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Chapter 1

I stare at the email glowing on my laptop screen, the cursor blinking like it’s daring me to believe it. “Congratulations, Rebecca Tartikoff. You have been selected for the Machu Picchu Conservation Internship under Dr. Elias Navarro.” My heart slams against my ribs so hard I swear I can hear it in the quiet of my childhood bedroom back in Greencastle, Pennsylvania. Heat floods my cheeks, rushes down my neck, pools low in my belly like something alive and restless has finally woken up. I press my thighs together under the desk, feeling that secret throb between my legs—the one I’ve never really named, the one that always came when I stayed up too late reading about ancient temples or watched Dr. Navarro’s lecture videos on YouTube, his deep voice wrapping around Incan cosmology like velvet over stone.

This is real. Six weeks. The Andes. The Sun Temple. Him.

I lean back in my creaky desk chair, the same one I’ve had since high school, and let the reality sink in. My fingers tremble as I scroll down the acceptance letter again. I’ve wanted this so badly it almost hurts. Growing up here, in this tiny conservative town where everyone knows everyone and Sunday sermons last forever, wanting anything this big felt dangerous. My parents raised me right—church every Sunday, no dating until college (and even then, only “serious” boys who never lasted), straight As, volunteer work, the whole obedient-daughter package. “Archaeology?” Dad would grunt over dinner, fork scraping his plate. “That’s not practical for a girl, Rebecca. You’ll end up broke and covered in dirt.” Mom would just nod and pass the potatoes, her eyes saying “be good, be safe, don’t want too much”. So I buried the hunger. I studied harder. I kept my head down and my legs closed and my dreams locked tight inside journals no one ever saw.

But college cracked the door open. Penn State wasn’t exactly wild, but it was far enough from Greencastle that I could breathe. Late nights in the archaeology lab, poring over Incan artifacts in the dim glow of a desk lamp, my body aching from hunching over books but my mind on fire. I was the quiet one in seminars—curly hair always tied back, conservative sweaters, no parties. The other girls talked about hookups and freedom like it was nothing. I listened and felt this sharp, secret envy twist in my chest. I wanted to feel something real, something that made my skin hum and my breath catch. I wanted to stand somewhere ancient and feel the weight of centuries pressing against me, pressing “into” me. And Dr. Elias Navarro… God. I’d found his recorded lectures by accident during a research rabbit hole sophomore year. That voice—calm, commanding, laced with a faint Peruvian accent that made every word about solstices and sacred terraces sound like a secret. His photos online showed a man in his mid-forties, silver threading through thick dark hair, shoulders broad from years of fieldwork, eyes that looked like they’d seen every layer of the past and still wanted more. I watched those videos alone in my dorm room, lights off, laptop balanced on my stomach, and I’d catch myself biting my lip, thighs shifting under the covers, wondering what it would feel like if a man like that looked at me the way he looked at those ruins.

Now I’m going to meet him. Work with him. For six whole weeks.

The next few days disappear in a blur of packing and goodbyes that feel too small for how huge this feels. Mom cries at the airport, hugging me so tight I can smell her lavender perfume and the faint trace of Sunday pot roast. “Be careful, baby. Don’t let anyone take advantage.” Dad just pats my shoulder, gruff as always. “Call every day.” I nod, smile the good-girl smile, but inside I’m vibrating. The plane ride is endless—Philadelphia to Lima, then the short hop to Cusco. I sit by the window the whole way, forehead pressed to the cool glass, watching the world shrink below me until it’s just clouds and ocean and then the jagged spine of the Andes rising up like the earth itself is reaching for the sky.

Turbulence hits somewhere over the Pacific and my stomach flips, but it’s not just fear. It’s this electric buzz under my skin. Every jolt of the plane makes my breasts brush against the seatbelt, nipples tightening under my thin cotton tee. I cross my arms, trying to hide it, but the pressure feels… good. Too good. I shift in the narrow seat and feel heat bloom low again, that restless pulse I can’t ignore anymore. “It’s just nerves,” I tell myself. “Jet lag. Altitude coming.” But my mind keeps drifting back to him. To the way his hands looked gripping a trowel in one of his field photos—strong, capable, veins standing out against sun-darkened skin. I wonder what those hands would feel like steadying me if the plane dropped again. I squeeze my eyes shut and try to focus on the in-flight movie, but the ache between my legs only deepens, warm and slick and impossible to pretend away.

By the time we land in Cusco the air feels thinner, like the world has been stretched. I step off the plane and the altitude slams into me like a soft, invisible hand. My head spins. Breathing gets shallow and fast. A dull throb starts behind my eyes and I feel dizzy, almost drunk on the thin oxygen. My legs wobble as I drag my suitcase through the terminal, but there’s this strange, heightened awareness in my body—every nerve ending alive. My skin prickles with goosebumps even though it’s warm. My pulse beats hard in my throat, in my wrists, and lower, deeper, between my thighs where the seam of my jeans keeps pressing with every step. It’s the altitude, the doctor warned us in the pre-trip email. But it feels intimate. Like my body is waking up in a brand-new way, raw and open and ready for whatever comes next.

Outside the airport the Andes tower around the city—massive, ancient, wrapped in mist and clouds that glow gold in the late afternoon light. They take my breath away again, literally. I stand there on the curb waiting for the shuttle, curly hair sticking to my damp neck, and just stare. The mountains feel alive. Sacred. Like they’re watching me the same way I’ve always wanted to be watched. A shiver rolls through me, starting at the base of my spine and spreading outward until even my fingertips tingle. I climb onto the bus that will take me the rest of the way toward Machu Picchu, find a window seat, and press my forehead to the glass again. The road twists and climbs, hairpin turns that make my stomach drop and my body rock against the seat. Every bump sends a little jolt through me—breasts heavy and sensitive, the ache between my legs sharpening until I have to bite the inside of my cheek to stay quiet.

I keep thinking about tomorrow. About meeting the team. About “him”. Dr. Elias Navarro. I’ve memorized his bio, his papers, the way he smiles in interviews like he’s holding back a thousand stories. He’s forty-five. Widowed. Brilliant. And for the next six weeks he’s going to be standing right there in the ruins with me, explaining things in that voice I’ve listened to in the dark. I shouldn’t be imagining his eyes on me. I shouldn’t be wondering what it would feel like if he noticed the way my body reacts when he speaks. But I am. God, I am.

The bus climbs higher. My head spins more. The headache throbs in time with my heartbeat, but the pain mixes with something hotter, something hungrier. The mountains outside the window keep getting bigger, wilder, more impossible. Mist curls around the peaks like breath on skin. I feel small and huge at the same time—tiny against all that ancient stone, but alive in a way I’ve never been back home.

The lodge appears at last, tucked into the valley near the ruins, lanterns already glowing in the gathering dusk. I step off the bus on shaky legs, suitcase wheels crunching on gravel, and breathe in the cool, thin air that smells of eucalyptus and earth and something older. My body is humming. My mind is racing. Tomorrow I meet him. Tomorrow everything changes.

I don’t know what’s going to happen when I get there. But I know I want it. The work. The adventure. The chance to finally step out of the good-girl box and feel something real against my skin.

And some secret, aching part of me wants “him” to notice me. Wants him to want me the way the mountains seem to want the mist—completely, hungrily, without apology.

I feel that warm pulse between my thighs again, stronger now, and I squeeze my legs tighter as I walk toward the entrance.

This is only the beginning.


Chapter 2

The alarm on my phone vibrates against the nightstand at 4:15 a.m., but I’m already awake. I’ve been awake for hours, staring at the wooden beams of the lodge ceiling while the thin Andean air presses down on my chest like a lover’s weight. My body feels heavy and light at the same time—altitude still humming in my blood, turning every breath into something deliberate. Between my legs, that low, restless ache from yesterday hasn’t faded. If anything, the thin mattress and the cool mountain night have made it sharper, more insistent. I shift under the single sheet, feeling the damp cotton cling to my thighs, and press my palm low on my belly just to steady myself. “Not now,” I think. “Not when I’m about to meet him.”

I shower quickly in the tiny tiled bathroom, the water barely warm, and every drop that slides down my breasts and over my stomach feels like a fingertip teasing lower. My nipples tighten instantly. I bite my lip and force myself to rinse off fast, towel off, and dress in the practical clothes I packed: khaki cargo pants that hug my hips a little tighter than I remember, a fitted long-sleeve base layer that does nothing to hide the way my chest rises and falls, and my favorite worn hiking boots. I pull my curls into a loose ponytail, but a few stubborn strands escape and brush my neck like a secret caress. I look at myself in the fogged mirror and wonder if he’ll notice. If he’ll see the flush on my cheeks that has nothing to do with the cold.

Outside, the lodge courtyard is still dark, lanterns glowing soft gold. The other interns are already gathering—six of us total—murmuring in sleepy voices. I spot Marco right away, the tall, cocky one from NYU who’s been posting about this trip on Instagram like he already owns the site. He flashes me a grin that’s a little too wide. “Morning, Pennsylvania. Ready to get your hands dirty?” I smile politely and step past him, clutching my daypack like a shield.

The shuttle rattles up the winding road in the pre-dawn dark, headlights cutting through mist that swirls like breath across the windshield. My forehead rests against the cool glass again, and I watch the world transform. The valley drops away beneath us, and then—suddenly—the mountains open up. Machu Picchu rises out of the mist like something the gods carved themselves: terraces stacked like lovers’ bodies, stone walls gleaming wet with dew, the whole citadel suspended between earth and sky. My breath catches so hard it hurts. The ache between my legs flares hotter, deeper, as if the sight itself is stroking me from the inside.

We park at the entrance gate just as the first pale light bleeds over the eastern peaks. The air is thinner up here, sharper. Every step toward the ruins makes my pulse thud in my throat, in my wrists, and lower—God, so much lower. I feel slick and sensitive with every stride, the seam of my pants rubbing in a rhythm I can’t ignore. I try to focus on the facts I memorized: built around 1450, abandoned after the Spanish conquest, rediscovered in 1911. But all I can think is “he’s here somewhere”.

And then I see him.

Dr. Elias Navarro stands on the first terrace, silhouetted against the rising sun, talking quietly with the project manager. He’s taller than I expected—broad shoulders filling out a worn olive field jacket, dark hair threaded with silver catching the light, the Incan sun tattoo I’ve seen in photos peeking just above his collar when he turns his head. His face is all sharp angles and quiet intensity, the kind of face that looks like it’s been weathered by wind and time and still came out beautiful. He’s forty-five and looks like he could carry me up Huayna Picchu without breaking a sweat.

Our eyes meet across the stone platform.

For one heartbeat the entire citadel disappears. There’s just the mist curling between us and the sudden, electric weight of his gaze on my body. I feel it like a physical touch—sliding over my throat, my breasts, the curve of my waist—before he blinks and it’s gone. Professional again. But my skin is on fire. My nipples are so tight they ache against the thin fabric of my shirt, and a fresh rush of heat floods between my legs, making me clench involuntarily.

“Welcome, everyone,” he says, voice low and rich with that faint Peruvian accent I’ve listened to in the dark for two years. It rolls over me like warm oil. “I’m Dr. Elias Navarro. For the next six weeks, this citadel is your classroom, your laboratory, and—most importantly—your responsibility.” He gestures to the terraces behind him, the mist parting like curtains. “Machu Picchu isn’t just stones. It’s a living alignment of earth, sky, and water. The Incas built it to speak to the gods. Today, we listen.”

He starts the orientation walk, and we fall in behind him like pilgrims. I stay near the front—close enough to catch every word, close enough that when the path narrows I can smell him: clean sweat, eucalyptus soap, and something darker, masculine, that makes my mouth water. He points out the Intihuatana stone, the Temple of the Sun, explaining solstice alignments in that velvet voice, and I swear every syllable vibrates straight down my spine to settle hot and heavy between my thighs. My steps feel unsteady. The altitude, I tell myself. But I know better. It’s him. It’s the way his strong hands move when he gestures, the way his jeans stretch over powerful thighs as he crouches to show us a drainage channel, the way his eyes flick to me—once, twice—like he’s checking if I’m still listening.

At the Temple of the Sun, the mist is thickest. He stops us in the circular chamber where the sun would pierce the sacred window on the winter solstice. “Feel it,” he says quietly. “The stones hold memory. The air itself remembers.” He reaches out and lays his palm flat against the ancient wall. Without thinking, I mirror him, stepping closer. Our fingers are inches apart on the cool granite. Heat radiates from his body; I can feel it against my arm. My breath shallows. My heart is pounding so hard I’m sure he can hear it.

His eyes drop to my hand, then slowly rise to my face. Up close, his eyes are the color of dark coffee and storm clouds. There’s a flicker there—something hungry, something that makes my knees weak—before he pulls his hand away like the stone burned him.

“Careful with the altitude,” he murmurs, voice lower now, just for me. “It can make you… light-headed. Disoriented. Your body reacts in ways you don’t expect.” His gaze holds mine a second longer than professional. “Drink water. Rest when you need to. And if you feel anything—anything at all—you come to me.”

The double meaning hits me like a physical stroke. My cheeks flame. Between my legs I’m throbbing, wet, aching so suddenly I have to press my thighs together right there in the temple. He notices. I see the muscle in his jaw flex, see the way his nostrils flare just slightly as if he can smell how turned on I am.

“Yes, Dr. Navarro,” I whisper, voice barely audible over the wind moving through the ruins.

He nods once, sharp, and turns back to the group. But the air between us feels charged now, thicker than the mist. Every step we take after that, I’m hyper-aware of him—his broad back, the confident stride, the way his jacket stretches across his shoulders. I’m dizzy with more than altitude. My body is wide awake, humming, alive in a way Greencastle never allowed.

The sun crests fully as we reach the Intihuatana stone. Light spills across the terraces like liquid gold, and for a moment the entire citadel seems to glow. Dr. Navarro stands beside the sacred stone, explaining its astronomical precision, but his eyes keep drifting back to me. Each glance feels like fingers sliding under my clothes, tracing the curve of my waist, dipping lower.

I should be taking notes. I should be focused on the work.

Instead, I’m imagining his hands on me right here—strong and sure, pressing me back against warm ancient stone while the mist curls around us like a secret. I’m imagining that deep voice in my ear, saying my name like a prayer while he shows me exactly how the Andes make a woman feel.

The internship has barely begun, and already I’m burning.

By the time the morning session ends and we head back toward the lodge for lunch, my legs are trembling. Not from the hike. From the knowledge that Dr. Elias Navarro looked at me like he wanted to devour me whole—and that some secret, starving part of me wants him to.

The mist is burning off, but the heat inside me only climbs higher, and this is only day one.




Chapter 3

Lunch at the lodge is a blur of rice and beans and polite small talk, but I barely taste any of it. My body is still humming from the morning—every nerve lit up like the citadel itself under that first golden light. The altitude hasn’t let up; if anything, it’s settled deeper into my blood, making my skin feel too tight, my breasts heavier, my pussy slick and swollen with every shift of my thighs under the wooden table. I keep my eyes on my plate, but I can feel him across the room. Dr. Navarro—Elias, though I’d never dare say it out loud—sits with the project manager, his deep voice carrying just enough for me to catch fragments about afternoon assignments. Every time he laughs low at something she says, heat pools low in my belly like warm honey.

I tell myself it’s the thin air. I tell myself it’s jet lag and excitement and the sheer overwhelming beauty of this place. But when his gaze flicks to me across the tables—just once, just long enough for our eyes to lock—I know it’s him. My nipples tighten instantly against the soft fabric of my base layer. I cross my arms over my chest, pretending to be cold, but the pressure only makes it worse. A fresh rush of wetness slips between my folds, soaking into my panties. I squeeze my thighs together under the table and bite the inside of my cheek so I don’t make a sound.

After lunch we head back up to the site. The afternoon sun is stronger now, burning off the last of the mist and turning the stone terraces into something alive and golden. The group splits into smaller teams. Marco gets assigned to mapping drainage channels with Sofia. The others scatter to their tasks. And me?

“Photogrammetry on the Intihuatana stone, Tartikoff,” Dr. Navarro says, handing me a clipboard with the assignment sheet. His fingers brush mine when I take it—nothing, really, just skin against skin—but electricity shoots straight down my arm and detonates low between my legs. I feel my clit throb once, hard, like it’s answering him. “You’ll set up the tripod and camera rig. High-resolution images from multiple angles. We need the full 3D model before the rains start. Think you can handle it?”

“Yes, sir,” I manage, voice barely above a whisper. His eyes darken at the word “sir”. Just for a second. Then he nods once, professional again, and leads me up the steep stone steps toward the sacred stone.

The Intihuatana. The Hitching Post of the Sun. It rises from the highest terrace like a finger pointing straight to the gods—perfectly carved, angled to catch the solstice light. Up close it’s even more breathtaking. The granite is warm from the sun, smooth in places, rough in others, and I can feel the ancient energy humming through it the second I step into its shadow. Or maybe that’s just my own body, vibrating with need.

Dr. Navarro sets the tripod down beside the stone while I unpack the camera and the photogrammetry kit. The sun beats down on my back. Sweat trickles between my breasts, sliding down my stomach, and I’m suddenly aware of how my shirt is clinging to me, outlining every curve. He’s close—too close—crouching to adjust the legs of the tripod, his broad shoulders flexing under his field jacket. The faint scent of him hits me again: eucalyptus soap, clean male sweat, something darker and richer that makes my mouth water.

“Level it here,” he says, voice low and right beside my ear as he straightens. “Then we’ll calibrate the angles.”

I step in to help, and our bodies brush. Hip to hip for half a second. My breath catches. I feel the solid heat of him through our clothes, the hard line of muscle, and my pussy clenches hard around nothing. I’m so wet now I can feel it coating my inner thighs. He doesn’t move away immediately. His hand reaches past me to steady the camera mount, and his fingers graze the back of my hand—deliberate this time, lingering just long enough for me to feel the calluses on his palm, the strength in every knuckle.

The contact is innocent on paper. Adjusting equipment. Teaching the intern. But my body doesn’t get the memo. Heat explodes through me. My nipples are diamond-hard, aching to be touched. My clit throbs in time with my heartbeat, swollen and slick and begging. I imagine those same strong fingers sliding under my waistband, dipping into my soaked folds, circling that desperate little bud until I’m shaking against this ancient stone.

“Steady,” he murmurs, and I don’t know if he’s talking to the tripod or to me. His breath fans across my neck. I turn my head just slightly and our eyes lock again. Up close like this, I can see the silver at his temples, the faint lines at the corners of his eyes, the way his pupils have blown wide and dark. There’s hunger there. Raw, barely leashed hunger. For one heartbeat I think he might kiss me—right here, in the middle of the sacred site, with the whole Andes watching.

Then he pulls back. Clears his throat. Steps away like the stone itself burned him.

“Take the first set of shots from the north,” he says, voice rougher now. “I’ll check the alignment from the south. Call me if you need help with the settings.”

I nod, not trusting my voice. My hands are trembling as I mount the camera. Every click of the shutter feels too loud. Every time I shift my weight, the seam of my cargo pants rubs against my clit and I have to bite my lip to keep from moaning. I’m dripping. Actually dripping. I can feel the wetness cooling on my inner thighs as the breeze moves through the terraces.

He circles the stone, checking angles, and every time he passes behind me I feel his gaze like hands—sliding down my back, cupping my ass, spreading me open. I keep my eyes on the viewfinder, but my mind is somewhere else entirely: bent over this tripod, his big body behind me, that deep voice growling my name while he fucks me slow and deep against the warm granite.

