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Chapter 1

 


Pontifical Swiss Guard Markus Fuhriman, swallowed
hard where he stood alert outside the Pope’s personal chambers. His
pulse quickened with every echo of the running footsteps in the
white -tiled corridors as they neared him. His hazel eyes narrowed
as he lined the sights up at the corner of the end of the hallway.
The Glock 9mm pistol is perfectly balanced in his trained hands.
Next to him, Alex kneeled on one knee as he took aim. They were the
last line of defense to the Pope.

A bead of sweat ran down Markus’s right
temple as adrenaline rushed through his blood. Few people could
come down here, and all knew better than to run towards the Pope’s
chambers. Who is it? Was the tip of an attempt on the Pope’s
life real? Is this it? Markus took a deep breath; the footsteps
were almost at the corner. A cold chill ran up his spine and he
shivered. Is today the day I give my life in service to the
Pope? Markus’s heart thumbed against his chest. Just breathe
and keep shooting. Markus took a deep breath, then held it. The
footsteps were close. Now. Quick, shoot. Markus’s heart
leaped and his finger twitched on the trigger as a figure raced
around the corner, directly at him.

Markus’s pistol sights lined up perfectly
between the eyes of the round, red face that bobbed from side to
side on the 5 foot 6 stocky frame as it came out of breath at him.
Slowly, Markus’s muscles relaxed as his mind identified Philipp
Girtman, the Pope’s personal assistant. Idiot, why did he need
to run and scare me like that? His hand shook gently as he
holstered his pistol.

“Open the door.” Philipp
yelled breathlessly before he was even halfway down the hallway.
Sweat streamed down his face in evidence of his body’s unfit state.
Dutifully, Markus spun around on his heels and faced the touch
-sensitive, digital security panel next to the door. A beep
confirmed his security code, while an outline of a hand appeared on
the blue screen. Markus leaned forward and allowed the retina
scanner to blind his right eye, while the palm scanner confirmed
the small valleys and folds of his right hand.

“Access granted.” The
electronic voice reminded Markus of his ex-girlfriend, and an
uncomfortable chill ran up his spine that shook his shoulders for a
second. She was the most attractive stalker and psycho he had ever
met. She was a year into her sentence, for setting his car on fire
when he had to work late and missed her birthday party. What had
intrigued the Judge more, was that she for good measure to stress
her disapproval of being neglected, offloaded a clip of .380 rounds
from her Ruger Pistol, through the porch window at him and the
police, when they went to her house about his car the next
day.

The door lock disengaged with a click and
brought Markus’s thoughts to the present. Slowly he leaned forward
to open the door. Pain filled his shoulder as he crashed into the
wall when Philipp bumped him out of the way and grabbed the door
handle. Angrily Philipp flung the door open.

“You are useless and slow.”
Philipp yelled as he barged through the doorway.

“Prick.” Markus’s lips
responded without permission from his mind when the door closed.
Markus bit his lip and looked down to avoid Alex’s eyes as he
rubbed his shoulder. Did I just swear out loud in the
Vatican?

“A very accurate
assessment, and boldly spoken.” Alex commented in his normal
matter-of-fact voice, then took a deep breath before he continued.
“Regardless of his manners, the urgency of his message must be
extreme. For that is all that could get him to attempt in moving
his body past crawling speed, and to disturb the Pope while he
recuperated.”

Markus pressed his lips together to stop him
from doubling up in laughter at Alex’s statement, given in a way
only Alex could. However, Alex was right, only the three of them
could access the Pope’s chambers while he rested, and it was not
done unless the situation required the Pope’s immediate
attention.

“Do you think it has
something to do with the possible attempt on the pope’s life?”
Markus wondered.

“No.”

Markus’s narrowed eyes stressed the fact
that Alex’s short answer required explanation.

“There is always the threat
of an attempt on the Pope’s life. And Philipp would not stress his
heart unless he was actually shot at.”

“Then I hope he is in
trouble.” Markus whispered to himself. Silently, they resumed their
duties of protecting the Pope. A duty that rested on the Papal
Swiss Guard’s shoulders from 1506, when the force was
created.

Inside the room, Philipp stopped and leaned
on a massive mahogany study desk, where a small lamp stood as sole
guard against the darkness. Philipp wheezed as he tried to catch
his breath, and shot a glance at the drawn, thick, light brown
velvet curtains behind the desk. Maybe the morning sun’s rays
will brighten up this place and calm my nerves. Panic clawed at
Philipp’s mind as his throat closed off and his breathing worsened.
Quickly his right hand slipped into his pocket, while he wiped the
sweat from his face with his left forearm.

Philipp ignored the guest chair by his side
and stumbled to the black leather couch against the wall that was
only used by personal friends of the Pope. Exhausted, Philipp
dropped his body onto the couch as his lips sealed around the
asthma pump’s opening. One, two puffs, Philipp inhaled deeply.
Darn asthma, what did I do to deserve this? His eyes rested
on the large cherry wood bookcase that spanned the entire wall
across from him. Philipp managed a weak smile. I know exactly
which church history book to pull to open the secret door behind
the bookcase. Philipp looked at the beige leather folder in his
left hand. The knowledge contained inside the folder was even more
secret than the emergency escape tunnel behind the bookcase.

Slowly Philipp stood up and turned to the
door next to the couch that led to the Pope’s bedroom. Philipp did
not bother to shatter the silence by a knock; it would serve no
purpose on the door. For a moment his eyes glanced over the
paintings on the wall in front of him. The heavy bombproof, wood
-lined steel door resisted Philipp as he swung it open, while the
lamp on the study desk fought the new onslaught of darkness. A
thick red and gold, hand -crafted Artsakh carpet, inlaid with the
Pope’s personal seal, silenced Philipp’s footsteps.

The bed lamp on the nightstand next to the
Pope joined the fight against the darkness and bathed Pope John
Paul XX in soft orange light. The Pope’s breathing was rhythmic and
slow where he peacefully slept in his custom-made oak and redwood
bed, under white satin sheets. Plans for his speedy demise hinged
on his blind trust in the people that served and protected him.
Philipp pushed a button on the nightstand, and slowly curtains
across from the bed, identical to the ones in the office, opened
and let the light in as the east wing of the garden came into
view.

Philipp’s hand rested gently on the Pope’s
shoulder as the Pope’s name flowed softly over his lips. Pope John
Paul XX squinted for a moment until his eyes adjusted to the light.
A knot formed in his stomach as the figure in front of him came
into view. The Pope’s eyebrows narrowed as stress lines formed on
his brow.

“What is wrong Philipp?”
Pope John Paul XX sat upright and leaned his back against the
headboard.

“Victor surfaced. He made
contact an hour ago.” The Pope’s eyes widened while his pulse
quickened, fear gnawed at his strained nerves.

“Are the rumors true? Did
he find the scrolls?”

“Yes, Your
Holiness.”

“What are his
intentions?”

“He is asking ten million
dollars for them. Delivered personally by you, Your Holiness.”
Philipp lied.

“Why would he do that? It
is not like Victor.”

“He is now traveling with
this girl. She is the rogue spy I told you about. She has corrupted
him.” Philipp opened the folder in his hand and then handed
pictures of Laura and Victor to the Pope. The Pope studied the
information compiled on Laura for a moment. A petit, stunning
25-year-old woman, with long curly red hair and green eyes, stared
back at him from the photos.

