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8. Truce 
 

I ran through the woods behind Charlie’s house following the intruder’s scent. As Jasper 

and Emmett had told us, the trail headed straight east then south and ended abruptly on an 

old logging road. There was nothing new to be learned except that the escape vehicle had 

been a Ford Expedition with Perelli Scorpion all–terrain tires.  

The intruder probably had stolen the sport–utility vehicle, which told me a couple 

of things about him. First, that he had crummy taste in automobiles, and second, he was 

familiar with the area. He knew that he would need an off–road vehicle in the Olympic 

National Forest and he had knowledge of the region’s remote logging roads. He must be a 

local, even though we had never met any vampires from the area. The knowledge was 

mildly alarming, but it didn’t really help our cause. The Volturi might have recruited or 

created a vampire from the Puget Sound area. He wasn’t a newborn, though, or he probably 

would have killed Charlie. 

I retraced my steps to Bella’s house and heard her and Jacob talking in the kitchen.  

“When the werewolf is being nice,” Bella was saying, “…it’s the best.” 

“Thanks, Bells.” A moment of silence occurred before Jacob said, “Ugh. Your hair 

stinks worse than your room.” 

Ha! Jacob must have gotten a little too close to my girl. 

I went back to the street to check the mailbox, chuckling all the way. I’d been 

waiting for Bella to receive a letter and to my delight, it had arrived. I folded the legal–

sized envelope in half and put it in my pocket before heading toward the house. 

“He’s waiting for me to go. I can hear him outside,” Jacob said. 

“Oh.” Did I hear disappointment in Bella’s voice? They must be getting along or 

she wouldn’t be sorry to see him go. So, that was good…I suppose. 

“I’ll go out the back,” Jacob said. “Hold up a sec—hey, do you think you can come 

to La Push tonight? We’re having a bonfire party. Emily will be there, and you could meet 

Kim…And I know Quil wants to see you, too. He’s pretty peeved that you found out before 

he did.” 

“Yeah, Jake,” Bella answered hesitantly, “I don’t know about that. See, it’s a little 

tense right now….” 

“C’mon, you think somebody’s going to get past all—all six of us?”  

I smiled when he stuttered over the end of his sentence. What? Did Jacob have to 

count how many wolves were in his pack? Didn’t he know? 

“I’ll ask,” Bella said. 

“Is he your warden, now, too? You know, I saw this story on the news last week 
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about controlling, abusive teenage relationships and—” 

“Okay!” Bella cut in. “Time for the werewolf to get out!” 

I chuckled at her reaction, though the word “controlling” stung a little. 

“Bye, Bells. Be sure you ask permission,” Jacob mocked like a snot–nosed brat. 

The kitchen door slammed, signaling his exit.  

I let myself in through the front door and immediately smelled his blood. That was 

odd. Maybe Bella had stabbed him. As I entered the kitchen, I looked around for the 

evidence and saw a bloody knife on the counter. She did stab him! Interesting… 

“Did you two get into a fight?” I asked from the doorway. 

“Edward!” Bella called happily as she ran across the room and threw herself into 

my arms. 

“Hi, there.” I laughed and pulled her close. “Are you trying to distract me? It’s 

working.” 

“No, I didn’t fight with Jacob. Much. Why?” 

“I was just wondering why you stabbed him. Not that I object.” I gestured toward 

the bloody knife. 

“Dang! I thought I got everything.” 

Bella pulled away and dashed to the sink. She dropped in the knife and poured 

bleach over it, a clean–up routine she’d learned from my family. Bleach didn’t eliminate 

the scent of blood entirely, but it made what remained unpalatable. 

“I didn’t stab him,” Bella explained. “He forgot he had a knife in his hand.” 

I laughed. “That’s not nearly as fun as the way I imagined it.” 

“Be nice,” Bella chided. 

“I got your mail,” I said, changing the subject. I pulled the long envelope from my 

pocket and tossed it on the counter near her.  

“Anything good?” 

“I think so.” 

Bella reached for the envelope and examined the return address. 

“Dartmouth? Is this a joke?” 

“I’m sure it’s an acceptance. It looks exactly like mine.” 

“Good grief, Edward—what did you do?” 