I finish the north set and move to the east side. The sun is hotter now. My curls are sticking to my damp neck. When I crouch to adjust the tripod height, my ass brushes against his thigh—he’s right there again, steadying the leg I just moved. The contact is firmer this time. Deliberate. I hear his breath hitch. Feel the sudden tension in his body.

“Rebecca,” he says quietly. Just my name. Nothing else. But the way he says it—low, rough, like he’s tasting it—makes my pussy flutter and clench. A tiny, helpless sound slips out of me before I can stop it.

He straightens fast, jaw tight, and takes a deliberate step back. “Good work. Keep going. I’ll be at the Temple of the Sun if you need me.”

Then he’s gone, striding down the terrace with that powerful, controlled walk that makes my stomach flip. I stay crouched there for a long moment, heart hammering, thighs pressed together, trying to breathe through the ache that’s now a full-blown throb between my legs.

The Intihuatana stone stands silent above me, ancient and knowing. It’s seen kings and sacrifices and centuries of wind and rain. It’s seen everything.

And now it’s seen me—twenty-two, soaked, trembling, and already half in love with a man I’m not supposed to want.

I press my forehead against the cool metal of the tripod and close my eyes.


Chapter 4

The sun sinks behind the jagged peaks like it’s been swallowed whole, painting the terraces in deep rose and gold before the mist rolls back in. By the time we hike down from the Intihuatana, my legs are jelly and my body is one live wire of exhaustion and something far more dangerous. Every step sends a fresh pulse between my thighs. I’m still soaked from the afternoon—my panties clinging, my clit tender and swollen from hours of secret friction against the seam of my pants. The altitude has turned my blood thick and hot; even the cool evening air feels like a tongue dragging over my skin.

Back at the lodge the lanterns are already lit, soft golden globes strung along the wooden veranda and hanging from the rafters of the open dining hall. The whole team gathers around a long table heavy with grilled trout, quinoa, and bottles of Cusqueña beer sweating in the thin air. I sit at the far end, trying to stay invisible, but my eyes keep finding him. Dr. Navarro—Elias—sits at the head like he was born to command the room. He’s changed into a black thermal that stretches across his chest and arms, the Incan sun tattoo just visible at the collar. His hair is still damp from a shower and the silver threads catch the lantern light every time he moves. He laughs at something Sofia says, low and warm, and the sound slides straight down my spine to settle hot between my legs.

Dinner passes in a haze of small talk and clinking forks. Marco keeps trying to pull me into conversation, his knee brushing mine under the table once or twice, but I barely register it. All I feel is Elias’s occasional glance—quiet, heavy, like he’s measuring exactly how flushed my cheeks are. I drink water instead of beer because my head is already spinning enough. The altitude makes everything sharper: the taste of the food, the scent of woodsmoke and eucalyptus, the way my nipples rub against my bra with every breath.

After the plates are cleared, someone asks him about local legends. Elias leans back in his chair, one arm draped over the backrest, and the lantern light loves him—shadows carving the strong line of his jaw, the faint stubble that makes my fingers itch. “There’s one the old Quechua guides still tell up here,” he says, voice dropping into that velvet register I’ve listened to a thousand times alone in the dark. “About two lovers the gods themselves tried to keep apart. Inti, the sun god, and Mama Quilla, the moon goddess, had a daughter—beautiful, curious, born of starlight. She fell in love with a mortal stonemason who helped build the terraces. Their love was so fierce it made the mountains tremble. The gods forbade it. Said a mortal hand could never touch divine skin without burning the world.”

He pauses, eyes drifting to mine across the table. The rest of the group is rapt, but I feel the story like fingers sliding up my inner thigh.

“The stonemason carved a secret chamber in the Temple of the Sun just so they could meet when the solstice light struck true. One night they made love there—slow, desperate, the kind of joining that rewrites the stars. When the gods found out, they tore the lovers apart. Her they turned into mist that still clings to the citadel every dawn. Him they turned into stone—standing forever on the highest terrace, arms outstretched, waiting for her touch.”

Elias’s gaze holds mine a heartbeat too long. “Some nights, if you stand very still on the terraces, you can feel them still reaching for each other. The mist against warm stone. The ache that never quite fades.”

My breath catches. Under the table I press my thighs together so hard it hurts, but the pressure only makes me wetter. The story is about us. About this. I know it in my bones.

Later, in my tiny room, sleep refuses to come. The thin mattress feels like a tease against my overheated skin. I lie there in just a tank top and panties, the sheet kicked down to my ankles, staring at the rough wooden ceiling while my heart hammers. My breasts feel heavy, nipples tight and aching. Between my legs I’m slick and throbbing, the kind of deep, empty ache that makes me roll my hips against nothing. I slide one hand down my stomach, fingertips brushing the waistband of my panties, but I stop. Not here. Not like this. Not when he’s somewhere in this same lodge, maybe thinking about the same legend.

I can’t stay in this bed.

I pull on a hoodie and slip out barefoot, the cool floorboards a shock against my soles. The lodge is silent except for the distant rush of the river far below. I step outside into the night air and the cold hits me like a caress—my nipples peak instantly under the thin fabric. Mist curls around the buildings, soft and silver, and the stars are impossibly bright overhead, sharper than anything I’ve ever seen back in Pennsylvania.

My feet carry me up the path toward the lower terraces without me deciding to go. The ancient stones glow faintly under starlight. I tell myself I’m just clearing my head. I tell myself I won’t look for him.

Then I see him.

He’s standing alone on a wide stone platform overlooking the valley, hands in the pockets of his jacket, head tilted back to the sky. The mist swirls around his boots like it’s trying to climb him. His shoulders are broad and still, the kind of stillness that makes my mouth go dry. He looks carved from the same granite as the citadel—solid, ancient, untouchable.

I should turn around. I should go back to my room and touch myself in the dark and pretend it’s not his name on my lips.

Instead I step forward. A small stone shifts under my foot.

He turns slowly, and when his eyes find me in the moonlight his whole body goes tense. “Rebecca.”

Just my name. Rough. Like he’s been holding it in his mouth for hours.

“I couldn’t sleep,” I whisper, hugging my arms around myself. The hoodie barely covers the hem of my tank top; the cool air licks up my bare thighs. “The legend… it’s still in my head.”

He doesn’t move closer, but he doesn’t step away either. The space between us feels alive, humming. “It’s an old story. Meant to warn us. Gods and mortals. Teachers and students. Some lines you don’t cross without consequences.”

His voice is low, almost pained. I feel it between my legs like a pulse.

I swallow hard. “What if the consequence feels worth it?”

The words hang there. Mist curls between us. His jaw flexes. I watch the rise and fall of his chest, the way his hands curl into fists at his sides like he’s fighting the urge to reach for me. My skin is on fire despite the cold. My panties are drenched again, clinging to my swollen folds, and I know if I took one more step he would be able to smell how much I want him.

Elias exhales sharply, like the sound hurts. “You should go back inside, Rebecca. The altitude… it plays tricks. Makes everything feel more intense than it is.”

But he doesn’t tell me to leave. He just stands there, eyes dark and glittering, drinking in the sight of me—bare legs, messy curls, the way my nipples are clearly visible through the thin tank top.

I take half a step closer. The stone is cold under my feet but my blood is boiling.

“I don’t think it’s the altitude,” I say softly.

For one suspended second I think he might close the distance. I think he might pull me against that hard chest and kiss me until the stars blur.

Instead he closes his eyes, jaw tight, and turns his face back to the sky. “Go to bed, intern.”

The word “intern” should feel like a slap. Instead it feels like a promise. Like he’s reminding both of us exactly what we’re not supposed to do.

I back away slowly, heart hammering, body aching so fiercely I feel it in my teeth. The mist swallows me up as I retreat down the path, but I can still feel his gaze on me—hot, hungry, barely leashed.

Back in my room I don’t even make it to the bed. I lean against the closed door, shove my hand inside my panties, and come hard and fast with his name silent on my lips and the image of him standing alone in the starlight burned behind my eyes.




Chapter 5

The morning after the terrace feels like a fever dream I can’t shake. I barely slept—my fingers still smelled like me when I finally crawled into bed, his name a broken whisper on my lips. Now the sun is back, brutal and bright, turning the citadel into a furnace of golden stone and shimmering heat haze. My body is wrecked in the best and worst way possible. The altitude has me light-headed again, but it’s nothing compared to the constant, low throb between my legs. Every step up the terraces makes my soaked panties slide against my swollen clit. I’m tender from last night’s frantic orgasm, but it wasn’t enough. It only made me hungrier.

We’re back at the Intihuatana for more documentation. Elias assigns me to help him catalog small ritual offerings found in a crevice near the base—tiny stone beads and fragments of pottery that need careful photographing and bagging. He’s all business today: clipped instructions, eyes on the stones, never on me. But I catch the way his jaw tightens when I lean over the work tray, the way his gaze flicks to the damp patch of sweat darkening my shirt between my breasts. The air between us is thicker than the mist ever was.

By mid-afternoon the sky turns on us without warning.

One second it’s blazing blue; the next, black clouds boil over the peaks like ink spilled across the sky. Thunder cracks so loud it vibrates through the granite under my boots. Rain slams down in a sudden, roaring curtain—cold, heavy, merciless. The team scatters, shouting, but Elias grabs my wrist.

“Storage hut—now!” His voice cuts through the downpour. His fingers are hot iron around my skin. We run.

The hut is tiny, tucked against the lower terrace wall maybe thirty yards away—a rough stone shelter the conservators use for tools and supplies. We burst through the low doorway just as the rain turns to a solid wall of water. Elias yanks the heavy wooden door shut behind us. The sound of the storm becomes muffled, a roaring white noise that seals us inside.

It’s dark. Dim light leaks through one small, barred window high on the wall, but mostly it’s shadows and the smell of damp earth, oiled tools, and him. The space is barely six feet wide. Shelves line the walls packed with tarps, rope, cameras, and sealed bins. There’s no room to move without touching.

We’re both drenched.

My shirt is plastered to me like a second skin. The thin fabric has gone transparent; I can see the dark outline of my nipples, hard as pebbles from the cold and the adrenaline and the unbearable nearness of him. Water streams from my curls down my neck, between my breasts, soaking the waistband of my cargo pants. My thighs are slick—not just from rain. The heat between them has turned the raindrops into something electric.

Elias stands two feet away, chest heaving. His black thermal clings to every ridge of muscle, outlining the broad planes of his chest, the flat stomach, the heavy swell of his shoulders. Water drips from his dark hair, tracing the sharp line of his jaw. His eyes—God, his eyes—are locked on me, pupils blown wide, the storm outside nothing compared to the one raging in them.

“Rebecca,” he rasps. It’s not a question. It’s a warning.

I can’t breathe. The altitude and the rain and the way he’s looking at me make my head spin. My nipples ache. My pussy clenches hard around nothing, a fresh rush of wetness flooding my already ruined panties. I’m shaking—not from cold.

“I’m sorry,” I whisper, even though I don’t know what I’m apologizing for. For being here. For wanting this. For the way my body is screaming at me to close the distance.

He takes one step. Then another. The hut shrinks until there’s nothing but the heat rolling off his soaked body. Rain pounds the roof like a thousand frantic heartbeats. His hand lifts—slow, like he’s fighting gravity—and brushes a wet curl off my cheek. His thumb lingers on my lower lip, rough calluses against soft skin.

“We can’t,” he says, voice wrecked. “I’m your professor. Your supervisor. This is—”

I rise onto my toes and kiss him.

It’s desperate. Starving. My mouth crashes into his and he meets me halfway like he’s been dying for it. His lips are cold from the rain but his tongue is hot, sliding against mine with a groan that vibrates straight down to my clit. One of his big hands fists in my wet hair, tilting my head back so he can take more. The other splays across my lower back, yanking me flush against him. I feel the hard, thick ridge of his cock against my stomach through our soaked clothes and moan into his mouth like I’ve been struck.

He tastes like rain and salt and the faint bitterness of the coffee he drank at lunch. His body is solid heat everywhere—chest crushing my breasts, thigh pressing between mine, giving me something to grind against. I roll my hips once, twice, shameless, and the friction against my swollen clit makes me whimper. He growls, the sound pure animal, and walks me backward until my ass hits the edge of a wooden shelf. Supplies rattle. His hand slides under the hem of my soaked shirt, palm hot against my bare stomach, climbing higher—

He rips his mouth away with a broken sound.

We’re both panting. His forehead rests against mine, eyes squeezed shut, jaw clenched so tight I can see the muscle jumping. His hand is still under my shirt, thumb brushing the underside of my breast like he can’t quite let go.

“Fuck,” he breathes. “Rebecca… we can’t. Not like this. Not here.”

I’m trembling. My lips feel bruised. My pussy is aching so fiercely I’m seconds from begging him to just touch me, just once, just enough to stop the pain. But the regret is already flooding his face—dark, heavy, laced with something that looks like self-loathing.

He pulls his hand away like my skin burned him. Steps back until he hits the opposite wall. The space between us feels arctic after the furnace of his body.

“I’m sorry,” he says, voice raw. “That was… unprofessional. Inexcusable. It won’t happen again.”

I want to scream that I started it. That I wanted it more than air. That the ancient stones outside have seen worse sins than this and still stand. But the words stick in my throat. The rain keeps hammering the roof, sealing us in this tiny, charged box.

He turns away, bracing both hands on a shelf, head bowed. The line of his back is rigid. I can see the outline of every muscle, the way his soaked pants cling to the powerful curve of his ass, the thick length still straining against the fabric. He wants me. Badly. But he’s shutting it down with sheer willpower.

I wrap my arms around myself, suddenly freezing now that his heat is gone. My nipples are so tight they hurt. My thighs are sticky. The taste of him is still on my tongue.

The storm rages on outside, but the real storm is in this hut—between us, inside me, and in the way he’s forcing himself not to look at me.

When the rain finally eases twenty minutes later, he opens the door without a word. We step out into the dripping citadel like nothing happened. But everything has.

He doesn’t speak to me the rest of the afternoon. Doesn’t look at me once.

By the time we hike back down to the lodge, the tension is unbearable. I feel him pulling away, slamming every professional wall back into place. Part of me wants to cry. The bigger part—the part that’s still throbbing and wet and ruined—knows this is only the beginning.

That kiss didn’t solve anything, it just lit the fuse.


Chapter 6

The morning after the kiss, the citadel feels like it’s holding its breath.

I wake before the alarm, my body already wired and aching. My lips are still tender from the way he crushed them under his. I can still taste him—rain and salt and raw want. Between my legs I’m swollen and slick again, the kind of deep, restless emptiness that makes me roll my hips against the thin sheet before I even open my eyes. The memory of his hand sliding under my soaked shirt, thumb brushing the underside of my breast, his thick cock hard against my stomach… it all crashes back and I have to bite my pillow to keep from moaning.

But when I step into the dining hall for breakfast, everything has changed.

Elias is already there, seated at the head of the long table in a crisp khaki field shirt, clipboard in front of him like armor. His jaw is set, eyes cool and distant as he goes over the day’s assignments with Sofia. He doesn’t look at me when I sit down. Not once. Not even when Marco slides into the chair beside me and starts his usual flirtatious chatter. Elias’s voice is clipped, professional, every syllable measured. “Tartikoff, you’ll finish the Intihuatana photogrammetry solo today. I’ll be at the Temple of the Condor with the rest of the team. Questions?”

His eyes finally flick to mine—flat, unreadable. The man who kissed me like he was starving last night is gone. In his place is Dr. Navarro, the renowned professor. The supervisor. The line drawn so sharply it could cut stone.

“Yes, Dr. Navarro,” I say quietly. My voice doesn’t shake. I won’t let it.

The walk up to the site is silent torture. The morning mist curls around my ankles like it remembers what happened in the hut, brushing my calves the way his fingers had. Every step makes my cargo pants rub against my still-sensitive clit. I’m wet again already, aching, humiliated by how easily my body betrays me. I keep my head down, camera bag heavy on my shoulder, and repeat the same silent vow with every footfall on the ancient stones.

“I won’t chase him.”

By the time I reach the Intihuatana alone, the sun is burning off the mist and my resolve is iron. I set up the tripod with mechanical precision, calibrating angles, taking shot after shot. The work is good. Solid. The kind of focused documentation that would make any professor proud. I lose myself in it for hours—framing, shooting, noting metadata—while the sun climbs and sweat trickles down my spine and between my breasts. My nipples stay tight against my damp shirt. My pussy throbs in time with my heartbeat. Every time the wind shifts I remember the way he groaned into my mouth, the way his big hand fisted in my wet hair.

I hate how much I still want him.

Lunch comes and goes. He doesn’t come near my station. I eat my quinoa salad sitting on a low wall, legs dangling over the drop, staring out at the terraces while the rest of the team laughs somewhere below. Marco tries to join me but I shut him down with a polite smile. I’m not interested in easy. I want the man who kissed me like the world was ending and then looked at me this morning like I was a liability.

Afternoon drags. The tension coils tighter with every passing hour. I catch glimpses of him in the distance—broad shoulders moving between stones, that controlled stride that makes my stomach flip. Once, when I’m adjusting the camera height, I feel eyes on me. I turn. He’s standing on the far terrace, binoculars lowered, staring straight at me. Our gazes lock for three full seconds. Heat slams through me so hard my knees nearly buckle. Then he turns away, jaw tight, and disappears behind a wall.

By late afternoon I’m a mess. My thighs are sticky. My clit is so swollen the seam of my pants feels like torture. I’m angry and turned on and heartsick all at once. “This is why good girls stay good,” I think bitterly, packing up the last of the gear as the sun sinks low and bloody behind the peaks. “Because wanting the wrong man ruins you from the inside out.”

I make my decision on the hike down. I won’t put myself in his path again. No more nighttime walks. No more lingering glances. I’ll be the perfect, professional intern. I’ll get my data, write my report, and go home with my career intact and my heart in one piece. He drew the line. I’ll stay on my side.

The lodge is quiet when I get back. I shower fast, the cool water doing nothing to calm the fever under my skin. I eat dinner alone in my room—too raw to face the group—and crawl into bed early, determined to sleep this off.

Then, at 1:17 a.m., the emergency radio on my nightstand crackles to life.

“Navarro to all interns—emergency at the Sun Temple storage cache. Minor rockslide after the afternoon rains. Some of the sealed artifact bins are compromised. Need hands immediately. Tartikoff, you’re closest on the photogrammetry logs—meet me at the lower gate in five. Everyone else, standby.”

My heart lurches. Of course it’s me. Of course it’s him.

I yank on clothes—leggings, a hoodie, boots—and run.

The path is dark, lit only by my headlamp and the thin sliver of moon. Mist is thick again, swirling around my legs like it knows exactly how this night is going to end. When I reach the lower gate Elias is already there, flashlight cutting through the fog, jaw set in that same rigid line from breakfast.

“Tartikoff,” he says, all business. “The bins with the ritual beads. If water gets in, we lose them. We move fast, we move careful. You document any damage on-site. I’ll shift the heavy ones. Understood?”

“Understood, Dr. Navarro.”

We climb in silence. The tension between us is thicker than the mist. Every step I take, I feel him—his heat, his scent, the memory of his mouth on mine. My body is traitorous; despite everything, I’m getting wet again, the soft fabric of my leggings rubbing against my bare pussy with every stride. I clench my teeth and focus on the stones under my boots.

At the cache—a small alcove near the Temple of the Sun—several heavy plastic bins have shifted. One has cracked open; tiny stone beads and pottery shards glint in our flashlight beams. We work side by side in the narrow space, shoulders brushing, breath mingling in the cold air. He’s so close I can feel the warmth rolling off his body. My nipples tighten painfully. My clit throbs in time with my pulse.