“Laura Electa Valencia.”
Softly flowed over the Pope’s lips as he read the name under a
photo. He took a deep breath, and then laid the folder down before
he spoke.

“Well, at least Victor is
not selling the scrolls to someone else.” Sadness twisted in his
voice and he sighed as he ran his fingers over a picture of Victor.
Pope John Paul XX looked up and studied Philipp for a moment.
Philipp smiled casually back; however, inside he cringed under the
Pope’s stare.

“I know him for a long time
Philipp.”

For a moment neither spoke, then the Pope
asked. “When are we making the exchange?”

“We are not. His own agency
is hunting him now.”

“What? Why?” The Pope’s
mouth hung as he stared at Philipp.

“We believe the sale of the
scrolls is a ploy to get close to you. And that he is the one that
will make the attempt on your life.” Philipp’s lies were poison to
the Pope’s heart. The Pope’s face went white, and slowly he brought
his frail shaking hands to his mouth. For a moment he sat in
silence as he gently shook his head in disbelieve. Slowly the Pope
took a deep breath, and then looked directly at Philipp.

“Arrange for a meeting with
Victor.”

“Your Holiness? Are…” The
Pope’s raised hand stopped Philipp mid-sentence.

“For a person in the
service of the church, you have little faith. I trust in Victor and
not these farfetched allegations. If he wanted me dead, no one
would stop him and he would not need a ploy like this to get close
to me. Find him and arrange a meeting.”

Philipp clenched his jaw as he held back his
anger. Things were not going as he had planned.

“Very well, Your Holiness.”
Slowly Philipp turned and walked to the door, while fire burned in
his eyes.

“Philipp.” Pope John Paul
XX’s voice stopped Philipp in the doorway, yet he did not turn
around.

“Do not do anything stupid
like sending people after him. If you do, you will find far more
than you can ever imagine. The scrolls are worth far more than what
he is asking for; if it is even true that he is selling
them.”

Philipp bit his lip as he slowly nodded, and
then exited the room. As he closed the door behind him, he clenched
his jaw and balled his fists. I should have said 20 million.
Philipp took a deep breath, shook his shoulders, and then took out
his smartphone. He smiled as his thumb glided over the touch
screen.

“Yes?” The cold and
unemotional voice wiped the smile from Philipp’s face. The hairs at
the back of his neck stood up, and he coughed uneasily. Why does
she intimidate me so much?

“Go ahead as planned,
eliminate Victor. Bring the scrolls to me, and no one else,
understood?” Philipp nervously glanced over his shoulder towards
the Pope’s bedroom door as he spoke.

“Consider it
done.”

“Call me the moment you
have the scrolls.” Philipp ended the call. An evil grin formed on
his face as he looked at the Pope’s chair behind the study desk.
Soon, I will sit there, and Victor will be blamed for the Pope’s
assassination.
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At a corner table in a small out -of -the
-way pizzeria, called Santa Anna in Cusco, Peru. Laura placed her
cell phone down on the small round table just as Victor stopped
next to her. The aroma of fresh mint tea tingled her nose as he
placed the cups down. His perfectly sculpted muscles flexed as he
sat down.

“That was a short
conversation?” Victor’s piercing blue eyes mockingly questioned
Laura.

“Don’t patronize me. We
haven’t spoken in a month. And it was only 45 minutes.” Laura
laughed.

“45 minutes, my point
exactly.” Victor’s comment drew pressed lips and narrowed brows
with a ‘watch it’ look in her green eyes from Laura that made him
chuckle.

“What did your friend say?”
Victor took a sip of his tea while he waited for the
answer.

“Suzy was very upset with
me for not contacting her directly after the sinking of the cruise
ship. She did however appreciate the postcard Manco send for me,
informing her I was ok. When I told her that I could not phone her
since I have met a man who took me on a trip to Mexico on his
friend’s boat and then flew me to Peru to spend time in the jungle,
she forgave me.” Laura took a sip of her tea and then smiled as she
continued. “Apparently I should have gone on a cruise long
ago.”

Their eyes flirted for a moment. She and
Victor were having lunch while soft Peru flute music created a
relaxing atmosphere. The smell of spices and freshly baked pizzas
assaulted Laura’s senses. Laura studied Victor for a moment. He had
his back to the wall and studied everyone that entered the place,
something she had accepted. His shirt strained against his muscles
that could easily win him a place as an ancient Greek Spartan
warrior.

“What are we going to do
Victor?”

Victor let Laura’s question float around for
a while before he answered.

“First, we need to safely
hide the scrolls. Then I have to find out who wants us dead, and
why.”

“Your ex -agency said they
wanted the scrolls. Do you think the Vatican wants us
dead?”

“I highly doubt the Vatican
wants us out of the way Laura. I more think our problems are
because someone else is under the impression we found out something
we shouldn’t have.”

Victor watched Laura as she thoughtfully dug
into her salad. Her long curly red hair flowed over her petit
shoulders. Lovingly he slowly reached out to touch her hand, and
then stopped. His muscles tensed up while he tried to hide his
concern. His eyes narrowed and intently studied a shape, American,
mid-thirties couple that stopped outside the cafeteria and scanned
the people inside through the glass windows. After a few moments,
they casually made for the door.

The doorbell’s cling, made Laura look in its
direction, then back at Victor. The blood drained from her body and
icy shivers ran up her spine. Victor’s eyes were cold and focused,
as he noted every tiny detail of the couple. Laura swallowed.
This was not his usual way of scanning people.

“You know them?” Laura’s
soft voice slightly wavered. Victor remained motionless and silent
until the couple took a place two table from them, near the
door.

“I cannot recall their
faces Laura. But something about the arrogance and self-assuredness
in the man’s moves seems familiar.” Slowly Victor slid his hands
into his pocket.

“Laura, can you please
settle the bill.”

Laura’s eyes widened and her mouth went dry
when Victor slid cash over the table to her as he stood up.

“What are you going to do
Victor?”

“Ask him why he is
here?”

Two tables from them, Noel froze. His brown
eyes analyzed every minute detail of Victor as Victor stood up and
turned to walk to the restrooms. Gently Noel leaned closer to
Sally.

“Stay here.”

“But...”

“Sally, Victor is
mine.”

Not waiting for a response from Sally, Noel
stood up and followed Victor, who was almost at the restroom door.
Unnoticed, Victor swiped a plastic squeeze bottle of vinegar from a
table just before he entered the restroom. Lavender aroma filled
his lungs as he opened the squeaking door. Victor quickly passed
the two basins and four urinals on the left wall, to the last
cubical on the right wall. His heart raced slightly as he pushed
the cubicle door open and entered. Steel greeted his hand as he
unbuckled his belt and slid it out. His back to the open door,
Victor placed the belt on the toilet bowl and then smiled. The
polished, large metal buckle served well as a mirror.

Victor’s muscles tensed when the restroom
door squeaked. He swallowed hard, then gently began to whistle,
while he aimed the vinegar bottle at the toilet and squeezed.

