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Together Away :  Isle Esme, Part 2  

Wind blew through the palm trees, making the fronds rattle. 

Small fluffs of cloud drifted into view. Bella and I lay together in 

the sand, her head resting on my chest. We were no longer by the 

water, but we hadn’t quite made it to the house. 

I breathed in deeply. “Alice mentioned rain in the forecast.” 

Bella huffed with irritation. “Rain?” 

“It’s not that bad.” I caressed her arm. “It’s a warm rain.” 

“We could have stayed in Forks for that.” 

I grinned to myself. If we’d stayed in Forks, I couldn’t have 

procured her anniversary present.  

Bella twisted a lock of hair around her finger and sighed.  

“Worried about something?” 

She shook her head. 

“I’ve known you for more than a decade. Fiddling with your 

hair is a nervous habit. Something is on your mind.”  

The wind strengthened, bowing the tops of the palm trees. 

Waves lapped further up the beach, and the sky darkened with the 

approaching storm. 

“I was thinking about something Jasper said….” 

I prompted when she didn’t continue. “And what did Jasper 

say?”  

“Is it possible,” she began, measuring her words , “for vampires 

to suffer from PTSD? You know, post-traumatic stress disorder?” 

My mind flickered through images of my own hell—Bella’s 

precious blood spilling from her, dripping to the floor, sticking to my 

shoes with each footstep, filling the air with her delirium-inducing 

scent. Every time I relived the ghastly scene of my wife’s human 

death, I felt the same gut-wrenching terror I’d felt in that moment. 

My muscles clamped down in response. 

Bella tried to turn toward me, but I tightened my hold on her 

and buried my face in her hair. I forced the images from my mind 
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by focusing on the present—my arms wrapped around my wife, the 

softness of her body against me, the sound of her slow and measured 

breaths.  

When I was sure my voice wouldn’t betray me, I answered, “Yes, 

I suppose it is. Why do you ask?” 

“It’s nothing, really, but I keep expecting Alice to call with bad 

news.” 

“I’m sure Nessie and Jacob are fine.” 

“I know, it’s just that…I don’t think I’m used to Alice’s gift yet.” 

“Her gift of gab or her gift of sight?”  

“Sight. I think her visions are happening more often.” 

Instantly, I tabulated the number of visions Alice had received 

since she and Jasper joined the family, then since Bella came into 

my life, and then within the last few months. “No, it’s the same. Only 

now, we don’t have to keep them from you.” 

Lightning streaked the sky, and one fat raindrop splattered on 

my forearm. The air hummed with energy from the growing storm. 

Soon, rain had soaked Bella’s hair and intensified her scent, 

turning it to a heady perfume. I wanted to immerse myself in it and 

wash away the images of blood and death. 

I stood, scooped her into my arms, and carried her to a stout 

palm tree. Propping her up, I reverently kissed away a bead of water 

that clung to her chin. Her throat tightened when I ran my mouth 

along the line of her jaw, and the sound she made—a deep, 

desperate groan—thrilled me. I trailed my lips along her 

collarbone, then up the other side. Her hands tightened in my hair 

as she tried to pull me to her mouth. I resisted. 

“Edward,” she whimpered, pushing her hips toward me. 

With a hand planted low on her belly, I continued the slow 

tease of her skin with my mouth. Her breath quickened. She could 

have distracted me by dropping her shield, but she enjoyed this 

game as much as I did. Surrendering, she let go of my hair and 

braced her hands against the trunk of the tree. 
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I undid her jeans and peeled them down, then kneeled to slip 

them over her feet. I kissed and caressed the curves of her calves, one 

leg and then the other. Rain dripped from the hem of her shirt and 

formed a puddle on the ground beneath us. I slid my hands along 

the backs of her thighs and kissed my way up them. 

When I slipped the fingers of one hand between her legs, barely 

skimming her sex with the tip of my thumb, the wood of the tree 

splintered. Slowly, I flicked my tongue over her clitoris until one 

hand gripped my hair, then I dipped two fingers inside her and 

teased her labia with my slick touch. Wood splintered again, louder 

this time. Bella moaned with need.  