We finish in under twenty minutes. The last bin is secured. He straightens, wiping sweat from his brow, and for the first time all day his eyes actually meet mine—really meet mine—in the dim glow of the headlamps.

“Rebecca,” he says, voice low and rough, like the word hurts coming out. “About yesterday—”

I cut him off before he can apologize again. Before he can redraw the line even darker.

“It’s fine, Dr. Navarro. It was the storm. The altitude. It won’t happen again.”

I turn to leave, heart hammering so hard I’m dizzy.

But his hand catches my wrist—gentle, but firm enough to stop me.

The contact is electric. Heat shoots straight between my legs and I have to bite back a whimper.

He doesn’t let go.

In the moonlight and mist, with the ancient stones watching, the professional mask finally cracks. His eyes are dark, tormented, hungry.

And just like that, I know my decision not to chase him is about to be tested harder than either of us can handle.


Chapter 7

The moment his fingers wrap around my wrist, time stops.

Elias’s grip is firm but not rough—possessive in a way that makes my pulse throb wildly in my throat. The mist swirls around us like a living thing, the moonlight turning the ancient stones silver. We’re completely alone. The rest of the team is far below at the lodge, probably asleep. It’s just him, me, and the sacred stones that have witnessed centuries of secrets.

“Rebecca,” he says again, voice low and broken. “Look at me.”

I lift my eyes. The professional mask he wore all day has shattered. What’s left is raw hunger mixed with torment. His chest rises and falls heavily under the open field jacket.

“I’ve tried,” he growls. “All day I’ve tried to stay away. To do the right thing. But I can’t stop thinking about that kiss. About how you tasted. How you felt against me in that hut.”

My breath catches. Heat floods between my legs instantly.

“Then stop trying,” I whisper.

For one heartbeat he still fights it. Then he curses softly in Spanish and pulls me against him.

Our second kiss is nothing like the first. This one is slower, deeper, more deliberate. His mouth claims mine with devastating patience, tongue stroking against mine until my knees go weak. His hands slide under my hoodie, palms hot against my bare back, pulling me tighter until I can feel every hard inch of him pressed against my stomach.

“I want you,” he murmurs against my lips. “I’ve wanted you since the moment you stepped off that shuttle and looked at these ruins like they were magic. But you’re my intern, Rebecca. You’re twenty-two. I’m forty-five. This is dangerous.”

“I don’t care,” I breathe, sliding my hands up his chest. “Not tonight. Not here.”

He groans and walks me backward until my back meets the warm stone wall of the Temple of the Sun. The granite still holds the day’s heat. He cages me in with his body, one thick thigh pressing between mine, and I moan at the delicious pressure against my aching pussy.

“Tell me to stop,” he rasps, lips trailing down my neck. “Tell me now.”

I thread my fingers through his silver-threaded hair and pull his mouth back to mine.

“Don’t stop.”

What follows is inevitable.

His hands are everywhere—pushing my hoodie up, peeling my tank top off, exposing my breasts to the cold night air. My nipples harden instantly. He groans at the sight, cupping them, thumbs circling the tight peaks until I’m whimpering. When he bends and takes one into his hot mouth, sucking hard, my head falls back against the stone and I cry out.

The altitude makes every sensation sharper, more intense. My head spins lightly as he drops to his knees, tugging my leggings and panties down in one smooth motion. The cold air hits my soaked pussy and I shiver. Elias looks up at me, eyes black with lust.

“Beautiful,” he murmurs reverently. “Your pussy is soaking wet..”

Then his mouth is on me.

I nearly scream. His tongue parts my folds, licking me slow and deep, savoring me like I’m sacred. He groans at my taste, the vibration sending shocks through my clit. He sucks the swollen bud into his mouth while two thick fingers slide inside me, curling perfectly. The wet sounds of his mouth and fingers echo softly off the ancient stones.

I come hard within minutes, thighs shaking, fingers gripping his hair as pleasure crashes through me in waves. He doesn’t stop until I’m trembling and oversensitive.

Only then does he stand, kissing me so I can taste myself on his tongue. I frantically undo his belt, shoving his pants down. His cock springs free—thick, long, and beautifully hard, the head already glistening. I wrap my hand around him and he sucks air through his teeth.

“Condom,” he pants. “In my wallet.”

I watch hungrily as he rolls it on. Then he lifts me, hands under my ass, pressing my back against the warm Temple wall. The head of his cock nudges my entrance.

“Look at me, Rebecca.”

Our eyes lock as he sinks into me in one slow, powerful thrust.

The stretch is incredible. I gasp at the fullness, at the way he fills me so completely. He buries his face in my neck, groaning my name like a prayer as he bottoms out.

“Fuck… so tight. So perfect.”

He fucks me slow and deep against the ancient stones of the Temple of the Sun. Each thrust is deliberate, grinding against my clit, the angle perfect. The cold night air on my bare skin contrasts with his burning body and the warm granite at my back. The mist curls around us like it’s blessing what we’re doing.

I come again, clenching hard around him, crying out into the night.

Only then does he let go, fucking me harder, chasing his own release until he buries himself deep and comes with a long, guttural groan.

We stay locked together for a long time afterward, breathing hard, hearts hammering against each other. He kisses my temple, my cheek, my lips—soft now, almost reverent.

“What have we done?” he whispers, still inside me.

I smile against his mouth.

“Something the gods have been waiting for.”


Chapter 8

We stay locked together against the warm stones of the Temple of the Sun for what feels like forever. Elias is still buried deep inside me, his chest heaving against mine, the thick heat of him pulsing with the last ripples of his release. My legs tremble around his waist, ankles locked at the small of his back. My pussy keeps fluttering around his softening cock—tiny, helpless aftershocks that pull soft whimpers from my throat. The cold night air kisses my bare breasts and the sweat-slick skin of my stomach, but everywhere he touches me burns.

“God, Rebecca…” he breathes against my neck, voice wrecked. His lips brush my pulse point, then my jaw, then my mouth—slow, reverent kisses now, nothing like the desperate claiming from minutes ago. One big hand cradles the back of my head like I’m something fragile. The other stays under my ass, holding me up even though my legs are jelly.

I feel completely ruined. Deliciously, perfectly ruined. The altitude makes every breath feel heavier, every heartbeat louder. I can smell us—rain, sex, ancient granite, the faint eucalyptus on his skin. When he finally eases out of me, I gasp at the sudden emptiness. He lowers me gently to my feet, steadying me when my knees buckle.

We dress in silence, stolen glances and trembling fingers. My leggings are ruined, soaked through. His condom disappears into a pocket. He zips my hoodie for me, thumbs brushing my still-hard nipples one last time like he can’t help himself.

“We can’t be seen together,” he whispers, forehead against mine. “Not like this. Not yet.”

I nod, even though everything in me screams to stay right here until dawn. “I know.”

He kisses me once more—deep, slow, full of everything we’re not allowed to say—then steps back into the mist. “Go first. I’ll wait ten minutes.”

I slip down the path alone, legs shaky, his cum still leaking warm down my inner thigh. The citadel feels different now. The stones feel like they’re watching me, approving, whispering secrets older than time.

By the time I reach my room the sky is just beginning to lighten. I collapse onto the bed still tasting him, still feeling the ghost of his cock stretching me open, and fall into a dreamless sleep that ends far too soon.

Morning comes cruel and bright.

At breakfast Elias is Dr. Navarro again—crisp voice, professional distance, eyes sliding over me like I’m any other intern. But I feel the difference in every cell of my body. When he passes behind my chair to grab the coffee pot, his fingers brush the nape of my neck for half a second. No one else notices. My clit throbs instantly. I’m wet again before the first sip of tea.

The day is torture.

We work side by side on the terraces, documenting water channels. Every time he leans over me to point out a detail, his breath ghosts across my ear. Every time I hand him a tool our fingers touch too long. Marco keeps shooting me curious looks, but I barely register him. All I can think about is last night—Elias on his knees with his mouth between my legs, the way he groaned when I came on his tongue, the stretch of him pushing inside me against sacred stone.

By mid-afternoon I’m aching so badly I can hardly concentrate. My nipples rub against my bra with every step. My pussy is slick and swollen, the seam of my cargo pants a constant teasing pressure against my clit. Elias’s jaw is tight. I catch him adjusting himself once when he thinks no one’s looking.

We finish early. The team heads back to the lodge, but Elias mutters something to Sofia about checking a secondary site in the cloud forest. Then his eyes find mine across the terrace.

“Tartikoff. You’re with me. Need another set of eyes on the drainage.”

No one questions it.

The path into the cloud forest is narrow, overgrown, hidden from the main tourist trails. Mist curls thick around us the moment we leave the main citadel behind. Within minutes we’re alone, surrounded by dripping ferns and the low roar of a hidden waterfall.

Elias doesn’t speak until we reach a small, sheltered alcove—a natural stone overhang carpeted in soft moss, completely invisible from the path.

The second we’re out of sight he spins me around and pins me against the mossy wall.

This time there’s no hesitation.

His mouth crashes into mine, hungry and filthy. His hands shove my shirt up, yanking my bra down so he can suck hard on my nipples until I’m moaning loud enough to echo off the trees. One hand dives into my pants, two thick fingers sliding through my soaked folds and pushing inside me without warning.

“Fuck, you’re dripping,” he growls against my breast. “You’ve been wet for me all day, haven’t you?”

“Yes—God, yes—”

He drops to his knees again, yanks my pants and panties down to my ankles, and buries his face between my thighs. This time he’s not gentle or reverent. He devours me. Tongue fucking into me, then sucking my swollen clit hard while his fingers curl inside, stroking that perfect spot until my legs shake and I have to grip his hair to stay upright.

I come fast and hard, biting my own arm to muffle the scream.

Before I can catch my breath he’s standing, cock already out—thick, flushed, leaking at the tip. He spins me around, bends me forward over a low moss-covered boulder, and thrusts into me in one slick, powerful stroke.

We both groan.

He fucks me hard and deep from behind, one hand fisted in my curls, the other gripping my hip. The wet slap of skin on skin mixes with the distant waterfall and the rustle of leaves. Every thrust grinds against my sensitive clit. The angle is perfect, almost too much.

“Come on my cock again,” he demands, voice rough. “Let me feel you.”

I shatter a second time, clenching around him so hard he curses in Spanish. He follows right after, burying himself to the hilt and coming with a long, broken groan that vibrates against my back.

We stay like that—panting, still joined—while the mist curls around our half-naked bodies.

Elias presses soft kisses along my spine. “This is going to be our life for the next five weeks,” he murmurs. “Stolen moments. Risking everything. You sure you want that?”

I turn my head, catch his mouth in a lazy kiss, and smile against his lips.

“Take me back to the lodge tonight,” I whisper. “I want you in a bed. I want you slow. I want you until neither of us can walk tomorrow.”

His laugh is low, dark, and full of promise.

“Careful what you wish for, Rebecca.”

The cloud forest swallows our voices as we dress and slip back toward the citadel like nothing happened.


Chapter 9

The walk back to the lodge feels endless and electric. My legs are still trembling from the cloud-forest fuck—Elias’s cum still warm and slick between my thighs, my pussy tender and pulsing with every step down the narrow path. Mist clings to us like a conspirator, hiding the way his hand brushes the small of my back every few yards, the way my breath keeps catching when his fingers graze the curve of my ass through my leggings.

We don’t speak. We don’t need to. The promise I whispered against his mouth still hangs between us: “I want you in a bed. I want you slow.”

The lodge is dark and quiet when we slip in through the side entrance. Most of the team is already asleep; only a single lantern glows in the common room. Elias’s room is at the far end of the hallway—larger than the interns’, a private corner suite the project director gets. He unlocks the door without turning on the overhead light, just the soft amber glow of the bedside lamp he flicks on.

The second the door clicks shut behind us, he pulls me into his arms.

This kiss is different. Not the frantic devouring from the forest, but deep and unhurried, like he’s savoring every second he’s not supposed to have. His hands slide under my hoodie, peeling it off slowly, then my shirt, my bra. He drops to his knees again—but gently this time—tugging my boots off, then my leggings and ruined panties, until I’m completely naked in the warm lamplight.

He stays on his knees, looking up at me like I’m the solstice itself.

“Beautiful,” he murmurs, voice rough with something that sounds dangerously close to worship. His palms skim up my thighs, over my hips, cupping my breasts as he rises. “Every inch of you, Rebecca. I’ve been thinking about this since the first morning you stood in the mist.”

He walks me backward to the bed—a real bed, wide and soft after nights on thin mattresses—and lays me down like I’m sacred. He strips slowly, letting me watch every inch of him: the powerful shoulders, the flat stomach with its trail of dark hair, the thick, heavy cock already hard and flushed for me again. The Incan sun tattoo on his shoulder seems to glow in the lamplight.

When he crawls over me, the weight of him is perfect—pressing me into the mattress, surrounding me with heat and strength and the clean male scent I’m already addicted to.

This time he doesn’t rush.

He kisses me for long minutes, slow and filthy, tongues sliding, teeth grazing. His mouth moves lower—teasing my throat, sucking marks into the soft skin just above my collarbone where no one will see tomorrow. He spends forever on my breasts, licking and sucking my nipples until they’re swollen and aching and I’m arching off the bed, begging.

“Please, Elias… I need you.”

He smiles against my skin—dark, possessive—and slides lower.

His tongue parts my folds with devastating patience. He licks me open, slow and deep, tasting both of us from earlier. Every stroke is deliberate, circling my clit, dipping inside me, then sucking gently until my thighs start to shake. Two thick fingers push in, curling, stroking that spot that makes stars burst behind my eyes. He doesn’t stop until I come with a broken cry, clenching around his fingers, flooding his tongue.

Only then does he rise, kissing his way back up my body.

He settles between my spread thighs, the blunt head of his cock nudging my entrance. No condom this time—he’s clean, I’m on the pill, and we both whispered the truth in the mist. Skin on skin.

“Look at me,” he commands softly.

Our eyes lock as he sinks into me inch by inch.

The stretch is exquisite. Slow. So slow I feel every thick ridge, every vein, until he’s buried to the hilt and we’re both trembling. He stays there, forehead pressed to mine, breathing with me.

“Fuck, Rebecca… you feel like home.”

Then he starts to move—long, deep strokes that grind against my clit on every thrust. No pounding. Just rolling, deliberate rhythm that builds and builds until I’m clawing at his back, moaning his name like a prayer.

He fucks me slow and reverent in that narrow lodge bed while the Andes sleep outside the window. The ancient citadel looms somewhere above us in the dark, but right now the only temple is this—his body on mine, his cock filling me completely, his mouth whispering my name against my lips.

I come again, slower this time, a rolling wave that makes me cry out and clamp down around him. He follows right after, burying himself deep and spilling inside me with a guttural groan that vibrates through both our bodies.

Afterward he doesn’t pull out right away. He rolls us so I’m sprawled on his chest, his cock still half-hard inside me, cum slowly leaking between us. His big hand strokes my back in lazy circles. The other tangles in my curls.

“You’re going to ruin me,” he murmurs into my hair. “Six weeks of this and I won’t be able to let you go.”

I smile against his chest, pressing a kiss over his heart.

“Good. Because I don’t want you to.”

We fall asleep like that—naked, tangled, his cum still warm inside me—while the first faint light of dawn starts to touch the peaks outside.

Morning will bring the professional masks again. The careful distance. The risk of Marco’s curious glances and Sofia’s knowing eyes.

But for these stolen hours in his bed, there is only us.

And the slow, perfect burn of something that already feels bigger than both of us.


Chapter 10

The morning after the night in his bed feels like stepping back into a dream that refuses to end. I wake alone in my own narrow room, the thin Andean light filtering through the curtains, but my body still carries every imprint of him. My thighs are deliciously sore, a faint ache between my legs that pulses with every heartbeat. When I shift under the sheet, I feel the dried evidence of him—his cum from last night, now a sticky reminder on my inner thighs and the soft cotton between my legs. I press my palm there for a moment, eyes closed, remembering the slow, rolling thrust of his cock, the way he stayed inside me afterward like he never wanted to leave. My clit throbs at the memory, already slick again. God, I’m insatiable. Twenty-two years of careful restraint, and one man has unraveled me in less than a week.

I shower quickly, the cool water doing nothing to dull the heat under my skin. My nipples tighten the instant the spray hits them, and I have to bite my lip to keep from moaning his name. When I dress—fresh cargo pants, a fitted base layer that hugs my breasts a little too noticeably—I catch myself in the mirror. My curls are wild from sleep and sex, my cheeks flushed, lips still slightly swollen. I look… different. Awakened. Like the citadel’s mist has seeped into my blood and changed me from the inside out.

At breakfast, the professional mask is back, but it’s thinner now. Elias sits at the head of the table in his khaki field shirt, sleeves rolled to the elbows, exposing the corded forearms I gripped last night while he moved inside me. His voice is calm and authoritative as he outlines the day’s tasks—more photogrammetry for me at the Temple of the Condor, drainage mapping for the others—but when his eyes flick to mine across the room, there’s a flicker of heat that makes my pussy clench. No one else notices. Marco is too busy bragging about yesterday’s finds. Sofia is scribbling notes. But I feel it like a physical stroke between my legs.

We hike up together in a loose group, the path still damp from last night’s mist. Elias walks ahead, broad shoulders cutting through the thin air, but every few minutes he slows just enough for me to catch up. Our arms brush once—accidental, deliberate—and electricity shoots straight to my core. I’m wet again by the time we reach the terraces, the seam of my pants rubbing against my swollen clit with every step. The altitude keeps everything heightened: my breath comes shorter, my breasts feel heavier, my skin hypersensitive to the cool breeze that sneaks under my shirt.

The morning passes in a haze of work and stolen glances. I’m alone at the Temple of the Condor for most of it, documenting the carved stone wings that sweep out over the valley like the bird itself is about to take flight. The sun climbs, turning the granite warm under my palms, and I can’t stop remembering how his body felt against the Temple of the Sun—solid, reverent, claiming. I adjust the tripod with trembling hands, thighs pressed together, trying to focus on angles and metadata while my mind replays the way he whispered my name when he came.

By lunch I’m aching. Elias finds me on a low wall overlooking the drop, sitting with my legs dangling, half-eaten quinoa salad forgotten beside me. He doesn’t sit. He stands close enough that his boot brushes my thigh, voice low so only I can hear.

“You’re flushed,” he says, eyes dark. “Altitude?”

“You know it’s not,” I murmur, looking up at him through my lashes. My nipples are tight against my shirt; I know he can see them.

His jaw flexes. “Meet me at the supply cache after the afternoon session. There’s a small overhang behind the condor wing. No one goes there.”

It’s not a question. It’s a command wrapped in velvet, and my body answers before my mouth does—fresh wetness soaking my panties.

The afternoon drags like torture. Every time I catch sight of him in the distance—crouching to examine a drainage channel, gesturing with those strong hands that were inside me last night—heat pools low in my belly. Marco tries to chat me up during a water break, his flirtatious grin too bright, too easy. “You look like you’re glowing, Pennsylvania. The ruins agreeing with you?” I smile politely and deflect, but inside I’m screaming for the only man whose touch has ever made me feel this alive. The age gap, the power imbalance, the risk to both our careers—they should terrify me. Instead they sharpen everything, like the thin air itself.

When the team finally breaks for the day, I slip away alone, heart hammering. The path to the supply cache is narrow, hidden by ferns and the curve of the mountain. Elias is already there, leaning against the stone overhang, arms crossed, eyes locked on me the moment I appear. The space is tiny—barely room for two bodies—but the view is breathtaking: the citadel spread out below us like a sacred map, the river winding silver through the valley far beneath.

