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1. FAMILY MATTERS 
 

The engagement was back on! Not that it had been off, exactly, but I had prepared myself 

to let go of the idea of marriage.  

The “Jacob Factor” was not a problem that could be solved, I decided, but at least 

Bella had made her decision and the process of acceptance—on all of our parts—had 

begun. I don’t know that it will ever be finished. I’d told Bella, when she tried to remove 

her charm bracelet with Jacob’s wolf carving, to keep it on. It is part of who she is. Jacob is 

part of who I am now too, though he’s presumably far away.  

After Bella told Jacob that she and I were to be married and that she would be 

changed to a vampire afterward, Jacob had stuck around only until Carlisle gave him a 

clean bill of health. Having healed from his battle wounds acquired fighting the newborn 

vampire army, Jacob wasted no time in phasing to his wolf self and running away. I didn’t 

know where he was, but the wolf pack and Billy probably did. Maybe Bella did too. 

Bella and I have reestablished our original agreement, the one where she will 

accept college tuition and a new car from me, and I will make love with her after we’re 

married and before she becomes a vampire. It occurs to me that of non-homosexual men in 

America, I might be the most difficult for a woman to bed in all of history. Probably not, 

but I’m sure Bella thinks so. It still frightens me that I’ve promised her, but I’ve decided to 

worry about that later. For now, I’m just thrilled that she’s wearing her engagement ring! 

So far, nobody has walked up to her on the street and exclaimed at how valuable it 

is; likewise for the “crystal” hanging from her charm bracelet. I think modern folks don’t 

always recognize the value of antique things unless they are in the business. It’s just as 

well. Bella is so averse to my giving her anything of value that she’d probably try to give it 

all back. Like the car…. 

Things were just fine—well, relatively fine, given Bella’s distaste for nice 

cars—until a couple of auto aficionados approached her on the street and asked if they 

could take a picture of themselves with her “before” car. That’s the car I provided for her to 

drive until she is changed. It doesn’t look so much different than Carlisle’s Mercedes sedan 

and Bella had no knowledge of its pedigree. 

Carlisle has given us—well, me, actually, since I never intended for Bella to 

know—the most amazing engagement present by calling in a big favor from his past. In the 

1990s, we were living outside of Washington, D.C., in Maryland, where Carlisle was 

working night shift at the Bethesda Naval Hospital and teaching medical students. Late one 

night, he received a phone call from his friend, Dr. Connie Mariano, Rear Admiral in the 

U.S. Navy. She had been appointed Physician to the President—yes, the President of the 

United States. 
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She was calling to request a consultation with Carlisle at the White House. A 

limousine arrived at our house to pick him up and convey him there, complete with Secret 

Service agents who grilled him the entire journey and then searched his person before 

letting him enter the famous abode. 

The President’s son was visiting for the weekend with a business partner from 

Texas and the latter had become ill. Dr. Connie (as her friends call her), was stumped by his 

symptoms and, being entirely new to the President’s service, was concerned that she might 

lose the job before she’d even had time to establish herself in it. 

When Carlisle arrived at the White House, the Secret Service officers escorted him 

to Dr. Connie’s office and they walked together to the guest quarters, where the hapless 

businessman awaited. From three rooms away, Carlisle knew what was wrong with the 

man, but he kept the information to himself until after his interview with the patient. 

Following a cursory examination, he conferred with Dr. Connie outside.  

“What do you make of it?” she inquired. 

“Test his liver. I believe that you’ll discover the source of the problem.” 

The next morning, Dr. Connie called Carlisle with the news. 

“The patient’s liver is hepatic. How did you know, Carlisle?” 

“It was the smell. I’m sure you must have noticed it.” 

“Well…yes, he did smell rather offensive, but he wouldn’t be the first ill patient 

I’ve seen who had body odor.” 

“What did he smell like to you?” Carlisle asked. 

“Hmm…it reminded me of rotting garbage, or maybe fish that has gone bad.” 

“Exactly,” Carlisle replied. “The condition is called Trimethylaminuria, commonly 

known as ‘Fish Odor Syndrome.’ Ask him how long he’s had trouble with body odor. Or 

rather, ask him whether other people have mentioned it to him and when. The afflicted 

person usually can’t smell it, and neither can his familiars, since they become inured to the 

odor.” 