Her flesh gave way as I slid my fingers slowly inside her again, 

then again. Her breaths became more labored, and she thrust her 

hips forward, forcing my mouth over her sex. I lapped at her wetness, 

enjoying her musky sweetness. The wood of the tree shuddered and 

cracked under her tightening grip on the trunk. 

I stood, my hand cupping her sex, and brought my mouth to 

hers for a feverish kiss. I curled my fingers inside her and stroked—

short, quick, deliberate. I rolled one pert nipple between my fingers 

and lowered my mouth to the other. Suddenly, my wife’s body 

shuddered in orgasm and the ground beneath us began to quake. A 

loud, sharp crackle filled the air, and with a thunderous groan, the 

palm tree swayed and slowly toppled behind her. 

Bella leaned against the frayed stump, seemingly unaware of 

having felled a tree with her hands. She stepped her legs apart and 

pulled me closer. With her mouth on mine, she undid the button of 

my jeans and slid them down my thighs. I braced one hand against 

the stump and gripped her backside with the other, letting her guide 

my penis inside. She wrapped her arms around me and lifted her 

legs from the ground. When I thrust inside her, I braced both arms 

over her shoulders to keep her from slipping away. 

Storm clouds reflected in her eyes. Drops of water splashed to 

her cheek from my hair, and I slowed myself to enjoy the moment, to 

savor it. Each time I thrust inside her, I kissed a small dot of water 
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from her skin. All too soon, and with a gasping breath, I succumbed 

to the exquisite friction.  

 

 

Eventually, the chaos of the storm subsided. We lay in our sandy 

puddle, wrapped in each other’s arms, a tangle of limbs. Eyes closed, 

I let my mind drift, plucking a melody from the rhythmic island 

sounds, weaving them into a new composition. 

When night began to fall, we pulled on our clothes and made 

our way to the house, which had changed little since we were here 

the last time. Esme had acquired a few new decorative items, 

nothing dramatic. Bella dragged her fingers along the kitchen 

counter and then to the handle of the refrigerator. 

“Hungry?” I joked. 

She smiled slightly. “It’s weird. I remember sitting at the 

counter eating…a lot.” 

I pulled the fridge door open. There were a few food items, 

enough to maintain the illusion of humanity. 

“I could fix you some eggs, if you’d like.” I pulled the egg 

carton from the shelf, taunting her with them. 

Bella held up a hand. “That’s gross.” 

“You need to learn how to eat sometime.” 

She wrinkled her nose and flashed her teeth. 

“My little angry kit—” 

An engine rumbled in the distance. Suddenly on alert, I shut 

the door and moved instinctively to shield Bella’s back. Her 

shoulders curled forward and debris clunked to the floor as her 

fingers dug into the edge of the stone counter. I wrapped my arms 

around her, cupping her shoulders, and listened to the thoughts of 

the approaching party. Cell phone coverage here was sparse. Had 

there been an incident back home requiring messengers be sent to 

us? Or had a local vampire caught our scent? I couldn’t see or feel 

it, but I knew Bella’s shield was wrapped around us. 
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Voices competed with the noise of the engine. One person was 

clearly male; I wasn’t certain of the other. Both spoke in Portuguese. 

“What are they saying, Edward?” 

“They’re talking about the weather.”  

The visitors seemed to pose no threat. I eased Bella’s hands 

from the counter, then rubbed the gouges to smooth them out. The 

stone would need repairing, but at least the marks looked less like 

fingers. Bella cocked her head and watched me sweep the debris into 

the trash bin. 

“It’s all right, love.” I touched her face and met her gaze. She 

relaxed minutely. “The storm caused some damage mainland, so 

they’ve come to see if we’re okay.” 

“Then why did you tense?” 

“Instinct.” I sighed and kissed her forehead, the tip of her nose, 

and then her mouth. 

“We’re horrible vacationers, Edward. I’ve broken Esme’s house.” 

She looked at the mangled counter with dismay. 

I chuckled. “You’re not the first. Emmett punched a hole in the 

living room wall and tried to cover it with a picture one year.” 

“And there was Esme’s headboard.” 

“She’s used to it.” I nipped at Bella’s earlobe. 

Minutes later, we walked outside to meet our visitors at the 

dock, two men, neither familiar. The last time any of our family had 

visited the island, Gustavo and Kaure were the caretakers. No 

mention had been made of a change. 

