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5. Risk 
 

Now that the damn dog had spilled the beans about Victoria’s visit, Bella was worked up 

all over again about her transformation. She didn’t want to wait even one more day. I 

wondered if Jacob Black had considered that possible outcome when he’d insisted on 

telling Bella everything! Fortunately, Carlisle agreed with me that it would be wiser to wait 

at least until after graduation. He tried to discourage her from rushing things. 

“There are seven of us, Bella,” he told her Monday evening. “And with Alice on 

our side, I don’t think Victoria’s going to catch us off guard. I think it’s important, for 

Charlie’s sake, that we stick with the original plan.” 

My mother chimed in. “We’d never allow anything to happen to you, sweetheart. 

You know that. Please don’t be anxious.” Esme reached for Bella’s hand and squeezed it 

gently.  

We had taken advantage of Bella’s new freedom to visit my family again. She 

wanted to talk about the weekend’s events and my house was the only place where she 

could do that freely. 

Emmett was gleeful that he’d gotten a chance to chase Victoria and tussle with a 

wolf. He could never get enough wrestling and fighting into his life to suit him and rarely 

was he truly challenged. He was just sorry he hadn’t been allowed to fight the gray wolf. 

(“Paul,” Bella informed us.) 

“I’m really glad Edward didn’t kill you. Everything’s so much more fun with you 

around,” Emmett said to Bella, chuckling.  

Rosalie frowned at him from across the room, not only because she was jealous of 

Bella, but also because she’d been the one to come to Emmett’s rescue when he was in 

danger.  

No appreciation at all for me risking my welfare to save him! And I destroyed my 

manicure! she complained to herself. I could see in her memory, though, that she had 

enjoyed punching the wolf. I wished it could have been me. 

We were gathered in the living room. Emmett was watching ESPN on the wholly 

inadequate replacement television I’d bought him until his fancy Korean model arrived 

from overseas. My sisters were huddled around Alice’s customized touch–screen 

computer, designing a line of women’s clothing with a gothic edge. It didn’t sound like a 

winning idea to me, but Alice was remarkably talented. She’d already established herself 

as a well–known designer under the name AliceRoi. She had hired a less–successful, but 

eager, young designer to serve as the face of the company so that she could avoid the public 

exposure, but the designs were Alice through and through. 
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“I’m offended,” Alice stated when Bella broached the subject of Victoria’s visit. 

“You’re not honestly worried about this, are you?”  

On cue, Jasper activated his tranquilizing aura and Bella’s fear drained away. I was 

thankful for his intervention because she was ready to beg Alice to change her 

immediately. Bella dropped the subject until we were on our way to her house, well outside 

of Jasper’s influence. 

“Edward, you’re always worried about my well–being. Don’t you agree I’d be 

better off if I weren’t so vulnerable? If I were one of you, Victoria would stop hunting me 

because it wouldn’t be fun for her anymore.” 

I smiled serenely. “That’s between you and Carlisle. Of course, you know that I’m 

willing to make it between you and me at any time that you wish. You know my 

condition.”  

I was so pleased to have stumbled upon the idea of establishing marriage as a 

prerequisite for changing Bella. It was a winning strategy in so many ways and it also left 

Bella with no doubt of my intentions toward her, whether she was human or vampire. 

The next day after school, I dropped Bella at home. “I need to run a quick errand. 

Then I’ll come back here. All right?” I asked. 

“Uh, sure,” Bella replied hesitantly. It wasn’t that I was hiding the nature of my 

errand, only that I wanted to avoid an argument about it. 

“Bye, my darling,” I said, stretching my arm across the car to touch her cheek. 

When she leaned toward me for a kiss, I held her face in my hands and touched my 

lips to hers softly. She responded with a hungry enthusiasm. She had liked the taste of my 

lips the last time we kissed and I thought she would try to taste me again. It was an 

exquisite feeling, her soft, wet tongue stroking my sensitive skin. I had liked it. But before 

either of us could get too riled up, I pushed her face away and looked into her eyes.  

“I love you,” I said and gave her a last quick peck. “I’ll be back soon.” 

