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Together Away :  Isle Esme, Part 1  

The streets of Rio de Janeiro teemed with people. As we passed 

through, drunkards gawked at my lovely wife and I gritted my teeth 

at the bombardment of their vulgar thoughts. Venom pooled in my 

mouth—not from thirst, but from contempt. I bared my teeth to 

caution one last pest, a young male at the boat dock whose eyes were 

boring holes through Bella’s jeans as she walked past. He paid me no 

mind so I slipped my hand in her back pocket to claim her as my 

own. He noticed me then.  

Bella and I made our way to the end of the pier. She did a 

double take when the sleek, silvery hull of our craft came into view.  

“Is that the same one?” 

“Not quite. I paid extra to get a Silver Bullet, though, the exact 

model from our honeymoon.” 

Her eyes widened. “I’m driving.” 

Bella hopped onto the deck too quickly, her human façade 

slipping for a moment, then she glanced around to be certain no 

one had seen. I smiled at her enthusiasm as I stowed our luggage. I 

knew she’d appreciate the speed of the craft now in a way she 

couldn’t have nine years ago. 

I worked the rope loose from the anchor post, coiled it on the 

deck, and then took up a position behind the captain’s chair. 

“It’s like driving a stick shift,” I explained and pointed to a 

lever at the right of the wheel. “That’s the throttle. Pull it toward you 

to reverse.” 

The wind whipped through Bella’s hair and showered us with 

ocean water as my wife steered the boat clear of the marina. Unable 

to resist, I ran my fingers under the curve of her breasts and 

skimmed my nose along the nape of her neck. The thought of her 

lying threadbare on the beach made me anxious to reach the 

island. 
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“You feel like heaven,” I murmured in her ear. “Are you sure 

you can’t go faster?” 

“Anxious, Mr. Cullen?” 

“The faster we get there,” I growled low in her ear, “the faster I 

can taste you.” 

She groaned—with need or frustration, I wasn’t sure. Perhaps 

her anticipation was now as great as mine. 

After an hour’s cruise, we pulled alongside the pier at Isle Esme. 

Before I could grab the rope to secure the boat, my wife wrapped her 

arms around my waist and crushed her lips to mine. 

“Bella,” I warned.  

“What?” She ran her hand along my inner left thigh. “Need a 

few human minutes?” Her breath fluttered against my skin as she 

chuckled. 

I remembered our early days when she often took human 

minutes apart from me and how much I didn’t miss that. “Definitely 

not.” 

Securing the boat fled my mind as I picked up the little vixen 

and leapt to shore. I nipped the flesh of her shoulder, then slid my 

hands inside her jeans to caress the curve of her hips.  

Incited, Bella unfastened my trousers and shuttled them down 

along with my boxers, her fingernails lightly scratching my thighs. 

With no further warning, she took hold of my rigid length and 

stroked from base to tip, her eyes gleaming black with desire.  

I gasped into the curve of her neck as my senses took flight, 

reveling in the glide of her palm against me, the whisper of our 

quickened breaths, the pressure of her breasts to my chest. In a 

separate part of my vampire brain, I marveled at how our passion 

only grew stronger with the passage of years. 

I kissed my way to her earlobe, then along her jaw to her lips. 

With fumbling fingers, I freed the top button of her blouse and 

leaned down to place a kiss on the inviting flesh revealed there.  

Abruptly, she dropped her shield, and her desire, intense and 

consuming, washed over me, mixing with, and amplifying, my own.  
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You’re handsome when you’re incoherent, she teased, having 

reduced me to a blithering idiot.  

“That’s funny, hmm?” I felt her surge of delight as she 

anticipated my next move.  

I’ve waited long enough, Edward, please, she pleaded mentally 

before the door to her mind slammed shut.  

Incited in turn, I spun us around, my back to the churning 

ocean, and lowered her to the sand, tearing away her top before her 

hair touched the ground. With a flick of her wrist and a kick of her 

feet, she dispensed with her jeans. Her flip-flops flew through the air 

and landed in the water with a splash.  

Bringing my mouth to hers, I reached to pluck off her brassiere, 

only to find her bare, both above and below.  

“No underwear,” I said with admiration. Her body, nude 

beneath me, tempted me to slow down and savor the moment, to 

play and tease. 

Noticing the shift in my demeanor, she wrapped an impatient 

leg around my backside and pulled me to her in silent supplication. 

Unable to resist, I stripped off my clothes, tossing them onto the pile 

with hers, then braced one arm underneath her shoulders, bringing 

her closer. Nestled between her legs, I guided myself into her. 