Bella stood beside me, her shoulders squared and her torso 

angled in my direction, signs she was uneasy and being protective. 

“Hello, I’m Edward. This is my wife, Bella.” 

The older male, clean-shaven with leathery, tanned skin, 

flicked his hand to wave. He stepped out of the boat. 

“I’m Davi,” he said in Portuguese. “This is my son, Rui. My 

father sent us to see if you need help.” 

I wrapped my arm around Bella’s shoulder. “We’re okay. The 

house is fine, too.” 
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The man pictured Kaure in his mind, her eyes tight with anger. 

She hadn’t wanted them to come. She knew what we were. Did they?  

Rui roped the boat to the dock and joined us on the beach. He 

was Bella’s height and looked like Gustavo in the set of his mouth 

and eyes. His thoughts were clear.  

Grandmama said demons, but they’re just children. Beautiful 

children. Where are the horns? The red-blood eyes? 

So they did know. I spoke calmly and firmly to avoid inciting 

fear. “A tree fell, but it caused no damage.” 

Davi raised his eyebrows, nodded, and walked in the direction 

I’d indicated. Rui followed. 

“Should we tell them to go?” Bella asked in a voice too fast and 

low for them to hear. 

The two men walked along the path toward the house until 

they caught sight of the broken palm trunk. 

“No. Gustavo sent them.”  

“Why didn’t he and Kaure come?” 

I picked over the thoughts of the men, looking for a reason. 

Davi and Rui were puzzled by the tree, how it had fallen, and how 

they would remove it. “I don’t know.” 

 

 

“What are you thinking?”  I prodded Bella after they left.  

She didn’t respond. 

“You’re not breathing.”  

Deliberately, she took a breath. 

“Bella?” 

She shook her head. “It’s fine.” 

“We’ve talked about the ‘it’s fine’ response.” 

A grimace broke through her stone-like facade. “I hope us 

coming here didn’t cause a problem.” 

“Problems come with the territory, with what we are. When you 

throw a pebble into a pond, the water ripples.” 
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“I don’t want ripples, Edward. Not when ripples turn into 

tsunamis.” 

With a sigh, I pulled her against me. “It seems I’m failing at 

this helping-my-wife-relax thing.” 

She swayed her hips. “Maybe we shouldn’t try to relax. We could 

play games instead. If I yell loud enough, will they hear me on the 

mainland?” 

“You’re not a screamer.” I thought of her earlier, braced 

against the palm tree, a string of sexually charged gasps and howls 

slipping from her with my every touch and kiss. “Well, you’re my kind 

of screamer.” 

I kissed her and paused to savor her scent. It mesmerized me 

even more than it had before her change, but miraculously, without 

the thirst, without the pain. 

She rubbed her nose against mine and closed her eyes. “Should 

we take care of the tree before they come back?” 

“I think they might find that a bit suspicious, don’t you?” 

“The Quileute say to walk softly and carry a big stick.” Bella 

laughed. “When Emmett and Jasper cleared fallen trees from the 

one-oh-one last year, their javelin contest set off earthquake sensors. 

Charlie asked me if I’d felt anything.” 

I slipped my fingers under the sleeve of her shirt. “How about I 

denude you…and not the island?” 

 

 

A surge of water rustled the thread-like leaves of the large bed of 

seaweed where Bella and I swam. Another boat was approaching. We 

rushed back to the house, dressed hurriedly, and shut the curtains 

against the midday sun.  

“It’s Gustavo and Kaure,” I told her. 

Moments later, I opened the door and Kaure entered the room 

where years earlier I had confirmed her suspicions about the 

existence of our kind. With a measure of sadness, she took in Bella’s 

appearance.  
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Kaure had changed too. Her eyes had darkened and glossed 

over with age. Her tanned skin was more wrinkled along her 

forehead and neck, and her lips were thin and cracked.  

I smiled, an attempt to “dazzle,” something Bella had once 

accused me of doing to get my way with humans. Perhaps it would 

add some warmth to the situation. The irony wasn’t lost on me.  

“How are you and Gustavo doing?” I inquired.  