Bella got out of the car and I zipped off to visit the Car Toys store in Port Angeles. 

I’d called the previous week to order the fancy Japanese car stereo Emmett had chosen for 

Bella. It had arrived from a Seattle store and was ready to be picked up.  

I sped to Port Angeles and back, anxious to return to Bella. When I reached her 

house, though, I smelled an unappetizing supper in the making. Instead of going in, I 

commenced installing the new stereo in Bella’s dashboard.  

Though the first stereo had been destroyed, the truck itself was tough enough that it 

had not been damaged by Bella’s vicious attack except for some scratches from a 

screwdriver. It took little time to attach and wire up the unit, but I couldn’t test it without 

Bella’s keys. I decided to assume it would work and let her discover it already installed. I 

could always make adjustments later. The important thing was that my siblings not see the 

ugly gaping hole where Bella had ripped out their gift. 

When Charlie and Bella finished eating, I knocked lightly on the front door and 

Bella came to greet me. She took my hand and pulled me into the kitchen where she was 
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clearing the table. Charlie already had retired to the living room to watch his sports reports 

and he ignored me completely.  

As we washed and dried the dishes, I mentioned to Bella that Emmett and Jasper 

had “hiking” plans for the weekend. They were going to central Oregon to look for black 

bear.  

With her back to me, Bella remarked, “You should go with them. You haven’t had 

a good hunting trip since we got back.”  

I was overdue. I’d been stretching the time between trips to three weeks so I 

wouldn’t have to be away from Bella so often. I’d noticed when we got back from Italy that 

every time I had to leave, even for just the required hours after school that Charlie had 

decreed, a tightness formed between her eyes and around her mouth. She never said 

anything beyond “I’ll miss you,” but I could almost feel the pain emanating from her. I 

wondered if she believed somewhere inside herself that I might not return. 

I’d also been staying nearby to hunt. When I couldn’t tolerate my thirst any longer, 

I would leave Bella’s room after she fell asleep and run into the woods where I could 

always find deer or elk. Now that I was feeling vital again and no longer ready to accept my 

own demise, this limited diet had become distinctly unappealing. But considering that I had 

survived for weeks on rats’ blood in Rio de Janeiro, I knew I could get by with drinking 

only deer and elk. If my choice was between limiting my diet to the gamey blood of 

ruminants or reading pain on Bella’s face, I would forego the blood of carnivores forever.  

Her suggestion was still tempting. I hadn’t hunted bear in ages and even though my 

favorite prey (not counting humans) was mountain lion, the blood of any carnivore was far 

more appetizing than that of a ruminant. The thought of running to Oregon also excited me. 

I could really stretch my legs in the five hundred–mile roundtrip. Going that far, though, 

usually meant staying at least one day, possibly two. 

When Bella turned around, she must have read the interest on my face. 

Immediately, she put one hand on my chest and said, “You have to go. It’ll be great for 

you.”  

I placed my hand over hers and looked into her eyes. Her face remained smooth and 

calm. I didn’t entirely trust her willingness to let me leave.  

“Are you sure you wouldn’t mind?” I brought her hand to my lips and kissed her 

fingers. 

“Go have fun. Bag a few mountain lions for me,” she said smiling. 

“I’ll have Alice look ahead at the weekend and make sure there aren’t any problems 

first.” 

Friday night came with no visions of Victoria on the horizon, so I decided to join 

my brothers on their trip. I remained in Bella’s bed until she fell asleep, then I wrote a note 

and left it on her pillow to find in the morning. 
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I’ll be back so soon you won’t have time to miss me.  

Look after my heart—I’ve left it with you. 

Alice had agreed to stay close to home “in case Bella needed her.” In reality, that 

translated to “in case Bella tried to visit the werewolves.”  

I knew she would be busy on Saturday at least. She was scheduled to work a 

morning shift at Newton’s sporting goods store; she had plans to visit Angela in the 

afternoon to help with her graduation announcements; and Alice was prepared to stay with 

her for the evening and even overnight if Bella got lonely or bored. I would be back by 

Sunday afternoon. 