“I sent in your application, that’s all,” I replied innocently. I hadn’t done anything 

else, but I couldn’t answer for what my father might have done on my behalf. 

“I may not be Dartmouth material, but I’m not stupid enough to believe that.” 

“Dartmouth seems to think that you’re Dartmouth material,” I said changing the 

subject. 

Bella remained silent for a while before answering. “That’s very generous of them.  

However, accepted or not, there is still the minor matter of tuition. I can’t afford it, and I’m 

not letting you throw away enough money to buy yourself another sports car just so that I 

can pretend to go to Dartmouth next year.” 
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“I don’t need another sports car. And you don’t have to pretend anything,” I said. 

“One year of college wouldn’t kill you. Maybe you’d even like it. Just think about it, Bella. 

Imagine how excited Charlie and Renee would be….”  

I saw Bella’s eyes light up as she considered her parents’ delight. What she 

wouldn’t do for herself, she would do for them, and the better part of me still wanted her to 

experience more of her human life before she threw it away.  

“Edward,” Bella finally replied. “I’m worried about living through graduation, let 

alone this summer or next fall.” 

I heard the fear in her voice and hurried to wrap her protectively in my arms. “No 

one is going to hurt you,” I promised. “You have all the time in the world.” 

Bella wasn’t buying my reassurance.  

“I’m mailing the contents of my bank account to Alaska tomorrow. It’s all the alibi 

I need. It’s far enough away that Charlie won’t expect a visit until Christmas at the earliest. 

And I’m sure I’ll think of some excuse by then.” Bella continued after another moment. 

“You know, this whole secrecy and deception thing is kind of a pain.”  

Mildly annoyed at her willful innocence, I said, “It gets easier. After a few decades, 

everyone you know is dead. Problem solved.”  

Bella flinched like she’d been struck and I immediately regretted my words. 

“Sorry, that was harsh.” 

“But still true,” Bella admitted, avoiding my eyes. 

“If I get this resolved, whatever it is we’re dealing with, will you please consider 

waiting?” I pleaded. 

“Nope.” 

“Always so stubborn.” 

“Yep.” 

Bang! Bang! Bang!  

Bella started at the loud noise. The ancient washing machine had become 

unbalanced, causing the rotating drum to crash into its metal housing. 

“Stupid piece of junk,” Bella grumbled, moving to the machine and reaching inside 

to reposition a wet towel. They needed a new one, but I knew Bella wouldn’t accept such a 

gift. 

“This reminds me,” Bella mentioned. “Could you ask Alice what she did with my 

stuff when she cleaned my room? I can’t find it anywhere.” 

“Alice cleaned your room?” I asked doubtfully. 

“Yeah, I guess that’s what she was doing. When she came to get my pajamas and 

pillow and stuff to hold me hostage.” She paused to give me a dirty look for my part in that 

episode and then added, “She picked up everything that was lying around, my shirts, my 

socks, and I don’t know where she put them.” 

That didn’t sound like something Alice would do, get her hands dirty picking up 

after someone else. She was a decorator, not a cleaner. Soiled clothes? I didn’t think so…  
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Then I froze. “When did you notice your things were missing?” 

“When I got back from the fake slumber party. Why?” 

“I don’t think Alice took anything. Not your clothes, or your pillow. The things that 

were taken, these were things you’d worn…and touched…and slept on?” 

“Yes. What is it, Edward?” 

I hesitated before answering reluctantly, “Things with your scent.” 

“Oh!” 

We looked at each other. The ramifications were clear. 

“My visitor,” Bella mumbled. 

“He was gathering traces…evidence. To prove that he’d found you?” 

“Why?” Bella whispered. 

“I don’t know. But, Bella, I swear I will find out. I will.” 

“I know you will,” she said with sad resignation and leaned her head against my 

chest.  

My cell phone vibrated in my jacket pocket and I pulled it out. “Just the person I 

need to talk to,” I muttered to myself and flipped open the phone. “Carlisle, I—” My father 

was already speaking so I cut my sentence short.  

“Edward, have you seen today’s headlines? The murders are accelerating and the 

perpetrators are making no attempts to cover their tracks. Something is bound to happen 

soon.” 