“Fine,” Kaure replied tersely. Her concern for Bella had never 

extended to me. The harshness of her accusation nine years before 

still stung—“You have brought her here to die!” 

Just like then, I felt the need to defend myself, to clear my good 

name, to deny that I’d ever held ill intentions toward my wife, but 

Bella’s earlier words—“I don’t want ripples”—kept me silent. Instead, 

I extracted my wallet and flipped to a photo of Renesmee just shy of 

twenty-four months.  

“This is our daughter, Renesmee.”  

Though Alice and Rosalie had taken hundreds of staged 

photos to manufacture a “normal” childhood for our daughter, the 

ones in my wallet were snapshots from our actual lives. It bothered 

Bella to lie about everything when it came to Renesmee. Having real 

photos was her way of staying in touch with the truth. 

In this picture, Nessie sat perched on Emmett’s shoulders just 

before he’d raced across the roof and bounded into the trees. (After 

a roofing tile broke loose and shattered a windshield, Esme banned 

them from playing on the roof.) I flipped to the next picture in which 

Nessie peeked from under a pile of freshly laundered blankets. It 

could have been a sweet moment from any child’s life, but Nessie was 

actually conducting a science experiment to determine what 

materials, if any, might hinder or alter my telepathy. 

“Beautiful child,” Kaure said to Bella, ignoring me though I 

acted as translator. “Is she in school?” 

“She’s in the fourth grade now,” Bella said, after a brief 

hesitation. “She loves to read and paint.” 
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If this small talk eased Kaure’s concerns, I couldn’t tell. She 

seemed to cling to her wariness like a life raft. We weren’t telling her 

the absolute truth, and she knew it.  

Just then, Gustavo tapped on the door and entered the room. 

In his mind hung the remnants of an argument he’d had with 

Kaure in which she’d called Bella and myself “demon people.” In 

response, he’d taken her hand, kissed it, and said, “Mulher boba, 

eles são Americanos.” (“Silly woman, they’re Americans.”) 

I suppressed a smile. To Gustavo, who saw before him a man 

with his arm around his wife’s shoulder, her smiling up at him, we 

seemed like a loving couple, nothing more.  

“Welcome back,” he said with a grin. “Is this your child?” 

I nodded and extended my arm to give him a closer look at 

the photo. 

“Bela criança! She looks just like her mother.” 

I chuckled. “Bella says she looks more like me.” 

Gustavo squinted at the picture. “How old is she?” 

“Nine,” I answered automatically. In fact, Renesmee had 

already grown up, married, and moved to her own home. 

Shortly thereafter, Gustavo said his goodbyes and lead Kaure 

from the house. Bella and I listened for their boat to leave the dock, 

then settled onto the couch. 

“How can you stand it?” 

I lifted her legs and draped them over my thighs. “Stand 

what?” 

“The lying.” Bella sighed. “I feel no more comfortable with it 

now than I did years ago. I can’t help but feel that Kaure would be 

more understanding if I could just tell her the truth.” 

I shook my head. “No. Kaure’s view of me, of us, won’t change.” 

A sad truth. “Esme struggles with falsehoods, too. Think of it like 

writing a story, rather than telling a lie. No matter where we go, 

we’re always writing new stories.” 

Bella bit her lip, lost in thought. “And where will we go, 

Edward? What’s after Forks?” She turned her gaze to the front 
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window beyond which the green-gray ocean spread wide to the 

horizon. 

This wasn't the first time the subject had come up. This was, 

however, the first time Bella had broached it. She avoided the topic, 

much as she had sidestepped the necessity for ending her 

relationship with her mother. Though immortal, we vampires must 

die and be reborn in our own way, over and over.  

“Don’t be afraid,” I murmured, remembering the words Bella 

had uttered to me on our honeymoon. “We belong together.” 

She turned to me, her expression soft, contemplative, and 

pressed a hand over my silent heart. 

“Nothing will change that.” She spread her fingers wide. “Even 

if my skin turns to paper and my eyes go milky with age.” 

Whatever had been troubling her seemed to dissipate. When she 

leaned in to kiss me, a smile played on her lips. 

 

 

Our last day on the island, Bella tidied the kitchen that we never 

used while I considered how to present her anniversary gift. Gift 

giving was always risky with her, but the nature of this one made me 

even less sure of her reaction. 