Jasper, Emmett, and I ran south down the Olympic Peninsula and passed Mt. 

Rainier, Mt. Saint Helens, and Mt. Hood on our way to the Willamette National Forest. The 

terrain was mountainous and treed with snow piled up at higher elevations. We were 

headed for the Three Sisters Mountains, three volcanic peaks lined up in a row, each rising 

over ten thousand feet. The area boasted abundant wildlife and, high on the mountainsides, 

bears were coming out of hibernation. They would be fierce, just as Emmett liked them. 

That area of Oregon also had a healthy mountain lion population, so I was sure to find some 

of my favorite prey. 

Just before we entered the thick of the forest, my cell phone vibrated in my pocket 

and I groaned aloud. This could not be good news or Alice wouldn’t be disturbing me. 

“I’m sorry, Edward,” Alice said, talking in a rush. “She tricked me. She made a run 

for it when I thought she was working…got in her truck and took off. I was hunting and 

couldn’t get back in time. I tracked her to outside of La Push, but now her future has 

disappeared.” 

“Grrrrrrrrrr…” A tremendous roar rumbled through my chest and escaped from 

my throat. I began to run, leaving my brothers behind to figure out what was going on for 

themselves. Passing an eighty–foot red cedar, I smacked it with the palm of my hand. It 

came down with a thunderous roar, ripping away limbs from its neighbors as it fell. It 

landed on an ancient pine tree, up–ending it, which started a domino effect of toppling 

trees. I didn’t stick around to watch, though. I sprinted west to clear the Cascade Mountain 

Range and then headed straight north. 

“You need us?” I heard Emmett yell before I was out of hearing range. 

I didn’t answer. I knew Alice would be on the phone with Jasper about now and I 

was too focused on what lay ahead to look back. 

Never a dull moment, I heard in Jasper’s mind. He wouldn’t follow me back unless 

Alice told him it was necessary. He needed to hunt more than any of us. 

What can I do? I thought. She had to be on the reservation already or Alice would 

have pursued her rather than phone me. The only choice I had was to retrieve her, to get her 

away from the werewolves. We’d just had that dramatic warning from Jacob about 

crossing the border, but that couldn’t be helped. I knew the wolves would not hesitate to 
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attack this time and I’d just left our family’s strongest and most–gifted fighters in Oregon. 

It would be foolhardy to start a war either with or without my family, but neither could I 

stand by and allow Bella to be hurt or killed. I kept running. 

After an hour–and–a–half at full speed, I passed Centralia and angled up the west 

side of the Olympic Peninsula. Carlisle was waiting for me well south of Forks and he 

began to run alongside me until I pulled ahead of him on my way to La Push. 

Edward, son, consider carefully what you are doing, he thought, without anxiety or 

stress. As soon as you cross the line onto the reservation, we will have declared war on the 

Quileute Nation. Alice, Esme, Rosalie, you, and I will be facing however many wolves have 

transitioned since the last time we saw them. There were six then. The number could be 

eight or more by now and while I believe we would prevail in the end, it will not be without 

loss on both sides. Are you ready for that? I’m only asking that you consider it before you 

rush ahead.  

His thoughts were a soft, low murmur, a gentle hum that went on and on as if he 

were using his words to soothe rather than to persuade.  

I know how concerned you are for Bella and that is valid, but I do not believe any of 

them wishes to harm her and the possibility of an accident is low considering that she has 

been involved with them for months now. It is no guarantee that Bella is safe, of course, but 

the chances are very good that she will be fine, while the odds of injury or death to her or to 

others in our family are high if we proceed. I urge you to use your mind and not only your 

heart in making this decision. 

The rhythm of Carlisle’s silent words had a slightly hypnotic effect on me as we 

ran. I absorbed them as much as heard them. His calm intention was enough to quell my 

rashness, but not enough to eliminate the worry or the desire to snatch her back to safety. 

Why, why, why? Why did she insist on risking her life? 

I slowed down as I approached La Push and let Carlisle catch up to me. He put a 

hand on my shoulder and set his pace to match mine. When we reached the border that 

separates the Quileute Nation from Washington State, I turned away from Carlisle and 

began pacing back and forth along the line. I punched my left palm with my right fist over 

and over, trying to release some of the anxiety and desperation I felt. Helpless…again. 

