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Together Away: The Mountain 

Hunting in the Olympic Wilderness was heavenly so long as I 

had my Bella. Her lithe grace, seductive prowl, and the feminine 

flair she brought to the act were breathtaking. I looked forward to 

our hunts together and treasured every moment. 

It was February and Bella had just taken down two deer and 

one mountain lion. Having perfected her skills long ago, she came 

away without a single tear in her clothes or drop of blood on her 

chin. After burying our kill, we stood in a small clearing where the 

wind rippled the fabric of her ivory blouse. Dirt caked the knees of 

her jeans, but she was as alluring and seductive as ever, even in her 

soiled attire. 

I pulled her close and breathed in her glorious scent, losing 

myself in her fragrance and the sensation of her body flush against 

mine. 

“Race me!” she said, pulling away. 

I smiled as I took in her stunning amber eyes ringed with a 

circlet of ebony. They glinted and shimmered with life. Isabella 

Cullen, my beloved wife. She gave meaning to each day of my 

existence. 

Instantly, she was gone. I sprinted after her, trailing her scent. 

She was heading toward Cullen Peak (as Emmett calls it), whose 

gleaming white summit could be seen just over the treetops.   

We have spent many nights there together since that first night 

when we awaited the impending newborn battle. Some months after 

defeating Victoria and her army, Bella and I returned to consider 

and fully appreciate the staggering effort everyone had made to 

keep her safe. We lay together, nestled in each other’s arms. The stars 

glowed in the sea of darkened sky overhead and the fresh snowfall 

glistened with the starlight. 

“Do you remember when you said my bad luck was like a 

weapon of mass destruction?” she asked. 
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I chuckled. “Actually, what I said was, ‘If we could bottle your 

bad luck, we would have a weapon of mass destruction on our 

hands.’” 

“I wished that were true,” she said, taking my hand, “when all 

of you were preparing for the fight.” 

I turned toward her, trailing my fingers along the smooth flesh 

of her arm, “What made you want that?” 

“I thought if I could focus my bad luck, I might spare everyone 

the danger I put them in. I felt like a monster.” 

I brought my mouth to her shoulder for a soft kiss. “But that 

was then. You don’t still feel that way, do you?” 

Bella was silent for a moment. “No. Now I just feel fortunate.” 

“Mmm, that’s nice to hear,” I hummed into the skin just under 

her ear. “We all have our moments of doubt.” 

Her body stiffened. “What did you say?” 

“We all have our moments of doubt.” I furrowed my brow in 

confusion. 

Righting herself, she spoke as if unsure of her words. “Mostly, I 

was worried that she’d hurt herself trying to sneak away to see you.” 

My confusion deepened. I recalled saying those words to Jacob 

in the tent we three shared the night before the battle. As usual, I 

was slow to follow her line of thought. 

She eyed me with suspicion. “I wasn’t dreaming at all, was I?” 

Ah, now I understood. “Possibly not,” I admitted as I sat up. 

“You sound like Jasper,” she said. “You have to fill in the blanks 

or I’ll draw the wrong conclusions.” 

“Okay? What do you want to know?” I pressed my cheek to her 

shoulder and skimmed my nose along her collarbone, breathing in 

as I went. 

“No.” She pulled away again, shaking her head. “That’s too 

easy.” 

Suddenly, my mind was filled with darkness and I heard 

murmuring voices. I was aware of an unbearable chill followed by a 

slowly rising warmth. Relaxation followed and a feeling of being 
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pulled under. The voices became clearer as Bella focused—Jacob and 

myself. 

“…attempt to control your thoughts.” 

“…she could grow up, and have kids and…be Bella.”  

“Something about the third wife…?” 

Bella was sharing her memory of being half awake. It was 

fascinating to hear the words without Jacob’s internal commentary 

or my own thoughts intermixed.  

I groaned in dismay as her inner voice slipped away. She knew 

what she was doing, prompting me to share my thoughts and 

memories of that troubled night. She did not play fair. To encourage 

me—or to tease me cruelly—she nipped along my jaw. I groaned 

again, this time with desire, and relented. 

