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6. Plan B 
 

After the disaster over the weekend and all the anxiety it caused me, I was unwilling to 

leave Bella alone even overnight, so by Monday I was hurting. School was difficult for the 

first time in ages. I was like Jasper had been the previous year when he nearly attacked a 

little girl who stood too close to our lunchroom table. I was monitoring myself now like I’d 

monitored Jasper back then. I even asked Alice to keep an eye on my future, so if I headed 

down a dangerous path, I could leave school and run to the Olympic Forest.  

Carlisle was proposing a two–day trip to northern California for the upcoming 

weekend. Shasta National Forest would reopen for the season a week later, so it was the 

perfect time to hunt mountain lion, which were breeding beyond the capacity of the forest. 

The state was considering trapping and relocating the excess animals, but we could lighten 

their work load.  

As thirsty as I was, hunting big cats around Mt. Shasta was extraordinarily 

tempting. My brothers were going and I wracked my brain to think of a way to join them 

while still keeping Bella safe. I couldn’t bear to go through last weekend’s fiasco again. I 

had to make sure that she wouldn’t run off to the reservation and endanger herself hanging 

out with the werewolves. Ideally, she should have something fun and distracting to do 

while I was gone…something to keep her busy. 

What if I tell her we’re going on the weekend, but we leave Thursday night instead? 

Then she wouldn’t have time to plan anything and she’d be busier too. She’d be safe at 

school with Alice there and she works Thursday evening at the store. That would leave 

only Thursday overnight and Friday after school to fill. I could be back before Saturday 

morning. It was a good solution. Now I just had to talk Alice into being Bella’s…well, 

“jailer” is a harsh word…maybe “most devoted friend” would be a better choice. 

Then I remembered there was something Alice wanted and as she had put it, “I 

don’t know that I want to wait for Christmas.” That was an easy solution for me. I got on 

the phone immediately to the Porsche dealership in Seattle and asked how quickly they 

could get hold of a Porsche 911 Turbo in yellow. 

“Ah, the canary. I think the Bellevue store has one on the floor. Folks like to look at 

it, but it’s not the color for everyone.” 

“Give it to me for 15% below list and I’ll buy it today, cashier’s check.” 

“Yes, sir! I’ll check with my manager right away. What did you say your name is, 

sir?” 

“Edward Cullen. And I need it delivered to Forks, preferably, or Port Angeles, 

within a few days.” 
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“We’d have to lower the percentage to do that. Normally, we don’t offer discounts 

on the 911.” 

“Yes, but you said yourself that it’s been sitting on the floor. No doubt it’s got some 

dealer miles on it and it’s last year’s model. Fifteen percent is reasonable.” 

“I’ll see what I can do.” 

The salesman got the deal approved at twelve percent—a fair price— and the car 

was delivered in two days. I parked it in the garage and put a large red bow on it. It was a 

bribe, of sorts, but I’d been planning to get it for her anyway. 

When I came home from Bella’s house on Wednesday, the front door flew open 

and Alice burst through.  

“Edward! It’s beee–you–tee–fulll!”  

She leaped at me just as I read her intention to do so, wrapping her thighs around 

my waist and throwing her arms around my neck. I reflexively supported her bottom while 

she kissed me once on each cheek. Then she used her hands on top of my shoulders as a 

pivoting point to kick her legs outward and land with her feet next to her hands, doing a 

perfect straddle stand on my shoulders. She lifted her legs outward and upward into a 

handstand and pushed off of my shoulders to land on her feet behind me. 

“Ten!” she chirped, raising both arms straight up in the air to perform a gymnast’s 

bow in all four directions to an invisible audience. I chuckled. 

“I knew you were going to do it,” she said as I turned to face her. “But that doesn’t 

mean it wasn’t a great surprise. Carlisle already reminded me not to drive it around Forks. 

And yes, I’ll do it. I’ll invite Rosalie and Esme and we’ll get takeout and do our nails. A 

slumber party! It’ll be a blast, though she’s not going to be happy about it, you know.” 

“I know,” I said with resignation, “but she gives me no choice.” 

Well, I’ll do my best. You’re going early? That’s good. Then she can’t be mad 

around me all day, since we don’t have the same classes at school. 