The restroom door slowly closed behind Noel
as he scanned the empty restroom. Whistling, mixed with fluid
splashing in a toilet, made him smile. Slowly he pulled a 4 -inch
double -edged titanium knife, from under his shirt behind his back.
He took a deep breath as he inspected the blade. His pulse
quickened as he thought of all the people’s blood the blade had
tasted, and of the master’s blood it would soon taste. Noel’s eyes
narrowed as he fixed his gaze on the last cubical, while he slowly
tiptoed towards it. His heart jumped when he saw Victor, back
turned and unaware of the danger. An evil smile graced Noel’s lips.
Victor did not recognize me when I entered the pizzeria, even
though he had trained me. Noel touched his face where a bullet
two years prier shattered most of his jaw. Plastic reconstructive
surgery came in handy at times.

Noel’s pulse increased as he lifted the
knife and crept up on Victor. A legend with a knife deserves to
die by one. Noel’s breathing was rapid as a bead of sweat ran
down his temple. Today I become a legend myself. Noel’s eyes
narrowed, and his senses heightened. This will be quick. Left
arm around Victor’s neck, then three quick stabs in Victor’s heart,
just like the 10 others before Victor.

Noel’s muscles exploded. His left arm
muscles bulged as he took Victor in a strangle hold. Noel’s knife
sliced through the air, hungry for Victor’s blood. He jerked when
Victor’s right hand blocked his, the knife an inch from its target.
No, it cannot be. Fear choked Noel as searing pain burned
his eyes while the smell of vinegar filled his nose. Noel gasped as
his feet lifted off the ground when Victor bent down and threw him
forward.

Pain filled Noel’s head as he landed
headfirst into the toilet. Dread choked Noel as he gulped vinegar
and toilet water instead of air. His heart trashed in his chest.
Stabbing pain shot up in his neck from his body’s weight on it as
Victor pressed Noel’s body against the toilet’s back wall. Panic
clawed at Noel’s mind as death loomed over him. Desperately, he
tried to push himself up by grabbing the side of the toilet. Twice
his hands slipped off the wet rim. His arm muscles strained when he
got a grip. Noel gasped as he managed to lift his mouth out of the
water. His heart leaped as he filled his lungs with fresh air.

Searing pain filled Noel’s lungs as Victor
drove his knee mercilessly into Noel’s ribs and forced the life
from his lungs. Noel gagged as his lungs tasted water again. His
arms shook as he strained to clear his mouth while his legs kicked
wildly under Victor’s shoulder.

Crack.

A thousand fire ants gnawed at Noel's elbow
when Victor’s foot snapped it. Water muffled Noel’s scream when
bone tore through flesh as his snapped elbow gave under his weight.
Noel's lungs burned, and his diaphragm bounced. Tears mixed with
toilet water as Noel involuntarily breathed. Vinegar burned his
throat while water filled his lungs.

Victor’s heart thumbed wildly as he held
Noel until the shaking stopped. Slowly he lowered Noel to the floor
and then leaned against the cubicle wall for a moment while he
slowed his breathing. Victor bent down over Noel. A quick search
revealed a wallet, a 9mm pistol with a silencer fitted, a knife,
and a cell phone. Victor placed the cell phone and wallet in his
pocket and then removed the gun holster and knife holder. The knife
easily clipped to the back of his pants, next to the gun holster,
hidden under his shirt. Victor positioned Noel’s body upright on
the toilet and then locked the door with the knife. The simple door
lock changed from “free” to “occupied”.

At a table, Sally’s heart stopped and her
amber eyes widened as Victor slowly came out of the restroom. Open
-mouthed she watched Victor as he walked back to his table. Sally
swallowed hard. Noel did not make it. Her hand gently shook
as it slid into her purse. Her eyes were glued on Victor as he took
a pen from a passing waiter and scribbled a note on a napkin. The
pistol’s feel in her hand failed to calm her nerves as Victor
locked eyes with her, then slowly came over to her table. A shiver
ran up her spine as she took the folded napkin from Victor.

The doorbell announced Victor and Laura’s
departure when Sally opened the napkin. The words burned into her
eyes. Walk away. Sally bit her lip as she dropped the napkin
on the table and retrieved the last two text messages on her phone.
For a moment she stared at the text messages, and then picked the
napkin up again. A tear rolled down her cheek as she reread
Victor’s note. Her brown ponytail bobbed as she shook her head.
I can’t Victor. Her chair skidded on the floor as she jumped
up and made for the door.

A busy street greeted Sally, and her eyes
darted around. Her heart jumped when she glimpsed Victor and Laura
duck into a side road some distance away. A cold chill ran down
Sally’s back, and a lump formed in her throat. Victor’s reputation
was legendary, and he was sure to set an ambush for her. Sally’s
heart thumped as she rushed past the people on the sidewalk. Her
well-endowed chest heaved and cold sweat ran down her attractive
face when she reached the side street. Her keen eyes caught Victor
as he slipped into a flea market at the end of the road. Adrenaline
flooded her Scottish blood as her muscles exploded into action.

Sally’s lungs burned as she ran flat out
past the confused people she shouldered out of the way. She missed
the scared eyes that watched her from an open food court, where
Laura hid in the crowd. Sally’s eyes darted nervously around where
she stopped at the edge of the market. Slowly she pulled her
silenced Ruger .380 pistol from her purse. The pistol shook gently
as she held it against her stomach, hidden under her purse.

Her eyes scanned the people that wandered
lazily from one seller to the next as they haggled over prices. Her
mouth dried up. There was no turning back now. Sally took a deep
breath, and then with her heart in her throat, entered the flea
market. The calls of sellers as they tried to get her attention
strained her nerves, while incense tingled her nose. Sally’s heart
stopped and she froze. A lump formed in her throat while cold sweat
ran down her face. Her eyes met Victor’s where he stood a few
stalls away from her. Now shoot him. For a moment she wide
-eyed stared at him, unable to move. Slowly Victor shook his head
at her.

“Shit.” Sally cursed under
her breath when Victor dashed into a side passage and quickly
disappeared between a sea of large rugs that hung from thick ropes.
Sally closed her eyes for a moment and clenched her jaw. I blew
it. A tear formed in her left eye as she went after Victor. Her
chance was slim, but she had no choice. Sally gaged at the putrid
smell of rotten eggs that hung in the air while coughing people
quickly deserted their stalls and passed her. Pieces of a small
glass vile, shattered on the ground, testified to Victor’s presence
close by. Her left hand shook as it glided over soft lama hair,
while she nervously pushed the large, heavy rugs one by one out of
her way.

Sally jerked as the right shoulder of a
jacket like Victor’s disappeared behind a rug. Now. The
pistol rocked five times in her hand as it spewed out hot lead at
Victor. For a moment, Sally stood shaking while she stared at the
holes in the rug. Did I get him? Sally swallowed, or tried
to, her mouth dry from fear. I have to check.

Her knees buckled as she slowly inched
towards the rug. Sally gasped and froze. A pair of blue jeans and
sneakers on the ground hinted at a body behind the rug. Sally’s
heart gave a slight victory jump. I got him. First time in
the field and she got the legend. Now, a bullet in the back of the
head for security. She took a deep breath and slowly pulled the rug
away. Victor lay face down on the ground, three bullet holes in the
back of his jacket.

A rug covered his shoulders and head as it
fell over him when he grabbed onto it for support when he dropped
to the ground. Nervously, Sally’s eyes darted around for danger,
and then she knelt and ripped the rug off from Victor.