I’m not sure what kept me from crossing the border and going after her, whether it 

was Carlisle standing beside me—the voice of reason—or because I knew that she had 

plans to meet Angela after lunch and she wouldn’t cancel on her friend. It had taken me two 

hours to run back from Oregon and it was now eleven o’clock. One more hour, or two at the 

outside, to wait and pray and hope that she would be okay. 

Do you want me to go to her father’s house and listen for a phone call? Charlie 

would be the first to know if there was a problem. He and Billy Black are good friends, I 

understand. As long as you don’t hear bad news from me, odds are that she is just fine. 

Actually, knowing something might be a slight relief. 

“Thanks, Carlisle. That would help.” He wrapped his arms around me and gave me 
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a tight squeeze before he ran toward Forks. 

I paced and paced and paced. It could have been an hour or it could have been days. 

Existing in fear like this distorted everything, perhaps even my reaction to the situation. 

But these circumstances were hard to tolerate and I did not want to be stuck like this ever 

again. I made a resolution.  

If she survives this fiasco, then I won’t give her another opportunity to run off to La 

Push. We will stay with her night and day if necessary until she gives up this death wish. 

Carlisle did not call, meaning Charlie had received no bad news. I was rather 

surprised that he had left me alone in my state of mind, actually. Once he’d calmed me 

down and got me thinking somewhat straight, he had decided to trust me not to cross the 

border onto the Quileute’s land. When I thought about it, I realized how much faith my 

father had in me. It was humbling. 

When I did not hear from Carlisle I decided to dash home to get my car. When Bella 

came off the reservation, I wanted to follow her wherever she went without worrying about 

being seen running too fast. Alice was waiting for me on the porch, nearly as distressed as 

I was. 

“She’s sneaky…she knows how to get around me now,” Alice observed. “I saw her 

decide to make a run for it. The idea was triggered by a bunch of papers flying around 

inside her truck with a picture of a howling wolf on them, something like… oh, right… 

“Save the Olympic Wolf.”  

“Save her from the Olympic wolf is more like it! Once we get her back, we need a 

plan to make sure this doesn’t happen again!” 

“I’m with you on that. This is much too stressful,” Alice agreed. 

I hopped into my car and took off toward the reservation. Almost immediately, my 

phone buzzed. 

“She’s okay,” Alice said. “Her future is visible again. I can’t see what happened 

while she was around them, you know, but she’s going to be fine with Angela for the next 

few hours.” 

I sighed in relief. “Thanks, Alice.”  

I took a couple of dirt roads I knew that intersected with Highway 110, also known 

as La Push Road on that stretch. It’s the one route that leads in and out of the Quileute 

reservation. As I turned onto it, I saw the back end of a red truck moving ahead of me at a 

sensible speed and I zoomed up behind it.  

Bella glanced at me in the rearview mirror and then looked away. She maintained 

her speed as I tailgated her truck all the way to town. I suppose it was symbolic as much as 

anything, but I wanted no one to come between us. She drove cautiously all the way to 

Angela Weber’s house, managing not to look in her rearview mirror. I slowed down when 

she reached her destination so I could watch her walk safely to Angela’s door. I also 

wanted to reassure myself that she could walk and that she wasn’t covered in blood and 

gore. I eyed her up and down for any signs of trauma and when I saw nothing alarming, I 
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hit the gas pedal and zoomed on by. She didn’t look up.  

Now that I knew my beloved Bella was safe, I felt panic turn to anger. How could 

she do this to me? To Alice? She knew how I felt about the werewolves—I’d made that 

abundantly clear. And yet, it was so eff–ing important to see Jacob Black that she risked her 

life and my wrath to sneak off when I was out of town! What could possibly make Jacob 

Black so essential? She’d said he was in pain and that she had to help him. Really? A boy 

so obviously in love with her? Werewolf or not, Jacob Black was my rival. So what am I to 

think when she chooses to rendezvous with him behind my back?  