“But isn’t that a rare genetic disorder? He’s a middle-aged man.” 

“Yes it is, but the syndrome also can be acquired later in life by severe liver 

damage, in his case, by hepatitis. I take it he didn’t know he had hepatitis.” 

“He says not, but he’s had it a long time, I think. His liver is seriously 

compromised. I’m just surprised he hasn’t had major symptoms before. He says that he 

stopped drinking alcohol years ago because it gave him such severe hangovers.” 

“Probably, they weren’t hangovers at all, but a result of extra stress on the unsound 

organ.” 

“Yes, that makes sense. He’s an international businessman, so I presume he got the 

disease while traveling overseas somewhere,” Dr. Connie commented. 

“Hepatitis vaccines are sure a good idea for travelers like him.” 

“Yup…too late for that now. Anyway, I don’t know how to thank you, Carlisle. 

You’ve certainly saved my ego, if not my job! I’m too new here to fail at diagnosing a 
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White House guest. This is the time for building confidence in my skills, not doubt. 

So…you know…if you ever need a favor, you only have to call and I’ll do whatever I can. 

I owe you.” 

“You’re more than welcome. I’m glad I could be of use to you,” he said, before 

hanging up the phone. 

Twelve years later, Carlisle returned that phone call. After nine years at the White 

House, Dr. Connie had left and opened a concierge physician service in Scottsdale, 

Arizona (Bella’s old stomping ground). She provides presidential-quality care to rich, 

important, or famous people for a price. She had asked Carlisle to join her team, but 

working on-call hours in sunny Arizona just wasn’t possible for someone with sparkling 

skin. He wasn’t crazy about treating famous people for minor illnesses anyway, preferring 

to work in an emergency room or hospital where the cases were likely to be more 

challenging and he could do a greater overall service (and keep a lower profile).  

One of the perquisites that Dr. Connie provides her clients is armored car 

transportation, to and from her clinic or the hospital. People like Henry Kissinger or the 

Sultan of Brunei, for instance, appreciate that sort of thing, as well as hip-hop musicians 

and Hollywood stars. She keeps a fleet of four armored vehicles for just such purposes. 

When Carlisle asked if he could rent one of her vehicles for three months, she 

immediately consented without asking probing questions, and wouldn’t take money for it. 

(Carlisle is paying for the delivery, maintenance, and insurance while we have it. Just that 

will cost him nearly as much as he paid for Isle Esme, which, incidentally, Esme is loaning 

us for our honeymoon—another amazing gift.) When the vehicle arrived in Forks, I 

discovered it was a Mercedes Guardian, a four-door sedan with all the luxuries and gadgets 

you can think of, and lots of things you’d never know were there at all…like the two tons of 

armor plating and the rocket-proof glass. It has a V12 engine with 517 horsepower. 

Jasper and Emmett are getting a huge kick out of Bella’s driving a missile-proof 

car. They have several bets between them about whether she’ll discover what she’s driving, 

and whether she’ll wreck it in the three months it’s here. Actually, Jasper might not realize 

that Bella is an excellent driver…not by our standards, of course, but for a human, she’s 

extremely cautious and sensible. 

I took a lot of heat when Bella discovered the nature of her “before” car. She 

thought I was making fun of her, but that never crossed my mind. I’ve just come so close to 

losing her several times that I will do anything I can think of to help keep her safe until she 

is changed. When I explained that to her, she seemed slightly less offended. 

Of course, I’m excited about her “after” car too. I already picked it up and put it in 

the garage under a tarp. Probably, she hasn’t been curious enough to see what it is (a Ferrari 

F430…red), but I trust that after she is changed, she will appreciate it a great deal more. 

I’m expecting her finally to understand the Cullens’ penchant for fast, powerful cars once 

she is a vampire. There’s something about our ability to run many dozen times faster than a 

human that makes us impatient when driving around at 55 miles per hour. None of us can 
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tolerate it, not even Esme. 