Sally’s throat closed up as dread nailed icy
spikes in her spine. No. It cannot be. Her eyes stared
disbelieving at the dressed -up mannequin in front of her. Sally
gasped as a sharp pain shot through her heart just before a strong
hand choked her scream. It burned as the knife bit into her beating
flesh and then twisted. Tears formed in her eyes as her pistol
slipped from her hand. Her legs gave in as the knife ripped out of
her heart. Sally grabbed Victor’s hand as blood spurted from her
heart and stained her shirt. For a moment neither moved.

“I don’t want to die
alone.” The whispered words drained Sally’s strength and she
dropped to the ground. Her fading eyes pleaded at Victor to
stay.

“You should have left me
alone.” Victor’s soft voice in Sally’s ears was a stark contrast to
the sharp pain in her chest. Her hand fumbled inside her purse for
her phone and she dropped it on the ground. Victor’s eyes narrowed
as he picked her phone up, the second to last messages still
displayed. Target located. Victor scrolled down to the last
message. Eliminate target. You have one hour to
comply.

“I am scared. Please hold
me.” Sally forced the words out as darkness closed in around her.
Victor knelt beside her and gently took her into his arms. With
effort, Sally wrapped her arms around his neck.

“Thank you.” Sally formed
the words with her last breath and her head slumped against
Victor’s shoulder. Victor’s body shook and tears rolled down his
cheeks while he tightly held her body against his. His glistering
eyes glanced at her cell phone. They will pay for what they made
him do. Victor sat Sally upright in a sitting position against one
of the poles that held up the stalls’ roof. His hand softly glided
over her face and closed her dead eyes to the world. Quickly he
searched her body and found her wallet, pistol, and two spare
clips.

Victor quickly took his jacket off the
mannequin, then wrapped Sally’s stuff in it and walked away to find
Laura. They had to get out of town before the bodies were
discovered.

“You okay?” Laura gently
placed her hand on Victor’s arm as he sat down next to her. Victor
gave a slight nod as he took his backpack where Laura had placed it
on the ground next to her chair.

“I saw her run by. Is she
dead?” Laura’s voice faltered slightly.

“Yes, come we have to go.”
Victor slowly stood up while Laura’s heart sank to her shoes. All
the people Victor had killed since she met him were men, bad men,
until now.

“Why? Why did you kill
her?” Laura’s voice was filled with sadness.

“It was her or us Laura.”
Victor sat down again.

“How do you know that? You
don’t know her. Maybe she would have given up if you scared her.”
Laura snapped, and her heart filled with emotions.

“No, she would not have.”
Victor took out Sally’s phone and showed Laura the messages, while
pain filled his heart. He was killing his family one by one. The
people he trusted, who he would have died for. Did I become a
monster myself? Laura’s soft touch on his hand brought his
thoughts to her. Her gentle, sympathetic eyes tore at his
heart.

“I am sorry. It must be
hard for you, your friends. I know you did what you needed to
do.”

Victor clenched his jaw as he stood up.
Laura picked her backpack up and then joined him. He led her to a
small office building labeled ‘Inca Railway’ a few blocks
away. Laura went to sit down on a bench close by, while Victor
approached the small window on the side of the building.

“Hi, two tickets to Machu
Picchu please.”

“From Cusco?” A young Peru
female clerk asked with a friendly smile.

“No, from
Ollantaytambo.”

“Passports
please.”

Victor took their fake passports they got in
Mexico, out of his backpack and handed both to her. The clerk’s
fingers whizzed over the keyboard as she entered the information
into the system.

“One way or return?” She
asked without looking up.

“Return, tomorrow evening,
the last train please.”

“That would be US$240
please.”

Victor handed over the money and waited for
her to print the receipt. Her fingers dashed over the keyboard, and
a printer next to her computer came alive. With a smile, she handed
the passports and tickets to Victor then commented. “Have a nice
trip.”

“Thank you, have a nice
day.”

“Are we going to see the
ruins?” Laura's voice was filled with excitement as she stood up
when Victor joined her.

“Yes.” Victor smiled at
her, glad that some of the somber clouds above Laura had
evaporated. Gently he took her hand and walked to a row of taxies a
short distance away.

“¿Habla Inglés?” Victor
asked the first driver he reached, who shook his head.

“I speak English, where do
you want to go?”

Victor turned to his right and eyed the man
up and down. Average build, mid-50’s, with informal but clean
clothes and dark black hair. The man stroked a short beard that
failed to hide a deep scar on his chin.

“Ollantaytambo.” Victor
replied.

“Two people?”

“Yes, how much?”

“US$100.”

Victor stood undecided for a moment. It was
far more than the normal price, but haggling over a few pennies may
cost them their lives. They needed to get out of Cusco as soon as
possible. Where there was one assassin team, there may be two.

“Deal, name’s John, this is
Sue.”

“Name’s Amado, good to meet
you. Any luggage?”

“Just the backpacks, a day
visit only.”

Amado’s eyes narrowed as he looked them up and
down. Who goes to Machu Picchu with only two small backpacks?
Tourists never failed to amaze him. Shrugging his shoulders, he
walked towards his white Toyota Yaris and commented over his
shoulder.

“Follow me
please.”

Amado opened the back doors and politely
waited for them to climb in before he closed the doors for them. He
gave them a quick once over in the rear view mirror as he climbed
into the driver’s seat, then pulled away.

“Music?” Amado reached over
and turned the radio on without waiting for a reply. Pleasant local
instrumental music filled the car, and Victor lay back into his
seat and closed his eyes. It would take them one and a half hours
to reach Ollantaytambo. Laura’s eyes drank in the scenery as they
passed small towns and stalls along the way. In the distance,
mountains with their tops hidden in rolling white dragon’s breath
waved at her. From the bottom of the mountains, lush green marched
up and made their stand high up against the white.

Laura peppered Amado with questions about
Peru, Machu Picchu, and local customs. Their voices drifted away as
Victor fell asleep. Laura was delighted to find that Amado was
extremely wise and loved to talk, and she thoroughly enjoyed the
ride.

 



Chapter 2

 


In a secure location somewhere in Pretoria,
South Africa, red flashing lights bathed confused faces in an eerie
light.

“Everyone with security
clearance five and lower, out of the room now.” Manuel’s booming
voice was as frightful as his emotionless brown eyes that cut the
people down in front of him. Impatiently he ran his hand through
his short cut black hair as he waited while most of the 20 staff
cleared the room. As the owner of Special Operations Incorporated,
a large privately owned company that ran covert and black
operations for anyone with the right money, he hated when things
did not go his way. Victor had been a thorn in his side since he
left the company the previous year to work for himself, but now, he
was a major threat.

“We have a level three
threat, on screen.” Manuel snapped.

The six people left in the room turned their
attention to a 100-inch plasma monitor on the wall. A picture,
taken with a cell phone, of Victor and Laura sitting in a pizzeria
in Cusco, filled the screen.

“Victor was spotted just
over an hour ago in a pizzeria in Cusco, Peru. Two agents on the
scene, Noel and Sally were to intercept Victor. However, we lost
contact with both. We are assuming they are no longer operational
until proven otherwise.” Manuel barked, and then took a deep breath
before he continued.