“She’ll probably try to get away from you, you know,” I said. “So you have to be on 

your guard.” 

I will. I’ll be able to see if she’s planning anything and I won’t leave her alone this 

time. Bella’s been wanting me to change her because she’s scared of Victoria. She 

shouldn’t be too mad if we’re also protecting her from Victoria.” 

“You realize this is a recurring favor, right?” 

You mean you want me to hold Bella hostage every time you go hunting? 

“Basically, yes. I’d take her with me if I could.” 

Well, it is a canary yellow Porsche. I suppose that’s special enough to warrant a 

yes. 

“Thanks, Alice.” 

You’re welcome. Thanks for the 911! “Yippee!” 

I didn’t feel guilty for asking Alice to watch over Bella while I was gone. I’d 

warned her that last weekend would not happen again and I meant it. Just because she 
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didn’t agree with me didn’t mean I was going to fold. No werewolves! 

Alice would see to it that Charlie approved the arrangement—a girls’ slumber 

party—even if Thursday was a school night. He would be pleased that I was out of town, 

and spending time with the women of my family would count as “balance.” He liked Alice 

and he didn’t have anything against Rosalie or Esme. 

For a slumber party, Bella would need a place to sleep. I had been considering the 

issue of a bed for my room for months, actually. Until now, I was the only one in the family 

who had never had any use for one. Since meeting Bella, though, it was something I’d had 

in the back of my mind.  

The Cullen house has two king–sized and one queen–sized bed already. The latter 

belongs to Alice and Jasper because Alice is so tiny that they don’t need more space than 

that and also because Alice thinks that a “king–sized” anything is gauche. But it wasn’t 

enough to simply put Bella up in someone else’s room for two nights. Getting Bella a bed 

was symbolically important—I wanted her to feel that this was her home too. I wanted 

“our” room to be welcoming and comfortable for her. And in truth, I also hoped sincerely 

that one day we would have use for a marriage bed. 

I’d picked out the perfect bed some time ago, bought it, and put it in storage until 

the right moment came to move it into the house. I’d found a similar piece in a brochure of 

a well–known metal artist working in Seattle and had asked him to make a version of it for 

me. It reminded me of Bella’s and my meadow where we had lain among the wildflowers 

together on our first date. The bedframe has worked–iron posts with vining roses entwined 

around and through them that continue over the top forming a bower of roses. Iron is the 

most practical material for our kind because it is slightly harder to destroy than wood, 

though even iron beds are no match for Emmett and Rosalie, who have gone through many 

of them.  

I arranged to have the bed delivered and asked my mother to oversee its installation 

on Thursday. She was thrilled at the implications of that and broke out in smiles. 

After school on Thursday, I drove Bella to the Newton’s sporting goods store for 

her afternoon shift. 

 “See you later, my darling,” I murmured, taking her chin in my hand and pulling 

her lips toward mine.  

As I kissed her, she slipped her hands beneath my leather jacket and grasped my 

trapezius muscles, feeling the shape of me, letting her fingers move down over my ribs one 

by one. It felt…well…wonderful. Whenever she touched me in that way anywhere on my 

body, a chain reaction of urges and wants that were difficult to resist cascaded through me. 

Except for the obvious problems of my strength, density, and “natural diet”—as the Volturi 

say—it would have felt altogether natural to slide her onto my lap straddling me and let 

nature take its course. She made me feel so human. 

Bella slid her hands down my back to my waist, flattening one palm against my 

lower back. Heat like smoldering embers collected there, spreading slowly through my 
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center, back to front. A vibration began deep in my torso and I inhaled spasmodically. I 

closed my eyes for a moment to gather some willpower. 

“Mmm, Bella…you’d better go in before Mike comes to see what’s happened to 

you.”  

I gently pushed her chin away and then caught her wrists as her hands began 

wandering around to my stomach. Taking both wrists in my right hand, I put her hands in 

her lap and held them there as I brushed my fingers along her jaw line and down her neck to 

stroke her collar bone before I leaned across her and popped open her door. The heaviness 

of farewell hung in the air, almost as though she knew I was leaving her, though no one had 

said anything about it.  