“I’ll check it out,” I promised and then broke our bad news. “Listen, whoever was 

in Bella’s room took clothes she had worn and the pillow from her bed. He was collecting 

items with her scent on them.” 

“As tracking material, do you think?” 

“Or proof that she’s still human.” 

“Do you think it’s the Volturi then?” 

“Maybe.” The unidentifiable scent gave us no sure answers. 

“Emmett wants to go to Seattle and do some surveillance,” Carlisle said. “Perhaps 

it’s time we did, except that Alice can’t see us there, can’t see what will happen if we go.” 

“Maybe I’ll go…,” I said, thinking how useful it would be to read the minds of the 

perpetrators. Then I glanced at Bella and thought twice. She needed me with her. “Maybe 

not. Don’t let Emmett go alone, you know how he gets. At least ask Alice to keep an eye on 

things. We’ll figure this out later.” Bella was my first priority. 

“Okay, we’ll talk when you get home,” Carlisle agreed. 

I shut the phone. “Where’s the paper?” I asked Bella. 

“Um, I’m not sure. Why?” 

“I need to see something. Did Charlie already throw it out?” 

“Maybe…” 

I popped out the back door and found the sodden paper in the recycle bin. I took it 

inside and spread it on the kitchen table:  
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Murder Epidemic Continues—Police Have No New Leads 

I scanned the article. In the last three months, the death toll had risen to thirty–five 

bodies found in the streets or floating in Puget Sound. Some were missing limbs; most had 

crushed and fractured bones; all had been burned beyond recognition. Random acts of 

violence—overturned vehicles, broken plate glass, large fires—accompanied the deaths 

and no witnesses were ever found. 

“Carlisle’s right…yes…very sloppy. Young and crazed? Or a death wish?” I 

muttered. 

“It’s getting worse,” Bella commented, reading around my shoulder. 

It was baffling. “Altogether out of control. This can’t be the work of just one 

newborn vampire. What’s going on? It’s as if they’ve never heard of the Volturi. Which is 

possible, I guess. No one has explained the rules to them…so who is creating them, then?” 

“The Volturi?” Bella echoed. 

“This is exactly the kind of thing they routinely wipe out—immortals who threaten 

to expose us. They just cleaned up a mess like this a few years ago in Atlanta, and it hadn’t 

gotten nearly this bad. They will intervene soon, very soon, unless we can find some way to 

calm the situation. I’d really rather they didn’t come to Seattle just now. As long as they’re 

this close…they might decide to check on you.” If they haven’t already. 

Bella shuddered. “What can we do?” 

“We need to know more before we can decide that. Perhaps if we can talk to these 

young ones, explain the rules, it can be resolved peacefully.” I had serious doubts, though. 

They were already so far out of control that there might be no reasoning with them. “We’ll 

wait until Alice has an idea of what’s going on,” I told Bella. “We don’t want to step in 

until it’s absolutely necessary. After all, it’s not our responsibility. But it’s good we have 

Jasper. If we are dealing with newborns, he’ll be helpful.” 

“Jasper? Why?”  

I smiled humorlessly. “Jasper is sort of an expert on young vampires.” 

“What do you mean, an expert?” 

“You’ll have to ask him—the story is involved.” I preferred that Bella find out 

directly from the source. It was too easy for me to share what I knew rather than what I’d 

been told. 

“What a mess,” Bella muttered. 

“It does feel that way, doesn’t it? Like it’s coming at us from all sides these days.” I 

sighed. “Do you ever think that your life might be easier if you weren’t in love with me?” 

“Maybe. It wouldn’t be much of a life, though.” 

“For me,” I noted. “And now, I suppose,” I said, changing the subject, “you have 

something you want to ask me?” 

Bella looked confused. “I do?” 

“Or maybe not.” I grinned. “I was rather under the impression that you’d promised 

to ask my permission to go to some kind of werewolf soirée tonight.” 



Eclipse: Edward  90 

P.A. Lassiter  Twilight: The Missing Pieces 

“Eavesdropping again?” 

I chuckled. “Just a bit, at the very end.” 

“Well, I wasn’t going to ask you anyway. I figured you had enough to stress about.” 

I lifted her chin to read her eyes as I asked her, “Would you like to go?” 