“As you are all aware,
Victor was our best asset until he left. Just over a month ago, he
accepted a high priority mission as a favor for one of our oldest
clients.”

“Who was the client?” Ida
looked at Manuel as she waited for an answer. Other than Manuel,
she was the most senior person in the room and found it strange
that she was not even aware of the mission until now.

“You do not need to know
that.” Manuel snapped and gave her an annoyed look for interrupting
him.

“What you do need to know,
is that he turned, took highly sensitive data he was supposed to
retrieve for the client, and disappeared for a month. This is the
first time contact has been made, and already two agents are
missing.” Manuel elected not to inform them that he needed Victor
dead for personal reasons.

“How sensitive is the
data?” Ida asked.

Manuel thought for a moment and then
replied. “He has a list of double agents from multiple countries,
including a program that is rumored to be able to override the US
defense system and control their nuclear arsenal. He is planning to
sell it on the black market.”

“Shit.” The word slipped
over Ida’s lips. Manuel nodded his head to her assessment of the
situation. He opened his mouth, and then closed it again. Better
that they do not know about the ancient scrolls Victor and Laura
found with the treasure in Vilcabamba. Or that those scrolls are
rumored to come from Atlantis, and that the Vatican sought them for
over 500 years while keeping their existence secret.

The scrolls were believed to contain
detailed information on how to build devastatingly powerful devices
that used the Higgs like particle, or God particle as the media
dubbed it since its discovery was announced on 4 July 2012. Scrolls
many would kill for, including Manuel.

“You are to hack into every
airline, train, and bus service in Peru and cross -check every
passenger’s details and find him. We have a third agent en route.
Any information you need to know is now being sent to your
terminals. Any questions?” Manuel ordered. Six heads in unison
shook no. While fingers feverishly punched keys, Manuel measured
the room with his shoes. People cringed when he stopped behind them
and stared over their shoulders to see what they were doing. His
eyes bore into the back of their heads and made them shift uneasily
in their chairs.

“Come on people, what is
taking so long? It is not like these hotels and websites have high
-end security.” Manuel’s face slightly reddened. Patience was a
virtue, he did not care for. Every minute gave Victor a bigger
lead, and 30 minutes had already elapsed since they started looking
for Victor.

“I think I’ve found
something.” Eleanor held up her hand as she spoke.

“You think. You do not get
paid to think, you get paid to know.” Eleanor wanted to respond
with a sarcastic comment but decided that Manuel was already in a
bad enough mood, and replied instead. “Two Americans, John, and Sue
Smith have just booked return train tickets to Machu
Picchu.”

“And your point
is?”

“The passports are fake.
They do not exist in the US passport database.”

“What the hell are they
going to Machu Picchu for? Send the details to the agent. Keep
looking for hotel reservations.”

Eleanor eagerly waited for Manuel. This
is a good lead. Maybe he will praise me for it. Her heart sank
as she realized that she was not going to get recognition for her
work.
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An hour and three quarters after leaving
Cusco, Amado pulled into the plaza at Ollantaytambo, having made
one stop to fill up the car with gas on the way. Victor thanked
him, and after paying Amado, joined Laura at a shop where she
bought water for them.

Laura’s eyes excitedly darted around as she
took in the scenery. Mountains stood guard all around the town,
some with their tops sprinkled with white, while small groups of
ruins decorated a few of the mountains’ sides. The plaza was
surrounded by shops, and only two roads linked it to the outside
world.

“Did you know that
Ollantaytambo is the only Inca town where many residents still live
in ancient Inca buildings that dates back centuries?” Laura asked
with sparkles in her eyes.

“No, I did not. It does
explain the historic feel of the town.” Victor commented as he took
a water bottle from Laura, and started for a road that led further
into the town. Many new hotels were added to the small town, when
it came on the map, to accommodate the added demand created by the
increase in tourists to Machu Picchu.

“I didn’t know there are
ruins here.” Laura’s eyes widened as they stopped in front of a
large steel bridge. A mountain, half -covered in terraces and
ruins, beckoned at her from across the bridge.

“Not many people do. We can
have a closer look at them when we return. We need to go, our train
leaves in 30 minutes.” Victor turned left and led Laura down a path
towards the train station. Shops, hotels, and restaurants lined the
path on the left, while a small river followed the path on the
right. A large metal security gate, guarded by four armed police
halted their progress.

“The Peruvian government
takes protecting tourists seriously.” Laura whispered as an officer
came over to them.

“Tickets please
sir.”

Victor handed the officer the tickets who
let his trained eyes dart over them. Satisfied, the officer handed
the tickets back, then opened the gate and showed them towards the
train platform behind the gate. The train was not at the station
yet, and Victor walked along the rail line to a small waiting area
that housed a cafeteria. Inside the cafeteria, Victor pulled out
his smartphone and then used the local Wi-Fi connection to access a
tour company whose flyer was pasted on the wall. Victor booked
entry tickets for him and Laura to Machu Picchu, with an add-on
entry to the large mountain, Mountain Machu Picchu. A few
minutes later, a confirmation email with their tickets in pdf
format, arrived. As Victor and Laura waited for the train, a 5
-foot 8 -inch man, with a large worn-out brown backpack, ran
breathlessly to the gate.

“Ticket please, sir.” The
officer held out his hand as the man stopped in front of the gate
with sweat streaming from his red face.

“I don’t have one.” Nikolai
Novikov huffed as he dropped his heavy backpack on the ground. He
took a deep breath, glad to get rid of the weight that bit into his
shoulders as he ran at full speed from the plaza where his cab
dropped him off.

“I am sorry sir; you need a
ticket to enter.”

“But I thought I could buy
a ticket here at the gate.” Nikolai pulled his wallet out, while
his blue eyes glanced over the tourists that stood waiting on the
platform.

“No sir. Tickets are sold
at the office just up the road there.” Nikolai snapped a look at
the officer, then back at the station where a train announced its
arrival with a whistle.

“What if I give you the
money for the ticket, you c…”

“Sir. That is not how it
works here. The office is the only place in town where you can buy
tickets; you still have time if you hurry.” The officer cut Nikolai
off. Nikolai glanced again at the ticket office, then with a sigh,
slung his backpack over his shoulders and ran to the ticket
office.

“One train ticket to Machu
Picchu on the train currently on the platform,” Nikolai huffed as
he stopped and leaned against the glass window of the ticket
office.

“Apology sir. That is a
luxury class train. Your backpack is too large and not allowed on
that train. If you want to go on that train you need to leave your
backpack here in storage at a hotel. The blood drained from
Nikolai’s face.

“What. You must be joking,”
Nikolai snapped.

“No sir. Only small
backpacks are allowed on that train. You will have to use a
backpacker’s train if you want to take your backpack with you.” The
clerk replied in broken English with a friendly smile. Nikolai took
a deep breath and balled his fists.

“Fine. When is the next
backpacker train?”

“5:15 am tomorrow morning,
sir.”

Nikolai clenched his jaw as he held back
from swearing at the woman. The veins on his forehead bulged as he
pulled out his wallet. Stupid intelligence officers.

“One ticket then for
tomorrow.” He forced past his teeth.

“One way or
return?”

“One way.”

“US$55 and your passport
please.”