Bella climbed out of the car reluctantly, a few minutes late. She’d already told the 

Newtons that she wouldn’t be working for them over the summer and they were in the 

process of training her replacement, so a certain amount of loyalty was falling away on 

both sides. They had canceled her shift the previous Saturday after she’d already come in to 

work and she had been less fastidious about showing up on time since then. 

My brothers, father, and I were leaving as soon as I got home. I turned my car keys 

over to Alice so she could chauffeur Bella around for the next two days and gave her a list 

of hurried instructions—“don’t let her go anywhere by herself…in fact, don’t let her go 

anywhere at all,” and “keep an eye on her at school, especially when you’re not in class 

with her,” “make sure she eats,” etc.—then the four of us loaded into Carlisle’s car. He let 

me drive, as was his custom when we rode together, knowing my preference for taking the 

wheel. 

We shot down the coast, shortening a ten–hour human journey to less than four. 

Carlisle directed me to a little–used logging road where we abandoned the car and took off 

into the woods. I left my cell phone in the glove box having already called Alice to make 

sure everything was fine. Bella’s shift was ending and my sister was waiting in front of the 

store for her.  

“You’re on your own now, Alice,” I told her. “We’re heading into no–cell–tower 

territory.” 

“Don’t worry. I got this,” she replied and I heard her crank the car stereo to full 

blast as I hung up the phone. 

We all were focused primarily on tracking mountain lion simply because they were 

so abundant in the Shasta National Forest, but Emmett also located two bears. The first one 

he wrestled to the ground before draining it and the second he wrestled and pinned down 

just for fun before releasing it.  

Gluttony doesn’t work well for vampires. A body can hold only so much blood 

before the excess starts sloshing around in the belly and disrupting balance. We’ve all 

learned our lesson about over–drinking (except for Carlisle, who has always practiced 

moderation). It’s uncomfortable to have your last meal riding halfway up your throat while 

you wait for it to be absorbed. That’s why we stay longer when we go on distant hunting 
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trips—to give the blood time to be taken up by our tissues before we drink again. In this 

way, we can become fully saturated with blood, maximizing the amount of time before the 

thirst becomes intolerable again.  

Mountain lion aren’t always easy to find in the Olympic Forest so hunting them 

exclusively was a treat for me. We spent Thursday night and all of Friday hunting, taking 

out twenty mountain lions and one black bear between us. I drank three lions the first day 

and two more the second and then one last one before I began clamoring to head back 

north. I was feeling slightly sloshy when we returned to Carlisle’s car Friday night.  

I had missed Bella intensely the entire time and was continually distracted by 

thoughts of her, worrying whether Alice was looking after her properly, and hoping there 

had been no missteps in keeping her away from the werewolves. 

When we reached the car, I dug anxiously in the glove compartment for my phone 

to check for messages. I let Carlisle drive so I could watch for the moment when we came 

into range of a cell phone tower. Thirty–two miles. 

I had two messages. The first was from Bella. 

“You are in trouble,” she said, each word an exclamation. “Enormous trouble. 

Angry grizzly bears are going to look tame next to what is waiting for you at home.” 

I sighed. 

“What’s wrong?” Emmett asked from the back seat. 

“Oh, Bella’s mad at me, of course.” Then I listened to the next message, which was 

from Alice. 

“I’m sorry, Edward,” she said in a familiar refrain. “She got away from me. I know, 

I know…I did everything you told me and she still sneaked away. Well, she didn’t sneak 

away exactly. The wolf came and picked her up at school. She didn’t know he was going to 

do it so I couldn’t see it until it happened. Now she’s on the reservation again. Please don’t 

worry. I’ll get her back and call you again.” 

Riding a motorcycle with a werewolf! Insane! I growled in fury and immediately 

felt Jasper’s soothing influence wash over me, calming me down without my consent. It 

really bothered Jasper to be around people who were angry or sad and I suppose that’s one 

reason Alice is perfect for him. I checked the time on the message…9:30 a.m., twelve 

hours earlier. My phone beeped. The tower was still delivering messages. It was from Alice 

again…4:15 p.m., five hours earlier. 

