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Imprint
by qxzenith

Summary

The moment Bella’s heart stopped beating, Jacob started running.

 

He sent Seth back home, back to Sam, because Seth had what to go back to. Leah stayed.

They ran together, for a while. It was no longer surprising how easy they found each other’s
company; it was just… companionable. Leah’s heart was healing, while Jacob’s was freshly
ripped open, but they understood each other’s pain in a way that made it more bearable for
both of them.

Notes

This basically picks up a chapter from the end of Breaking Dawn, Part II - "What if Jacob
didn't imprint on Bella's kid, none of the other bad stuff from Part III happened, and Jacob
just took off like he had planned to do throughout Part II?" But also "what if Leah Clearwater
finally has something nice in her life like she deserves?"

No graphic violence or major character death, but there is obviously reference to Bella's
canon almost-death and subsequent change into a vampire. Likewise, no actual
nonconsensual relations going on, with the caveat that the werewolf imprinting mechanism in
these books is questionably consensual for the werewolf who experiences the imprint.

http://archiveofourown.org/users/qxzenith/pseuds/qxzenith


Run

The moment Bella’s heart stopped beating, Jacob started running.

He didn’t quite regret giving them permission to change her - he didn’t want Bella dead, and
he knew this wasn’t the same thing - but he didn’t want to stick around to watch it, either.
He’d tortured himself enough for one lifetime; now it was time to get the hell away from
there.

He sent Seth back home, back to Sam, because Seth had what to go back to. Leah stayed.

They ran together, for a while. It was no longer surprising how easy they found each other’s
company; it was just… companionable. Leah’s heart was healing, while Jacob’s was freshly
ripped open, but they understood each other’s pain in a way that made it more bearable for
both of them.

They parted ways when Leah had gone far enough: put enough distance between herself and
Sam that she could get over him, enough distance between herself and the other pack that
they wouldn’t be stumbling over each other, enough distance between herself and La Push
that Seth didn’t have a trail to follow to her, to beg her to come home. They’d gone far
enough that she was able to start fresh in a new city, and make a go of having a life; all there
was for Jacob was to keep on running.

They ran together, anyway - not beside each other, but wherever they were, they were
together, when they were in wolf form. Such was the nature of the pack. When Leah couldn’t
afford rent and tuition and food, they hunted together, separated by miles of distance,
bringing down different prey but sharing one mind as they ate it raw, letting Jacob’s now-
practiced wolf instincts subsume Leah’s all-too-human revulsion.

Leah was healing, and Jacob was still a bleeding, open wound, but she understood him in a
way that no one else could, and that made her presence in his mind a comfort, rather than the
pain he had thought it would be. When it got so bad that no amount of empathy would help,
she filled his thoughts with updates on classes and new human acquaintances and that, too,
was a comfort.

The gaps in time between their runs together grew lengthier. That was to be expected; Jacob
knew that Leah was working on trying to stop, so that she could age and change again. Soon,
when she did join him, her thoughts were tinged with a new bitterness, disappointment in
herself that she hadn’t been able to keep up her streak. Her pain was a welcome distraction
from his, though, and usually, he was able to distract them both until Leah faded back into
human form.

*

He told himself that he wasn’t keeping track, but he must have been subconsciously marking
the days; when he shifted to human form long enough to duck into a library and check his
long-neglected email, the message from Leah was only 14 hours old.



Hey Jake,

It’s been a year (!) since my last shift, and I’ll spare you the gory details, but I know for
a fact that it’s working.

I kind of want to throw myself a party to celebrate being human again. Give me a call if
you can, so I don’t have to invite my mom and Seth.

-L

So he checked online to see where he actually was, and then he went hunting for a payphone
(which used to be a lot easier), and he spoke to Leah. Even though it had been a year,
occasional email exchanges notwithstanding, her voice sounded familiar; after all, he’d had it
in his head, off and on, for years. 

“I’m happy for you, Leah,” he said. “I mean it.” He did, even though it wasn’t a choice he
could see himself ever making.

They worked out that even with stops to hunt and rest - and with slowing down to go in
human form once he’d actually hit the city - he could make it by the next day. Leah promised
that there would be food, and lots of it, which was a good enough draw for him to agree to
spend more time than he usually put up with on two legs.