Nikolai dropped a $100 note and his passport
on the counter. The clerk’s fingers sailed over the keyboard, and
in seconds the printer came alive and spewed out his ticket.
Nikolai snapped the documents and change up, and then grabbed his
backpack. With fire in his step he walked towards a hotel across
the road. A night in town it was then. Tomorrow Victor, tomorrow
your life will end.
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“All passengers please
board the train.” A heavyset conductor announced outside the
cafeteria. Laura and Victor got up and moved with the masses to
their carriage.

“Wow, this is nice.” Laura
whistled as they entered the carriage. Soft beige leather seats
lined both sides of the carriage walkway, two seats a side. The
seats were arranged in groups of four and faced each other. A dark
brown fold -up wooden table stood in the middle of each group and
was decorated with a small bowl of fruit. Windows in the roof,
allowed one to view the snowcapped mountains that would later pass
them as the train snaked alongside the river.

“Can I please have the
window seat?” Laura looked with puppy eyes at Victor, who had to
bite his lip to hold from laughing. With a smile, he nodded. As
Victor sat down, Laura placed her right arm around him and snuggled
up tightly against Victor. Slowly, Victor lowered his head until it
rested on hers. They were joined by an elderly Japanese couple that
to Laura’s delight; spoke English and loved to talk.

The train shook as it pulled away, and soon
the train zigzagged between the snowcapped mountains. Lush green
marched up from the Urubamba River next to the train tracks and
made their stand high up the mountains against the white. Smooth
-faced boulders bore the testament of time where the water broke
over them. The sun’s rays bounced off the river and glistened in
Victor’s far -away eyes. The rhythmic clackety-clack of the train’s
wheels, faded in the distance with the voices around Victor, as he
drifted deeper into thought.

Why and who is so desperate to see me and
Laura dead? The scrolls can only be deciphered with textbooks that
only the Vatican possesses. The US government does not believe that
a program that can control their nuclear missiles is real. And the
Russians who know about it will not kill me until they get the
program. Victor scratched his chin.

That leaves only the files of the
profiles on the 500 supposed spies and possible double agents.
Victor shook his head. This does not make sense. Many countries
already know about most spies in the field and every spy is
suspected of being a double agent. Victor took a deep breath
and studied the river for a moment as it passed by.

The train’s horn snapped Victor out of his
thoughts.

“Wow, look at that.” Laura
excitedly pointed with eyes that glistened with joy. Her jaw hung
as they passed several small ruins that made their stand against
time, near the opposite bank of the river. Laura’s eyes widened as
she looked up through the roof windows at the white mist that
rolled down the mountains. When the train lost speed and stopped,
Laura popped her head out of the window. Laura gasped and grabbed
Victor by the shoulder.

“Look.” Laura excitedly
forced Victor’s head out of the window. Her heart fluttered as she
stared open -mouthed as a white horse with a black spot on his
forehead, slowly led five other horses across the train tracks to
the river below.

“No way.” Laura gasped as
the leading horse came over to her. Laura’s heart jumped wildly as
she stroked the horse’s head, which curled its lips and whinnied
from pleasure. Laura glowed with excitement as she turned to
Victor.

“This cannot be happening;
I am touching a real horse.”

Quickly she reached over and picked up an
apple from the fruit basket and held it out to the horse. The
horse’s soft fuzzy lips tickled her hand as it took the apple
gently from her. The apple crunched as the horse chewed it, while
Laura excitedly watched with her hands over her open mouth.

“Did you see that? He took
the apple right out of my hand. That was so bodacious.” Laura held
Victor by the arm as she shook him and pointed to the
horse.

“You really are a city
girl,” Victor laughed.

Thuuuud-thuuuud.

Laura’s face dropped when the horse stepped
back when the train sounded its horn. Laura hung out of the train
as it slowly started to move again while she waved at the horse.
Her heart leaped with joy when the horse dipped his head up and
down a few times in reply. Warmth filled Laura’s heart while
constellations shone in her eyes. This is so amazing; I am truly
living my life now.

Laura gasped and her face went white as
everything went black. Goose bumps crawled over Laura’s body and
she shivered as the hair at the back of her neck stood up.

Laura flinched in pain as the deafening
clackety-clack of train wheels filled her ears and a scream escaped
her lips as she jumped away from the open window. Her heart raced
as her hand desperately searched for Victor’s in the dark. Laura
sighed with relief as her hand closed around Victor’s, who gently
gave hers a reassuring squeeze. Blinding pain stabbed Laura in the
eyes as light flooded the train when it exited the long, narrow
tunnel that cuts through a mountain.

“It’s all right dear.”
Laura turned scarlet as the elderly Japanese man opposite her gave
her hand another reassuring squeeze. Laura pressed her lips
together and looked down as she slowly pulled her hand back. Flames
engulfed her face as Victor snickered next to her. Laura tried to
give him an angry look as she gently punched him on the shoulder,
then gave up and joined him in laughter. She took a deep breath,
and then let her eyes wander over the stunning scenery
again.

Victor leaned back in his seat and loosened
the chains around his mind again. A smile graced his lips as he
thought of a place where he wanted to take Laura. She will love
the scenery from there. His chest gently rose as he took a deep
breath. I will need to go through every one of the 500 profiles
at some point, for that is where the clues will be to this mystery.
Whatever secrets are hidden in those names, someone is under the
impression I already know about it.

“Wow, this is lovely.”
Laura’s voice brought Victor out of his thoughts, and slowly he
looked out of the window at the countryside. The town Machu Picchu
Pueblo stood proud in front of them. As the closest town to Machu
Picchu ruins, it had grown exponentially with the increase in
tourism and stretched from the edge of the river to halfway up a
small mountain. Larger mountains stood guard around the town, some
with their tops in the clouds. Mist slowly drifted halfway down the
lush green -covered mountains. Shops and hotels lined both sides of
the train track where the train gently rocked to a
standstill.

“Where are we going to stay
tonight?” Laura’s eyes darted from one hotel to the other as she
stood up.

“I have a place in mind, I
think you will like. Used it years back.” Victor stood up and
started for the exit.

“You’ve been here before?
Is there anywhere you have not been?” Laura joked as she followed
Victor.

“Well, I protected a lot of
important people for a long time, and mostly when they
traveled.”

“Who did you protect here
then?”

“The Pope.”

Laura’s jaw dropped, and for a moment she
stared speechless at Victor.

“What? You protected the
Pope on a visit to Machu Picchu?” Laura’s voice was filled with
wonder.

“He was not the Pope back
then. He was a Cardinal, and he wished to see the ruins. He was the
favorite choice of becoming the next Pope, and he knew that if he
became Pope, it would be hard for him to get the time to visit the
ruins. Come, let’s get a room.”

“Mmmm, now you’re talking.”
Laura winked and squeezed Victor’s buttocks, who bent down and
kissed her while returning the favor on her buttocks. He pulled her
tightly against him and then ran his fingers through her hair.
Laura sighed as warmth filled her from deep inside, and her body
signaled its eagerness for his in her. Laura gently licked her lips
as Victor let go of her. Her body was on fire and yearned for him
while their eyes flirted for a moment. Victor slipped his hand
around her waist and led her to a small fountain with steps beside
it that led up to a craft market. A channel, in the form of a
snake, followed the steps down and fed the fountain at the bottom
through the snake’s mouth. The late afternoon sun’s rays peeked
over the mountains and pierced the evening mist as it floated down
the mountain.