“Just an update. She came back, riding her own motorcycle, covered in mud and 

really beaten down…not physically,” she hurried to clarify. “She won’t tell me what 

happened, but I think maybe she and the wolf had a fight. I put her in a hot shower and 

Esme got her some dinner. You know, Edward, she’s a real handful. I don’t think she liked 

our slumber party very much. I hope you’re not upset. I did everything I could!” 

Disgusted, I slapped the phone shut. 

“Is Bella okay?” Jasper asked in concern. 

“Yes,” I mumbled as his phone rang. I could hear Alice giving him the day’s 
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update…and so could Emmett and Carlisle. Now everyone knew what had happened 

without my having to explain things. 

“Miss you,” he said when Alice was finished talking to him. 

We all sat silently. They were waiting for me to speak, but I wasn’t in the mood. 

She’s fine, then? Carlisle finally prodded. 

I nodded. 

Maybe this isn’t the best way to handle things. 

I didn’t answer. Obviously, it wasn’t working as I’d hoped. Instead of going with 

the flow and enjoying herself, Bella was even more determined to escape. Jacob had picked 

her up on his motorcycle. That by itself was enough to make me crazy with worry. 

I spent the rest of the ride up the coast trying to think through the dilemma 

logically. Bella wanted to see the werewolf. I said no. She figured out a way to do so 

behind my back, skirting both Alice and me. I arranged for her to be chaperoned for the 

time I was away. He found out and kidnapped her from school, hauling her off on his 

motorcycle for the day. Alice said she had come home on her own, obviously upset. 

So she had left him then, probably in reaction to something he had said or done. He 

had shot himself in the foot in some way. When I thought more about that, I realized that as 

a werewolf, Jacob Black probably couldn’t help himself, couldn’t hold his temper, and it 

must make him very angry that she came home to me every day.  

She comes home to me…, I reminded myself. 

Maybe I was overreacting, driving her away in the process. When I tried to make 

Bella do one thing, she became more determined to do the opposite. She didn’t like to be 

taken care of and she didn’t like being told what she couldn’t do. Unlike me, Jacob Black 

gave Bella the freedom to take risks. Though every fiber of my being warred against it, 

maybe there was something to be learned from that. 

Carlisle glanced at me. What are you thinking? 

“That maybe this isn’t the best way to handle things,” I said, repeating his earlier 

thoughts. I smiled reluctantly and he smiled back. 

You’ll do the right thing, he thought, turning back to the road. 

From the back seat, I heard, Gawd! I hate it when they do that! 

“Sorry, Emmett.” He huffed once and looked out the window. 

 

*** 

 

When we got home, Alice met us in the garage. She’s fine. She’s sleeping in your room. 

Don’t be mad… 

I shook my head and hurried inside. 

Alice, my Alice…, Jasper thought, taking her in his arms. 

Rosalie was waiting for Emmett in the living room. I wonder if she’ll change her 

mind because of me. Probably not. But she could still have a husband, children, a real life! 
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I can’t stand it! My sister started when I came into the room. I talked to Bella, she thought 

guiltily.  

I nodded.  

It’s not because I don’t think you’re a good man…you know I do. And I want you to 

be happy too, it’s just… 

“Don’t worry about it, Rosalie. I understand. Did it make any difference?” 

She shook her head. “I don’t think so.” 

“Rose!” Emmett roared, thundering into the house at a quick clip. “You should 

have seen the bears! It was great!” 

Rosalie rolled her eyes in my direction and then put her arms around Emmett’s 

neck and they greeted one another like they always did—as if they’d been on separate 

desert islands for six months. 

“Try to keep it down, Em. Bella’s sleeping.”  

“Oh yeah, sorry.” 

I greeted and thanked my mother on the stairs as I raced up them, anxious to see 

Bella and make sure she was okay. Rushing into my room, I saw the bed I had bought 

sitting exactly where it should be, but the coverlet was stripped off and there was no Bella. 

My granite heart leaped into my throat in panic. WHERE IS SHE? 

But then, scanning the room, I saw a tousled pile of golden cloth half on, half 

hanging off the couch. Bella must be under there somewhere. What was going on? 

I backed silently out of the room to find Alice. She and Jasper were heading to their 

room together. 