“Bella?” 

She looked up and spotted the small, white box in my hand. She 

shook her head, but didn’t protest, which I took as a good sign. I 

flashed her the crooked smile she’d always loved and held out the 

gift. 

Her eyes narrowed and she nibbled on her bottom lip for a 

moment. “You didn’t spend a lot, did you?” 

I shook my head. “Not a dime.” 

Bella took it with little enthusiasm. When the package lay open 

in her hand, she stilled.  

“Edward…how?”  
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I slipped my arm around her waist while she carefully 

extracted the framed picture of Phil and Renee standing arm-in-

arm at a recent, formal school event. 

“How did you get this?” she asked in wonderment.  

I smiled, but chose not to answer. Bella disapproved of Alice 

and me using our gifts to facilitate breaking and entering, and 

theft. To distract her, I kissed her neck just beneath the hairline. “It 

doesn't matter.” 

“Edward,” she admonished, slightly breathless. 

“I defeated an army a thousand strong to offer you a solitary 

photograph, my lady.” 

Before she could press me further, I pulled up her chin for a 

kiss, then lingered over her lips. 

“Thank you,” she whispered, then turned toward the bedroom 

with the gift in her hand.  

I admired her beauty as she retreated, the sway of her hips and 

how the curled ends of her hair bobbed with each step. Her form 

disappearing around the corner broke my trance. 

“I have a gift for you,” she called. 

When I walked into the bedroom, the sight of my wife poised in 

the center of the bed, clad in a familiar, sheer black negligée, stole 

my breath. 

She rose on her knees and ruffled the lace across her thighs. 

“Bring back memories?” 

Did it ever. On our honeymoon, the same lingerie had 

shattered my resolve of celibacy. Her enticing form and her 

desperate, pent-up need had caused me to buckle helplessly under 

my own, and I’d torn the garment to tatters. The image of her in it 

was one I frequented in my fantasies. 

I walked to the edge of the bed, reached for her hips, and 

dragged her backwards across the mattress. She squealed with 

shocked delight and fell forward, the lacy round of her backside 

pressed into my groin. 
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“Of all the frilly bits you’ve worn, this is my favorite. The way it 

contrasts with the pale of your skin….” The last word came out a 

growl. 

I rucked the delicate fabric until the span of her back lay bare. 

She gasped and shuddered when I kissed a trail down the curve of 

her spine. My mouth still on her flesh, I dragged my fingers down 

her back to the narrow band of elastic around her hips. 

“How in love with these are you?” 

She groaned and pushed into me, and with a slight twist of my 

fingers, the band broke free. I shifted my hips to let the fabric fall 

away and a moment later, free of my own clothes, I nested myself 

deep inside her. 

A soft, sensual sigh escaped her when I slid my hands to her 

belly, feeling the muscles flex and draw taut. She shifted, tossing her 

hair over one shoulder. The reflection of us in the large dresser-top 

mirror caught my eye, and I stilled. The perspective was all wrong. 

Beautiful, but far away. 

“It feels incredible, but I need you close.”  

I lifted her from the crumpled white sheets, bringing her 

shoulders to my chest. Now the picture was perfect—her back arched, 

calves on either side of my thighs, the crescent of her breasts 

trimmed with lace. 

I cupped the front of her neck with one hand and slid the other 

to her clitoris, rubbing slow circles that matched the rhythm of my 

thrusts. The physical sensation married with the visual was powerful, 

yet I held off my release, determined to coax her to that peak first. I 

moaned softly in her ear, knowing the effect it would have. Her body 

quaked in response. As her orgasm fluttered to life, I could resist no 

longer. 

We made love again and again on that plush bed…till it was 

time to leave Isle Esme. Preparing to go, I plucked her black lace 

panties from the floor and slipped them in my pocket. 

“A keepsake?” She gave a giggly snort, her voice syrupy with a 

post-coital haze. 
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“Cullen family rule,” I reminded her. “Leave no evidence.” 

With a sigh, I gathered our luggage in one hand and flicked 

out the light. Bella slipped her hand into my back pocket, I wrapped 

my arm around her, and we walked to the boat dock together. 

 