Laura’s eyes darted across the many items
for sale in the market. Sellers teased her to stop, with from
crystal decorated necklaces, to Lama Hair socks and jerseys as they
weaved their way through the market to a large steel bridge. The
bridge was one of three in the town, and Laura and Victor took a
moment to enjoy the view of the river that raged down the mountain
and cut the town in two on its way to the larger Urubamba River
below. In the distance, high atop one of the mountains, the
15th-century Inca site Machu Picchu, beckoned to them.

“Tomorrow, I will show you
something special.” Victor whispered as Laura leaned back into him
while her eyes drank up the mysterious wonder of the place. They
stood for a moment longer, and then Victor led Laura to the edge of
the town, and partway up the mountain.

An old wooden sign that read ‘Rhapsody
Hotel’ stood proudly guard at a small paved footpath that
snaked 200 feet deeper into the rainforest and up the mountain.
Flames danced inside small lanterns that formed an honor guard and
painted the path golden. In front of a wooden reception office, the
path shattered into multiple routes that each was golden lit as
they hinted of individual villas hidden deep in the forest. The
gentle bubble of water from a small mountain stream in the forest
close by whispered that it ran past some of the villas. Birds sang
their last song for the day and whooped the couple on as they
neared the office.

“This is so secluded.”
Laura said in wonder as Victor opened the office door for her.
Victor glanced down the path as Laura entered. In the distance, a
couple noisily made their way to the hotel to disturb the peaceful
atmosphere. Laura sat down in a hammock that served as a couch
while Victor approached the clerk behind his small wooden desk.
Pepe gave Victor a polite smile as he looked up after a quick scan
of the reservation list on his computer.

“Good evening. I am Pepe;
do you have a reservation number?”

“No, can we get a room for
the night?”

“Sorry sir, we are fully
booked, reservations only.” Pepe held his palms together in front
of his heart. Victor’s eyes glanced over the study book on the
counter.

“You are studying to become
a chef?”

Pepe dropped his head. “Was sir, cannot
afford it anymore.”

Victor nodded while he searched inside his
backpack, and then replied. “Maybe you missed a cancellation
somewhere?”

Pepe’s eyes widened and his jaw dropped when
Victor placed two stacks of $100 bills on the counter. Slowly he
picked up the two stacks and ran his fingers over them. His mouth
failed to close as his mind tried to comprehend that he held $20K,
more than he would earn in 10 years. Slowly Victor took the money
and slid it into Pepe’s jacket pocket.

Pepe jumped as the office door was rudely
flung open. A man and a woman in their mid-twenties, staggered into
the office. The smell of beer and cheap cigar smoke clung to
them.

“Hey you, porter, get our
bags outside.” The man slurred as he pressed his index finger into
Victor’s chest. He stumbled forward and grabbed onto Pepe’s
shoulder for support as he fumbled in his jacket that draped over
his right arm.

“Reservation…, shit where
is it?” After several attempts, the man pulled out a crumpled -up
piece of paper and pressed it into Pepe’s face, whose eyes narrowed
as he took the paper. Slowly, the man turned and pointed at Victor
then yelled. “Come on you lazy porter, get my bags.”

“I am sorry sir, this
reservation has been canceled.” Pepe said.

“What?” the man spun around
to face Pepe, who quickly had to catch the man as he lost his
balance.

“We did send you an email
informing you that we could longer accommodate you tonight,” Pepe
turned his head away from the man’s foul breath in his
face.

“What? Are you kidding me?
Get your boss down here now or I will aaaaahhhh.” Pain shot through
the man’s hand and arm as Victor grabbed two of his fingers and
bent them backward.

“Sir, I am the hotel owner.
I apologize for the inconvenience, and can gladly accommodate you
tomorrow. For tonight, may I recommend the Inca inn, a very nice
hotel not too far from here, next to the main plaza.”

The man’s eyebrows dropped low as he tried
to get Victor’s face in focus. His mouth opened, and then closed as
he swallowed his words when Victor locked eyes with him. An arctic
chill crawled up deep inside his spine and forced a shiver from his
body.

“Let’s go.” The man rudely
grabbed his wife by her fake raccoon fir scarf and stumbled out of
the office.

“I believe a room just
opened up,” Victor said as he turned towards Pepe.

“Indeed so sir, welcome to
the Rhapsody Hotel. Do you have any luggage mam?” Pepe smiled
politely at Laura.

“No bags,” Laura shook her
head as she stood up from the hammock. She pressed her lips
together to contain her laughter as she came to stand next to
Victor, while a flurry of curse words slowly disappeared down the
path outside.

“Follow me please.” Pepe
took a key from behind his desk, while his mind was already
spending the money. Tomorrow, he would make sure the couple got a
good breakfast before he checked them out. Then, he would resign
and head to Lima to enroll in a cooking class. Being a chef was his
dream.

For four years he had saved every penny he
could and was a year of saving away from realizing his dream when
he had to spend it all on hospital bills when his mother fell ill
the previous month. Now, his extra money went to buying her
medicine each month. A lump formed in Pepe’s throat. How can I
ever repay these people? Tears wetted his cheeks, and he
quickly wiped them away. His heart sat in his throat while his
emotions were pulled in two directions. He wanted to sing and dance
from joy, yet he felt like hugging them and crying. No one had
ever done anything close to this for me.

Pepe led them to their log villa, where he
handed Victor the key. Pepe swallowed as he looked into Laura’s
soft and compassionate eyes. Emotions poured out of him as he
grabbed Victor and hugged him. Pepe’s body shook as he sobbed while
he thanked Victor. Laura swallowed hard and clenched her jaw to
hold back tears as she got the same treatment.

When Pepe finally calmed down, Victor took
him by the shoulder and looked him directly in the eyes.

“Pepe that is a large sum
of money, be very careful who you tell about it, in fact, it may be
better if you tell no one, okay?”

“Yes, yes, you are right,
thank you.”

“Oh, and Pepe, we bought
tickets online for Machu Picchu and received our tickets by email.
If I forward it to you, can you print them out and bring them to us
with breakfast please?”

“My pleasure, here is a
business card, use the email address on it. We have free Wi-Fi
here, no password needed.” Pepe handed Victor a business card, then
gave them each a last hug before he returned to the reception area.
Laura watched him until he disappeared from view, then turned and
inspected the villa.

“Nice.” She
whispered.

The villa was the last one at the end and
totally secluded as the forest swallowed it up. Slowly she tilted
her head as she looked at Victor with questions in her eyes.

“You know, you could have
given him far less and he probably still would have given the villa
to us, or we could have gone to any other hotel in
town.”

“But then his dreams may
not have come true. Besides, you should feel how soft the beds are
here.” Victor winked as he opened the door for Laura. The fresh
scent of mountain air, mixed with a hint of cedar, filled their
lungs as they entered the open -plan log villa. Laura hung her
backpack on one of the four pine chairs in the small kitchenette
that stood around a gas stove, which was built into a countertop.
Slowly she moved over to the king -sized bed that stood against the
left wall and faced two sliding cedar and glass doors that led to a
large patio. Laura licked her lips while soft white silk caressed
her hand as she ran it over the bed. She smiled as her eyes rested
on the two towels, folded in the shape of hearts, which decorate
the bed.