 “Bella will stay at Angela’s for two hours,” Alice told me when I called her to be 

sure. “And she’ll go straight home from there.”  

I wasn’t going to disturb her then, when she was in no danger, even though I longed 

to see her and touch her and satisfy myself that nothing bad had happened to her. I decided 

to conceal my car several blocks from Bella’s house and wait for her in her room.  

This day had been endless. It was little comfort to know that my Bella was off the 

reservation when I couldn’t trust her not to go back and when I did not know the true reason 

for her stubbornness about the…well…him. She had told me many times since my return 

that she loved me, but she would not agree to marry me and she would not agree to stop 

seeing Jacob Black. I had to admit that it concerned me. And if I was being completely 

honest with myself…that it hurt too. 

As I stood in the shadows in her bedroom and waited, I was distinctly aware of my 

own culpability for her behavior. I had left her to cope on her own and she did what she’d 

had to do—seek comfort somewhere else. I had brought this on myself and now I had to 

accept the consequences of my actions. She had found someone else, or if not that exactly, 

she had become inexplicably attached to a teenage boy who looked more like a man than 

not. I sighed. I did not know what it meant because I could not read her mind.  

Time stretched and turned and curled in on itself until two hours of waiting felt like 

ten. Being in Bella’s bedroom made my throat burn. I’d been on the verge of slaking my 

thirst when I was interrupted and now the burn was worse than ever. But it would have to 

wait. 

Finally…finally…I heard the ancient Chevy truck chugging through the streets and 

felt a slight lessening of the ache in the pit of my stomach. 

“Bella?” Charlie called out when the front door opened. 

“Hey, Dad.” 

“So, how was your day?” 

“Good. They didn’t need me at work, so I went down to La Push.” 

“How’s Jacob?” 

“Good.” 

“You get over to the Webers?” 

“Yep. We got all her announcements addressed.” 

“That’s nice. I’m glad you spent some time with your friends today.” 
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“Me, too,” Bella confirmed. 

What did that mean? Was she glad I’d been away? Was I suffocating her? 

When she finally opened the door and entered her bedroom, I could not speak. I was 

overwhelmed with emotion and could only stare at her, checking whether all her 

appendages were still intact. When I saw that she was absolutely fine, relief left room for 

my anger to rise again. I stood rigidly next to the window with my fists clenched at my 

sides. 

Bella looked at me and then down at the floor. We stood there mute, listening to the 

clock radio flip through one digit after another. 

“Hi,” she said finally, breaking the silence. I didn’t trust my voice. I wanted to yell 

at her or cry or…something. In my confusion, I just glared. 

“Er…so, I’m still alive,” she added after a long pause. 

I growled without letting the sound escape through my teeth. The vibrations in my 

chest were alive with emotion. I still didn’t dare speak. 

“No harm done,” Bella remarked, shrugging. 

No harm done? Was she kidding? I pinched the bridge of my nose and closed my 

eyes in an effort to calm myself before I spoke. 

“Bella,” I said in a whisper. “Do you have any idea how close I came to crossing the 

line today? To breaking the treaty and coming after you? Do you know what that would 

have meant?” 

She gasped and I opened my eyes and peered at her. 

“You can’t!” Bella exclaimed before lowering her voice. “Edward, they’d use any 

excuse for a fight. They’d love that. You can’t ever break the rules!” 

Grrrr. “Maybe they aren’t the only ones who would enjoy a fight.” At that precise 

moment, I wouldn’t have minded slamming Jacob Black to the ground and stomping on 

him. 

“Don’t you start.” Bella ordered. “You made the treaty—you stick to it.” 

“If he’d hurt you—” I began, already compiling a list of the things I would do to 

him. 

“Enough!” Bella exclaimed. “There’s nothing to worry about. Jacob isn’t 

dangerous.” 

I rolled my eyes. “Bella, you aren’t exactly the best judge of what is or isn’t 

dangerous.” 

“I know I don’t have to worry about Jake. And neither do you.” 

Grrrr. I clamped my jaws shut to keep the growls in. My fists were hard, tight balls 

by my sides. I did not know how to resolve this impasse. There was no middle ground. I 

remained rigid and frozen by the wall. 

