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“The wab-priest may give offerings to your ka. The wab-priests may
stretch to you their arms with libations on the soil, as it is done for Imhotep
with the remains of the water bowl.”


 



Inscription found on Ancient Egyptian tomb, c. 1391-1353 BCE, written over 1300 years after Imhotep’s death.


 
 



“Social media is a very, very powerful tool. It also gives power to tools.”


 



Chris Young







PREFACE

 

The irresponsible use of social media is a
bane to society that has divided communities and countries, polarizing people
into opposite sides of issues, and eliminating the middle ground. This binary
society is at a dangerous risk of collapse, and has already resulted in untold
deaths.


Suicide is the second leading cause of death among teenagers, and
heavy use of social media (a few hours a day) has been linked to an increased
risk of our youth taking their lives due to cyberbullying and other online
cruelty.


Today’s obsession with gaining followers, likes, shares, and that
all-important “viral” status is pushing commonsense to the wayside in exchange
for a chance at what is no longer the infamous fifteen minutes of fame, but a
hoped-for lifetime of relevancy based on validation from people never met.


The chance at gaining followers is so tempting, that rules are
broken, laws are violated, and simple good sense is ignored, affecting all
aspects of our lives.


And what would happen if such a person, obsessed with the goal of
being famous for being famous, were to be unleashed on an unsuspecting
archaeological dig site?


Quite possibly scores of dead, all tying back to one fool and her
phone.
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Sudan
Three Days from Now


 


Archaeology
Professor Laura Palmer’s shoulders slumped in defeat. She pushed to her feet
then raised her blood-stained hands over her head, slowly turning to face the
armed men surrounding her. It was a true out of the frying pan and into the
fire moment. What she would give for just one thing to go right today. Today
was supposed to be a high point of her career. The discovery was so monumental,
it could rewrite history, and at a minimum, fill in a lot of blanks that had
stumped scholars for centuries. 


But instead, everything had gone horribly wrong, and now she
stood in the middle of the desert with blood literally soaking her hands,
belonging to men whom the government here would likely claim she murdered. And just
when she thought she had escaped their clutches, she was once again surrounded,
this time by greater numbers with no hope in hell of escape this time. 


But these men weren’t military. They appeared to be Bedouins.
Were they her enemy? Were they here to kill her, or kidnap her and demand a
ransom be paid for her safe return?


Or were they merely here to help? 


Nobody said anything, the tension growing among those who
surrounded her. A camel spat to her left and her head spun toward the sound.
She spotted a group of women holding the reins of half a dozen of the beasts of
burden. She made eye contact with one of the women who smiled at her. These
people might not be her enemy after all. Or they could be fanatics. There was
only one way to find out. 


She directed her attention at the man who appeared to be in
charge, one of the oldest there, and the only one not pointing a gun directly
at her. She prayed he spoke Arabic. “My name is Professor Laura Palmer, and I
need your help, otherwise a lot of innocent people are going to die.”
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South of Ancient Philae
July 13, 1939


 


Bernhardt
Stoltz, professor of antiquities at the German Archaeological Institute, stared
at the hieroglyphics over the massive cover stone that stood before him. Hauptsturmführer
Heidrich Wirth, a constant thorn in his side and an SS officer, stood
impatiently beside him as he finished the translation. 


“Well, what does it say?”


Stoltz could barely contain his excitement as he flipped
through his notes to confirm what he already knew. He found the symbol he was
seeking and compared it to what he had written, then again to what was carved
above the cover stone.


“It says, ‘Here lies Imhotep, honored friend to Pharaoh
Djoser. Eternal damnation awaits any who disturb his slumber.’”


Wirth laughed. “These Egyptians are so melodramatic. Were
they really so primitive to believe such nonsense would scare anyone?”


Stoltz tensed. He was sick of the man’s attitude. The
disrespect shown to the local Egyptian workers was one thing, but to criticize one
of the greatest cultures the world had ever known was beyond ignorant. The man
was here to represent the interests of the Third Reich. While the dig was under
the control of the Institute, everything in Germany was ultimately under the
control of the Führer, and that meant either Gestapo in leather trench coats,
party members in brown shirts, or SS in their Hugo Boss-produced jet-black
uniforms. 