“Jacob used his thoughts to anger me,” I explained, rushing 

through the words. “Lewd fantasies of you. I had to fight the urge to 

kill him.” 

Her body shook with silent laughter. 

“Because he was keeping you warm, I felt grateful, though, and 

we made a truce to get along while it was necessary.” 

Smiling against my skin, she kissed her way down my neck, 

urging me to continue. 

“He was there to help you when I couldn’t. In that much, he 

was reliable, at least,” I admitted. “But he challenged the depth of 

my love for you and tried to convince me to leave you again. So I 

explained the dilemma that had caused me to leave in the first 

place, whether I should stay away from you or stay with you until 

the end of your human years. If Jacob understood how much I loved 

you, I thought he could let go.” I looked down at my hands as I 

remembered how my torturous choice came to an end in Volterra. 

“You saved me,” I said. 

I shifted closer to her and she pulled back. I growled low with 

dissatisfaction, but continued, “Of course, you thwarted Jacob’s plan 

to steal you.” 
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She laughed aloud, meeting my eyes. “Always up for a fight, 

wasn’t he?” 

“He planned to work his way into your life and then slowly 

work his way into your heart.” I flashed her the dazzling smile she 

loved so much. “But you brought me back.” 

Finally, her mouth met mine in a slow, deep kiss as she pressed 

her body against me. My sweet seductress. 

“You said yes,” I murmured against her lips. 

“Mmm, I say yes to you often, don’t I?” 

I wrapped my arms around her, my lips ghosting over the shell 

of her ear, “I love to make your body sing for me.” With light strokes 

I caressed the curves of her hips. 

“Oh! You almost had me distracted!” She narrowed her eyes. 

“Were you humming my lullaby that night so Jacob could hear it?” 

“I couldn’t hold you, but I needed to feel close to you.” I 

grimaced. “I was also humming to drown out Jacob’s lascivious 

thoughts.” 

Bella doubled over with laughter. “Was he really that bad?” 

She flopped down into the snow and her shirt rode up, exposing the 

ivory span of her belly. 

I worshipped her body that night, every delectable inch. We 

made love until the sun rose over the horizon, redefining that 

formerly abhorrent place into a symbol of our love. 

The memory of her body in the snow sans a single scrap of 

clothing had distracted me and I stumbled as my foot slipped. I 

clenched my jaw and struggled to focus on the race at hand. With 

one strong leap, I crossed the ravine. Bella would have reached the 

westward base of Cullen Peak and begun her ascent over the rocky 

crags and escarpments. Maneuvering them would take a fraction of 

a second off her overall time, enough for my speed to give me an 

edge. 

I veered toward the eastern slope. Trees populated the jutting 

shelves that divided and separated a series of towering cliff faces. I 

took to the treetops to ascend rather than scrabble up the cliffs 
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hand-over-foot. Branches protested my advance as I shook loose a 

shower of ice and snow. Once I reached the tree line, the rugged 

terrain gave way to the smoother, snow-covered round of the 

mountaintop and it took me a mere 2.3 seconds to reach the 

summit. 

I scanned for signs of Bella—I’d won! My sense of victory was 

short-lived when, without warning, I found myself flying through 

the air with Bella’s arms propelling me down into the treetops. A 

mighty Douglas fir bowed and shivered with the force of the impact, 

the thunderous sound of cracking branches echoed off the 

mountainside.  

“Gotcha!” she squealed, playfully biting at the curve of my neck. 

“Indeed you did, Mrs. Cullen. Congratulations.”  

In an instant, I hooked my foot around the trunk and thrust 

my hips against her, flipping us upside down. I nuzzled my face to 

her cleavage as her lustrous hair fell toward the ground and her 

fingers dug into the bark. Her laughter rang into the distance. She 

let her arms fall away when I mouthed the round of her breast 

through the thin fabric of her top. Even dangling from the crown of 

a tree, she could trust me never to let her go. Of course, the 

sentiment was unnecessary—she was not a fragile flower. 