A large woven hammock beckoned to her from
the left corner of the patio, and Laura submitted. The sound of
water running over rocks caressed her ears as she opened the large
sliding doors. Laura pressed her lips together as her eyes glanced
over the sunken hot tub that stood to the right and against the
wall of the villa. Rocks spanned the entire wall by the hot tub and
formed an overhang mid-level. The full moon’s smile glistened off
the waterfall that formed as water glided gently over the rocks
into the hot tub. A small private garden extended from the patio to
a massive tree that gave shade to a bench under it.

Laura gasped as she glanced up at the stars
that winked at her through a smoke -free sky. Ancient Inca ruins
hinted their presence on the mountain top in front of her, bathed
silver under the light of the moon. Soft music far in the distance
below was the only evidence of a town close by. The hammock gently
moved as Laura slowly sat down in it, while Victor lit the lantern
that hung close by. Her heart fluttered when Victor placed his arm
around her waist as he sat down next to her. Laura leaned her head
against his shoulder while galaxies sparkled in her eyes.

“Stunning view.” Victor’s
sensual voice sent a shockwave through Laura, while his gentle
touch on her bare thigh ignited a fire deep inside her. Laura
swallowed when Victor turned her body gently towards him. Slowly
she closed her eyes as their lips met while his hand ran smoothly
through her hair. Laura tilted her head backward as Victor’s soft
lips glided to her neck. She licked her lips and wetted them. Her
heart fluttered as each of Victor’s kisses on her neck caused
electricity to ripple through her. Her mouth watered and a moan
escaped her lips as his hand slipped under her shirt and massaged
her breasts. Shockwaves rippled down to her core as he played with
hard and erect nipples, pinching them lightly.

Laura’s breathing hastened as Victor gently
skimmed his hand over her ribs to her apex and started to massage
her gently through her pants while he increased the pressure ever
so slightly. Laura moaned and swallowed while her body burned with
desire. She quivered in delight while her entire body focused on
what Victor was doing to her.

Laura’s head drifted high in the clouds as
Victor gently pulled her shirt over her head. Expertly he undid her
bra with his teeth, and then softly laid her down on the hammock.
His hand was hot on her clitoris, while his lips left a trail of
kisses over her bare chest. Laura arched her back and let Victor
have full access to her breasts. She gasped as his tongue swirled
around her nipples, and she eagerly reached up and ripped his shirt
off. While gently sucking on her nipple, Victor unbuttoned her
shorts, and then slipped them off as Laura lifted her buttocks.
Laura’s hands shook from delight as she undid Victor’s pants while
his hand glided over her soft womanly folds, then renewed its
onslaught on her senses at her clitoris. His one hand helped hers
slip his pants off, while his lips sought out her other nipple.

The flame in the lantern danced around
excitedly as the soft breeze played with it, while its light gently
caressing the two naked figures. Laura’s toes curled up from
delight as Victor gently played with her right nipple with his
tongue as he flicked it around, and then sucked on it. She pressed
her hips up against Victor’s hand and tensed her muscles at the
anticipation of what’s to come. Victor increased the pressure ever
so slightly on the tip of her clitoris and the stimulation became
too much for Laura. She gasped and grabbed the edges of the hammock
as she exploded and electricity ran to her core. With Victor’s name
on her lips, she drifted up into the clouds. Her womanhood pulsed
against his hand and her thighs tighten multiple times. Her body
yearned for him in her as she passed cloud nine. Laura grabbed
Victor by the shoulders and pulled him close, then whispered.

“I want you inside
me.”

Laura closed her eyes as Victor gently
picked her up and carried her charged and on fire body to the
bedroom. Laura’s heart stopped as she floated in the air for a
moment. She gasped as the hot tub engulfed her.

Bewildered, she jumped up. The moonlight
glistened off her wet skin as her B+ cup breasts rhythmically
bounced up and down while her chest heaved. Knee deep in water, she
stared with enhanced yearning at Victor, who slowly joined her.
Adrenaline filled her while her heart pounded in her chest as she
anticipated Victor filling her up. Eagerly she grabbed him and
pulled him tightly against her as she passionately kisses him,
while her body heated the water to boiling point. His warm manhood
pressed hard against her while her nipples poked him. Victor’s hand
gently glided over her neck down to the soft globes of her breasts.
Laura moaned as he massaged them with one hand, while his other
stimulated the soft folds of her womanhood.

Laura gasped and clenched her teeth while
she rocked her hips and pushed against his hand, where it
stimulated her swollen womanhood. Her knees buckled slightly as she
slipped over the rim and Victor held her up until she came down
from her high. Slowly he turned her around and bent her slightly
over. The waterfall gently caressed her back as Laura placed her
hands against the rock formation for support. Eagerly she glanced
over her shoulder as his throbbing manhood touched her
clitoris.

She gasped as he pushed against her soft
womanly folds with his hard manhood. A moan escaped her lips as his
hard long manhood slowly entered her to her fullest. Victor started
to move slowly as he massaged her left breast with one hand while
he stimulated her clitoris with his other. Rhythmically they moved
together and increased the pace. Laura’s heart raced. Her breathing
was fast as she raced towards her climax. She let out a cry of
pleasure as they let go together. Intense heat rippled from deep
inside her, up into her body. For a moment, they stood motionless
as pleasure washed over them. Victor held her tightly against him
while her body gave gentle spasms every few seconds. Slowly he
backed away, and as Laura turned around, he took her in his arms.
Laura’s breasts were soft against his hard body. Her racing heart
slowed until their hearts beat as one. Gently he picked her up and
carried her out of the tub to the bedroom where he laid her softly
on the bed. Exhausted, Laura embraced Victor tightly and closed her
eyes. His strong heartbeat echoed in her chest. Sleep came fast and
easy for both.
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A gentle breeze caressed the two naked
bodies in hot embrace, while soft night rainforest sounds, played a
lullaby. The soft blue from the digital clock on the bedside table,
reflected in Victor’s eyes as he slowly awoke. 4 am. The lantern
bathed Laura’s soft skin golden, as it danced over her naked body.
Lying on her right side, she held him with one arm around his
waist, while her head rested on his chest. Victor admired her
slender figure as he gently ran his fingers over her leg that
partly stretched over his.

Carefully, he pulled himself free from her
embrace. Laura gave a soft moan as he placed her head on his
pillow. Quickly Victor dressed and then gave Laura one last look as
he pulled a waterproof backpack that contained the scrolls, out of
his larger one, and then left the villa.

Refreshing mountain air filled Victor’s
lungs as he stepped outside into the mist that hung thick in the
air. The lantern’s soft orange glow struggled to pierce the white
mist as they tried to guide Victor. Slowly he followed the path
away from the villa and headed towards the office building. Just
before the office, he quickly glanced around, and then took a
smaller unlit path that led deep into the rainforest.

Victor’s pulse quickened as he passes a few
wood villas, used by the owner and his staff. Victor’s heart
stopped and he ducked into the bushes by the side, when someone
sneezed in the villa next to him. For a moment, he held his breath,
while he intently listened. Satisfied that all were asleep, he
slipped out of the bushes and continued along the path. A small
shed signaled the end of the path, where memories guided Victor
past it, and deeper into the rainforest.
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