Bella made the first move. She braced herself and then walked across the room to 

me, wrapping her arms around my waist. 

“I’m sorry I made you anxious,” she murmured into my chest. 
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I exhaled the air I’d been holding in and the spell was broken. I put my arms around 

her.  

“Anxious is a bit of an understatement,” I said, understating the understatement. “It 

was a very long day.” 

“You weren’t supposed to know about it,” Bella explained. “I thought you’d be 

hunting longer.” She looked into my eyes and understood what had happened. 

“When Alice saw you disappear, I came back.”  

“You shouldn’t have done that,” Bella protested. “Now you’ll have to go away 

again.” She was clearly disappointed. So she wasn’t glad for me to leave town. She really 

did miss me. That softened my heart. 

“I can wait.” 

“That’s ridiculous. I mean, I know she couldn’t see me with Jacob, but you should 

have known—” 

“But I didn’t,” I interrupted. “And you can’t expect me to let you—” 

“Oh, yes, I can,” she cut in. “That’s exactly what I expect—” 

“This won’t happen again,” I stated categorically. 

“That’s right! Because you’re not going to overreact next time.” 

“Because there isn’t going to be a next time.” 

“I understand when you have to leave, even if I don’t like it—” 

“That’s not the same. I’m not risking my life.” 

“Neither am I.” 

“Werewolves constitute a risk.” 

“I disagree.” 

“I’m not negotiating this, Bella.” 

“Neither am I.” 

I was rigid with frustration. Why was she so stubborn? And so careless with her 

mortality? 

Then she surprised me with a question. “Is this really just about my safety?” 

“What do you mean?” 

“You aren’t…” She suddenly looked uncomfortable. “I mean, you know better than 

to be jealous, right?” 

Aye, that was a good question! I raised an eyebrow. “Do I?”  

“Be serious.” 

“Easily—there’s nothing remotely humorous about this.” And I wasn’t at all 

convinced I shouldn’t be jealous. He was so important to her that she would put herself in 

mortal danger to spend time with him, apparently. It was painfully reminiscent of 

something she’d said about me the first time we declared our feelings for one another in the 

meadow. 

Bella frowned. “Or…is this something else altogether? Some ‘vampires–and– 

werewolves–are–always–enemies’ nonsense? Is this just a testosterone–fueled—”  
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That was distasteful. “This is only about you. All I care is that you’re safe.” I would 

never put my odium for Jacob Black and his kind ahead of what was best for her. 

“Okay,” she conceded. “I believe that. But I want you to know something—when it 

comes to all this enemies nonsense, I’m out. I am a neutral country. I am Switzerland. I 

refuse to be affected by territorial disputes between mythical creatures. Jacob is family. 

You are…well, not exactly the love of my life, because I expect to love you for much 

longer than that. The love of my existence. I don’t care who’s a werewolf and who’s a 

vampire. If Angela turns out to be a witch, she can join the party, too. Switzerland,” she 

reiterated. 

I knew she thought I was considering her statement of neutrality, but that wasn’t the 

part of her speech that interested me. Did she truly mean what she’d just said—that Jacob 

was family and I was her true forever love? I examined her face to see how much sincerity 

I could read there. Enough, I decided. Still, I wondered how aware she really was of her 

feelings for Jacob Black. I couldn’t know. I frowned at the uncertainty of that. 

“Bella…,” I began, still thinking of the pressing issues between us.  

“What now?” she asked in complaint. 

And then I decided…just to drop it. I wanted to see her smile again and be happy 

with me now. So I turned my observation in an altogether new direction.  

“Well…don’t be offended,” I told her, “but you smell like a dog.” I wrinkled my 

nose and flashed her favorite crooked smile. 

Bella gave me a faked expression of disapproval before turning her mouth upward 

in a grin. Then she laid her head on my chest and I laid my cheek on her hair and we stood 

there holding each other, swaying slightly in rhythm. Whatever her true feelings were, at 

that moment I was not jealous of Jacob Black…not at all. 

 