And then he shifted back to wolf, and ran.



Imprint

Leah paced out the tiny courtyard, hers for the evening in exchange for owing her neighbours
a favour. She had filled it with enough food to satisfy about a dozen normal adults, or one and
a half very hungry werewolves. (The appetite that went with the shift was fading, for her, but
she still needed more than the average person to keep her not-quite-human body going.)

There was no reason to be nervous; she’d called it a party, but it was just Jake. Jacob was
low-stakes to spend time with. Her only real worry was that he wouldn’t show up, and she
knew better than to take that personally. And she was fairly confident that he wasn’t
disappointed in her for giving up her wolf - not that it mattered what he thought, even if he
was, technically, her Alpha. Had been. But she wasn’t a wolf anymore.

She’d let her hair grow, now that she didn’t need to worry about unmanageably long fur, and
it was just dipping past her shoulders. When she heard a familiar rustle of movement behind
her, she grinned, setting down the last bowl of chips, and started to jokingly ask what he
thought of her new hairstyle, but she couldn’t get the words out, because of the way Jacob
was staring.

She knew that stare, though she had never seen it on that face.

Until a year ago, Leah had been a werewolf; she had shared thoughts with members of her
pack who looked at their imprints that way. More than that: she had been there in person
when Sam saw Emily the first time. He had stared at her exactly the way that Jacob stared at
her now.

The only difference was that the first time, that look had torn her heart out of her chest. This
time, it was like she was being put back together.

Not broken. Not a dead end. Not unlovable. Maybe a part of her would always love Sam, in
his way, and maybe she had already gotten over him, in her way, but finally, that pain meant
something. Finally, she hadn’t hurt for nothing.

Leah let out a whoop of joy, and Jacob echoed it, delighted with her delight. He was the one
with the imprint, the one whose universe had just shifted to place her at the centre of it - but
Leah had shared thoughts with a pack, and she knew exactly how important an imprint was to
the wolf in question, and she was vain enough to want that, to be happy with that. And,
besides, she liked Jacob. He wasn’t Sam - he wasn’t anything like Sam - but maybe that only
made her like him better.

He was steady, and with the imprint, she knew he would always be steady for her.

*

“I have to say, this wasn’t how I was expecting today to go,” Jacob commented later, when
all the food was gone except for half a slice of cake and some sad dregs of vegetables.



“Complaining?” Leah teased, confident because she knew he wasn’t.

“Not on your life. Just… surprised. Good surprised.” He turned his head to look at her
directly, like he had been every five minutes or so, and added, a little wonderingly, “Leah.”

“So you think you’ll stick around a while?”

“If I’m not in the way of your classes,” he said. She knew he was mostly just playing along;
she doubted he’d be able to stay away even if she asked him to leave, which she didn’t intend
to do for the foreseeable future.

“Actually,” Leah said, with a sheepish twist of her mouth. “I told my neighbours that my
long-distance boyfriend was coming for a visit. I had to tell them something to explain this.”

Jacob let out a bark of laughter. “And here I am, trying to make it come true. Well, mostly
true. I don’t think I have it in me to do the long-distance thing.”

“Stay, then,” Leah offered, making it sound careless, as if it didn’t matter to either of them
whether or not he did.

“Well, if you insist.” Jacob grinned. “I do have a part to play. Hate to make a liar of you.
Leah.”

Leah laughed as she ushered him inside. Idly, it occurred to her: Sam, as a werewolf, had laid
eyes on a Leah who was not, and it had retroactively crushed her that no imprint had taken
place. But had Jacob, after becoming a wolf himself, ever seen her before she had already
changed, too? Perhaps not. And perhaps - by whatever metric the imprints were determined,
genetics or strength or something else - Leah Clearwater had always been a fitting match for
the great-grandson of Ephraim Black, while the descendant of a mere Levi Uley wasn’t right
for her.



Pack

Chapter Notes

See the end of the chapter for notes

“We don’t have to do this if you don’t want to,” Jacob said, for the dozenth time.

“I want to try,” Leah assured him again.