He doesn’t speak. He just pulls me in, mouth crashing down on mine in a kiss that’s all hunger and no restraint. His hands shove my shirt up, yanking my bra aside so he can palm my breasts, thumbs circling my nipples until I’m whimpering into his mouth. I fumble with his belt, freeing his cock—thick and heavy and already leaking for me.

“On your knees,” he growls softly. “I’ve been hard since breakfast thinking about that pretty mouth.”

I drop instantly, the mossy ground soft under my knees. He’s so big up close—veins standing out, the head flushed dark. I lick the bead of precum from the tip and his groan echoes off the stone. I take him deep, swirling my tongue, hollowing my cheeks, one hand stroking what I can’t fit. He fists my curls gently, guiding but not forcing, hips rocking shallowly while he watches me with those storm-cloud eyes.

“Fuck, Rebecca… just like that. You were made for this.”

I moan around him, the vibration making his thighs tense. He doesn’t last long—minutes of my eager sucking and he’s spilling down my throat with a choked curse, hips jerking. I swallow every drop, licking him clean until he hauls me up and kisses me filthy, tasting himself on my tongue.

Then he spins me around, bends me over a low boulder, and yanks my pants down just enough. His fingers find me soaked—two, then three sliding in easily—and he curls them perfectly while his thumb circles my clit.

“Come for me first,” he orders. “I want to feel you dripping down my hand before I fuck you.”

I shatter fast, biting my own wrist to stay quiet as the orgasm rips through me. Only then does he push inside—bare, hot, stretching me open in one long thrust. He fucks me hard against the stone, one hand over my mouth to muffle my cries, the other gripping my hip. The wet slap of skin and the distant call of a condor are the only sounds. When he comes, he buries himself deep and floods me again, groaning my name like a secret.

We stay locked like that, panting, his cock softening inside me while the Andes stretch out below. He kisses the back of my neck, tender now. “You’re going to be the death of me, you know that?”

I laugh breathlessly. “Good. I want to be.”

We clean up quickly, dress, and slip back to the group like nothing happened. But everything feels different. The tension is still there—sharper now, laced with this new, dangerous intimacy—but there’s also something warmer threading through it. Like the stones themselves are shifting to make room for us.

That evening, after dinner, Elias announces the next day’s plan to the team. “Tomorrow we’re taking a cultural immersion day in the valley. A Quechua community near Aguas Calientes has invited us for a traditional pachamanca feast and a blessing ceremony. It’s part of the conservation agreement—respect for the living descendants of the builders. Everyone’s required, but Tartikoff, I’d like you to help document the ritual alignments they’re sharing with us.”

His eyes meet mine across the table, and I know it’s more than documentation. It’s time alone. Time to talk. Time to let this thing between us breathe outside the ruins.

The shuttle down the winding road to Aguas Calientes the next morning is crowded, but I sit near the back, Elias two rows ahead. Every hairpin turn presses my thighs together, reminding me of how full he left me last night. The town is bustling—tourists and locals mixing in the narrow streets lined with markets selling colorful textiles and fresh chicha. We hike a short trail out of town to the village, a cluster of adobe homes nestled against the mountainside, smoke rising from outdoor ovens.

The community elder, an elderly Quechua woman named Mamá Rosa, greets us with warm hugs and Quechua words that Elias translates effortlessly. He’s fluent, his accent softening into something deeper, more authentic. I watch him interact—respectful, humble, listening more than speaking—and my chest tightens with something that feels dangerously close to love. This is the man behind the professor: the one who carries the history in his bones, who lost his wife to these same mountains six years ago and still comes back every season like a pilgrim.

The day unfolds slowly, richly. We help prepare the pachamanca—meat, potatoes, corn, and herbs layered in a pit lined with hot stones, covered with earth and banana leaves to cook underground for hours. The air fills with earthy, savory smoke. While it cooks, Mamá Rosa leads us in a simple offering to Pachamama, the earth mother. We sprinkle coca leaves and chicha on the ground, whispering thanks in Quechua. Elias stands beside me, his shoulder brushing mine, and when he leans in to translate the prayer softly in my ear—“Mother Earth, you who sustain us, receive this gift as we receive your blessings”—his breath on my skin makes me shiver.

After the ceremony, the feast begins. We sit on woven blankets under a thatched pavilion, plates piled high with tender lamb, sweet potatoes, and fragrant herbs. The flavors explode on my tongue—smoky, earthy, bright with aji amarillo. Conversation flows in a mix of Spanish, English, and Quechua. Elias sits close enough that our knees touch under the blanket. His hand finds mine once, hidden in the folds of fabric, squeezing once, twice, like a secret pulse.

Later, when the others are laughing with the villagers over cups of chicha, he pulls me aside to a quiet corner of the garden—rows of quinoa and medicinal herbs, the mountain rising behind us like a guardian. The air is cooler here, scented with lavender and damp earth.

“You’re quiet today,” he says, leaning against a stone wall, arms crossed. His eyes are soft now, unguarded. “Thinking about last night? Or about how insane this is?”

“Both,” I admit, stepping closer. “And… about you. Your wife. The accident. You’ve never really talked about it.”

He exhales, running a hand through his silver-threaded hair. The vulnerability in his face makes my heart ache. “Climbing accident on Huayna Picchu. Six years ago. She was my partner in every sense—fieldwork, life, everything. I blamed the mountains for a long time. Blamed myself. Came back here thinking the work would keep me sane, but it just… hollowed me out.”

I reach up, tracing the sun tattoo on his shoulder through his shirt. “And now?”

“Now there’s you.” His voice drops, rough. “A twenty-two-year-old intern who looks at these stones like they’re alive. Who makes me feel alive again. But Rebecca… the ethics board, your career, my position. If this comes out, it could destroy us both. I’m supposed to protect you, not—”

“I’m not a child,” I cut in, stepping between his legs, hands on his chest. “I chose this. I choose you. The power imbalance exists, but it doesn’t define us here. Not when we’re equals in everything that matters.”

He searches my face, then pulls me into a kiss that’s slow and deep and full of everything he’s afraid to say. His hands slide under my shirt, warm against my bare back, but he keeps it tender—no frantic tearing, just exploration.

We don’t have long. The feast is winding down, the team gathering for the return shuttle. But the kiss lingers like a promise.

Back at the lodge that night, the others are exhausted and turn in early. Elias texts me a single word: “Shower”. I slip into his private bathroom twenty minutes later, the water already running hot.

He’s waiting naked under the spray, water sluicing over every hard plane of muscle. I strip and join him, and he pulls me under the stream, mouth on mine instantly. This time it’s playful, slippery, laughing between kisses as soap-slick hands explore. He washes me first—gentle on my breasts, thorough between my legs, fingers sliding inside me until I’m gasping against his shoulder. Then I drop to my knees in the steam, taking him in my mouth while the water pounds his back. He fucks my throat gently, groaning my name, before lifting me, pinning me against the tiled wall, and sliding into me in one smooth thrust.

We fuck slow under the hot water, bodies slick and sliding, the steam making everything dreamy and intimate. He grinds deep, hitting that perfect spot every time, one hand between us circling my clit until I come with a muffled cry against his neck. He follows, spilling inside me again, holding me close as the water cools.

Afterward, wrapped in towels on his bed, we talk for hours. He tells me about his childhood in Lima, the first time he saw Machu Picchu as a boy and knew he’d dedicate his life to it. I tell him about Greencastle—the conservative cage, the way I buried every desire until these mountains cracked me open. We laugh about the absurdity of it all: the professor and the intern, the age gap, the sacred site as our bedroom. But beneath the laughter is something deeper, something that feels like roots taking hold in the ancient soil.

By the time I slip back to my room near dawn, my body is sated and my heart is full. The complications are still there—Marco’s suspicious glances, the upcoming ethics review Elias mentioned in passing, the real world waiting beyond these six weeks. But for now, in this stolen slice of paradise, there is only us.

The citadel sleeps above us, mist curling around its stones like a blessing. And somewhere in the dark, the lovers from the old legend—mist and stone—reach for each other once more.

We’re not so different from them.


Chapter 11

The shuttle rattles down the winding road from the citadel the next morning, but my body is still floating somewhere above the clouds. Every bump sends a sweet, lingering ache through my core—Elias’s cum from last night’s shower still a faint, secret warmth between my thighs even after I showered again at dawn. I sit in the back row, legs pressed tight together, staring out the window at the mist-wrapped peaks while the rest of the team chatters about the pachamanca feast. My skin feels branded by his hands, my nipples still tender from the way he sucked them under the hot spray, my pussy swollen and sensitive in the best possible way. I can’t stop replaying the way he held me afterward on his bed, naked and tangled, whispering about Lima sunsets and the first time he ever touched Incan stone as a boy. The way his voice cracked when he said, “You make me feel like the mountains aren’t just graves anymore.”

I should be terrified. Instead I feel electric. Alive. Like the ancient lovers in his legend have finally reached across time and pulled me into their embrace.

At the lodge we split for the day’s assignments. Elias is all Dr. Navarro again—crisp khaki shirt, silver-threaded hair still damp from his own shower, voice steady as he hands out clipboards. “Tartikoff, you’re back on the Intihuatana for final high-res imaging. Marco, you’re with me on the lower terraces for the new lidar scan. The rest of you rotate through the drainage team.” His eyes flick to mine for half a second—dark, hungry, promising—and my clit throbs so hard I have to grip the edge of the table.

Marco notices. Of course he does. He’s been circling me like a hawk since day one, all easy NYU charm and Instagram-ready smiles. Today his grin is sharper, eyes narrowing as he catches the way Elias’s fingers brush mine when he passes me the camera bag. “Careful with the heavy gear, Pennsylvania,” Marco says, voice light but laced with something new. “Wouldn’t want the professor to have to carry you down the mountain again.”

I force a laugh and shoulder the bag, but my stomach twists. He knows. Or at least suspects. The thought should make me careful. Instead it sends a dark, dangerous thrill straight between my legs.

The morning on the Intihuatana is pure torture. The sun beats down, turning the sacred stone into a warm, living thing under my palms. I adjust the tripod, crouch to check angles, and every movement reminds me of Elias bending me over the mossy boulder yesterday—pants around my ankles, his thick cock driving into me while the condors wheeled overhead. I’m dripping again by ten a.m., the seam of my cargo pants rubbing my swollen clit with every shift of weight. My nipples are tight peaks against my thin base layer. I keep glancing toward the lower terraces where Elias and Marco are working, catching glimpses of his broad shoulders, the way his jeans stretch over powerful thighs when he kneels.

By lunch I’m a live wire. The team gathers at the usual spot—a shaded terrace with a view straight down into the valley. Elias sits across from me, professional distance intact, but his boot finds my ankle under the table and presses once, deliberately. Heat floods my face. I squeeze my thighs together and feel fresh wetness soak my panties.

Marco watches the whole thing. I see him pull his phone out, angle it casually like he’s taking a landscape shot. The shutter clicks. Once. Twice. My heart stutters. He’s photographing us—subtle, but not subtle enough. The way Elias’s boot is still touching mine. The flush on my cheeks. The way our eyes keep locking for fractions of a second too long.

I excuse myself early, claiming I need to finish the north-side shots before the afternoon light shifts. My hands shake as I pack the gear. When I pass Marco on the path he’s grinning that same sharp grin. “Smile for the camera, Rebecca. These shots are going to look amazing in the group chat back home.”

My stomach drops. He knows. He’s documenting it. The jealousy I saw flickering in his eyes yesterday has sharpened into something colder, more calculated. Marco wants the glory of this internship—the publications, the recommendation letters. And if he can leverage whatever he thinks he’s seeing between me and Elias… God.

I work through the afternoon in a haze of adrenaline and arousal. The sun is brutal. Sweat trickles between my breasts, down my spine, pooling at the small of my back. Every time I bend over the tripod I imagine Elias behind me, hands on my hips, sliding that thick cock back inside me right here on the sacred stone. By three o’clock I’m so worked up I’m almost shaking. I finish the last sequence, pack up, and head down the hidden side path toward the supply cache—the same overhang where he took me yesterday.

He’s already there.

The moment I step under the stone ledge he pulls me in, mouth claiming mine in a kiss that’s all teeth and desperation. “Been hard for you since breakfast,” he growls against my lips, hands shoving my shirt up, palming my breasts roughly. “Watching you bend over that tripod… fuck, Rebecca, you’re going to kill me.”

I moan into his mouth, fumbling with his belt. His cock springs free—hot, heavy, already leaking. I drop to my knees on the moss, taking him deep in one greedy swallow. He curses in Spanish, fist in my curls, hips rocking while I suck him with wet, filthy sounds that echo softly off the rock. He tastes like salt and man and the faint trace of the eucalyptus soap he uses. I swirl my tongue around the head, hollow my cheeks, and stroke what I can’t fit until his thighs start to tremble.

“Not yet,” he pants, hauling me up. He spins me, bends me over the same low boulder, yanks my pants and panties down to mid-thigh. Two thick fingers plunge into my soaked pussy without warning, curling hard. “So fucking wet. You been thinking about me all day?”

“Yes—God, yes—”

He replaces his fingers with his cock in one brutal thrust. I cry out, muffling it against my arm. He fucks me hard and fast, the wet slap of skin on skin mixing with the distant roar of the river far below. One hand grips my hip hard enough to bruise; the other reaches around to circle my clit with ruthless precision.

“Come on my cock, baby. Let me feel you.”

I shatter—hard, fast, vision whiting out as my pussy clamps down around him. He follows seconds later, burying himself to the hilt and flooding me with hot, thick pulses of cum. We stay locked together, panting, his chest against my back, until the aftershocks fade.

He kisses my shoulder tenderly. “We have to be more careful.”

“I know,” I whisper, but my voice shakes. “Marco… he took pictures at lunch. I think he suspects.”

Elias stills. His cock is still inside me, softening, but his body goes rigid. “What kind of pictures?”

“Us. The way you touched my ankle. The way I looked at you.” I swallow hard. “He said something about the group chat back home.”

Elias curses softly, pulls out, and tucks himself away. He helps me dress with gentle hands, but his jaw is tight, eyes stormy. “I’ll handle Marco. He’s ambitious, but he’s not stupid. He won’t risk his own recommendation.”

We slip back to the main site separately, but the seed of fear has been planted. The rest of the afternoon passes in a blur of forced normalcy. Elias keeps his distance—professional, distant—but I feel his eyes on me constantly, protective now instead of hungry.

Back at the lodge that evening the tension coils tighter. Dinner is communal, lanterns glowing, laughter flowing, but Marco sits directly across from me and keeps shooting Elias these knowing little glances. He doesn’t say anything outright, but the threat hangs in the air like the mist outside. My phone buzzes in my pocket halfway through the meal. I excuse myself to the bathroom to check it.

It’s a text from Jess—my best friend back in Greencastle, the one person who knows every secret I’ve ever buried.

Jess: Hey babe, just saw your Insta story from the village today. You look… different. Glowing. But I zoomed in on that group photo. Who’s the older guy standing super close to you? The one with the silver hair? Rebecca… please tell me you’re not doing something stupid. He’s literally your professor. Age gap that big? Power imbalance? This is textbook disaster. I love you, but I’m worried. Call me.

My stomach drops like I’ve stepped off the highest terrace. I stare at the screen until the words blur. Jess has always been the voice of reason—the one who talked me out of every bad idea in college, who knows exactly how sheltered I was back home. She’s right. This is insane. I’m twenty-two. He’s forty-five. My supervisor. My mentor. If this blows up, I lose everything—my internship credit, my grad school recommendations, maybe even my whole career before it starts.

And yet.

I think about the way he looked at me in the shower last night, like I was the answer to six years of grief. The way he held me afterward and talked about his dead wife without the usual wall of pain. The way his body feels inside mine—like coming home to a place I never knew I was missing.

I type back with shaking fingers: It’s complicated. I’m safe. I promise. Talk soon.

But the doubt is there now, worming its way under my skin. I delete the message thread and splash cold water on my face. When I step back into the dining hall, Elias’s eyes find mine instantly. He reads the tension in my shoulders, the flush on my cheeks. His jaw tightens.

After dinner the team scatters. Marco lingers, pretending to help Sofia with the dishes, but his eyes follow me as I head toward my room. I don’t go there. I slip down the back hallway to Elias’s suite instead.

He’s waiting. The door clicks shut behind me and he pulls me into his arms, kissing me slow and deep like he’s trying to erase the fear. “Talk to me,” he murmurs against my mouth.

I tell him about Marco’s pictures. About Jess’s text. About the way the real world is starting to press in on our little paradise. He listens, forehead against mine, hands stroking my back in soothing circles.

“I won’t let him ruin this,” he says quietly. “Or us. But Rebecca… she’s not wrong about the imbalance. I’m your professor. I hold your future in my hands. If anyone finds out before the internship ends, it could destroy your credibility. I’d never forgive myself if I took that from you.”

I slide my hands under his shirt, feeling the warm, solid muscle of his chest. “Then don’t take it. Help me build it. Teach me. Love me. But don’t push me away because you’re scared.”

He groans, low and pained, and walks me backward to the bed. This time the sex is different—slower, more desperate, edged with the knowledge that everything could crumble tomorrow. He strips me reverently, kissing every inch of skin like he’s memorizing it. When he slides into me bare and hot, we both gasp. He fucks me deep and steady, eyes locked on mine, whispering Spanish endearments I don’t fully understand but feel in my bones. I come twice—once around his fingers while he sucks my clit, once with him buried inside me, clenching so hard he follows right after, spilling deep with a broken groan of my name.

Afterward we lie tangled in the sheets, his cum slowly leaking out of me onto his thigh. His big hand strokes my curls, the other resting possessively on my hip.

“Marco’s a problem,” he admits quietly. “I’ll talk to him tomorrow—subtly. Remind him what’s at stake for all of us. But your friend… she’s right to worry. I’m old enough to know better. I should be protecting your future, not risking it.”

I prop myself on his chest, looking down at him. The lantern light loves the silver in his hair, the lines at the corners of his eyes, the quiet strength in his face. “My future includes you now. I’m not giving that up because of optics or age or some ethics policy written by people who’ve never stood on these stones and felt what we feel.”

He kisses me softly, but there’s a shadow in his eyes. “Six weeks, Rebecca. We have to be smarter. No more risks like today. No more public touches. And when we get back to the States… we figure out how to make this real without blowing up both our careers.”

I nod, but the fear lingers. Marco’s phone. Jess’s warning. The ethics board Elias mentioned in passing. The real world is closing in, and the citadel that once felt like sanctuary now feels like the eye of a gathering storm.

We fall asleep like that—naked, joined, his softening cock still inside me—while outside the mist curls around the ancient terraces like a warning.

Tomorrow Marco will make his move. Tomorrow the jealousy and risk will stop being background noise and become the main event, and I have no idea if our stolen paradise will survive it.


Chapter 12

The morning after Elias’s suite feels like waking up inside a storm that hasn’t quite broken yet. My body is still humming with the memory of him—his cum dried on my inner thighs, my pussy tender and full from the way he stayed buried inside me until the first hint of dawn. I lie there in my narrow bed, fingers tracing the faint bruises his grip left on my hips, and I can still taste him on my tongue, still feel the slow, deep roll of his cock grinding against that perfect spot while he whispered my name like a prayer. But the warmth is already cooling under the weight of everything else. Marco’s phone. Jess’s text. The way Elias’s eyes had gone stormy when I told him about the pictures.

