close to losing you in the past. I know what it feels like to 

think I have. I am not going to tolerate anything dangerous.”  

“You have to trust me on this. I’ll be fine,” Bella insisted. 

Why couldn’t she listen to reason? “Please, Bella,” I begged in a whisper. 

“Please what?” 

“Please, for me. Please make a conscious effort to keep yourself safe. I’ll do 

everything I can, but I would appreciate a little help.” 

“I’ll work on it,” she replied, though I knew she didn’t intend her answer to apply to 

the dog. 

“Do you really have any idea how important you are to me? Any concept at all of 

how much I love you?” I gazed into her deep chocolate eyes, so eloquent and yet so 

mysterious, then pulled her closer into my chest, settling my chin on her head. Bella kissed 

the base of my neck, a pleasure that made me wish for more.  

“I know how much I love you,” she whispered. 

“You compare one small tree to the entire forest.” 

“Impossible.” 

I kissed the top of her head and sighed at her stubbornness. 

“No werewolves.” 

“I’m not going along with that. I have to see Jacob.” 

“Then I’ll have to stop you,” I informed her. Both Alice and I would be watching. 

“We’ll see about that,” Bella countered. “He’s still my friend.” 

And you’re still my one and only true love…my precious, fragile mortal who lends 

the only meaning to everything I am, was, or could ever hope to be. 