It had been long enough that she actually missed the feel of the shift, of sharing her mind
with a pack and running swifter than anything mortal through the forest. It had been long
enough that she and Jacob were both confident in the strength of what they’d built, in their
love and their family lasting even if the imprint disappeared when she shifted. Long enough
that the kids could be safely left alone for the evening, the older one looking after the
younger.

Long enough that the curiosity was finally winning out over the worry. They both wanted to
see what would happen to their connection if she did shift - if she still could.

Jacob, who took his wolf form periodically, shifted first, changing from human to wolf in one
fluid, graceful motion. Leah was out of practice - was, in fact, well-practiced at avoiding the
shift - and she took longer, but with Jacob nuzzling her face, wordlessly guiding her, she
made it, finally exploding into gray fur.

They knew immediately: the imprint held. Leah was still the centre of Jacob’s universe, and
that knowledge was echoed gloriously in both of their minds. She heard his devotion and
responded with her own exultant joy, which in turn made Jacob swell with delight at his
imprint’s, his wife’s joy, all the more so at being its cause. He her Alpha, she his imprint,
their thoughts formed a positive feedback loop of euphoria. It was a heady feeling - almost
overwhelming, in the best way. 

They ran - they raced, and then they simply ran together, paws thudding softly against the dirt
floor, until they were finally worn out and they returned, tired but happy, to Sarah and Harry.
They were in no hurry for their children to grow up - but perhaps, one day, all four of them
would run together as a little pack.

Chapter End Notes

The kids are named after their deceased parents, respectively - Sarah for Jacob's mom,
Harry for Leah's dad. I like to think that once they've settled down with the imprint's
help, they get back in touch with the rest of their family, too.



Change

Chapter Summary

A major change in Jacob's and Leah's lives.

Chapter Notes

This takes place after Chapter 2 (Imprint), but before Chapter 3 (Pack). I hope the out-
of-order-ness isn't annoying - this is the order I wrote it in, and it feels right for the story
despite the jumping around.

Jacob peered over Leah’s shoulder as he passed her at the computer. “Email from Seth?”

She hovered her mouse over the message, still marked as unread. “Mmm. What’s the betting
it’s to ask me to come home, at least for a visit, Leah, huh?”

Jacob grinned. “High. Why, you don’t think we should, this time? Kid deserves to know he’s
going to be an uncle.”

“He does,” Leah conceded. “And I could stand to tell my mom.”

“Think she’ll be pleased?”

Leah smirked back at him. “You say that like your dad won’t be insufferable, as a doting
grandpa.”

*

That had been… interesting, finding out. An upside, if you could call it that, to the imprint
was Jacob wasn’t too grossed out to listen to Leah talk about feminine problems anymore, but
that didn’t make it any less panic-inducing for both of them when she was late enough for it
to mean anything.

Because it could mean any one of at least two different things, and they didn’t dare test the
theory. If she shifted, and it didn’t mean that her body had stopped changing again, it would
kill all the progress she’d made the last few years - not to mention whatever else was
changing in there. And, on the other hand, they couldn’t simply get her checked out by a
doctor, the usual obvious step when a woman thought she might be pregnant, because if it



was the first possibility, well, “We don’t want them getting all sorts of freaky werewolf
results on the lab tests.”

And then Jacob, casting about for solutions that might calm that heartrending look of dread
off Leah’s face, pointed out that they did know one doctor who wouldn’t get freaked out
about potential werewolf lab results.

Leah got an entirely different look on her face, this one of disgust.

“Look, I’m not saying we have to move in with them. But it couldn’t hurt to give him a call.
And they do kind of owe us a really, really big favour…”

In the end, Leah had agreed, mostly because they didn’t have any other options - she made
that face the whole while, as Jacob called Bella (because she was the one whose number he
had).

“Jacob!” Bella answered, breathless and excited and sounding - well, still sounding like her,
albeit more bell-like (ha!) than he remembered. She might have been transformed into a
lifeless, bloodsucking creature, but it felt more like the biggest change was in him, not her,
because she just sounded like an old friend, not like someone he had been in aching,
heartbreaking love with.

He glanced at Leah with a familiar, awed smile, before deftly changing the course of the
conversation. “Actually, Bells, I wanted to speak with the doc. If he’s around.”