I shower fast, the cold water shocking my overheated skin, nipples tightening instantly as droplets slide between my breasts and down my stomach. I dress in my usual fieldwork clothes—cargo pants that hug my ass just a little too well after days of this altitude, a fitted long-sleeve base layer that does nothing to hide how heavy and sensitive my breasts feel—but today the fabric feels like armor I’m not sure I want. When I step into the dining hall, Elias is already at the head of the table, voice clipped and professional as he reviews the day’s lidar scan schedule. His eyes flick to mine for half a second—dark, guarded, the heat from last night banked behind layers of regret—and my stomach twists.

He’s pulling back. I feel it before he even says a word.

“Tartikoff,” he says without looking up from his clipboard, “you’re on solo documentation at the Temple of the Condor today. Full photogrammetry run. I’ll be with Marco on the lower terraces.” No brush of fingers when he hands me the assignment sheet. No secret press of his boot under the table. Just Dr. Navarro, forty-five, widowed, brilliant, and suddenly remembering every reason this is a terrible idea.

Marco’s smirk from across the table is razor-sharp. “Need any help with the heavy tripod, Rebecca? I’m free after lunch.”

I force a polite smile and shake my head, but inside I’m vibrating. The jealousy I saw flickering in Marco’s eyes yesterday has hardened into something colder. He knows. Or thinks he knows enough to make trouble. And Elias—my Elias, the man who fucked me slow and reverent in the shower while the steam curled around us like incense—is already drawing the line in the sand again.

The hike up to the citadel is quiet torture. Mist clings to the terraces like it’s trying to hold on to last night’s secrets, but the sun is burning it off fast. By the time I reach the Temple of the Condor alone, my thighs are sticky again, not from sex but from the constant, low throb of want mixed with anger. I set up the tripod with mechanical precision, crouching to calibrate the camera while sweat trickles down my spine and between my breasts. Every time I bend over, the seam of my pants rubs my swollen clit, and I bite my lip hard enough to taste blood. I should be focused on the carved stone wings sweeping out over the valley, on the way the light hits the granite just right for the 3D model. Instead all I can think is “why is he pulling away now?”

The morning drags. I catch glimpses of them below—Elias’s broad shoulders flexing as he kneels over the lidar equipment, Marco right beside him, laughing too loud at something. Once, Marco glances up toward my terrace and lifts his phone like he’s taking another casual shot. My heart slams against my ribs. I turn away fast, but the damage is done. The doubt Jess planted is spreading like cracks through ancient stone.

By early afternoon I’m a mess. My nipples are tight and aching against my bra. My pussy is slick and empty and furious. I finish the last sequence, pack the gear, and start down the path toward the lower terraces before I can talk myself out of it. The sun is sinking low, painting the citadel in deep rose and gold, the kind of light that makes the stones look like they’re breathing. Mist is already rolling back in from the valley, soft and silver, curling around my ankles like a warning.

I find him alone at the edge of the lower terrace, staring out over the drop where the river winds far below like a silver thread. His field jacket is open, the Incan sun tattoo visible at his collar, silver threading through his dark hair catching the last of the light. He looks carved from the same granite—solid, ancient, untouchable. Until he hears my footsteps and turns.

“Rebecca.” His voice is low, rough, but there’s a wall behind it. “You shouldn’t be here. Not alone with me. Not after yesterday.”

I stop a few feet away, heart hammering so hard I feel it between my legs. “Don’t do this. Don’t pull away like last night didn’t happen. Like you didn’t come inside me twice while you told me I was home.”

He closes his eyes, jaw flexing. “Last night was a mistake. All of it has been. I’m your supervisor. Your professor. You’re twenty-two. I’m forty-five. I lost my wife on these mountains and swore I’d never let myself need someone again. And now I’m risking your entire future because I can’t keep my hands off you.”

The words hit like a slap. Anger flares hot and bright in my chest, mixing with the ache that’s been building all day. “You think I don’t know the risks? I’m not some naïve little girl you seduced, Elias. I wanted this. I chose this. Every single time you fucked me against these stones, I chose it.”

He steps closer, eyes dark with torment and something darker. “And that’s the problem. I’m the one who’s supposed to say no. I hold the power here. Your recommendation, your grad school letters, your entire career—they’re in my hands. If Marco leaks those pictures, if the ethics board gets involved, you lose everything. I won’t be the man who ruins you the way these mountains ruined me.”

I close the distance until we’re inches apart, the mist swirling between us like it’s trying to push us together and pull us apart at the same time. The sun is a bloody orb on the horizon, turning the terraces gold and crimson. “Then be the man who fights for me instead of hiding behind guilt and grief. Don’t you dare turn what we have into some tragic story about the older professor who couldn’t control himself. I’m not your dead wife. I’m not a student who needs protecting. I’m the woman who came apart on your cock in the Temple of the Sun and begged for more in your shower. I’m the one who wants you—age, power, risk, all of it.”

His breathing is ragged now. I can see the war in his eyes—ethics, grief, raw hunger. “Rebecca… God help me, I want you so fucking much it hurts. But this has to stop before it destroys us both.”

I shove him. Not hard, but enough that his back hits the warm stone wall behind him. “Then stop me.”

For one suspended heartbeat he still fights it. Then the leash snaps.

His hands are on me—rough, desperate—yanking me against him, mouth crashing down in a kiss that tastes like anger and salt and six years of loneliness. I bite his lower lip hard enough to draw a growl from deep in his chest. He spins us, slamming my back against the stone, one thick thigh shoving between mine so I’m grinding against the hard muscle through our clothes. The granite is still warm from the day’s sun, but it’s nothing compared to the heat rolling off his body.

“You want me to stop pretending?” he rasps against my mouth, hands shoving my shirt up, yanking my bra down so my breasts spill free. He pinches my nipples hard, rolling them between his fingers until I moan. “Fine. You want the truth? I’ve been hard for you every single day since you stepped off that shuttle. I’ve jerked off in the shower thinking about your tight little pussy clenching around me. And it terrifies me because I know exactly how wrong this is.”

I fumble with his belt, shoving his jeans down just enough to free his cock—thick, flushed, already leaking at the tip. “Then fuck me like you mean it. Fuck me like you’re angry at yourself for wanting me this much.”

He growls and spins me around, bending me forward over a low stone ledge that juts out from the terrace. My hands brace against the warm granite as he yanks my cargo pants and panties down to my knees in one rough motion. The cool evening air hits my soaked pussy and I shiver. He doesn’t tease. Two thick fingers plunge into me, curling hard against that spot that makes my vision spark.

“Your pussy is dripping,” he snarls. “Even when you’re mad at me, your body still begs for it.”

I push back against his hand, riding his fingers shamelessly. “Because it’s mine to give. Not yours to take and then regret.”

He replaces his fingers with his cock in one brutal thrust. The stretch is perfect—burning, full, almost too much. I cry out, the sound echoing off the stones as he bottoms out. He doesn’t give me time to adjust. He fucks me hard and deep, hips snapping against my ass, the wet slap of skin on skin loud in the gathering dusk. One hand fists in my curls, yanking my head back so he can bite the side of my neck. The other reaches around to circle my swollen clit with ruthless pressure.

“This what you wanted?” he growls against my ear, voice wrecked. “My cock ruining you while the whole citadel watches?”

“Yes—God, yes—harder—”

He gives it to me. Angry, punishing strokes that drive me up onto my toes, the ledge biting into my hips, my breasts swinging with every thrust. The anger between us fuels everything—the way his fingers dig bruises into my hip, the way I push back to meet him, the filthy Spanish curses spilling from his mouth. I come first, hard and sudden, pussy clamping down around him so tight he curses again. He follows right after, burying himself to the hilt and flooding me with hot, thick pulses of cum, his groan vibrating against my back.

We stay locked like that for long seconds, panting, the mist curling around our half-naked bodies like it’s trying to hide what we just did. Then the anger drains out of him. His grip on my hip softens. The hand in my hair gentles, turning into strokes. He pulls out slowly, turns me around, and drops to his knees right there on the ancient stone.

“Rebecca,” he whispers, voice breaking. “I’m sorry.”

He buries his face between my thighs, licking me clean—his own cum mixed with mine, slow and reverent now. His tongue is gentle on my oversensitive clit, soothing the ache he just created. I thread my fingers through his silver-threaded hair and let the tears come. Not from pain. From the sheer intensity of it all—the fight, the fucking, the way he’s on his knees for me like I’m the sacred thing here.

When he stands again he kisses me softly, tasting us both on his tongue. “I’m terrified,” he admits against my lips. “Of losing you the way I lost her. Of being the reason your career ends before it begins. But I can’t walk away. Not from this. Not from you.”

I cup his face, thumbs brushing the lines at the corners of his eyes. “Then don’t. We’ll be careful. We’ll figure out the Marco situation. We’ll wait until the internship ends to make anything public. But don’t pull back again. I’m not fragile. I’m yours.”

He rests his forehead against mine, the last of the sunset painting us gold. “You’re going to ruin me, Rebecca Tartikoff.”

“Good,” I whisper. “Because you already ruined me for anyone else.”

We dress in the gathering dark, hands lingering, kisses soft and slow. The citadel feels different now—less like a place of secrets and more like a witness that has seen every version of love and still stands. Marco’s threat is still out there. Jess’s warning still echoes. The real world is waiting beyond these six weeks like a storm on the horizon.

But right now, with his cum still warm inside me and his hand laced through mine as we slip down the path together, none of that matters.

We walk back to the lodge in silence, shoulders brushing, the mist swallowing our footsteps. Tomorrow we’ll be careful. Tomorrow we’ll face whatever Marco throws at us.


Chapter 13

The morning after the terrace feels like standing on the edge of a precipice I can’t see the bottom of. My body is a map of last night’s anger and need—faint bruises on my hips where Elias gripped me, the delicious ache between my legs where he fucked me so hard I saw stars against the ancient stone. I woke up alone in my narrow bed again, but his cum was still leaking out of me, warm and sticky against my thighs, a secret reminder that no matter how many times he tried to pull away, we always crashed back together. I pressed my fingers there in the dark, circling my swollen clit until I came quietly with his name on my lips, then lay there trembling while the first gray light crept over the peaks.

At breakfast the mask is firmly back in place. Elias sits at the head of the long table in his worn olive field jacket, voice steady as he reviews the day’s schedule—more lidar work on the lower terraces, final photogrammetry for me at the Temple of the Moon. His eyes don’t meet mine once. Marco, though, won’t stop watching. He sits across from me with that sharp, knowing smirk, scrolling through his phone like he’s composing the perfect caption for whatever photos he took yesterday. “Sleep well, Pennsylvania?” he asks, voice too sweet. “You look a little… flushed this morning.”

I smile tightly and sip my tea. Elias’s jaw flexes, but he doesn’t look up. The tension is thicker than the mist outside.

The hike up is quiet except for the crunch of boots on stone and the distant call of birds. Mist curls around our legs like it knows something we don’t. By mid-morning we’re spread across the citadel. I’m alone at the Temple of the Moon, the circular chamber feeling smaller today, the stones still holding yesterday’s heat against my palms as I calibrate the camera. Sweat trickles between my breasts, down the small of my back. Every bend, every reach makes my cargo pants rub my clit, and I’m wet again before noon—aching, angry, and hopelessly in love with a man who keeps trying to save me from himself.

Lunch is a quick affair on the central terrace. Elias passes out protein bars and water, his fingers brushing mine for half a second when he hands me mine. The contact shoots straight between my legs. Marco sees it. He lifts his phone again, casual as anything, and the shutter clicks. My stomach knots. Elias notices too; his shoulders go rigid, but he says nothing.

Afternoon brings the change.

The sky turns without warning. One minute the sun is blazing, turning the terraces golden; the next, black clouds boil over Huayna Picchu like ink poured across the sky. Thunder cracks so loud the stones vibrate under my boots. Rain slams down in a solid, roaring wall—cold, heavy, relentless. Sofia shouts over the wind, “Everyone to the emergency storage building! Now!”

We run.

The storage building is a sturdy stone structure tucked against the lower terraces, used for tools, supplies, and emergency shelter. It’s larger than the little hut where Elias first kissed me—maybe twenty feet by fifteen, with a heavy wooden door, small high windows, and shelves lining the walls packed with tarps, rope, sealed bins, and a few sleeping mats for overnight crews. The whole team piles in just as the rain turns biblical. Elias is the last through the door, slamming it shut behind him. Water streams off his jacket, plastering his dark hair to his forehead. His eyes find mine in the dim light and hold for one charged second before he looks away.

The storm rages outside. Rain hammers the roof like gunfire. Wind howls through the narrow windows. Then, twenty minutes in, we hear it—the deep, grinding roar of rock giving way somewhere above us on the mountain. A landslide. Not massive enough to bury the citadel, but big enough to block the main path down to the lodge and the access road. Sofia checks the emergency radio; the signal is patchy at best, but the message comes through garbled: the trail is impassable. Rescue teams can’t reach us until the rain stops and crews clear the debris. We’re here for at least forty-eight hours.

“Stay calm,” Elias says, voice steady even as thunder shakes the walls. “We have water, food rations, blankets. The building is safe. We ride it out together.”

Marco mutters something under his breath about “perfect timing.” Sofia starts organizing supplies. The other interns huddle on the mats, looking young and scared. I sit on a low shelf, knees drawn up, heart hammering. The altitude and the storm make everything feel heavier—my breaths shallower, my skin prickling with awareness. Elias moves through the space like a man in control, checking seals on the bins, distributing dry blankets, but every time he passes near me his body heat brushes mine and my pussy clenches hard.

Night falls fast. Lanterns are lit—battery-powered, throwing soft golden light across the stone walls. Rain never lets up. The team eats cold rations in near silence, then tries to sleep. Sofia and the others curl up on the mats along one wall. Marco claims a corner near the door, phone still in his hand even though there’s no signal. Elias and I end up on the opposite side, separated by a stack of tarps but close enough that I can hear every shift of his body.

I can’t sleep. The storm is too loud, the air too thin, my body too aware of him. After an hour I slip out of my blanket and move quietly to the far end of the room where a small alcove holds extra supplies. The lantern light barely reaches here. I lean against the cool stone, trying to steady my breathing, when a warm hand slides around my waist from behind.

Elias.

He doesn’t speak. He just pulls me back against his chest, one arm banding across my stomach, the other sliding up under my damp shirt to cup my breast. His breath is hot against my ear. “We have to be quiet,” he whispers, voice rough as gravel. “But I can’t stay away. Not tonight. Not when the mountain itself is trying to keep us here.”

I turn in his arms and kiss him—desperate, silent, tongues sliding slow and deep. His hands are everywhere, peeling my shirt off, unhooking my bra, palming my heavy breasts while rain hammers the roof like applause. I shove his jacket and shirt up, running my palms over the solid muscle of his chest, the sun tattoo that feels warm under my fingers. His cock is already hard against my stomach, thick and insistent.

He walks me backward until my ass hits a low wooden crate. In one smooth motion he drops to his knees, yanks my cargo pants and panties down, and buries his face between my thighs. I bite my own forearm to stay quiet as his tongue parts my soaked folds, licking me deep and slow. He groans softly at my taste—quiet, reverent—and sucks my swollen clit into his mouth while two thick fingers push inside me, curling perfectly. The wet sounds of his mouth are almost drowned by the storm, but I hear them anyway and it makes me even wetter.

I come fast, thighs trembling, fingers fisted in his silver-threaded hair, biting down hard on my arm to keep from crying out. He licks me through it, gentle now, then stands and kisses me so I can taste myself on his tongue.

He turns me around, bends me over the crate, and slides into me in one long, bare thrust. We both freeze, breathing hard. The stretch is perfect—hot, full, familiar. He fucks me slow and deep, one hand over my mouth, the other gripping my hip, every roll of his hips grinding against my clit. The storm covers the soft slap of skin, the quiet gasps we can’t quite hold back. When I come again he follows, burying himself to the hilt and spilling inside me with a silent groan that vibrates against my back.

We stay joined like that for long minutes, his chest pressed to my spine, rain roaring outside. Then he eases out, helps me dress, and pulls me down onto a pile of folded tarps in the alcove. He wraps us in a blanket, my back to his front, his softening cock nestled against my ass, his cum slowly leaking down my thigh.

“Talk to me,” he whispers into my hair. “Tell me what you’re afraid of right now.”

I close my eyes, feeling the solid heat of him around me, inside me. “Everything. Marco. My friend Jess back home. The ethics board. What happens when these six weeks end and I have to go back to being the good girl from Greencastle while you go back to being Dr. Navarro.”

His arm tightens around me. “I’ve been offered the permanent directorship at the new Cusco research center,” he says quietly. The words land like another crack of thunder. “It starts in three months. Full-time in Peru. No more teaching back in the States. I was going to turn it down—stay near you, figure out a way to make this work without blowing up your career. But now… with Marco sniffing around, with the risks stacking up… I don’t know anymore.”

I turn in his arms so we’re face to face in the dim light. “Don’t turn it down for me. Not if it’s what you want.”

“It’s not about what I want anymore,” he murmurs, thumb brushing my lower lip. “It’s about not destroying the woman I’m falling in love with.”

The word “love” hangs between us, bigger than the storm. I kiss him softly, then deeper, and we make love again—slow, face to face this time, my leg hooked over his hip, his cock sliding into me with aching tenderness while the lantern flickers and the rain never stops. We come together this time, mouths fused to swallow each other’s sounds, bodies locked so tight it feels like we’re one person.

Hours pass. The team sleeps on, unaware. Marco snores softly in his corner. Sofia turns over once but doesn’t wake. Elias and I stay tangled in our alcove, talking in whispers between more slow, quiet sex—his mouth on my breasts while I ride him gently, his fingers inside me while he tells me about the night his wife died, how the mountains took her but gave him this second chance with me. I tell him about the cage of my childhood, how these six weeks have been the first time I’ve ever felt free. We laugh quietly about the absurdity of it all—an intern and her professor fucking in a supply hut while a landslide keeps the world away.

By the second night the isolation feels almost sacred. The storm has eased to a steady downpour, but the path is still blocked. We’ve rationed food carefully, played quiet card games with the team during the day, but at night the alcove becomes ours again. The third round is playful—Elias tying my wrists loosely with soft climbing rope, teasing me with his mouth and fingers until I’m begging in whispers, then fucking me from behind while the rope holds me open for him. The fourth is desperate, almost frantic, my back against the stone wall, his hand over my mouth as he drives into me hard enough to make the shelves rattle softly.

We talk about the future in the quiet hours before dawn. “When the internship ends,” he says, voice low against my neck, “we wait six months. You start your master’s with a different advisor. I take the directorship if you want me to, or I turn it down. We make this real—quietly, carefully, until no one can say I used my power over you.”

I trace the sun tattoo on his shoulder. “And if Marco tries to blow it up?”

“Then we face it together. I won’t let him take this from us.”

On the morning of the third day the radio crackles to life. The path is clear. Rescue is coming. The team stirs, packing up, laughing with relief. Elias and I steal one last kiss in the alcove—slow, deep, full of everything we can’t say in front of the others—then step back into our professional roles like nothing happened.

But everything has.

As we hike down the newly cleared trail, the citadel gleaming wet and golden behind us, I feel his eyes on me—protective, hungry, certain. Marco walks ahead, phone still in his pocket, but the storm has changed something in me. In us.

The landslide didn’t bury us.

It forged us.

And whatever comes next—ethics boards, jealous interns, long-distance futures—we’ll face it the way the Incas built these terraces: one stone at a time, strong enough to withstand any storm.