I stopped my ministrations when she gasped, “What is that?” 

My body tensed and I righted us on a branch. I crouched in 

front of her, my fingers splayed protectively over her hip, seeking 

signs of danger, but I heard nothing except the sounds of the forest 

below. 

“It’s okay, nothing’s wrong,” she assured me. “I thought I saw 

something when the wind blew through the trees.” 

The next moment she was gone, her form moving freely down 

the mountainside, cutting through the fog in the valley. I raced 

after her, still unsure of what had caught her attention, though I 

saw no cause for alarm. She crossed the peak of a neighboring 

hilltop and made her way into the valley beyond. 

“It’s beautiful,” she whispered as I caught up to her. 
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Bella was crouched under the shadow of a dwarfed cedar that 

had grown between two rocky outcroppings. There at her feet, a 

small, lone patch of daffodils poked through the snow. One had fully 

bloomed with a brilliant array of yellow petals, the inside tinted 

with a deep, rich, orange hue. 

“Reminds me of cactus flowers blooming in the desert,” she 

mused as she stroked the petals with her fingertips. 

Was she sad, reliving human memories? Or were they happy 

ones? In such moments, I wanted more than anything to see inside 

her mind. She made selective use of her shield, though, and at this 

moment, it was drawn firmly closed. 

Standing with her back to me, she said, “It reminds me of 

Renee. She wore a little straw hat and sometimes she’d stick a cactus 

flower in the ribbon around it. Of course, she’d prick her finger every 

time she picked one.” 

Sighing, Bella looked to the sky. I wrapped my arm around her 

waist, feeling the way the fabric slipped over her skin. We stood for a 

while, lost in thought, and I remembered the first time she had sat 

in my Volvo, reflecting on her mother. Bella was the indulgent 

parent in their switched-up relationship, caring for Renee like a 

doting mother. Though my wife had had to let go of Renee, she still 

thought of her and talked about her often. It made moments such 

as this bittersweet. 

The silver chain of her bracelet jingled as she caressed the 

charms hanging there, the wolf representing Jacob and the heart-

shaped diamond representing me. On Valentine’s Day, I’d given her 

a rare padparadshca sapphire to add to it. The stone’s significance 

was twofold—the sapphire is Bella and Renesmee’s birthstone, which 

represents our souls, and the red-orange hue signifies Renesmee’s 

precious life.   

I brushed her hair away and softly kissed the nape of her neck. 

“Bella?” I asked, hoping to bring her out of her quiet reverie. Her 

silence was excruciating, something I would never grow accustomed 

to. 
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Turning to me with a wide smile she said, “Let’s get away, just 

the two of us. We could take a trip somewhere.” 

“What?” I chuffed with disbelief, thrown by the sudden change 

in her demeanor. In the past, Bella had been hesitant to travel too 

far from Nessie. “Are you sure?” 

“Yes, we’ve been here for a long time. The last time we traveled 

anywhere was when we took Nessie to see Nahuel. She’s doing so well 

now, completely healed from the car wreck. Just the other day, she 

was installing new windows while Jake was on patrol.” 

We laughed at that. 

“Is that where you want to go,” I asked, pulling her close to me, 

“back to the Amazon, or Peru?” The idea appealed to me. Perhaps 

this time Zafrina would succeed in getting her to dress as the 

natives did. 

“No. Let’s do something we’ve never done before.” 

“Anything in particular?” 

She shrugged. “We talked a long time ago about going back to 

Isle Esme…” Her voice trailed off suggestively. 

At that moment, my cellphone rang and with a chuckle I 

fished it out of my pocket. My grin widened when I looked at the 

screen. “It’s Alice.” 

Bella threw her head back and her melodic laughter echoed 

off the rocks nearby, “Of course, it’s Alice. She probably already 

booked the flight!” 

 