“Carlisle?”

“Tall, blond, weirdly good-looking - yeah, I think that’s the one.”

She laughed, then said, “I’ll put him on.”

It had been easier to explain their concerns in a few short, concise sentences to Carlisle, who
unlike Bella had the impulse control to not stop him every few words for a refresher course
on Jacob’s personal life over the past few years. (It might have been easier still to explain in
person, to Edward, who could just pick the relevant information out of his head as he thought
it, but it was also so damn annoying the way he did that.)

“May I speak with Leah?” Carlisle asked, after he explained, with only the tiniest hesitation
before her name like he was swallowing back a question or a comment. Good. Jacob handed
the phone to her wordlessly, and she answered a few quick, clinical questions about her cycle
before handing it back.

“Thank you for trusting us with this, Jacob. I think you both have good reason to be hopeful,
but it will be best if I can examine her myself, to be sure. Can you let me know your nearest
airport? We’ll book you flights to meet us here, if that’s all right with you.”

“Seriously?” Leah hissed, when they got on the plane and discovered that the seats Carlisle
had so casually booked them were First Class.



“Relax,” Jacob urged. “They owe us, remember? Don’t tell me you can’t enjoy First Class
just because it’s on the blo–” He caught sight of a flight attendant, and caught himself in
time– “the blond doctor’s dime. Besides, they’re loaded.”

So at least it was a comfortable flight halfway across the continent, to where the Cullens were
apparently holed up near the Laurentians. The doc had also made arrangements for a car to
take them to the address - thankfully, through a taxi service, so they didn’t have to sit in close
quarters with vampire smell for the whole drive. 

Jacob couldn’t help his eyes widening a little at the sight of the welcoming party - familiar
faces, sure, but the kid at Bella’s side looked about five years older than made sense based on
the passage of time. 

“Gotta say, you’re a freak show, Bells,” he said, to explain his surprise.

Bella grinned, and shot back, “Now I know what everyone was complaining about the whole
time - you stink, Jake.” 

He fanned his nose. “You’re not so peachy yourself.”

“That’s one thing that hasn’t changed,” Leah muttered in his ear, and his face split into a huge
smirk.

“Have you– well, of course you’ve met my lovely Leah,” Jacob corrected himself, feeling
silly over the attempted introduction.

“I’m happy for you, Jacob,” Bella said. “Really, really happy. For both of you.”

Leah just raised an eyebrow in response.

While Carlisle started talking, the little girl tugged her mother’s hand, looking right at Jacob.

“She wants to, uh, talk to you,” Bella said. “That okay?”

“Go ahead, kiddo.”

“Sorry, I mean - she wants to touch you. She’s special.” Bella tucked her daughter’s hair back
with a proud smile. 

“I bet she is. Doesn’t smell half as bad as you, either.” He held his arms out. “I won’t bite.”

The kid crossed the space between them, and tapped Jacob’s cheek.

Images rushed through his mind. Seth - who apparently had paid the bloodsuckers a few
visits before they skipped town, after Jacob and Leah had left - and the recognition that he
and Jacob were… similar. Seth as a wolf. And then a picture, fuzzier because it wasn’t a
memory, of the little girl, riding on the back of a giant wolf, and smiling.

“You really are special, huh?”



She looked up at him with soulful brown eyes. “Please?”

“She just wants a wolf-back ride,” he explained to Leah, in response to her sharp look.

She glanced around, at the vampires welcoming them, and shrugged a little. “You should go
ahead. Otherwise you’ll be bored while he’s poking and prodding at me.”

“Leah, I can sit with you.”

“I know, Jake. But I don’t actually want you taking a bite out of the doctor when he’s going
out of his way to help, even if I make faces and complain.”

She had a point. Jacob’s control was good, but testing it by standing in a house full of
vampires, watching as one of them appeared to be hurting his imprint, even knowing that she
was going to be fine, didn’t sound like the best idea.

“Go on,” she urged. “I’ll see you when we’re done here.”

Jacob kissed Leah’s hair. “You’d better. All right, kiddo,” he said, turning back to the little
girl. "Give me a moment to change, and then you can go for a run with your Uncle Jake.”