Chapter 14

The descent from the storage building feels like walking out of a dream that refuses to release its hold. My legs are shaky, not just from the landslide-cleared trail or the thin Andean air, but from three nights of Elias—his hands, his mouth, his cock claiming me in the dark alcove while the storm raged and the team slept unaware. His cum is still inside me, a warm, secret ache that pulses with every careful step down the wet stone path. The mist has lifted slightly, revealing the citadel in all its golden post-rain glory, terraces gleaming like they’ve been washed clean for whatever comes next. But my body remembers every quiet thrust, every whispered confession, every time he spilled deep and held me like I was the only thing anchoring him to the mountains he once hated.

At the lodge, the team erupts into exhausted laughter and back-slaps. Sofia organizes hot showers and hot meals like the efficient project manager she is. Marco disappears into his room almost immediately, phone glued to his hand, no doubt checking whatever signal has returned. Elias stands in the courtyard directing everyone with that calm, commanding voice—Dr. Navarro once more—but when his eyes find mine across the gravel, the mask cracks for half a second. Heat. Relief. A shadow of something heavier. He nods once, professional, and turns away.

I shower alone, letting the hot water sluice over the faint bruises on my hips, the love bites hidden under my collarbone, the tender swell of my pussy where he fucked me slow and face-to-face while the lantern flickered. My fingers linger between my legs, circling my clit until I come with a muffled gasp against the tile, his name silent on my lips. When I step out, my curls are damp and wild, my skin flushed, and I feel marked in ways no one else can see.

Dinner is communal and loud—grilled trout, quinoa, Cusqueña beer to celebrate survival. I sit near the end of the table, legs crossed tight under my cargo pants, trying not to squirm every time the seam presses against my still-sensitive clit. Elias is at the head again, sleeves rolled up, the Incan sun tattoo peeking at his collar. He laughs at Sofia’s story about the radio static, but his foot finds my ankle under the table and presses once, deliberate, a silent “I’m still here”. Marco watches from two seats down, eyes narrowed, phone face-down but fingers tapping like he’s composing something dangerous.

After the plates are cleared, the team drifts toward bed—forty-eight hours of storm isolation has everyone wrecked. I linger in the common room, pretending to check my notes on the laptop, until the last lantern is dimmed. Elias’s suite door is cracked open at the end of the hall. I slip inside without knocking.

He’s waiting.

The moment the door clicks shut he’s on me—mouth hungry, hands sliding under my hoodie, peeling it off like he’s been starving since the rescue team arrived. “Three nights of having you and I still can’t get enough,” he growls against my throat, walking me backward toward the wide bed. “You’re going to be the end of me, Rebecca Tartikoff.”

I laugh breathlessly, tugging his shirt over his head, running my palms over the warm, solid planes of his chest. “Good. Because I don’t want this to end.”

We fall onto the mattress in a tangle of limbs and half-removed clothes. This time there’s no anger, no frantic race against discovery. It’s slow, deliberate, almost reverent—the kind of lovemaking that feels like a conversation we can’t have in daylight. He strips me completely, kissing every inch of skin like he’s mapping new territory: the curve of my breasts, the dip of my waist, the faint marks he left on my inner thighs during the storm. When he settles between my legs and licks into me with long, savoring strokes, I arch off the bed, fingers in his silver-threaded hair, biting back moans that want to echo off the wooden beams.

He brings me to the edge twice with his mouth and fingers before he finally slides into me—bare, hot, thick—filling me so completely I gasp his name like a prayer. We move together in perfect rhythm, eyes locked, foreheads pressed, the wet slide of his cock grinding against my clit on every deep thrust. The altitude makes everything sharper: my breaths come shorter, my skin hypersensitive, every roll of his hips sending sparks through my blood. I come first, clenching around him so hard he curses softly in Spanish, then he follows, burying himself to the hilt and flooding me with pulse after pulse of heat.

Afterward we stay joined, his weight a perfect blanket over me, his softening cock still nestled inside. His big hand strokes my curls, the other resting possessively on my hip. The room is quiet except for the distant rush of the river far below and our slowing heartbeats.

“I need to tell you something,” he murmurs against my temple. “Before the storm I got a call on the sat phone. The university in Cusco—the one that funds most of our conservation work—has offered me the permanent directorship of their new Andean research center. Full-time in Peru. Starting in three months. It’s everything I’ve worked for since… since my wife died. No more bouncing between semesters in the States. No more teaching undergrads who don’t care about the stones the way we do.”

My heart stutters. I feel it like a physical drop, the same way the altitude sometimes makes the ground feel unsteady. “That’s… amazing, Elias. You deserve it.”

He lifts his head, eyes searching mine in the low lantern light. “It would mean I’m here. Permanently. And you… you go back to Penn State in six weeks. Start your master’s. Different advisor, like we planned. Long distance. Six months minimum before we could even think about being public.”

The words hang between us, heavier than the mist outside. I trace the sun tattoo on his shoulder, feeling the raised ink under my fingertip. “We could make it work. Video calls. Visits. I’d come down here every break I get.”

He exhales, rolling us so I’m sprawled across his chest, his cock slipping out of me with a wet sound that makes us both shiver. His cum leaks slowly onto his thigh, but he doesn’t move to clean it up. “It’s not just the distance. The offer came with conditions. They want me to lead a major new grant—three years, international team, no teaching load. It’s the kind of opportunity that could define the rest of my career. But if I take it… I’d have to be here full-time while you’re finishing your degree back home. And if anyone finds out about us before then—”

A soft knock on the outer door of the suite makes us both freeze. Elias’s hand tightens on my hip. “Stay here,” he whispers, sliding out from under me and pulling on his jeans. He pads barefoot to the door, cracking it just enough to speak quietly.

I hear Sofia’s voice—low, urgent. “Elias, the sat phone’s working again. Lima called back. They need your decision by the end of the week on the directorship. They’re pushing hard—said if you turn it down they’ll offer it to someone else. I told them you were still thinking, but… you should call them tonight. The board’s waiting.”

My stomach drops like I’ve stepped off Huayna Picchu without a harness. I slip out of bed silently, pulling on my hoodie and leggings, and move to the half-open bedroom door. I can just see them in the sitting area—Sofia with the sat phone in her hand, Elias running a hand through his damp hair.

“I know,” he says, voice low and rough. “It’s the opportunity of a lifetime. But there are… complications. Personal ones. I’m not sure I can take it without blowing up someone else’s future.”

Sofia’s eyebrows rise. “Personal? Elias, if this is about the intern—the way you two have been looking at each other since week one—then you need to be careful. Marco’s been asking questions. Taking pictures. If the ethics board hears even a rumor…”

“I’m aware,” he cuts in, sharper than I’ve ever heard him with her. “But it’s not just that. Rebecca… she’s brilliant. She deserves to build her career without my shadow hanging over it. If I take the directorship, I’m here. She’s there. And if we try to make this work anyway, someone will find out. I’m considering turning it down. Staying in the States another year. Giving us time to do this right.”

Sofia exhales. “You’d walk away from this for her? Elias… you’ve been waiting for this since your wife died. Don’t let a summer fling—”

“It’s not a fling,” he says quietly, voice breaking on the last word. “I’m in love with her. And that terrifies me more than any ethics violation ever could.”

The words hit me like another landslide. Love. He said it out loud to someone else before he even said it fully to me. My heart is hammering so hard I can hear it in my ears. I step back into the bedroom, pressing my back to the wall, trying to breathe through the altitude and the sudden, dizzying rush of emotion.

Sofia leaves after a few more murmured words. The door clicks shut. Elias stands there for a long moment, head bowed, before he turns and walks back into the bedroom. He finds me against the wall, eyes wide, cheeks flushed.

“You heard.”

I nod, throat tight. “All of it.”

He crosses the space in two strides and pulls me into his arms. This kiss is different—desperate, almost broken, like he’s trying to pour every unsaid thing into it. I kiss him back just as fiercely, hands sliding under his open jeans to grip his bare ass, pulling him closer until I feel him hardening again against my stomach.

“Tell me you don’t want me to turn it down,” he rasps against my mouth, walking me backward to the bed. “Tell me you want me to take the job and we’ll figure out the rest later.”

I shove his jeans down, freeing his cock—thick, flushed, already leaking for me again. “I want you to have everything you’ve worked for,” I whisper, dropping to my knees and taking him into my mouth in one smooth glide. He groans, fist gentle in my curls, hips rocking shallowly while I suck him deep, swirling my tongue, tasting the mix of us from earlier. “But I want “us” more.”

He hauls me up before he comes, lays me on the bed, and slides into me in one long thrust. We fuck slow and deep, eyes locked, bodies moving like they were made for this. Every stroke grinds against my clit; every roll of his hips makes me gasp. The lantern light paints his skin gold, highlighting the silver in his hair, the lines of grief and joy etched into his face.

“I love you,” he says, voice raw, thrusting harder now. “I love you and it’s going to ruin us both if we’re not careful.”

I come first, clenching around him, crying out his name as the orgasm rolls through me like thunder. He follows right after, burying himself deep and spilling inside me again, groaning my name like it’s the only word he knows.

We collapse together, sweaty and spent, his cock still twitching inside me. He kisses my forehead, my eyelids, my lips—soft now, almost reverent.

“I have until the end of the week to decide,” he murmurs into my hair. “Turn it down for you… or take it and pray we survive the distance.”

I trace lazy circles on his chest, feeling his heartbeat slow under my palm. Outside, the mist is rolling back in, curling around the lodge like it’s trying to seal us inside our own private world one last time. Marco’s phone is still out there. Jess’s warnings. The ethics board. The real world waiting beyond these six weeks like a storm that hasn’t quite arrived.

But right now, with his cum warm inside me and his arms tight around me, I let myself believe we can outlast anything.

“I’ll support whatever you choose,” I whisper. “But don’t choose for me. Choose for “us”.”

He doesn’t answer right away. The silence stretches, heavy with everything unsaid. Then he kisses the top of my head and holds me tighter.

The decision hangs between us like the mist outside—beautiful, dangerous, impossible to ignore.

And by the end of the week, one of us is going to have to break.


Chapter 15

The sat phone rings at 6:47 a.m., cutting through the thin morning quiet like a blade.

I’m already awake—naked in Elias’s bed again, his cum still warm and sticky between my thighs from the slow, desperate way he took me at 3 a.m., whispering “I love you” against my neck while the mist pressed against the window like it wanted inside. My body is heavy with him, sore in the sweetest places, nipples still tender from his mouth. I feel marked, claimed, ruined for any other man. But when the phone shrills again, Elias bolts upright beside me, silver-threaded hair mussed, eyes instantly sharp with the same dread I feel twisting low in my belly.

He grabs the phone from the nightstand, voice clipped and professional. “Navarro.”

I sit up, sheet pooled at my waist, breasts heavy and flushed. I can hear the tinny voice on the other end—someone from the university’s ethics office back in the States. Words like “anonymous report”, “inappropriate relationship”, “intern Tartikoff” filter through the speaker. My stomach drops straight through the floor.

Elias’s jaw locks so tight I hear the click of his teeth. “I understand. We’ll be available for statements.” He ends the call and stares at the phone like it’s poisoned.

“Marco,” I whisper. It’s not even a question.

Elias sets the phone down slowly, then pulls me into his arms, burying his face in my curls. His heart is hammering against my cheek. “He sent screenshots. Blurry photos from the terrace, from lunch that day—my boot against your ankle, the way I looked at you. Plus a detailed statement about ‘suspicious behavior during the storm isolation.’ The board wants written statements from both of us by end of day. Video call tomorrow if they can get signal.”

The room spins. Altitude, fear, the lingering high from last night—all of it crashes together until I’m dizzy. I should feel panic. Shame. The good-girl voice in my head (the one that grew up in Greencastle pews) is screaming that this is exactly what I was warned about. But all I feel is white-hot fury at Marco and a deeper, aching terror that this could end us before we even begin.

Elias pulls back, cupping my face. His thumbs brush my cheeks, eyes dark with regret and something fiercer. “I can fix this. I’ll tell them it was one-sided. That I crossed the line. You’re the intern. You get to walk away clean.”

“No.” The word rips out of me before I can stop it. I shove at his chest, not hard, but enough to make him listen. “You don’t get to martyr yourself. I wanted this. I chose you every single time—against the Temple wall, in the cloud forest, in that fucking alcove while the storm kept the world out. I’m not letting you throw your career away to save mine.”

His laugh is bitter, broken. “Rebecca… you’re twenty-two. This is your first real shot. One whisper of scandal and your grad applications, your funding, everything dries up. I’m forty-five. Widowed. They’ll slap my wrist, maybe suspend me for a semester. I’ll survive. You won’t.”

I straddle him before he can say more, knees on either side of his hips, my soaked pussy sliding against the thickening length of his cock. The sheet falls away. My breasts brush his chest, nipples tight and aching. “Then fight with me,” I breathe, rocking slowly, coating him in the mess he left inside me last night. “Don’t you dare make this decision for me.”

He groans, hands gripping my ass hard enough to bruise. “You’re going to kill me.”

“Good.” I sink down onto him in one smooth glide, taking every thick inch until he’s buried to the hilt. We both gasp. The stretch is perfect, burning, familiar. I ride him slow and deep, hands braced on his chest, watching his face contort with pleasure and pain. “Tell me you love me while I fuck you.”

“I love you,” he rasps, thrusting up to meet me, one hand sliding between us to circle my clit with ruthless precision. “God, Rebecca, I love you so much it’s ruining everything I thought I knew about protecting people.”

We come together fast and hard—my pussy clenching around him, his cock pulsing deep as he fills me again. I collapse onto his chest, panting, his cum leaking out around where we’re still joined. For a minute there’s only us, hearts hammering, the citadel outside the window silent and ancient and indifferent to the storm we’ve created.

But the world doesn’t wait.

By mid-morning the rumors have spread through the small team like mist. Sofia pulls me aside in the courtyard, her face kind but worried. “Marco sent everything to the board. Photos. Timestamps. He’s claiming he was protecting you.” She squeezes my arm. “You don’t have to say anything to me. But if you need an ally when the call comes… I’m here.”

Marco avoids me all day. He works the lower terraces with the lidar, but I catch him watching from a distance, phone in hand, that sharp smirk gone. Now it’s just cold calculation. He thinks he’s won. He thinks he’s the hero exposing the big bad professor.

I throw myself into work at the Intihuatana—photogrammetry runs, notes, anything to keep my hands busy while my mind races. The sacred stone feels different today, like it’s judging me. Or maybe blessing me. I don’t know anymore. Sweat trickles between my breasts, down my spine. Every bend over the tripod reminds me of Elias bending me over the crate in the alcove, fucking me while the storm covered our sounds. My clit throbs. My pussy is still slick with him. I’m angry and turned on and terrified all at once.

Elias finds me just after lunch.

He doesn’t speak. He just grabs my hand and pulls me down the hidden path to the small overhang behind the Temple of the Condor—the same place he first took me hard and fast after Marco’s first suspicious glance. The mist is back, thick and silver, hiding us from the rest of the team.

The second we’re under the stone he spins me, presses me against the warm granite, and kisses me like the world is ending. His tongue strokes deep, claiming, while his hands shove my shirt up and yank my bra down. He sucks one nipple into his mouth, hard, teeth grazing, while his other hand dives into my cargo pants, two thick fingers sliding through the mess between my legs.

“You’re still dripping with me,” he growls against my breast. “Even now. Even when everything’s falling apart.”

I moan, hips rocking against his hand. “Because I’m yours. Fuck the board. Fuck Marco. Fuck everything except this.”

He drops to his knees, yanks my pants and panties to my ankles, and buries his face between my thighs. His tongue is relentless—licking deep, sucking my clit, groaning at the taste of us mixed together. I come fast and hard, biting my own arm to stay quiet, thighs shaking around his ears. He doesn’t stop until I’m trembling and oversensitive.

Then he stands, spins me, bends me forward over the same low boulder, and thrusts into me in one brutal stroke. No gentleness this time. This is angry, desperate, claiming. He fucks me hard, hips snapping, the wet slap of skin echoing softly under the overhang. One hand fists in my curls, yanking my head back; the other reaches around to rub my clit in tight circles.

“Come on my cock again,” he demands, voice wrecked. “Let the stones hear what you sound like when you choose me.”

I shatter a second time, pussy clamping down so hard he curses in Spanish and follows, flooding me with hot, thick ropes of cum. We stay locked together, panting, his chest to my back, the mist curling around us like it’s trying to shield us from the consequences.

Afterward he turns me gently, kisses me soft and slow, forehead against mine. “I called Lima this morning. I told them I’m turning down the directorship.”

My heart stops. “Elias—”

“I choose us,” he says simply. “I can stay in the States another year. Take a sabbatical if I have to. We’ll do this right—six months apart, you with a different advisor, me keeping my hands off you in public until it’s safe. I won’t let them take your future.”

Tears burn my eyes. I kiss him again, tasting salt and us and the mountains. “I love you. But I hate that you had to choose.”

We clean up in silence, dress, and slip back toward the main site like nothing happened. But everything has. The ethics investigation is real now. Statements due tonight. Video call tomorrow. Marco has lit the fuse, and the explosion is coming.

That night in his suite we don’t fuck. We make love—slow, face-to-face, my legs wrapped around his waist while he moves inside me like he’s memorizing every second. He whispers promises against my skin: “We’ll fight this. I’ll protect you. I love you more than the stones, more than the job, more than anything.”

I come with tears on my cheeks, clenching around him, and he follows, spilling deep while he holds me like I’m the only sacred thing left in his world.

Later, curled against his chest, his cum leaking out of me onto the sheets, I make my own decision in the dark.

I’m not letting him sacrifice the directorship. I’m not letting Marco win. And I’m not protecting my career by throwing Elias under the bus.

Tomorrow, during the video call, I’m going to tell the truth.

All of it.

Even if it burns everything down.

The citadel outside the window is silent, wrapped in mist, waiting.

And for the first time since I stepped off that shuttle, I’m not afraid of the fall. I’m ready to jump.


Chapter 16

The sat-phone call with the ethics board is scheduled for 9:00 a.m. sharp the next morning, but I’m already gone by 4:30.

I leave a single note on Elias’s pillow—”I need two days on the trail. Alone. I’ll be back before the video call. Don’t worry about me. I love you.”—then slip out of the lodge in the pre-dawn dark with nothing but my daypack, a sleeping bag, two days’ rations, and the small emergency radio Sofia pressed into my hands last night. The mist is thick as milk, curling around my boots like it wants to keep me here, but I keep walking. The Inca Trail stretches ahead of me—narrow, ancient, carved into the mountainside like a vein straight into the heart of the Andes. Four days to the Sun Gate for most hikers, but I’m only going as far as the first high pass and back. Two days. Enough to breathe. Enough to decide if I’m willing to burn my entire future down for the man who just offered to do the same for me.

The trail climbs immediately. Stone steps slick with last night’s rain, terraces rising like silent witnesses on either side. My thighs burn within the first mile, the altitude turning every breath into something deliberate and shallow. My body still carries him—his cum from last night dried in a faint crust along my inner thighs, my pussy tender and swollen, nipples chafing against the thin base layer with every step. The ache is constant. A reminder. A punishment. A promise.

By the time the sun finally claws its way over the eastern peaks, I’m two thousand feet higher and completely alone. The citadel is far below now, a tiny jewel of stone swallowed by green and cloud. I stop at a small overlook, chest heaving, and let the wind whip my curls across my face. The view is impossible—valleys dropping away like green velvet, rivers glittering silver, the mountains marching into infinity. My legs tremble. Not just from the climb. From the weight of everything I left behind.