There on Isle Esme, where we’d loved each other completely for 

the first time, the past collided with the present in a surreal moment. 

As I closed my eyes, I recalled how it had felt to enter her human 

body—my gripping fear and blinding need, her mouth-watering 

scent, the struggle to resist her blood while I surrendered to her 

exquisitely soft flesh. The anguishing half of that experience had 

long since fallen away, though, and I was left with the intense 

pleasure, joy, and satisfaction of the present. 

When I opened my eyes, I saw hers were half-lidded and tense. 

Sea spray misted her hair and skin. Sand clung to her eyelashes. 

“You are so beautiful,” I whispered, breathless. 

An expression I couldn’t interpret crossed her face.  
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“You are beautiful,” she murmured as she laced her fingers 

into my hair and pulled me closer for a sultry kiss. 

She latched her feet together and drove her heels in to spur me 

on, crying out with feverish abandon when I sped the rhythm of my 

hips. I loved sliding into her, the way her body welcomed me as I 

thrust forward, held and cradled me. Joining with my wife was 

elemental to my existence, stronger than my need for blood. Without 

this—without her—I was incomplete. 

Bella’s intense expression shifted and the corners of her mouth 

turned up in a smile. I puzzled for a moment over what had amused 

her, then saw we’d dug ourselves into the sand; her hips, elbows, and 

shoulders lay buried beneath the grains. Careful to maintain our 

connection, I flipped us over, peppering sand in all directions. She 

anchored her feet beside my waist, pressed her hands to my chest, 

and worked her hips in time with mine. 

I trailed my fingertips along her belly, over her ribs, and 

around her breasts, watching her face as I rolled her nipples 

between my thumbs and forefingers. Her lower jaw went slack and 

she angled her hips sharply, adding a delicious grind to every 

downstroke. With my eyes on the rise and fall of her breasts, I trailed 

my thumb along the inside of her thigh to her clitoris and pressed 

lightly to the underside.  

My breath left my lungs in a whoosh when her warm, tight flesh 

gripped me, her orgasm rippling through her velvet walls. In the 

midst of her release, she sensed mine and clutched at my neck, her 

thumbs pressing into my long-cold veins and tapping into the dark, 

carnal desire to feed. I groaned with abandon as I climaxed, my 

body shuddering. She kept her hands to my neck until I fell limp 

beneath her. In the following calm, I breathed in deeply and 

wrapped my arms around her. 

She lowered herself to my chest. “I love you, more than 

anything,” she whispered, her voice hoarse. 

“As I love you, my darling.” 

*** 
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A warm breeze ruffled Bella’s hair, scattering the strands 

across my chest. Water lapped at the shore a few feet away with a soft 

thrum, caressing the beach. I was reminded of a similar scene from 

our honeymoon, but this time, the moment was peaceful. Bella kept 

her eyes closed as if she were asleep, her serene expression giving me 

no insight to her thoughts. 

“Bella?” 

“Mmm.”  

I chuckled. “Tell me. What are you thinking about?” 

She sighed and dragged her fingers lazily across my chest. 

“Lots of things. The moonlight, your skin, the air, your smell.” 

“The moonlight?” 

“Yes, how I can feel the moonlight.” 

Stretching my arm across the sand, I turned my palm up and 

discerned a minute heat differential between where the light 

touched my skin and where it didn’t. 

“I never noticed that before.” I craned my neck to kiss the top of 

her head. “So many things I never noticed before you.” 

“Moonlight is only reflected sunlight, so it’s softer…gentler.” 

She pressed her mouth to mine. I parted my lips to deepen the 

kiss and taste her sweet breath. A bird cawed in the trees nearby and 

we both looked up. For a time, I’d forgotten where we were—alone, 

on a deserted island. I chuckled. 

“What?” 

“If you were stranded on a desert island and you could take 

only one thing with you, what would it be?” 

Bella grinned. “You.” 

“Mmm, same here.” I rubbed my nose against hers. 

“We don’t even need the boat,” she said as she drew my earlobe 

into her mouth. 

“It’s a good thing we don’t.” I laughed and gestured toward 

the water to where our small craft bobbed on the distant waves. 

“Stay here,” I said as I shifted to slip out from under her. “I’ll 

get it.” 
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She jammed herself against me, pinning me down. I could 

have escaped with ease, but I really didn’t want to leave her. 