She was annoyed about you buying her a bed. She said it was “unnecessary,” Alice 

answered before the question was out of my mouth. She and Jasper continued into their 

bedroom and shut the door. 

So the bed is unnecessary, is it? In my vague, indeterminate dreams of the future, 

I’d been hoping secretly that it wouldn’t be unnecessary. I found the idea of sharing it with 

Bella intensely pleasing.  

I raced back up to my third floor bedroom and stood gazing at her face. I could see 

the distress written there. Was she having nightmares? She couldn’t be comfortable where 

she was. The couch seat sloped down toward its backrest, Barcelona–style. As gently as 

possible, I burrowed my arms beneath her body, lifting her and the coverlet together and 

transporting them to the bed. I laid her down on the mattress with her head resting on a 

feather pillow. Then I straightened the coverlet and crawled beneath it with her, careful not 

to touch her warm, moist skin. I inhaled her breath and let the scent wash over me. She was 

my home—where I belonged, always. 

Bella stirred and turned away from me, stretching. Then she rolled back toward me. 

“Sorry, I didn’t mean to wake you,” I whispered softly when I saw her eyes open.  

Bella inhaled deeply and dug under the covers for my hands, pulling herself close to 

me. Suddenly, all my tension, all my worry fell away, as if it had never been. I hadn’t 
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realized that I’d truly left my heart with her until we were reunited. I wrapped my arms 

around her and nestled her against my chest. Serenity washed over me like a soft wave on 

the beach and I let go of the madness I’d felt while separated from her. I never wanted to 

leave her again. 

Was she angry? She didn’t seem so. 

I felt Bella’s soft lips touch my throat and gradually move over my jawline as she 

sought my mouth in the dark. We kissed gently and I chuckled. 

“I was all braced for the wrath that was going to put grizzlies to shame, and this is 

what I get? I should infuriate you more often.” 

“Give me a minute to work up to it,” Bella whispered, pressing her lips to mine. 

Ahhh… 

“I’ll wait as long as you want,” I whispered back, burying my hands in her hair in a 

sudden rush of emotion. Bella’s accelerated breaths told me she felt it too.  

“Maybe in the morning,” she murmured. 

“Whatever you prefer.” 

“Welcome home,” Bella said as my lips wandered down her throat, pausing to feel 

the pulse in her carotid artery and smelling her luscious freesia scent. “I’m glad you came 

back.” Her heart thumped an irregular rhythm. 

“That’s a very good thing,” I replied.  

“Mmm,” she murmured, scooting closer to me, her arms around my neck.  

Perhaps I could alter Bella’s attitude toward my new bedroom addition. As we lay 

face–to–face, I kissed a line down her throat and a powerful urge came over me. What 

would it be like if we could make love on our bed, to move my body in ways I never had, 

touching her as I’d never wanted to do with anyone before.  

I brushed my hand slowly along the back of her arm to her torso and down the side 

of her body. My breath quickened as I traced the shape of her, the enticing hourglass 

indentation of her waist. I ran my fingers across it and then back across her hips. She drew 

in her breath. My hand continued down the smooth line of her left thigh, the fabric of her 

sweatpants protecting her skin from my chill.  

In a lustful impulse, I grasped her knee and hitched it over my hip, tasting the scent 

of her arousal as it wafted on the air. This is how it would feel to have my love open her 

legs for me. I felt a familiar ache in my groin and my breath turned to a shallow pant, while 

Bella stopped breathing altogether. It was reckless behavior, I knew. Taking a few liberties 

could easily lead to taking more, but the call of this unfulfilled desire was so painfully 

exquisite. I brushed my lips into the hollow place at the base of my love’s throat and 

smelled the change in the balance of her musky-sweet scent. 

“Not to bring on the ire prematurely,” I whispered with my lips moving against her 

skin, “but do you mind telling me what it is about this bed that you object to?”  

I rolled onto my back and pulled Bella on top of me. I could feel the weight of her 

hips settle onto the most sensitive part of my body and I resisted a groan. As her heart 



Eclipse: Edward  67 

P.A. Lassiter  Twilight: The Missing Pieces 

galloped and my breath became ragged, I held her face between my hands and angled her 

chin upward so I could touch my lips to her throat. 