Marco’s photos. The board’s cold, clinical questions. Elias’s voice on the phone last night, steady but cracked: “I’ll take the fall. Let me protect you.” I told him no. I told him I was going to tell them the truth—every kiss, every thrust, every time I begged him to come inside me. But now, alone on this trail, doubt creeps in like the mist.

I was the good girl. Straight As. Church every Sunday. Legs closed, dreams locked tight. Greencastle never prepared me for a man like Elias Navarro—forty-five, widowed, brilliant, the kind of authority that made my body wake up and my soul feel seen for the first time. Twenty-three years of being told desire was dangerous, and here I am, soaked again just from the memory of his cock stretching me open against sacred stone.

I keep walking.

The trail narrows, switchbacks climbing relentlessly. My cargo pants rub between my legs with every step, the seam pressing against my clit until the ache becomes a throb. Sweat slides down my spine, between my breasts, pooling at the small of my back. My nipples are tight, sensitive peaks that scrape against the fabric until I have to bite my lip to stay focused. The altitude makes everything sharper—my skin too hot, my blood too thick, every nerve singing.

By early afternoon I reach the first high pass—Intipunku, the Sun Gate in miniature. No tourists today. The storm has kept them away. I drop my pack beside a low stone wall and sit, legs dangling over the drop. The view is endless. I pull out my water bottle, drink deep, then let my hand drift down my stomach almost without thinking.

I’m alone. Completely alone.

My fingers slip under the waistband of my pants, under the soaked cotton of my panties, and find my clit already swollen and slick. I circle it slowly, eyes on the mountains, and the first touch pulls a soft moan from my throat that the wind steals away.

Memories crash in.

Elias on his knees in the cloud forest, tongue fucking into me while his fingers curled inside. The way he groaned like I was the most sacred thing he’d ever tasted. I slide two fingers into myself now, matching the rhythm he used, curling them just the way he did. My head falls back against the stone. The sun is warm on my face, but the wind is cool on my bare stomach where my shirt has ridden up.

Another memory: the storage alcove during the storm, his cock driving into me from behind while the rain hammered the roof and the team slept ten feet away. The way he’d covered my mouth with his hand and whispered “quiet, baby, let me feel you come”. I pump my fingers faster, thumb circling my clit, thighs shaking. The ache builds sharp and fast. I come hard, biting my own wrist, pussy clenching around my fingers while the mountains watch.

But it’s not enough. It’s never enough without him.

I clean up with trembling hands, repack, and keep walking.

The second day is harder. The trail drops into a cloud forest section—thick ferns, dripping moss, air so heavy with moisture it feels like breathing underwater. My body is wrecked from yesterday’s climb and the sleepless night before. Every step sends a fresh pulse between my legs. I’m dripping again, the seam of my pants teasing my oversensitive clit until I’m half-mad with it.

I make camp early at a small, hidden campsite beside a tiny waterfall. No tent—just my sleeping bag unrolled on a flat rock shelf, the mist curling around me like a lover. I strip down to nothing. The air is cool on my naked skin, raising goosebumps across my breasts, tightening my nipples into aching points. I spread the sleeping bag open and lie back, legs wide, staring up at the canopy where sunlight filters through like stained glass.

This time I take my time.

I close my eyes and let the memories come in full color.

Elias in his suite the night after the storm, slow and reverent, sliding into me bare while he whispered “I love you”. The way his cock felt—thick, hot, perfect—grinding against that spot deep inside until I was sobbing his name. I slide three fingers into myself now, stretching, imagining it’s him. My other hand pinches a nipple, rolling it hard the way he does with his teeth.

“Elias,” I whisper to the empty forest. “God, Elias…”

I picture him bending me over the Intihuatana at dawn, fucking me while the first light hit the sacred stone. I picture his face when he came inside me during the video-call threat—tormented, loving, willing to throw everything away for me. My hips rock up into my hand, fingers thrusting faster, thumb frantic on my clit. The orgasm builds like a landslide—slow, inevitable, unstoppable. When it hits I cry out loud enough that birds scatter from the trees, my pussy spasming around my fingers, thighs shaking, vision whiting out as I come so hard I feel it in my teeth.

I keep going. Two more orgasms—quick, desperate, one with my fingers, one grinding against the smooth edge of a rounded stone I press between my legs like it’s his thigh. Each one is sharper than the last, each one laced with his name, his scent, the ghost of his cock stretching me open.

By the time the sun sinks I’m exhausted, wrung out, covered in sweat and my own slick. I curl naked inside the sleeping bag, the cool night air kissing my overheated skin, and let the tears come.

Not from shame.

From clarity.

I grew up in a town that taught me desire was sin. That good girls didn’t want older men, didn’t spread their legs for their professors against ancient stones, didn’t come screaming while the Andes watched. But these mountains have rewritten me. Elias has rewritten me. He didn’t take my power—he woke it up. The age gap, the power imbalance, the risk… they’re real. But so is the way he looks at me like I’m the solstice itself. So is the way he was willing to turn down the directorship for me. So is the way I feel when he’s inside me—whole, seen, alive.

I’m not going to let Marco win. I’m not going to let the board decide what my future looks like. And I’m not going to let Elias sacrifice his dream to protect mine.

Tomorrow I hike back. I tell the board the truth—not as a victim, but as a woman who chose this. Who chose him. Who is willing to fight for an equal partnership once the internship ends. I’ll take the consequences. I’ll switch advisors. I’ll do the distance if we have to. But I won’t let fear win.

The stars come out one by one, impossibly bright above the canopy. I fall asleep with my hand between my legs again, two fingers buried inside me, imagining Elias’s voice in my ear: “You’re mine, Rebecca. And I’m yours.”

Dawn on the second day is cold and clear. I dress slowly, pack my things, and start the long descent. My body is sore in every possible way—legs from the trail, core from the climb, pussy from the hours I spent fucking myself to memories of him. But my mind is quieter than it’s been since the first time he kissed me in that little storage hut.

Halfway down I stop at the same overlook where I touched myself yesterday. The citadel is visible again far below—tiny, perfect, eternal. I pull out my phone (signal finally strong enough) and type a single message to Elias.

“On my way back. I know what I want. I want us. All of it. Don’t turn down the job. We’ll make it work. I love you.”

I hit send, then start walking again.

The trail feels different now. Lighter. The stones under my boots feel like they’re holding me up instead of testing me. By late afternoon I see the lodge in the distance, lanterns already glowing against the gathering dusk.

Elias is waiting at the trailhead.

He doesn’t speak when he sees me. He just opens his arms. I walk straight into them, burying my face in his chest, breathing in eucalyptus and sweat and home. His hands stroke my back, gentle, reverent.

“You hiked the trail alone,” he murmurs into my curls. “Two days. In this weather. You’re insane.”

“I needed to think.” I pull back just enough to look up at him. His eyes are shadowed, exhausted, but the love there is naked now—no more hiding. “I’m not letting you turn down the directorship. And I’m not letting Marco or the board decide who we are. We tell them the truth tomorrow. Together. As equals. Then we figure out the rest.”

He kisses me—slow, deep, full of everything we can’t say in front of the others who might be watching from the lodge windows. When he pulls back his forehead rests against mine.

“You’re going to ruin me, Rebecca Tartikoff.”

I smile against his mouth, the ache between my legs already flaring back to life at the feel of him hard against my stomach.

“Good,” I whisper. “Because I’m already ruined for anyone else.”

We walk back to the lodge hand in hand for the first time in daylight, the mist curling around us like a blessing instead of a secret. Tomorrow the board will ask their questions. Tomorrow Marco will watch with that cold smirk. Tomorrow the real world will try to tear us apart.

But tonight, in his suite, I’m going to ride him slow and deep until neither of us can remember why we were ever afraid.


Chapter 17

I barely sleep the night I get back from the trail.

My body is wrecked—legs burning from the climb, core still aching from the hours I spent fucking myself raw to memories of Elias while the cloud forest watched. But it’s my heart that keeps me awake, hammering against my ribs like it wants out. The note I left him is still on his pillow when I slip into his suite just after midnight. He’s waiting in the dark, sitting on the edge of the bed in nothing but low-slung sweatpants, silver-threaded hair mussed, eyes shadowed with exhaustion and something fiercer.

“You came back,” he says, voice rough as gravel.

I cross the room and crawl into his lap without a word, straddling him, arms around his neck. His hands slide under my hoodie instantly, palms hot against my bare back, pulling me flush. I’m still damp from the trail, still carrying the faint scent of ferns and my own slick, but he doesn’t care. He kisses me like a man who thought he might never get to again—deep, desperate, tongue stroking mine while his cock hardens thick and heavy against my core through our clothes.

“I told you I would,” I whisper against his mouth, rocking slowly, grinding down on the rigid length of him. “I know what I want now. Us. All of it. Even if it burns everything down.”

He groans, fingers digging into my ass, and flips us so I’m under him on the bed. My cargo pants and panties are gone in seconds. He doesn’t bother with his own—he just shoves the waistband down, frees his cock, and slides into me in one long, bare thrust. We both gasp. The stretch is perfect, burning, familiar. He fucks me slow and deep, eyes locked on mine, every roll of his hips grinding against my swollen clit.

“I love you,” he rasps, voice breaking. “I love you so much I was ready to turn down Lima before you even got back from the trail.”

I come hard around him, clenching, crying out his name into his shoulder. He follows seconds later, burying himself to the hilt and flooding me with hot, thick pulses of cum while he whispers my name like a prayer.

We stay joined after, his weight a perfect blanket, his softening cock still nestled inside me. His cum leaks slowly onto the sheets, warm and sticky, but neither of us moves to clean up. He strokes my curls, thumb brushing my cheek.

“The ethics call is at nine,” he says quietly. “I told them we’d both be on it. Together. No more hiding. No more me taking the fall alone.”

I nod against his chest, but sleep drags me under before I can answer.

Morning comes too fast.

We shower together—slow, soapy hands exploring like we’re memorizing each other in case the board rips us apart. He drops to his knees under the spray, licks me open until I’m shaking and coming on his tongue, then stands and fucks me against the tile wall, deep and steady, until we both shatter again. By the time we dress—me in fresh khakis and a fitted base layer, him in his crisp field shirt—we look professional on the outside. Inside, I’m still dripping with him, thighs slick, nipples tight against my bra.

The sat-phone video call is set up in the common room. Sofia has cleared the space; the rest of the team is out on the terraces. Marco is nowhere to be seen—he’s been avoiding everyone since the report went in. The screen flickers to life, showing three stern faces from the university ethics board back in Pennsylvania. They look exactly like the kind of people who would never understand what it feels like to be fucked against sacred stone while the Andes watch.

The questions are clinical. Cold. “Did Dr. Navarro initiate physical contact? Did you feel pressured? Was there an imbalance of power?” I answer every one with my chin up, voice steady even though my heart is slamming.

“It was mutual,” I say clearly. “From the first kiss in the storage hut. I wanted him. I chose him. Every time.”

Elias sits beside me, shoulder brushing mine under the table. His hand finds my knee—hidden from the camera—and squeezes once. When it’s his turn, his voice is calm, measured, but I hear the steel underneath.

“I take full responsibility for the power differential. She is my intern. I am her supervisor. But this was never coercion. Rebecca is brilliant. She is my equal in every way that matters. And I am in love with her.”

The board members exchange glances. One of them—a woman with sharp glasses—leans forward. “Dr. Navarro, you understand this could result in suspension. Ms. Tartikoff, your internship credit is at risk. We will need to investigate further. In the meantime, we strongly recommend separation of duties.”

The call ends with a warning: final decision in forty-eight hours.

The second the screen goes black, Elias pulls me into his arms. We don’t speak. He just holds me, forehead against mine, breathing me in.

Then his phone buzzes on the table—the sat-phone line from Lima.

He answers on speaker so I can hear.

The voice on the other end is brisk, professional. “Dr. Navarro, we’ve received the ethics report from Penn State. The directorship offer is still open, but given the circumstances, we need your final answer today. If you accept, you start in three months. Full relocation to Cusco. If not, we move to the next candidate.”

Elias looks at me. Really looks. His eyes are dark with everything—love, fear, the six years of grief he’s carried since his wife died on these same mountains. I see the war inside him: the career he’s bled for versus the woman he just said he loves in front of a university board.

He exhales once, sharp.

“I’m declining the position,” he says clearly. “Effective immediately. Please withdraw my name from consideration.”

The line goes silent for half a second. “Dr. Navarro… this is the opportunity of a lifetime. Are you certain?”

“I’ve never been more certain of anything.”

He ends the call.

I stare at him, chest tight. “Elias… you just—”

“I chose you,” he says simply. “Not the job. Not the stones. You.”

Tears burn my eyes. I kiss him—hard, messy, tasting salt and relief and the faint metallic edge of fear. His hands slide under my shirt, palming my breasts, thumbs circling my nipples until I’m moaning into his mouth. We don’t even make it to the bed. He bends me over the wooden table right there in the common room, yanks my pants down, and fucks me from behind—fast, desperate, the wet slap of skin echoing off the walls while the morning light pours through the windows. I come twice, biting my own arm, before he buries himself deep and fills me again with a broken groan of my name.

We clean up quickly, laughing softly at the absurdity—fucking on the ethics-call table like teenagers—but the weight of what he just did settles over us like the mist outside.

“You gave up everything,” I whisper, curled against his chest on the couch afterward, his cum still leaking down my thigh.

“Not everything,” he says, kissing my temple. “I kept the only thing that matters.”

The rest of the day is a blur of careful distance. We work separately—me finishing the last Intihuatana scans, him coordinating with Sofia on the final reports. Marco keeps his distance, but I catch him watching from the lower terraces, phone in hand, smirk gone. He knows he didn’t win. Not completely.

By evening the lodge feels different. Charged. Like the citadel itself is holding its breath.

Elias finds me after dinner on the veranda, lantern light soft on his face. “I need you to meet me at the Sun Gate tomorrow at sunrise,” he says quietly. “Intipunku. Alone. Five a.m. sharp. Wear the clothes you had on when you first stepped off the shuttle.”

I raise an eyebrow, heart already racing. “What are you planning?”

He kisses me once—slow, deep, full of promise. “Trust me.”

I barely sleep again. The note he leaves on my pillow this time is simple: “Sun Gate. Sunrise. I love you.”

At 4:15 a.m. I slip out of the lodge in the same khakis, fitted base layer, and hiking boots I wore on day one. The trail to Intipunku is dark, but I know it by heart now. Mist curls around my ankles. The stars are impossibly bright. Every step sends a pulse between my legs—I’m already wet, already aching, body remembering every time he’s taken me on these stones.

I reach the Sun Gate just as the first pale light bleeds over the eastern peaks.

Elias is already there.

He’s kneeling on the ancient stone platform in the exact spot where tourists usually take their triumphant photos. But there’s no camera. No crowd. Just him—dressed in the same field jacket he wore the morning I first saw him, the Incan sun tattoo visible at his collar, silver threading his dark hair catching the dawn light like threads of gold. In his hands is a small, carved wooden box.

Behind him, the entire citadel of Machu Picchu spreads out below us—terraces glowing rose and gold as the sun crests, mist burning off like breath on skin. The view is the same one that took my breath away on day one. Only now it feels like it was always waiting for this moment.

He stands when he sees me. The box is open. Inside, resting on dark velvet, is a simple silver ring etched with a tiny sun symbol—the same one on his shoulder.

“Rebecca Tartikoff,” he says, voice low and steady, carrying on the thin mountain air. “I flew to Lima yesterday morning before the ethics call. I resigned the directorship in person. Told them the truth—that I’m in love with my intern and I won’t build a future that doesn’t include her as my equal. They accepted the resignation. The job is gone. But I’m still here. Still yours. If you’ll have me.”

I can’t breathe. The altitude and the tears and the sheer weight of what he just gave up crash over me all at once.

He steps closer, takes the ring from the box, and holds it out. “This isn’t an engagement ring. Not yet. It’s a promise. Six months. You finish your master’s with a different advisor. We do this right—distance, discretion, no more hiding once the internship ends. Then we come back here. Together. As partners. I’ll consult. You’ll lead your own projects. We’ll build something real on these stones that have already seen everything.”

I’m crying now—silent, steady tears that the wind cools on my cheeks. I step forward and let him slide the ring onto my finger. It fits perfectly. The silver is cool, the sun symbol warm from his hand.

“Yes,” I whisper. Then louder, laughing through the tears: “Yes. God, yes.”

He pulls me into his arms and kisses me—slow, deep, reverent—right there at the Sun Gate as the sun rises over Machu Picchu and paints the entire world gold. The citadel below us feels alive, like the ancient lovers from his legend are finally smiling.

When the kiss breaks he rests his forehead against mine. “I love you.”

“I love you,” I breathe. “And I’m never letting you give up another dream for me.”

His hands slide down my back, cupping my ass, pulling me flush against the hard line of his cock. “Good. Because I still have one more thing to give you right now.”

We don’t make it off the platform.

He walks me backward until my back meets the warm stone of the Sun Gate itself, then drops to his knees. The dawn light is soft on his face as he yanks my cargo pants and panties down, spreads my thighs, and buries his mouth between my legs. I cry out—loud enough that the mountains echo it back—while his tongue licks me open, slow and filthy, tasting how wet I already am for him. He sucks my clit hard, two thick fingers sliding inside me, curling perfectly, and I come fast and hard, thighs shaking around his ears, fingers fisted in his silver-threaded hair.

He stands, spins me, bends me forward over the low stone wall overlooking the citadel, and thrusts into me in one powerful stroke. We both groan. The angle is perfect—deep, grinding, every thrust hitting that spot that makes stars burst behind my eyes. He fucks me slow and deep at first, then harder, hips snapping, one hand fisted in my curls, the other reaching around to rub my clit.

“Look,” he growls against my ear, voice wrecked. “Look at what you’re standing on. The same stones where it all started. And now they’re watching me fuck the woman I just gave up everything for.”

I come again—harder this time, pussy clamping down around him so tight he curses in Spanish. He follows right after, burying himself to the hilt and flooding me with hot, thick ropes of cum while the sun climbs higher and the citadel glows beneath us like it’s celebrating.

We stay locked together afterward, panting, his chest to my back, his softening cock still inside me. His cum leaks down my thighs, warm in the cool dawn air. He kisses the back of my neck, tender now.

“Six months,” he whispers. “Then we come back here as equals.”

I turn my head, catch his mouth in a lazy kiss, and smile against his lips.

“Six months,” I agree. “And then I’m riding you right here at sunrise every single year for the rest of our lives.”

He laughs—low, dark, full of promise—and pulls out slowly, helping me dress with gentle hands. The ring on my finger catches the sunlight, the tiny sun symbol winking like it knows every secret these mountains have ever kept.

We walk back down the trail together as the rest of the world wakes up below us. Marco will still be there. The board will still decide. The real world will still try to test us.

But none of it matters anymore.

Elias gave up the directorship for me.

I gave up my fear for him.

And the Sun Gate—standing eternal between earth and sky—watched us choose each other anyway.


Chapter 18

We walk down from Intipunku side by side as the sun climbs higher, painting the terraces below us in liquid gold. My hand is laced through Elias’s, the silver promise ring cool against my skin, the tiny sun symbol catching every ray like it was forged for this exact moment. His cum is still warm inside me, leaking slowly down my inner thighs with every step, a secret that makes my pussy clench and my nipples tighten against the thin base layer. I can feel the faint bruises from his grip on my hips, the tender ache where he fucked me so deep against the Sun Gate that I saw the entire citadel blur. My curls are wild from the wind and his fingers, my cheeks flushed, lips swollen. I look exactly like what I am: a woman who just got claimed by the man she loves on the roof of the world.