Bella thinks that I sabotaged her truck so that I could buy her a new car. As part of 

our extended, more detailed bargain, Bella agreed to accept a new car “if and when” the old 

red demon breathed its last breath. The word “sabotage” is a little strong, I’d say. Not 

telling her that she shouldn’t drive it all the way home after the engine overheats is benign 

neglect at worst. A blown-out head gasket was the result of that particular 

“miscommunication,” but it could have happened just as easily by a faulty installation. I’m 

not going to mention that right now because I’m pretty sure that Jacob installed it. 

Of course Rosalie, or even I, could fix it, assuming we could find the old Chevy 

parts, but Rosalie wasn’t exactly amenable to helping Bella out and Emmett thinks the 

truck is an insult to modern automotive technology. I happen to know that the engine 

mounts are rusting out and I’d rather she didn’t drive it for safety’s sake anyway, so I’m 

unlikely to volunteer my knowledge. Besides, with the Mercedes Guardian waiting in the 

wings, what would be the point, really?  

Thinking of Jacob sent my mind rushing back to that dreadful night when Bella 

broke up with the broken Jacob. It was an extremely rough night for both of us (and for 

Jacob too, no doubt). Somehow, we got through it. 

The following morning, I expressed my misgivings about proceeding with our 

plans. If Jacob was so important to her that she could suffer that much at letting him go, 

how could I possibly marry her? Bella remained adamant that she knew what she wanted 

and eventually, I let her convince me to trust her words. 

We’d gone to my house to find Alice then and let her in on our news. She was 

waiting for us on the porch, channeling a pogo stick in her excitement.  

“Thank you, Bella!” she called out, thrilled at the prospect of planning our 

wedding. 

Bella hurried to set a few limits on Alice, though I assumed my sister would 

disregard them if she felt it necessary. Alice revealed that she’d already ordered Bella’s 

designer gown, probably months before. I began to worry that Alice’s pushy enthusiasm 

would change Bella’s mind and send her running for the door. But much to my surprise, it 

didn’t. I couldn’t understand why she was going along with Alice’s plans so calmly.  

Alice had specified a 1920s-style designer dress. It was as if she were planning my 

perfect, early-century wedding. I could hope that it would make Bella happy too, but I 

knew she wasn’t accepting all this because she wanted it. Her acceptance was a gift to 

Alice and maybe to me, and I wasn’t altogether sure that I should go along with it. This was 

supposed to be her day, not Alice’s, and really, not mine either. 

Alice had banned me from the dress viewing, so I took a moment to listen in on her 

thoughts. I was surprised to read that Alice had not been sure Bella would agree to the 

marriage and her relief was now palpable. Normally, she would have been smug about 

knowing Bella’s mind practically before Bella did. Then, between Alice’s explanation of 

why Bella’s wedding dress was already in Forks all the way from Paris—“just in case,” 
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Alice claimed—and showing off her Maid of Honor dress, I read that Alice had ordered her 

own dress not knowing for sure that she would be asked to attend Bella. Why hadn’t Alice 

known? 

The reason, of course, was the same one as always…the decision had only just been 

made. My chest tightened sharply and I drew in my breath as I realized with clarity that 

Bella’s decision truly had been in question. Alice was still feeling some sadness over 

Bella’s struggle to choose “between two good things.” 

Being able to read others’ thoughts isn’t always a comfortable thing. In the back of 

my mind, I’d hoped that there was no competition between Jacob and me, that in the final 

analysis, I was “the one” and had always been so. It appeared that that wasn’t the case, 

though. Bella said it had always been me, but she had struggled with her choice. Being with 

Jacob would have been easier for Bella in so many ways, and more natural, certainly, than 

what I could offer her.  

It hurt imagining Bella’s future with Jacob…their living on the reservation raising 

dark-haired children, half Bella, half Jacob; Bella loving Jacob, becoming part of the tribe, 

keeping Charlie and Renee in her life; Bella becoming older with him, watching their 

children raise their grandchildren.  