“The bed?” I repeated. “I think it’s nice.” I was determined to give her a reason to 

like the bed I’d chosen especially for us.  

“It’s unnecessary,” Bella declared between gasps. 

I pulled her chin down to touch her lips to mine, caressing and stroking until her 

body trembled. As her weight settled into me, I lay beneath her and savored that thrilling 

new sensation for a moment. Then carefully, I pulled her close and rolled us over until I 

hovered over her with every part of my body lightly touching the adjacent part of hers. Her 

arms around my waist, Bella strained to pull me more tightly against her, her heart 

pounding a frantic rhythm. It was becoming quite, quite clear what all the fuss was about.  

“That’s debatable,” I said. “This would be difficult on a couch.” 

I leaned in and slowly, gently, licked a circle around the perimeter of her lips with 

the tip of my tongue, tasting her as she had recently tasted me. Bella’s face and upper chest 

were flushed a delicious pink and her hips pressed toward me in a clear signal of wanting 

more. I had never been like this with anyone before, but I could see it was instinctive.  

“Did you change your mind?” Bella gasped and, abruptly, I dropped back to earth. 

My experimentation had taken her where I’d wanted to go and now I recognized the folly 

of my ways. 

“Don’t be ridiculous, Bella.” Even half a step further would be too risky. “I was just 

trying to illustrate the benefits of the bed you don’t seem to like. Don’t get carried away.” I 

rolled onto my side with a sigh. 

“Too late,” she mumbled. “And I like the bed.” 

“Good.” I kissed her forehead, a little too pleased with myself. “I do, too.”  

“But I still think it’s unnecessary. If we’re not going to get carried away, what’s the 

point?” 

I sighed heavily. “For the hundredth time, Bella—it’s too dangerous.” I could hear 

the vexation in my voice and knew that I was as frustrated by that fact as she was. 

“I like danger.”  

“I know,” I replied, reminded of her trip to the reservation on the back of Jacob’s 

motorcycle and the return ride on her own, which was now parked in our garage. She liked 

risking her life, I thought with irritation. 

“I’ll tell you what’s dangerous,” Bella declared. “I’m going to spontaneously 

combust one of these days—and you’ll have no one but yourself to blame.” 

She was absolutely right. I pushed her away to give us some separation.  

“What are you doing?” she complained, trying to pull herself back. 

“Protecting you from combustion. If this is too much for you…” 

“I can handle it,” she said, retracting her complaint and squirming up against me. 

“I’m sorry I gave you the wrong impression. I didn’t mean to make you unhappy. 

That wasn’t nice.” I was sincerely sorry, but that didn’t preclude me from wanting to do it 
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again.  

“Actually, it was very, very nice,” Bella whispered into my ear, sending a shiver 

down my back. 

I inhaled deeply to calm myself and then changed the subject. “Aren’t you tired? I 

should let you sleep.” 

“No, I’m not. I don’t mind if you want to give me the wrong impression again.” 

“That’s probably a bad idea. You’re not the only one who gets carried away.” 

“Yes, I am,” she grumbled. 

I chuckled at that. She did not know of the countless hours I spent during our nights 

together fantasizing about touching her as I wished to. 

“You have no idea, Bella. It doesn’t help that you are so eager to undermine my 

self–control, either.” 

“I’m not going to apologize for that.” 

It was definitely time to change the subject. And we had some outstanding issues. 

“Can I apologize?” I asked. 

“For what?” 

“You were angry with me, remember?” 

“Oh, that.” 

“I’m sorry. I was wrong. It’s much easier to have the proper perspective when I 

have you safely here.” I pulled her head against my chest and tightened my hold on her. “I 

go a little berserk when I try to leave you. I don’t think I’ll go so far again. It’s not worth 

it.” 

“Didn’t you find any mountain lions?” 

“Yes, I did, actually. Still not worth the anxiety. I’m sorry I had Alice hold you 

hostage, though. That was a bad idea.” 

“Yes,” Bella agreed. 