The lodge appears through the mist at the bottom of the trail, lanterns still glowing in the morning light even though the team is already stirring. Sofia is on the veranda with a clipboard, Marco leaning against the railing a few feet away, phone in hand like always. The others are scattered—some packing gear, some sipping coffee. They all turn when they hear our boots on the gravel.

Elias doesn’t let go of my hand.

He walks straight into the courtyard with me at his side, fingers intertwined, the ring glinting for anyone to see. No more hiding. No more stolen glances or careful distance. The professional mask is gone. What’s left is the man who just gave up the directorship of a lifetime so he could stand here and claim me in front of everyone.

Sofia’s eyes widen first. She takes in our joined hands, my flushed face, the way Elias’s field jacket is still creased from where I clutched it while he fucked me at sunrise. “Elias… Rebecca…”

Marco straightens like someone slapped him. His phone slips in his grip. The smirk he’s worn for days is gone, replaced by something colder—shock, then calculation. “You’re really doing this? In front of everyone?”

Elias stops in the center of the courtyard, pulling me gently against his side. His voice carries clear and calm, the same deep velvet that first wrapped around me in the Temple of the Sun. “Yes. We’re doing this. Rebecca and I are together. It started here, during the internship. It was mutual. It was consensual. And it is serious.”

A ripple goes through the small group. One of the younger interns gasps. Sofia presses a hand to her mouth, but her eyes are soft, not shocked. She’s known—probably from the beginning.

Marco laughs once, sharp and ugly. “You’re kidding. You just admitted it? After I sent everything to the board? You’re going to lose your job, Navarro. And she—” he jerks his chin at me “—is going to lose her credit, her recommendations, everything. I was trying to protect her.”

“You were trying to protect your own ego,” I say, stepping forward. My voice doesn’t shake. The woman who hiked the trail alone and came screaming on her own fingers in the cloud forest is the one speaking now. “You took pictures. You leaked them. You wanted the glory, the drama, the chance to play hero. But this isn’t your story. It’s ours.”

Elias’s hand tightens on mine, steadying me. “The board already knows. We told them the truth on the call yesterday. I resigned the directorship in Lima two days ago. I’m not your supervisor anymore, Marco. Not in any way that matters. And Rebecca is no longer just an intern. She’s my partner.”

The silence that follows is deafening. The only sound is the distant rush of the river far below and the soft clink of a coffee mug someone sets down too hard.

Sofia is the first to move. She walks over, pulls me into a quick, fierce hug, then does the same to Elias. “I knew it,” she whispers. “The way you two looked at each other from day one… the stones always know.” She steps back, eyes shining. “Whatever the board decides, you have my support. Both of you.”

One by one the others follow—quiet nods, a few awkward congratulations, the kind of stunned acceptance that comes when the impossible suddenly becomes real. Marco stands alone, face pale, phone dangling uselessly at his side. For the first time he looks small. Jealousy has eaten him alive and left nothing behind.

Elias turns to him last. “You can keep your photos, Marco. You can send whatever you want. But the truth is already out. And it’s not the scandal you wanted. It’s two people who chose each other despite every reason not to.”

Marco opens his mouth, closes it, then turns on his heel and stalks toward the lodge without another word.

The team disperses after that—some to the terraces for the final day of work, others to pack. Sofia gives us a knowing look and murmurs, “Take the day. The reports can wait.” Then she’s gone too.

Elias and I are alone in the courtyard.

He doesn’t speak. He just lifts my hand—the one with the ring—and kisses the sun symbol etched into the silver. Then he pulls me toward his suite, the door already open like it’s been waiting for us.

The second it clicks shut behind us the dam breaks.

His mouth crashes down on mine—hungry, relieved, no more restraint. Hands shove my hoodie up, yanking it over my head, then my base layer, my bra. He palms my breasts roughly, thumbs circling my tight nipples until I moan into his mouth. I’m already soaked again, the mix of his earlier cum and my own slick coating my thighs.

“Bed,” he growls against my lips. “Now. No more hiding. No more quiet. I want the whole lodge to hear what you sound like when I fuck you as my woman.”

He walks me backward, stripping me completely before we even reach the mattress. I tug at his clothes—field jacket, shirt, jeans—until he’s naked too, cock thick and flushed and already leaking for me. The Incan sun tattoo on his shoulder gleams in the morning light streaming through the window.

We fall onto the bed in a tangle. This time there is no careful distance, no fear of footsteps in the hall. He spreads my thighs wide, hooks my knees over his shoulders, and buries his face between my legs like a starving man. His tongue is relentless—licking deep into my soaked pussy, sucking my swollen clit, groaning at the taste of us mixed together. Two thick fingers push inside me, curling hard against that perfect spot while his mouth works my clit.

I don’t hold back. I cry out loud—his name, curses, broken pleas—while he devours me. The first orgasm hits fast and brutal, my back arching off the bed, thighs shaking around his head. He doesn’t stop. He licks me through it, then adds a third finger, stretching me open, sucking harder until I come again, louder, wetter, flooding his mouth.

Only then does he rise, kissing his way up my body, letting me taste myself on his tongue. He settles between my spread thighs, the blunt head of his cock nudging my entrance.

“Look at me,” he commands, voice wrecked.

Our eyes lock as he sinks into me in one long, powerful thrust. We both groan. The stretch is exquisite—hot, full, perfect. He bottoms out, hips flush against mine, and stays there for one heartbeat, letting me feel every thick inch.

Then he starts to move.

No more slow reverence. This is claiming. He fucks me hard and deep, the bed creaking under us, the headboard knocking rhythmically against the wall. Every thrust grinds against my clit. My breasts bounce with the force of it. I claw at his back, nails digging into the muscle, legs locked around his waist.

“Harder,” I gasp. “Let them hear us, Elias. Let them know I’m yours.”

He gives it to me—hips snapping, cock driving so deep I feel it in my throat. The wet slap of skin on skin is obscene, loud, unmistakable. I come a third time, screaming his name, pussy clamping down around him like a vice. He follows right after, burying himself to the hilt and flooding me with rope after rope of hot cum, groaning long and low against my neck.

But he doesn’t pull out.

He rolls us so I’m on top, still impaled on his cock, and grips my hips. “Ride me,” he orders. “Take what’s yours.”

I do. I ride him slow at first, savoring the way he fills me, the way his cum is already leaking out around where we’re joined. Then faster, harder, breasts bouncing, head thrown back. His hands are everywhere—palming my ass, pinching my nipples, one thumb circling my clit until I’m shaking again.

I come a fourth time with a broken sob, grinding down on him, and he flips us again, pounding into me from above until he comes a second time, filling me so full it spills out onto the sheets.

We collapse in a sweaty, cum-soaked tangle, breathing hard. His cock is still half-hard inside me, twitching with aftershocks. His hand strokes my back in lazy circles, the other tangling in my curls.

“No more hiding,” he murmurs against my temple. “From today forward, you’re mine in public and in private. Six months of distance, yes—but after that, we come back here as partners. You lead your own projects. I consult. We build something real.”

I trace the sun tattoo on his shoulder, then the ring on my finger. “And tonight we tell the rest of the team the full story. No shame. No apologies. Just us.”

He kisses me softly, then deeper, and we make love one more time—slow, face-to-face, my leg hooked over his hip while he slides into me with aching tenderness. We come together this time, mouths fused, bodies locked so tight it feels like we’ll never be apart again.

Later, when the afternoon light slants through the windows and the team starts filtering back from the terraces, we dress together. Elias in his field jacket, me in fresh clothes that still smell like him. The ring is on my finger for everyone to see.

We step out onto the veranda hand in hand.

The team is gathered for the final debrief. Sofia raises an eyebrow but smiles. Marco is absent—Sofia says he requested an early transfer back to Cusco. No one seems surprised.

Elias addresses them simply. “Rebecca and I are together. The board knows. The university in Lima knows. I resigned the directorship so there would be no conflict. This internship ends in two weeks. After that, we do this right. But here, for the time we have left, there is no more pretending.”

A few awkward cheers. Sofia claps. One of the interns raises a bottle of Cusqueña like a toast.

Then Elias pulls me against his side and kisses me—right there in front of everyone. Slow, deep, unashamed. My cheeks flush, but I kiss him back, fingers threaded through his silver-threaded hair, the ring glinting between us.

When we break apart the team is grinning. The tension that has hung over the lodge for weeks is finally gone.

That night we don’t sneak. We walk openly to his suite—now “our” suite for the remaining days—and leave the door cracked just enough that anyone passing by can hear exactly what’s happening inside.

We fuck for hours.

On the bed. Against the wall. In the shower, water sluicing over us while he takes me from behind, one hand over my mouth and the other between my legs. On the small desk where he once graded reports, me bent over it while he drives into me so deep I see stars. Each time is louder, freer, more possessive. He marks my neck with his mouth where everyone will see tomorrow. I scratch my nails down his back hard enough to leave red lines he’ll wear proudly.

By the time the lanterns outside dim and the citadel sleeps above us, I’m limp and sated, covered in his cum, his scent, his love. He pulls me against his chest, one big hand resting possessively over my stomach, the other laced with mine so the ring presses between our palms.

“Six months,” he whispers into my hair.

“Six months,” I echo, already drifting. “Then we come back here. Together.”

Outside, the mist curls around the lodge like a final blessing. The ancient stones of Machu Picchu stand eternal above us—having witnessed kings, lovers, gods, and now us.

The ethics board will decide what they decide.

Marco will do what he will do.

But none of it matters anymore.

We have chosen each other in the light of day, in front of witnesses, on the stones that have seen everything and still stand.

And tonight, for the first time, the entire lodge hears exactly what that choice sounds like.


Chapter 19

The final two weeks at Machu Picchu feel like the citadel itself has decided to bless us.

After the sunrise at Intipunku and the public claiming in the courtyard, everything shifts. The team accepts us with a quiet, almost reverent ease—no awkward questions, no side-eye. Sofia pulls me aside the next morning and hugs me so tight I can smell the eucalyptus in her hair. “The stones always knew,” she whispers. “You two belong here.” Marco is gone by noon—Sofia arranges an early transfer back to Cusco. No dramatic confrontation, just the soft crunch of his boots on gravel and the knowledge that his jealousy no longer has power over us. The ethics board’s preliminary email arrives that same afternoon: “Investigation ongoing. No immediate suspension. Continue work with full transparency.” It’s not a victory yet, but it’s not a death sentence either. Elias and I read it together in his suite—now openly “our” suite—and then he fucks me slow and grateful on the same table where we took the video call, my legs wrapped around his waist while he spills inside me again and again like he’s sealing a promise.

For the first time, we don’t hide.

We walk the terraces hand in hand. We kiss in front of the Intihuatana while the sun hits the sacred stone just right. We eat dinner at the long table with the team, his thigh pressed against mine under the wood, my ring glinting every time I reach for my glass. The other interns smile like they’ve been waiting for this. The air between us is no longer thick with shame or secrecy—it’s thick with heat, with certainty, with the kind of love that has already survived a landslide and an ethics board.

Work intensifies, but now it feels like partnership instead of hierarchy. I finish the final photogrammetry runs on the Temple of the Moon while Elias works beside me, not as my supervisor but as my collaborator. His hands brush mine when we adjust the tripod. His voice—still that deep velvet that makes my thighs clench—explains alignments, but now he asks for my opinion first. “What do you see here, Rebecca?” he says one afternoon, crouching beside me at the circular chamber. “Not what the textbooks say. What “you” feel.”

I tell him the truth: the stones feel alive, like they’re breathing with us. He kisses me right there, slow and deep, the ancient granite warm against my back, and we almost don’t make it back to the lodge before he bends me over a low wall and fucks me from behind—hard, possessive, my moans echoing off the terraces while the mist curls around us like it’s applauding.

The nights are ours completely.

We leave the suite door open some evenings so the whole lodge can hear exactly what we sound like when there are no more secrets. He takes me on every surface: against the wooden beams while I ride him reverse cowgirl, my breasts bouncing, his hands gripping my hips hard enough to leave marks I wear proudly the next day; in the shower with hot water sluicing over us while he fucks me standing up, my back to his chest, one hand between my legs rubbing my clit until I come screaming; on the small veranda outside our room under the stars, me bent over the railing while he drives into me from behind and the entire citadel watches from above.

Each time he fills me, I feel it deeper than before. His cum leaks out of me for hours afterward, a constant reminder that I am his and he is mine in the light of day.

But the real turning point comes on the tenth day, when Sofia announces the final cultural integration event: a private blessing ceremony back in the Quechua village with Mamá Rosa. “The community wants to honor the conservation work,” she says at breakfast, eyes twinkling. “And they specifically asked for the two of you. Together.”

We take the shuttle down to Aguas Calientes the next morning, the same winding road I traveled on day one, but everything feels different now. Elias’s hand rests on my thigh the entire ride, thumb tracing slow circles that make my pussy throb and my nipples tighten against my shirt. The village looks the same—adobe homes, quinoa fields, smoke rising from outdoor ovens—but the welcome is warmer. Mamá Rosa hugs us both like old friends, her weathered hands cupping my face, then Elias’s. She speaks in Quechua first, then Spanish so we understand: “The mountains told me you two had found each other. Pachamama is pleased. Today we ask her to bless the union.”

The ceremony is simple, beautiful, and deeply respectful. We gather in the same garden where Elias first kissed me after the pachamanca feast—rows of herbs and quinoa swaying in the breeze. A small fire pit is prepared with hot stones, coca leaves, and chicha. Mamá Rosa leads us in the offering: we sprinkle the leaves and the fermented corn drink onto the earth while she chants prayers to Pachamama, the earth mother, and Inti, the sun. The words are ancient, rhythmic, full of gratitude for the land that sustains us and the love that binds us. No performance, no tourist show—just quiet reverence. Elias translates softly in my ear when I need it, his breath warm against my neck, one hand resting possessively at the small of my back.

When it’s our turn, Mamá Rosa has us stand together before the fire. She ties a simple braided cord of red and gold wool around our joined wrists—symbol of unity, of two becoming one with the land. “May your love be like these terraces,” she says in Spanish, voice steady and warm. “Built strong through storms, layer by layer, so that future generations may stand on what you create.” She places a small bundle of dried herbs and a single sun-shaped stone in our hands. “Carry the mountains with you always.”

I feel the weight of it in my chest—the history, the respect, the way this culture that built Machu Picchu is now blessing something as modern and messy as our love. Tears prick my eyes. Elias squeezes my hand, the braided cord warm between our palms, and when Mamá Rosa steps back he kisses me softly, right there in front of the villagers and Sofia and the small group who came with us. No shame. No hiding. Just two people choosing each other on sacred ground.

The feast afterward is joyful—more pachamanca, laughter, chicha passed in gourds. Elias and I sit close on the woven blankets, his arm around my shoulders, my head on his chest. The sun is warm on our skin. My body hums with awareness—his cum from this morning still inside me, the ring on my finger, the cord still tied around our wrists. When no one is looking he leans in and whispers, “Tonight, after the presentation, I’m going to fuck you so slow and deep you’ll feel it for days. As my equal. As my partner.”

I clench around nothing, already wet again, and whisper back, “Promise?”

The presentation happens two days later, back at the lodge in the main common room turned makeshift lecture space. The entire team is there, plus a few Peruvian conservation officials who made the trip up. I stand at the front in my best field clothes—khakis, crisp base layer, curls tied back but a few strands loose the way Elias likes them. The ring glints on my finger every time I gesture. My laptop is connected to the projector, my independent research slides ready: high-resolution 3D models of the Intihuatana, analysis of solstice alignments, new insights on how the Incas used the stone not just for astronomy but as a spiritual anchor for the entire citadel.

I present for forty minutes. My voice is steady, confident, the months of work pouring out of me in clear, passionate detail. I point out features the standard models missed—subtle erosion patterns that suggest ritual water channels, micro-alignments that tie the stone to the surrounding terraces in ways no one had fully mapped before. I credit the team’s data, the Quechua oral histories Mamá Rosa shared, and—most importantly—Elias’s guidance. Not as my supervisor. As my partner.

When I finish, the room is silent for one heartbeat. Then applause—genuine, loud, respectful. Sofia stands first. The officials nod, impressed. And Elias… Elias rises slowly, eyes locked on mine, pride and heat and love blazing across his face.

He steps forward and takes the floor without being asked.

“Rebecca Tartikoff has not only met the standards of this internship,” he says, voice rich and commanding but softer than I’ve ever heard it in public. “She has exceeded them. Her work on the Intihuatana is groundbreaking. The models she built, the insights she drew—they are the future of this site’s conservation. I have spent twenty-five years studying these stones. Today I stand here as her equal, not her professor, and I am in awe of what she has accomplished. Rebecca is brilliant. She is my partner. And I am the luckiest man alive to have worked beside her.”

He turns to me, takes my hand—the one with the ring—and kisses the back of it in front of everyone. The applause swells again. My cheeks burn, but my heart feels like it could float out of my chest. For the first time in my life I feel seen—not as the good girl from Greencastle, not as the sheltered intern, but as a scholar in my own right.

That night the celebration spills into our suite.

Elias locks the door this time—not to hide, but to keep the world out while he worships me properly. He strips me slowly, reverently, kissing every inch of skin he uncovers. When I’m naked he lays me on the bed and spends what feels like hours between my thighs—tongue slow and deep, fingers curling inside me while he tells me again and again how proud he is, how brilliant I am, how he would have given up ten directorships just to hear me present like that today.

I come on his tongue twice, shaking and sobbing his name.

Then he slides into me—bare, hot, thick—filling me completely. We fuck slow and deep, face to face, my legs wrapped around his waist, the braided cord from the ceremony still tied loosely around our wrists like a reminder. Every thrust is deliberate, grinding, his cock hitting that perfect spot while his mouth worships my breasts, my throat, my lips.

“You’re my equal,” he groans against my neck. “My partner. My future.”

I come a third time clenching around him, and he follows, spilling deep inside me with a long, guttural moan that vibrates through both our bodies.

Afterward we lie tangled, his cum leaking out of me onto the sheets, his hand resting over my stomach. The ring and the cord are still on our wrists. Outside, the citadel sleeps under a blanket of stars.

Two days later the final email from the ethics board arrives: “Investigation closed. No formal sanctions. Internship credit approved. Relationship noted with full disclosure for future academic records.”

We read it together, naked in bed, his cock already hardening again against my thigh.

“Six months,” I whisper, tracing the sun tattoo on his shoulder.

“Six months,” he agrees, rolling me beneath him. “Then we come back here. As Dr. and Ms. Navarro. Together.”

He slides into me again—slow, deep, perfect—and we make love until dawn, the ancient stones above us bearing silent witness to the love that has finally stepped into the light.

The final weeks are a blur of work, laughter, and endless nights of open, shameless pleasure. We hike Huayna Picchu together at sunrise, fucking quietly in a hidden alcove near the top while the citadel spreads out below us like a kingdom we have already conquered. We share one last pachamanca with Mamá Rosa, the braided cord still on our wrists until she unties it herself with a knowing smile. We finish every report, every scan, every note as true partners.

And on the last night, as the shuttle waits to take us back to Cusco, Elias pulls me onto the private terrace outside our suite one final time.

The citadel glows silver under the moon. Mist curls around the terraces like breath on skin.

He bends me over the railing, slides into me from behind, and fucks me slow and deep while the entire sacred site watches.

“I love you,” he whispers against my ear as we come together, his cum filling me one last time before we leave.

“I love you,” I answer, the ring and the memory of the blessing warm on my skin.

We are no longer intern and professor.

We are no longer hiding.

We are simply us—two lovers the mountains themselves have blessed.

And the future, whatever it holds, is ours to build.
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