This had been Bella’s dream before she let it go and her future morphed into 

something with a much different outcome. Her compromise saddened me. I wanted to give 

her children, to age with her, to live to see our grandchildren grow, and then to 

expire…together. It could never be. There was no way back to that life for me, and it 

pained me that Bella would be barred from it too. But I loved her with every fiber of my 

being—I could not exist without her. Selfishly, I would let her choose me and a future that 

was not as good for her as her potential future with Jacob. How could I live with myself 

knowing that?  

Alice interrupted my thoughts when she dashed out of the room, yelling, “Esme!” 

Bella trailed slowly behind.  

“That was very, very nice of you,” I said, looking into her eyes. 

“She seems happy,” Bella said. 

It was one of those moments when I wished with all my heart that I could read her 

thoughts. I kept searching her face, trying to know her mind. Why was she suddenly okay 

with all of this? I felt more separate from her just then than I had before she’d agreed to 

marry me. What if she was going along with all of this for the wrong reasons? I needed 

some time alone with her. 

“Let’s get out of here. Let’s go to our meadow,” I suggested impulsively. 

“I guess I don’t have to hide out anymore, do I?” 

“No. The danger is behind us.”  

I carried her on my back in the usual way. The storm had passed, but the ground 

was wet and the sky was low and dark with clouds. At least the days were long at this time 

of the year.  
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Bella lay on the damp grass and gazed up at the sky. I lay next to her and took her 

hand in mine. I needed to know what was going on in her head. I didn’t trust this new, 

“accepting” Bella. 

“August thirteenth?” I inquired, referring to the first of three conditions Bella had 

stipulated for Alice’s wedding plans. 

“That gives me a month until my birthday. I didn't want to cut it too close.” 

That again, I sighed to myself. Bella was hurrying to be changed before she added 

another human year to her age, as if it mattered. 

“Esme is three years older than Carlisle—technically. Did you know that?” 

Bella shook her head. 

“It hasn't made any difference to them.” 

“My age is not really that important, Edward. I’m ready. I’ve chosen my life—now 

I want to start living it.”  

That response was somewhat comforting. It was the most reasonable answer Bella 

had ever given to the question, “What’s your hurry?” Regardless of my body’s appearance, 

I was still almost a hundred years older than her. I stroked her beautiful, 18-year-old, 

mahogany-colored locks. 

“The guest list veto?” The second of Bella’s conditions. Who did she want to 

exclude? 

“I don't care really, but I....” Bella’s reluctance to answer was obvious. “I’m not 

sure if Alice would feel the need to invite…a few werewolves. I don't know if…Jake would 

feel like…like he should come. Like that’s the right thing to do, or that I’d get my feelings 

hurt if he didn’t. He shouldn’t have to go through that.” 

I thought that over for a second, considering what I would want if I were in Jacob’s 

shoes. Then I put the thought aside. 

 I still didn’t understand what was going on in Bella’s mind. She seemed to have 

collapsed under Alice’s pressure, and mine, showing no signs of resistance to the marriage 

or to Alice’s elaborate wedding plans. One thing I did know was that Alice wasn’t giving 

Bella her dream wedding. Bella didn’t even like weddings. 

I had to know what was going on. This wasn’t right. This wasn’t my Bella. I rolled 

toward her abruptly, grabbed her around the waist, and rolled back, pulling her onto my 

chest with her face close to mine. 

“Tell me why you’re doing this, Bella,” I demanded. “Why did you decide now to 

give Alice free reign?” 

After a brief pause to collect her thoughts, Bella described a conversation she’d had 

with Charlie the night before, something that was troubling her immensely. Charlie told her 

he felt like she was going to disappear. Then he more or less begged Bella not to leave him 

without saying goodbye. 

“Will you tell me before you do anything major? Before you run off with him or 

something?” he’d implored. 
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Charlie’s sixth sense surrounding his beloved daughter astonished me. It wasn’t the 

first time he’d known what he couldn’t have known. He was sensing Bella’s decision to 

leave the nest, and perhaps he even recognized the finality of the change that was coming. 