“It’s no big thing. Don’t worry about it.” 

“You don’t have to ask my permission, Bella. I’m not your father— thank heaven 

for that. Perhaps you should ask Charlie, though.” 

“But you know Charlie will say yes.” 

“I do have a bit more insight into his probable answer than most people would, it’s 

true.” I smiled and waited for her to tell me what she wanted to do. If she wanted to go, I 

would not object.  

She just looked at me blankly. 

“Bella,” I said softly. “I told you that I was going to be reasonable and trust your 

judgment. I meant that. If you trust the werewolves, then I’m not going to worry about 

them.” 

“Wow,” she said, surprised. 

“And Jacob’s right—about one thing, anyway—a pack of werewolves ought to be 

enough to protect even you for one evening.” 

“Are you sure?” 

“Of course. Only…” 

Bella stiffened. 

“I hope you won’t mind taking a few precautions? Allowing me to drive you to the 

boundary line, for one. And then taking a cell phone, so that I’ll know when to pick you 

up?” 

“That sounds…very reasonable.” 

“Excellent.” I smiled at her. I suddenly realized that I was okay with Bella being on 

the reservation. The Quileute cared about her. The pack had tracked and killed Laurent 

when he’d been ready to feed on her. And obviously, Jacob loved her.  

 

*** 

 

In the late afternoon, I went outside to check on Alice who had taken over sentry duty from 

Emmett, who had taken over from Jasper.  

“It came!” Alice announced. 

“So quickly?” 

“Yes, it’s in the garage with Bella’s outfit. I picked a red helmet to match the 

motorcycle. It has a visor and a drop–down face shield. The leather jacket is doeskin, black 

with red side panels and it’s…well…let’s just say you’re going to like it—a lot!” She 

winked at me and grinned. “I know you didn’t ask for it, but I also bought the matching 

leather pants and the leather chaps because I couldn’t decide. You might have to start Bella 
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with the helmet and jacket and work up to the pants.” Trust Alice to be more interested in 

the clothing than in the remarkable machine I had purchased just that morning from Euro 

Motors in Olympia.  

I had considered acquiring a motorcycle for a long time and I knew that the Ducati 

was the finest high–performance motorcycle money could buy. An 848—light, 

maneuverable, fast—was the perfect choice and silver was my color. I bought it over the 

phone and wired the agreed–upon amount to the dealer. They would deliver it at their 

earliest opportunity. Done. I’d also talked to Alice about buying Bella’s riding gear and 

she’d decided that it was close enough to fashion that she should drive her Porsche to 

Olympia and shop for the helmet and leathers herself.  

“Jazz is impressed.” 

“Has he ever ridden a motorcycle?” 

“No, you know he’s always been more comfortable on horses.” Alice smiled.  

Jasper was an officer in the US Cavalry during the American Civil War (or the War 

of Northern Aggression, as the Southerners prefer to call it) and is the second oldest 

vampire in our family. He’d never taken to driving quite the way the rest of us had. 

“Thank you, Alice. That was fast, even for you.” 

“It gave me a chance to drive my new car, which would give the Ducati a run for its 

money, by the way.” 

“I’m not so sure about that.” She was begging for a road race, which would be fun. 

“Don’t tell Bella. I want to surprise her.” 

“Of course.” 

Charlie drove his police cruiser up the street a short while later, back from fishing. 

Alice went to greet him and say hi to Bella, while I ran some lines through the woods, 

searching for new scent trails. 

On my return I heard Alice say from inside the house, “No, I can’t stay, but thank 

you, Charlie. I’m just running some errands. Bye, Bella! See you later!” 

Alice came back to the woods to resume her watch and I went to help Bella make 

dinner. As I entered the house, Bella was asking Charlie about attending the Quileute 

bonfire. 

“Sure, go on! Billy would love to see you,” Charlie said before retiring to the living 

room couch to watch television. With the TV blaring in the background, Bella called Jacob 

to tell him she would be coming to the reservation for the bonfire. 

“Edward suggested escorting me to the boundary for safety’s sake. Can you pick 

me up there? And I’ll call for him to meet us there when I’m ready to go home… Okay… 

Good. I’ll see you at six o’clock on La Push Road.” 