“You’re right, we don’t need it,” I muttered, squeezing her 

luscious, round rump. I caressed her waist, the sand a rough texture 

against her smooth skin. “Make love again and then retrieve the 

boat?” I raised my eyebrows. 

Her amber eyes glinted before going dark. She leaned down 

and kissed my chest. Then leaping up, Bella ran to the dock and 

dove off, and when her toes disappeared beneath the surface, I 

followed. She glided through the water like she belonged there, legs 

kicking, hips undulating, her nakedness enhancing the beauty of 

her movements. With a flick of her wrists, she sped ahead of me, 

leaving a trail of bubbles in her wake. 

I was reminded of a time long ago when I swam there with my 

family, all of them paired off. I genuinely believed I was complete in 

myself, never imagined wanting to be with someone in the way they 

were with each other. What a fool I was! I couldn’t fathom living 

without my beloved now. 

Beneath the sea, the coral-covered slope gave way to the wide 

span of the ocean shelf, and above us rose a towering forest of 

seaweed. We wove through it, ducking and dodging the broad 

leaves, chasing fish and other creatures from their hiding places. 

Streaking to the left, Bella rounded one dense cluster, and without 

a sense of smell to aid me, I lost her in the leaves and murky water. 

I’d just slowed my pace to scan for movement when the water 

swelled behind me, pressed against my feet, and cascaded up my 

calves and thighs. I turned to catch sight of my wife’s dark hair 

flowing toward me through the water. Flexing her feet, she darted to 

my side, then cupped my face in her hands and kissed me softly, 

wrapping her legs around my waist. The current pushed and pulled, 

but I kept us suspended with small movements of my hands. 

Wet and ready, she lowered herself onto me and I thrust my 

hips to aid her efforts, unable to discern where the sea ended and 

she began. Caught in sensation in this otherworldly place, I lost 
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focus, my hands faltered, and we descended like marble statues to 

the ocean floor, slowly, inexorably.  

Impatience got the better of me, and when my feet at last met 

the stone-strewn surface, I gripped Bella’s hips and drove her hard 

onto me again and again. Our bodies danced strangely in the 

alien environment lit by faint moonlight from above. Our 

movements created a push and pull in the water around us, jostling 

us about and fighting the rhythm of our lust.  

My skin began to tingle and I saw my wife’s eyes widen in 

surprise. The strange electricity which had always flowed between us 

seemed to have excited the nearby water molecules, infusing them 

with crackling energy. Immersed as we were, it touched us 

everywhere at once, creating a field of sexual electricity that held us 

spellbound in its grip. Bella clung to my waist and shoulders and 

kissed me with feverish need. Saltwater flooded my mouth as I swept 

my tongue over hers, and our venom, mingling with the water, 

popped and fizzed and sparked on our teeth. 

My overwhelming need for her—to be connected to her in every 

way—shook me to my core. The power of it was staggering… 

stupefying. I held her tightly, driving my hips with small, tight 

movements so as not to break contact, and the miraculous current, 

flowing within and without, quickly built the pressure at the base of 

my spine. It must have affected Bella the same way, for our muscles 

quivered and twitched and we climaxed together with 

uncontrollable, near savage force. When the sensations finally 

dissipated, it came almost as a relief, and we lay on the ocean floor, 

clinging to each other.  
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As the sun rose, the color of the water above us changed from 

dark blue to turquoise, and with a sigh, Bella shifted to separate 

herself from me. We shoved off the sea floor and rocketed toward the 

light.  

Breaking the surface, she turned to me, her eyes full of wonder. 

“Edward, that was—” 

“Mind-altering, yes.” I took her in my arms and gazed at her 

intently. I could still feel the electrical sensation beneath my skin. It 

created a thirst I wanted to quench with her body, but she was both 

the source of it and its remedy. 

Her eyes danced with excitement. “Good, I’m not the only one, 

then.” 

The ocean stretched around us like rippling blue silk. I caught 

sight of our boat rocking far from shore. 

“Race you?”  

She grinned, sighed, and then twisted to float on her back, 

apparently declining my proposal. 

“We need to swim more often,” she said as we casually stroked 

our way toward the small craft. 
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“Do we now?”  

I imagined us enjoying the surf at La Push, a deep-sea-diving 

vampire couple skinny-dipping within the domain of the local 

werewolf tribe. I didn’t think it would go over well. 

“We could just stay naked forever,” Bella said, “and live in the 

water.” 

I laughed loudly. “What, and eat dolphins?” 

She wrinkled her nose and cringed. “No, I guess not.”  

 