Bella went on. “It wouldn't be fair to keep Charlie out of this, and that means Renee 

and Phil. I might as well let Alice have her fun, too. Maybe it will make the whole thing 

easier for Charlie if he gets his proper goodbye. Even if he thinks it’s much too early, I 

wouldn’t want to cheat him out of the chance to walk me down the aisle.” Bella wrinkled 

her brow at the traditional words, and then continued. “At least my mom and dad and my 

friends will know the best part of my choice, the most I'm allowed to tell them. They’ll 

know I chose you, and they’ll know we’re together. They’ll know I’m happy, wherever I 

am. I think that’s the best I can do for them.” 

I took Bella’s face in my hands and looked into the deep wells of her eyes. This was 

a part of my dear, beloved Bella I knew very well—the Bella who took care of everyone 

else without considering herself. This I could not allow. 

“Deal's off,” I told her firmly. I would brook no dissent now that I saw how Bella 

was cheating herself. 

She stared at me in shock. 

“What? You're backing out? No!” 

“I’m not backing out, Bella. I’ll still keep my side of the bargain. But you’re off the 

hook. Whatever you want, no strings attached.” 

“Why?” 

“Bella, I see what you're doing. You’re trying to make everyone else happy. And I 

don’t care about anyone else’s feelings. I only need you to be happy. Don’t worry about 

breaking the news to Alice. I’ll take care of it. I promise she won’t make you feel guilty.” 

“But I—” 

“No. We’re doing this your way. Because my way doesn’t work. I call you 

stubborn, but look at what I’ve done. I’ve clung with such idiotic obstinacy to my idea of 

what’s best for you, though it’s only hurt you. Hurt you so deeply, time and time again. I 

don't trust myself anymore. You can have happiness your way. My way is always wrong. 

So. We’re doing it your way, Bella. Tonight. Today. The sooner the better. I’ll speak to 

Carlisle. I was thinking that maybe if we gave you enough morphine, it wouldn’t be so bad. 

It’s worth a try."  

I clenched my teeth trying not to think about that part of what I was agreeing to. I 

struggled to remember that this was what Bella wanted. It was going to be so very hard to 

watch her suffer through the change.  

“Edward, no—” 

I pressed my finger to her lips to block her objections. She must be concerned that I 

was rescinding my part of the deal.  

“Don't worry, Bella, love. I haven’t forgotten the rest of your demands.”  

The final word emerged low and guttural in tone, the sound of my body reacting to 
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the decision I’d just made. She was lying across my chest, her sweet breath washing over 

my face. I stretched my head upward until my lips touched hers and I laced my fingers 

through her hair. Mmm… I was anxious to loosen the iron control I had practiced for so 

long. My love’s lips yielded softly and began moving in synchrony with mine. Her hands 

clutched my arms and I could feel her heart pounding against my chest. She gasped, 

sucking the air from my lungs and releasing her breath back into me. 

Her response was thrilling. I held her tightly and rolled over onto her, my body 

pressing her into the grass, my lips searching hungrily for hers. When Bella needed air, I 

dragged my lips down her jawline and onto the smooth skin of her neck. She inhaled 

jaggedly.  

“Stop, Edward. Wait.” 

“Why?” I whispered, my lips moving against her throat. She was still trying to give 

me what I’d demanded before. I meant to convince her that I’d rescinded all of my 

demands and only wished to satisfy hers. 

“I don't want to do this now,” she protested, her voice slightly more forceful. 

“Don’t you?” I teased, moving my lips back to hers to quiet her protests. 

I could tell that my beloved Bella was struggling against her own desire and trying 

to dampen mine too. Perhaps she didn’t trust my change of heart, but I was serious about 

giving her what she’d wanted for so long—every part of me that she desired. 

I felt Bella’s hands unbind themselves from my hair and then push against my chest 

with a feeble human effort. She intended for it to be a strong move, so I relented and pulled 

back a few inches to look into her eyes. Could mine be dazzling? I hoped so. 

“Why?” I murmured. “I love you. I want you. Right now.” The low vibrato in my 

voice was redolent with desire. Had I finally said that aloud? My body knew that I had.  

My need for her flooded through me like never before, sending an ache into parts of 

myself that I habitually reined in. I kissed her with renewed love…and lust…and desire. 