When she hung up, Bella looked over like she was waiting for me to object to 

something, but the arrangements sounded fine to me. 

“Edward,” she said under her breath as she fried a hamburger for Charlie. “I’d like 

to take my motorcycle out to Jacob’s and leave it there. After I’m changed…I want him to 
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have it to sell. He should reap the benefits from his work if it’s worth anything.” 

Oh no! I wasn’t exactly ready for Bella to see the Ducati. I didn’t want her to think 

I was trying to intrude on her friendship with Jacob. I had more or less assumed that she 

had brought her motorcycle to our house because she didn’t want to ride with him 

anymore. Perhaps I had jumped the gun by buying my own motorcycle, but there was 

nothing to be done about it now. 

Bella followed me home in her truck and when I opened the garage door, she 

immediately spied the Ducati sitting next to her rustic road bike. 

“What is that?”  

“Nothing,” I muttered. 

“It doesn’t look like nothing.” 

I was reluctant to admit to my ill–considered plan, but she kept staring at me. 

“Well,” I began, “I didn’t know if you were going to forgive your friend, or he you, 

and I wondered if you would still want to ride your bike anyway. It sounded like it was 

something that you enjoyed. I thought I could go with you, if you wished.” I shrugged, 

brushing it off. 

Bella looked at the Ducati with an indecipherable frown. She seemed troubled by it 

and I felt embarrassed by my presumption. 

“I wouldn’t be able to keep up with you,” Bella murmured. 

I didn’t want to make her unhappy. I put my hand under her chin and pushed up the 

corner of her mouth with my index finger. “I’d keep pace with you, Bella.” 

“That wouldn’t be much fun for you.” 

“Of course it would, if we were together.” 

Bella considered for a moment before explaining her discomfort. “Edward, if you 

thought I was going too fast or losing control of the bike or something, what would you 

do?” 

I would save her, of course. I would intervene so that she wouldn’t get hurt. And 

then I realized that the risk was why she liked to ride her motorcycle in the first place. It 

was also one of the reasons she liked to be with Jacob—he let her take risks whereas I never 

could.  

I smiled. “This is something you do with Jacob. I see that now.” There were things 

Jacob Black could give Bella that I could not. 

“It’s just that, well, I don’t slow him down so much, you know. I could try, I 

guess…” 

“Don’t worry about it,” I said quickly, trying to laugh it off. “Jasper was admiring 

it. Perhaps it’s time he discovered a new way to travel. After all, Alice has her Porsche 

now.” 

“Edward, I—” 

I interrupted her words with a kiss. “I said not to worry. But would you do 

something for me?” 
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“Whatever you need.” 

I reached behind the Ducati where Alice had stashed the helmet and riding jacket. 

“Please?” I requested, predicting her objection. 

She took the helmet warily. “I’ll look stupid.” 

“No, you’ll look smart. Smart enough not to get yourself hurt.” I tossed the jacket 

over my forearm and then put one hand on each of her cheeks. “There are things between 

my hands right now that I can’t live without. You could take care of them.” 

“Okay, fine. What’s that other thing?” she asked, pulling the helmet over her head. 

“It’s a riding jacket. I hear road rash is quite uncomfortable, not that I would know 

myself.” 

I held it out and Bella reluctantly slipped it on. I engaged the angled zipper across 

the front—black leather on her tiny frame. It was almost shockingly…hot. I tried not to 

grin like a lecher as I backed up a step to take a good look at her. 

“Be honest, how hideous do I look?” 

I moved back a little further and surveyed her again. Still…hot…very hot. I pursed 

my lips to hide my uncontrollable grin. 

“That bad, huh?”  

“No, no, Bella. Actually…” I hesitated. She was going to think I was making fun of 

her. “You look…sexy.” 

Bella snorted dismissively. “Right.” 

“Very sexy, really.” 

“You are just saying that so I’ll wear it,” Bella argued. “But that’s okay. You’re 

right, it’s smarter.” 

I put my arms around her and pulled her to me. “You’re silly. I suppose that’s part 

of your charm. Though, I’ll admit it, this helmet does have its drawbacks.”  