Family

Chapter Summary

Jacob and Leah get an email from Seth and visit their families.

Chapter Notes

This takes place after Chapter 4 (Change) but before Chapter 3 (Pack). Sorry again for
the jumping around!

See the end of the chapter for more notes

 

Dear Leah,

I know you’re busy and all, but it would be great if you could come visit soon. I KNOW
WHAT YOURE THINKING but okay Leah listen it’s different this time, you’ll never
guess what happened. I imprinted! And he’s so great, I want you to meet him so you can
see for yourself how amazing Isaac is (and so I can introduce him to you, etc etc).

Please come? Mom wants to see you, too. (And Mom can back me up re: how great
Isaac is, if you don’t believe me.)

Love,
Seth

“We were half-right,” Leah called. “Yes on the begging for the visit, but it’s because he
finally imprinted and wants us to meet the guy.”

“Good for him,” Jacob said, then froze as the rest of what Leah said caught up with him.
“Huh. That’s new. Did we know that already?”

“That Seth imprinted? How could we?”

“No, that he…” Jacob gestured vaguely with the part he’d been about to take back out to the
garage. “Guys.”

“Was it a thing to know?” she wondered aloud.

“I’d say the imprint is a pretty good indication.”



“Only if imprints actually work in that direction. Like sure, we knew that you were into girls
already, because-–”

“Don’t say it,” he groaned.

“Because of the newest addition to the Dracula family,” she continued, undeterred, “and
Sam–-” her voice barely wavered-– “but the others?”

“I mean, everyone couldn’t help noticing you without your clothes on.” Jacob had the
decency to look sheepish. “Except Seth, but that’s because he’s your brother, it would be
gross for him to notice.”

“Not everyone, Jake.” Leah smirked at him. “You, sure. Sam didn’t - it drove me nuts that he
didn’t. Quil didn’t, either - have you ever heard him have a thought about anyone like that,
since Claire? And Jared’s never thought about anyone but Kim, that I remember.”

“...Huh.”

She shrugged. “All this to say, maybe? I didn’t know, but maybe there wasn’t anything to
know, or maybe he just hadn’t figured it out himself, or…” Leah trailed off. “We should go
see him. Maybe it will be nice, after enough time.”

*

It took Seth all of ten minutes to realize what happened: first he was giving them suspicious
looks, trying not to say Listen, I know you two get along now, but which of you got
lobotomized for you to be this touchy-feely with each other even though it was written all
over his face.

When he worked it out, he literally exploded out of his skin with joy, and Jacob had to shift,
too, to calm him down.

Oh, man! Jake, this is amazing! I mean, I’m so happy for you! And Leah! And this is just the
best, I mean we were already a Pack but now you’re really really family, now you two are
gonna be around more, and did you see Leah’s smile? Of course you did, what am I saying,
it’s because of you. You’re the best! You’re both the best!

Except Isaac. He’s the best best.

All right, kiddo, Jacob agreed, with a whuffing laugh. You ready to change back so you can
introduce us to Isaac, who’s the best?

*

Isaac Weber was quiet, a good foil to Seth’s ebullience, but he was friendly, and his smile,
when the two held hands, was almost as bright as Seth’s.

"My brother and I came to the beach with some friends, to celebrate the end of the school
year," he said, explaining how he and Seth had met.



"And I saw him, and it was just like - Oh."

He looked oddly familiar; Jacob stared and stared until Isaac made a comment about his
father the minister being very open-minded, and then it clicked: Angela Weber was a good
friend of Bella’s, or at least she had been when Jacob and Bella had been practically joined at
the hip, and she had to be the older sister of Isaac.

“Isaac’s good people,” Jacob commented to Leah, when they were alone, curled up
comfortably on Jacob’s old bed in Billy’s house. “He’s good for Seth, I think. I’m happy for
them.”

“Whichever direction the imprint took Seth, he’s pretty lucky,” Leah observed. 

“Everyone’s lucky to get an imprint who returns their feelings. I’m the luckiest of all.” Jacob
ruffled Leah’s hair.

She snorted. “Smooth, Black. But what are the odds, in a small town, he gets a guy who likes
guys back?”