The power of this feeling was almost overwhelming. I realized with sudden certainty that I 

could overcome the fear and make love to my Bella, the woman I wanted forever. It would 

be easy…easy to fall into her and never return…Mmmm…loving her and making love with 

her went hand in glove. 

Bella was still responding to my kisses, though I felt a change in her, a hesitancy 

that she’d never shown before. 

“Wait, wait,” she mumbled against my lips. 

“Not for me,” I murmured, reiterating my resolve to give her everything she 

wanted. 

“Please?” she insisted. 

Oh, crap! She really was serious! With a groan and a reluctant burst of will, I rolled 

off of Bella and onto my back, separating my now aching body from hers. I lay there, 

struggling to regain control of both my desire and an unjustified flare of temper. 

“Tell me why not, Bella,” I said irritably. “This had better not be about me.” 
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“Edward, this is very important to me. I am going to do this right.” Arrgh! I had 

poisoned her mind with my moralistic demands. 

“Whose definition of right?” I challenged. 

“Mine.” 

I turned to face her and propped my head in my hand. 

“How are you going to do this right?” 

Bella took a deep breath before attempting to explain.  

“Responsibly. Everything in the right order. I will not leave Charlie and Renee 

without the best resolution I can give them. I won’t deny Alice her fun, if I’m having a 

wedding anyway. And I will tie myself to you in every human way, before I ask you to 

make me immortal. I’m following all the rules, Edward. Your soul is far, far too important 

to me to take chances with. You’re not going to budge me on this.” 

“I’ll bet I could.” I heard the desire reverberating in my voice. I wished I could take 

back all the times I had denied her desire, stayed her hands, or pushed her away. 

“But you wouldn’t,” Bella admonished, her resolve hardening. “Not knowing that 

this is what I really need.” 

“You don't fight fair,” I complained. 

She grinned. “Never said I did.”  

Yes, I remembered the line and smiled at my own words. Still, a man could wish. 

“If you change your mind…”  

“You’ll be the first to know,” Bella cut in with a grin.  

How I wished she would relent just then, but even the skies conspired against me 

now. Rain started to fall in the meadow, cold and wet. The two things Bella liked least 

about Forks. She scowled at the flat, gray sky hovering close to the ground. Her face was 

collecting raindrops.  

“I’ll get you home,” I said, wiping the drops off her cheeks. 

“Rain’s not the problem,” Bella clarified. “It just means that it’s time to go do 

something that will be very unpleasant and possibly even highly dangerous.” 

What? 

“It’s a good thing you’re bulletproof,” she said, inexplicably. Then she went on, 

“I’m going to need that ring. It’s time to tell Charlie.”  

I laughed at her joke, but more happily at her request for my mother’s ring. 

“Highly dangerous,” I agreed, then laughed again and dug into my pocket where 

the ring had resided since she’d returned it on the night of my proposal. “But at least there’s 

no need for a side trip.” I’d told her that I would be ready to slide the ring onto her finger at 

the first sign of weakness, and I was.  

The drive to Charlie’s house was a happy occasion for me, though Bella was tense 

almost to the point of terror. I tried to soothe her nerves, but I was so filled with joy that it 

was difficult to relate to her worry over his disapproval. 

Bella’s anxiety spiked when we heard Charlie pull into the driveway. 
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“Stop fidgeting, Bella. Please try to remember that you’re not confessing to a 

murder here.” 

“Easy for you to say,” she retorted. Charlie exited his police car and approached the 

front door. Bella practically jumped out of her skin when his key clicked in the lock.  

“Calm down, Bella,” I whispered, worried she might have a stroke. With Bella so 

nervous, Charlie would sense something was up immediately. I attempted to set a light 

tone. 

“Hey, Charlie,” I greeted him. 

“No!” Bella urged, sotto voce. 

“What?” I whispered, startled by her alarm. 

“Wait till he hangs his gun up!”  

I laughed at her excess of concern. 

“Hey, kids. What’s up?” Charlie asked pleasantly, as he came into the living room 

where we were seated. 

“We’d like to talk to you,” I told him. “We have some good news.” 

Charlie stared right through me with the suspicious eyes of an interrogator. I 

couldn’t hide my joy and beamed back at him.  