“I won’t do it again,” I promised. I had overreacted. And I wasn’t putting my faith 

in her the way that Carlisle always so generously did with me. She deserved my trust even 

if it was difficult to lend it. I hated the helplessness of not knowing, but that wasn’t her 

fault, or her problem, either. 

“Okay,” she said with no hesitation. “But slumber parties do have their 

advantages…” Bella moved closer and touched her lips to the hollow above my collarbone. 

“You can hold me hostage any time you want.”  

I did want, actually. I was learning all about wanting. “Mmm, I may take you up on 

that.”  

“So is it my turn now?” Bella asked. 

“Your turn?” 

“To apologize.” 

“What do you have to apologize for?” I could think of nothing. 

“Aren’t you mad at me?”  
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“No.” 

Bella seemed confused. “Didn’t you see Alice when you got home?” 

“Yes—why?” 

“Are you going to take her Porsche back?” 

“Of course not. It was a gift.” Why would she even think that? Is that what Alice 

believed?  

“Don’t you want to know what I did?” Bella inquired like a naughty child. 

I shrugged. “I’m always interested in everything you do—but you don’t have to tell 

me unless you want to.” 

“But I went to La Push.” 

“I know.” 

“And I ditched school.” 

“So did I.” I smiled. 

Bella’s fingers moved around my face in the dark, stroking a cheekbone, an 

eyebrow, my lips. “Where did all this tolerance come from?” 

I heaved a sigh. “I decided that you were right. My problem before was more about 

my…prejudice against werewolves than anything else. I’m going to try to be more 

reasonable and trust your judgment. If you say it’s safe, then I’ll believe you.” 

“Wow.” 

“And…most importantly…I’m not willing to let this drive a wedge between us.”  

Bella lay her head on my chest and sighed. I was going to try giving Bella the trust 

she deserved—and restrain my dislike for the wolves—but I was still curious. 

“So,” I began, trying to sound casual. “Did you make plans to go back to La Push 

again soon?”  

Bella tensed up as if she were waiting for a second shoe to drop. I quickly backed 

off.  

“Just so that I can make my own plans. I don’t want you to feel like you have to 

hurry back because I’m sitting around waiting for you.” 

“No, I don’t have plans go back.” Bella’s voice was high and tight. 

“Oh. You don’t have to do that for me,” I reiterated. I didn’t want her to feel like I 

was trying to control her. It only pushed her away from me. 

“I don’t think I’m welcome anymore,” Bella murmured in a pained voice. 

“Did you run over someone’s cat?” I asked lightly. She didn’t have to tell me what 

was private to her. I was determined to give her space to breathe—even if my curiosity 

killed me. 

“No.” She hesitated and looked away and then sighed and decided to tell me what 

was wrong. “I thought Jacob would have realized…I didn’t think it would surprise him.” 

I wasn’t sure what she meant, but I didn’t want to press her. 

“He wasn’t expecting…that it was so soon.” 

“Ah.” Now I understood. She had told him of her after–graduation plans. 
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“He said he’d rather see me dead.” Bella’s voice cracked on the last word. 

Anger ripped through me and I struggled to hide my fierce reaction from Bella. 

I hugged her to me. “I’m so sorry.” 

“I thought you’d be glad.” 

“Glad over something that’s hurt you? I don’t think so, Bella.” I spoke into her hair, 

which muffled the violent emotion I felt. 

Bella curled closer to me, as I struggled with a desire—again—to slam Jacob Black 

to the ground and stomp on him. Bella recognized my stress. 

“What’s wrong?” she whispered. 

“It’s nothing.” 

“You can tell me.” 

Just when I’d decided to practice tolerance… “It might make you angry.” 

“I still want to know.” 

I exhaled again to release some tension. “I could quite literally kill him for saying 

that to you. I want to.” 

Bella chuckled without humor. “I guess it’s a good thing you’ve got so much self–

control.” 

“I could slip.” I considered that possibility for a moment and found it pleasant. 

“If you’re going to have a lapse in control, I can think of a better place for it,” Bella 

said coyly as she tried to scoot upward to reach my lips.  

I was still angry with Jacob and that would make self–control more difficult all around, so 

I held her still. Pushing, pushing, pushing…always she was pushing me. I so wanted to 

surrender. 