“I have a theory about that.” Jacob stretched and yawned.

“Oh?” She poked him. “What’s your theory?”

“I think Sam and my dad are both wrong. I mean, we’re already proof of that, but Seth and
Isaac really blow their theories wide open. They’re not going to be passing on any werewolf
genes, let alone breeding stronger wolves.”

She tilted her head. “...Huh. Yeah. Embarrassing for them. So what’s your counter-theory?”

“You’re going to laugh.”

“Naturally.”

“I think the imprint is… it brings us to whoever we’ll be happiest with.”

“Wow. I am definitely laughing at you.”

“Look at us! We’re happy! Look how happy Seth and Isaac are! Can’t we have magic that
just wants us to be happy?”

“Sap.” Leah laughed, and pulled him close, and nestled her head in the crook of his shoulder.

Chapter End Notes

Listen. Don't talk to me about ages. I'm just pretending that the passage of time and
whatever else works out that Seth and Isaac are close enough in age for this to not be
weird or creepy. I am going to ignore any canon age for Isaac that might indicate



otherwise. He's just there to be Angela's younger brother, who canon never told us isn't
gay.



Alpha

Chapter Summary

Jacob gets a call from Sam.

Chapter Notes

Okay, this is the last last chapter. It takes place after all the other chapters (including
Chapter 3, haha).

The call came late. It wasn’t actually the middle of the night, but they had gone to bed early,
after a long day - their first day running as a family, all four of them. (Harry had had some
reservations about taking on a form in which his parents knew his every thought - and vice
versa - but he had grumbled good-naturedly, tempered by the excitement of his first shift.)

It was from Sam, though, and Sam would only be calling if it was an emergency. Leah had
healed, moved on, and Jacob knew that he should be grateful for all the circumstances that
had contrived to bring them together - but he still couldn’t quite forgive Sam for hurting
Leah, for breaking her heart back when Jacob hadn’t cared enough about it. They could be
cordial, at family functions or sorting out Pack business, but they were never going to be
friends. They were never going to be brothers again.

So Sam wouldn’t be calling if he didn’t have to. Jacob grabbed the phone, held it to his ear.
“Everyone all right?”

“Everyone’s… everyone’s all right.” Sam’s voice sounded heavy. “I’m calling because I have
a favour to ask you, Jacob.”

Doesn’t everyone. He could have perfectly friendly calls with the Cullens, these days
(preferable to meeting in person, where they’d have to deal with each other’s scents), but
Sam still brought out all his old bitterness.

“Spit it out, then.”

He heard Sam sigh through the phone. “Emily’s getting older.”

“You said everyone was all right.”



“She’s fine, Jacob. Just aging. And I want to age with her. But I can’t leave the pack without
an Alpha. It’s always been your birthright, more than mine. Will you come back and lead the
pack?”

The question caught Jacob by surprise, like a blow to the chest. He had never wanted to be
Alpha, before… but earlier that day, he had run with his family. He had been Alpha, there.
And it wouldn’t be terrible for Harry and Sarah to have brothers (and sisters) to run with.
And it wouldn’t be terrible, after all this time, to move back to La Push.

Still…

“Are you sure the pack would welcome that?” Jacob asked. “I might not be as temporary an
Alpha as you. I won’t have any reason to stop shifting, with the passage of time.”

“I thought - is Leah all right?” The panic in Sam’s voice reflected Jacob’s from a moment
before, asking about Emily.

“More than all right.” 

“Then she-–” Sam wasn’t stupid. “She’s shifting again? And the imprint-–?”

“Still there,” he answered smugly.

“Who’d have thought?” Sam marvelled. There was something in his voice, and Jacob was
just petty enough to choose to interpret it as envy, or regret, that he hadn’t been able to make
it work with Leah.

Score another point for Team Jacob’s Theory.

“Maybe that would be good for the pack,” Sam said. “I know there’s not a wolf who wouldn’t
welcome you home, or as Alpha.”

“I’ll have to talk it over with Leah,” Jacob said, “And with our family. But I’ll give you a call
with my answer soon, okay?”

“Thank you, Jacob.”



Please drop by the Archive and comment to let the creator know if you enjoyed their work!
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