“Good news?” He directed his X-ray vision onto his daughter, whose be-ringed 

hand shook uncontrollably in mine. 

“Have a seat, Dad,” Bella urged, clearly wanting him to stop looming over us. 

He retreated to the edge of the recliner, his face a giant question mark. 

“Don’t get worked up, Dad,” Bella warned, ensuring that he would. “Everything’s 

okay.” 

Just ‘okay’? This was the most wonderful news of my life! I was practically 

bursting with it. But I had to let Bella tell him in her own way. The Mexican standoff 

continued. 

“Sure it is, Bella, sure it is. If everything is so great, then why are you sweating 

bullets?” 

“I’m not sweating,” she denied, reality notwithstanding. 

It felt like Bella was trying to disappear into my side as she wiped the sweat off her 

forehead with the back of her hand. 

“You’re pregnant! You’re pregnant, aren’t you?” Charlie bellowed, his face turning 

red. Bella had told me it would be everyone’s first thought, but they would be proved 

wrong soon enough. I wouldn’t have minded if they were right, for that matter. 

“No! Of course I’m not!” she objected, transforming his wrath into embarrassment. 

I was pleased. It would make the truth less of a shock by comparison. My father’s trick. 

“Apology accepted,” Bella said stiffly and then went completely silent, as did 

Charlie. It was left to me to share the news, but I didn’t mind. I turned to face Charlie, 

man-to-man. 

“Charlie,” I began. “I realize that I’ve gone about this out of order. Traditionally, I 
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should have asked you first. I mean no disrespect, but since Bella has already said yes and 

I don’t want to diminish her choice in the matter, instead of asking you for her hand, I’m 

asking you for your blessing. We’re getting married, Charlie. I love her more than anything 

in the world, more than my own life, and—by some miracle—she loves me that way, too. 

Will you give us your blessing?” 

Charlie’s eyes homed in on Bella’s engagement ring and my words began to sink 

in. Though I’d always found Charlie hard to read, his thoughts went something along these 

lines: Ring…married? Why that sneaking SOB…! I ought to take him to the woodshed 

and… But Bella’s not pregnant?! What? So young…little girl…much too young. No! He 

can’t…! 

Bella was ready to leap up in panic when she saw his face change color, but I 

squeezed her hand and said under my breath, “Give him a minute.” We watched as his 

blood pressure shot up, stayed there for a little while, and then slowly, slowly began to fall 

as his heartbeat settled back into a normal rhythm. Bella held her seat nervously while 

Charlie completed his emotional circuit. 

“Guess I’m not that surprised,” he finally admitted. “Knew I’d have to deal with 

something like this soon enough.” Yes, Charlie had sensed it only…yesterday, was it? It 

was pretty hard to surprise Charlie, despite his emotionality. 

“You sure about this?” Charlie asked Bella, his gaze intense on her face. 

“I’m one hundred percent sure about Edward,” Bella replied. I smiled, recognizing 

the diplomacy in that loaded sentence. 

“Getting married, though? What’s the rush?” 

Charlie couldn’t imagine why we’d want to do such a thing when his youthful 

marriage had devastated him so thoroughly. I suppose parents always see their children 

through the filter of their own experience, no matter how different the child might be from 

themselves. I thought I could make it a little easier for him by presenting it another way. 

“We’re going away to Dartmouth together in the fall, Charlie. I’d like to do that, 

well, the right way. It’s how I was raised.” That was true enough, except for the Dartmouth 

part, depending….  

Charlie might not be thrilled with our decision, but he wouldn’t have been thrilled 

to have us live together unmarried, either, so it wasn’t really the marriage part that bothered 

him, I thought. It was the Edward part, plus the irrevocable nature of the commitment… 

and the sex, of course…that was understood. 

“Knew this was coming,” he finally mumbled, seeming to search for a different 

outcome to the conversation.  

Offering a simple “Congratulations” hadn’t entered his mind. I was a little 

disappointed for Bella. Then suddenly, Charlie relented, fully and completely. I smiled at 

his roundabout way of looking at the situation and tried to keep a straight face. 