I grabbed it by the sides and angled it off her head, setting it down on the 

motorcycle seat so I could kiss my beautiful, leather–clad angel properly. I could imagine 

how the soft leather would cling to her cute, round behind. It was probably just as well that 

she wasn’t wearing the matching pants.  

Bella wrapped her arms around my neck and pulled herself to me as her fingers 

tangled through my hair and her body curved into mine. I leaned forward, pausing just 

before my lips met hers and looked into her eyes. Her mouth gapped opened and I matched 

my lips to hers, our tongues touching in the middle where they began a slow, sensuous 

dance. Her eyes closed, Bella began to moan, creating a sympathetic echo inside my mouth 

and a rumble in my chest. I felt my breath speed up to match hers and I pulled her even 

closer. Mmmm…  

She took a small step toward me then, pushing one thigh between mine until our 

legs were locked together. I felt her pressing into my thigh and I gasped to understand her 

desire so directly. With no thoughts left in my head, I pressed back. 

Ahhh… I wanted her badly. I froze and struggled with myself for a moment—desire 
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versus danger. Then I stepped back to put a sliver of space between us. She tried to follow, 

but I held her still with a hand on the side of her waist. 

“Bella…” I sighed as I tried to calm my breathing. I didn’t dare tell her how crazy 

she made me—she would take it as an open invitation. Not possible, I told myself sternly. 

I gently unlocked her grip around my neck and touched her flushed lips with my 

finger, feeling the heat radiating from them. 

“We better get going. Jacob will be waiting,” I whispered before moving away. 

I loaded the motorcycle and helmet into the trunk of my car while Bella unzipped 

her jacket. Then I helped her out of it and folded it, placing it beside the helmet before 

shutting the trunk. 

Bella remained quiet for several miles before breaking the silence. “You know 

what this reminds me of? It’s just like when I was a kid and Renee would pass me off to 

Charlie for the summer. I feel like a seven–year–old.” 

I laughed. 

Halfway down La Push Road we rounded a curve and saw Jacob’s car sitting on the 

side of the road—a red Volkswagen Rabbit. He was leaning against it with his arms 

crossed over his chest looking solemn. I pulled my car off the road about fifteen yards from 

the border line and turned off the engine then popped the trunk. 

On his side of the line, Jacob’s thoughts were loud and clear. She loves me. I know 

she does. If the bloodsucker hadn’t come back, she would know it by now. I have to make 

her see it. I HAVE to. 

Oh great! I thought, annoyed. He’s got plans. Would he act on them tonight? He 

was thinking that he didn’t have much time left to play his hand. Well, that’s just super. 

Bella and I climbed out of the car and walked around to the open trunk. 

“Call me whenever you’re ready to come home,” I said. “And I’ll be here.” 

“I won’t be out late,” she promised. 

I unloaded the motorcycle and handed Bella her helmet and jacket before shutting 

the trunk. She would push the bike across the border since I couldn’t go there and Jacob 

wouldn’t come to us. Bella put the helmet under her arm and the jacket over the seat. 

“Do you have it all?” 

“No problem,” she said, turning for a quick goodbye kiss, but that wasn’t what I 

had in mind. It was childish, I suppose, but I felt the sudden urge to underline the fact that 

Bella was my girl. I leaned over the motorcycle seat, took Bella’s face in my hands and 

planted a long, drawn–out kiss on her lips. She responded enthusiastically as always, her 

heart speeding up and her breaths coming short and fast. I was betting that she’d forgotten 

all about Jacob standing across the way and that pleased me no end. It did not please Jacob, 

however, and I laughed. 

“Goodbye,” I murmured to Bella. “I really do like the jacket.” As she walked away, 

I felt a strong pull to follow. It was hard to let her walk into that den of wolves—and into 

his arms.  
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“What’s all that?” Jacob asked, referring to the motorcycle and gear. 

“I thought I should put this back where it belongs,” Bella told him. Jacob smiled 

broadly when Bella crossed the boundary line and he hurried to her. 

I’ll show him, he thought, propping the bike on its kickstand and picking Bella up in 

his big, animal arms.  

I wasn’t about to give him the satisfaction! I rushed back to my car, started the 

engine, and jammed the accelerator to the floor before he could look up and read the 

irritation on my face. 