“Must I always be the responsible one?” I complained. 

“No. Let me be in charge of responsibility for a few minutes…or hours,” she 

offered temptingly. 

“Goodnight, Bella.” At least I sounded firm. 

“Wait—there was something else I wanted to ask you about.” 

“What’s that?” 

“I was talking to Rosalie last night...,” she hesitated and I tensed. Would my sister’s 

words sway Bella either to hurry up or to delay her transformation? I was only beginning to 

understand my own motivation for being with Bella differently on this night. In all 

honesty—and against what I believed to be right—I’d caught myself anticipating the day 

when Bella and I would be the same…and free to make love. It hadn’t been conscious, but 

it was there. 

“Yes, she was thinking about that when I got in. She gave you quite a lot to 

consider, didn’t she?”  

In her matchless fashion, Bella completely surprised me. “She told me a little 

bit…about the time your family lived in Denali.” 

“Yes?” I had no idea what the significance of this topic might be. 
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“She mentioned something about a bunch of female vampires…and you.” 

Oh. Maybe Rosalie was trying to scare Bella away. I didn’t know what to say. 

“Don’t worry,” Bella finally said, breaking the silence. “She told me you didn’t… 

show any preference. But I was just wondering, you know, if any of them had. Shown a 

preference for you, I mean.” 

This was not a topic I felt comfortable discussing, my troubles with Tanya. Her 

feelings were her business and they had no relevance to Bella and me. 

But Bella pressed on. “Which one?” She tried to make the question sound off–the–

cuff—unsuccessfully. She really cared about the answer. “Or was there more than one?” 

Suddenly, I felt trapped. Damned if I do and damned if I don’t! 

“Alice will tell me,” Bella threatened. “I’ll go ask her right now.” 

Argh! I clutched her tightly in my arms, reluctant to talk about it, but also unwilling 

for her to ask anyone else. Nothing good could come of it. 

“It’s late,” I said to discourage her. Tanya was my own cross to bear. It embarrassed 

me even to think about her. “Besides, I think Alice stepped out…” She and Jasper had no 

doubt retreated to one of their more private love nests in the woods. 

“It’s bad. It’s really bad, isn’t it?” Bella asked in alarm. She was getting worked up 

over something that never happened. I suppose I had to tell her something. Dammit, 

Rosalie! 

“Calm down, Bella,” I soothed, kissing the tip of her nose. “You’re being absurd.” 

“Am I? Then why won’t you tell me?” 

“Because there’s nothing to tell. You’re blowing this wildly out of proportion.” 

“Which one?” She was relentless.  

I gave in. “Tanya expressed a little interest. I let her know, in a very courteous, 

gentlemanly fashion, that I did not return that interest. End of story.” 

“Tell me something—what does Tanya look like?” Bella tried for casual again. 

“Just like the rest of us—white skin, gold eyes,” I said, trying to brush off the 

question. 

“And, of course, extraordinarily beautiful,” Bella added. She was feeling insecure, 

obviously. And jealous! That was new… 

I shrugged indifferently. “I suppose, to human eyes. You know what, though?” 

“What?” Bella asked like a disgruntled child. 

I whispered directly into her ear. “I prefer brunettes.” The fact was that I preferred 

only one brunette over all others. 

“She’s a blonde. That figures.” 

“Strawberry blonde—not at all my type,” I told her. It appeared that I needed to 

jolly her out of her pout and I knew how to do that! 

I could almost hear Bella’s thoughts about Tanya running away with her while I 

brushed my lips down her cheek, over her jaw, down her throat and all the way back up. No 

response. I made another circuit and her petulance faltered. A third circuit and her body 
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relaxed.  

“I guess that’s okay, then,” Bella allowed. 

“Hmm.” My lips vibrated against her throat. “You’re quite adorable when you’re 

jealous. It’s surprisingly enjoyable.” I chuckled. 

Bella was not entirely at ease. 

“It’s late,” I crooned. “Sleep, my Bella. Dream happy dreams. You are the only one 

who has ever touched my heart. It will always be yours. Sleep, my only love.” 

I began to hum Bella’s lullaby to encourage her to shut her eyes and after a while, 

she did. 

 