“Ha!” Charlie shouted, startling Bella. “Ha, ha, ha!” he exclaimed, and then broke 

down into semi-hysterical laughter, his arms wrapped around his stomach, as if 
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figuratively trying to hold himself together. “Okay, fine. Get married. But…” Charlie’s 

laughter took hold of him again. 

“But what?” Bella wanted to know. 

“But you have to tell your mom! I’m not saying one word to Renee! That’s all 

yours!”  

Bella’s face went white as Charlie totally lost control, doubling over with laughter 

until tears built up in his eyes. I pulled Bella off the couch and rushed her out of the house 

with a quick, “Thank you, Charlie! See you later!” 

After that experience, Bella wanted to wait to call her mother with our news, so we 

drove back to my house to tell my parents.  

“Mom, Dad,” I announced formally after I’d summoned Carlisle and Esme to 

Carlisle’s office. Putting my arm around Bella’s waist and holding her hand, I continued, “I 

would like to introduce to you my bride-to-be, Isabella Marie Swan!” 

Alice had already spread the word, of course, but I wanted Bella to have the 

experience of being welcomed into our family, and of our announcement being treated as 

the glorious news that it was.  

I was not disappointed. Esme burst into “vampire tears” and leaped from her chair, 

throwing her arms around both Bella and me. Though no actual tears flowed, I knew her 

eyes were burning, and the hitch in her breath verified it. When she’d gotten control of her 

breath, she exclaimed, “Welcome to our family, dear, dear Bella!”  

Carlisle had risen a bit more sedately, but with a huge smile on his face. He stepped 

up behind Esme and wrapped his arms around all of us, while Esme broke down again, 

holding Bella and stroking her hair. Carlisle leaned over Esme to kiss Bella on the cheek 

and said, “We’re thrilled, Bella. Edward has made a wise and wonderful choice. Thank you 

for accepting him and us.” Tears welled up in Bella’s eyes and I saw Carlisle’s eyelids 

flutter against the burning in his eyes too. We stood there for a moment in our loving scrum 

until Emmett broke the mood by bounding through the door. 

“I heard the news! Congratulations, little sis’!” he said, picking her up from behind 

and swinging her around. “No, wait, I meant ‘Congratulations, Edward!’” he corrected. 

“He’s the lucky one!” Rosalie made only a slight face at Emmett’s words as she entered the 

office. She leaned over and kissed Bella on the cheek without speaking, then turned as 

Alice danced into the room pulling Jasper behind her.  

“Jasper says ‘Congratulations’!” Alice sang out. 

“I do!” Jasper reiterated, offering his hand first to Bella and then to me. “Please 

forgive me if I don’t kiss you just now,” he joked, smiling at Bella.  

“That’s all right, Jasper. Save it for later,” she replied, grinning back. 

“This calls for a toast,” Emmett declared. “Carlisle, do you have any of the good 

donated stuff in your refrigerator?” he said, trying to keep a straight face. 

“Ew!” Bella exclaimed and everybody laughed. 

Bella procrastinated a full two hours before she summoned enough courage to call 
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Renee with our news. I gave her my cell phone so she could go outside and have the 

sensation of privacy, if not the actual thing. 

“Do you want me to come with you?” I asked, worried that her mother’s response 

might be upsetting to her. 

“No, I won’t put you through that again,” Bella answered. “I’ll handle this one 

myself.” 

I nodded and sat down at the piano, picking out her lullaby as she walked slowly 

through the front door and onto the porch. I kept playing, but still had no trouble hearing 

Bella’s conversation.  

“Mom, I’m marrying Edward,” was the bald way Bella broke the news to her 

mother. 

In spite of that, Renee took the announcement in stride to Bella’s great surprise. 

She’d been expecting it, Renee had said, and she was a little annoyed that Bella had waited 

so long to tell her.  

That comment surprised Bella, who just barely had decided for herself. After we’d 

visited Renee in Florida, she assumed we were getting engaged and had been waiting for 

the official announcement. I don’t think Bella could have been more astonished. 

I said a silent thank you to Renee. At least Bella had gotten one parent’s blessing. 

 