He hated what his country had become, though in today’s
Germany, one kept one’s head down if one wanted to survive. War hadn’t broken
out yet, but he was quite certain it would anytime now. It was inevitable, and
he was happy to be in Egypt, sheltered from most of the nonsense, though not
all of it. 


This very dig was part of Hitler’s madness. 


And it was time for a little fun with the overzealous young
officer. “You seem to forget, Hauptsturmführer, that while you may disrespect
the achievements of the Ancient Egyptians, our Führer certainly doesn’t.”


Wirth stared at him, clearly uneasy. “What do you mean?”


“Why are we here? Why are our archaeologists spread across
the globe? We’ve been tasked to find ancient relics that might assist in the
war that is to come. Clearly, our Führer believes that ancient cultures like
the Egyptians had powers that have been lost to time. If you laugh at their
beliefs, then you laugh at his.”


Wirth took an involuntary step backward, his head shaking. “I
meant no disrespect. I…” He struggled to find the words to recover but failed.


Stoltz suppressed a smile. “Don’t worry, Hauptsturmführer,
your trivializing of the Führer’s beliefs won’t make it into any report I
write.”


Wirth’s shoulders slumped, his head dropping onto his chest.
“Thank you, Professor. I am in your debt.”


“Yes, you are.” Stoltz stepped back and gestured at the cover
stone. “I think it’s time we met Imhotep, don’t you?”


Wirth nodded then hesitated. “But what of the curse?”


Stoltz laughed. “Hauptsturmführer, even I don’t believe in
curses, nor do I think our Führer does. We’ve been tasked to find relics, not
words.” He turned to the supervisor of the Egyptian workers. “Let’s get this
stone out of the way,” he said in perfect Arabic. 


The man bowed and barked orders, half a dozen men rushing
into the small corridor of the crypt, discovered by accident when the ever-shifting
sands of the Sahara exposed a small corner of the structure buried for
millennia. Grunting echoed through the narrow passage as the work crew
struggled, the bottom of the cover stone wedged into a keyway that held it in
place. Stone scraping on stone indicated success was at hand, the massive
obstacle moving barely an inch, enough for a puff of pulverized stone to erupt
as one side of the keyway disintegrated. One of the workers rushed forward and
hammered a wood wedge between the stone and the floor, preserving their slight
progress. 


The men eased off, gasping for breath before the supervisor
ordered them back into position. More echoes of toiling filled Stoltz’s ears
with excitement as the stone slowly rolled to the side, a cheer erupting as it
cleared the keyway. He held his tongue, allowing the men to once again rest
rather than order them back to work to satisfy his eagerness. While they were
laborers being paid a pittance by German standards, they still deserved his
respect, and respected men always worked harder than the disrespected. 


He just prayed Wirth kept his mouth shut.


The order to resume was once again given, and the men
positioned themselves, the eagerness of the crew evident, and Stoltz thanked
God that these highly superstitious men couldn’t read ancient hieroglyphics.
Otherwise, the entire dig site would empty out of their local workforce. The
stone rolled aside with relative ease now, and he could have sworn that as the
seal was broken to the chamber, it gasped, an odd mustiness rolling through the
opening and into the corridor. 


His pulse drummed in his ears, and he couldn’t help but think
back to Howard Carter and what had happened to so many of his team after they
discovered the tomb of King Tutankhamun. He ordered the workers outside before
turning on his flashlight to see what lay in the inky blackness, untouched by
the torchlight surrounding them. There could be nothing, merely another empty
chamber, or there could be untold treasures that might tempt the workforce that
far outnumbered them, to slaughter their German masters and loot a piece of
history. 


He waited for the last local to disappear up the steps,
leaving him alone with Wirth and two of his grad students. He drew a deep
breath and held it, clicking on his flashlight and aiming it into the darkness.
He played it across the floor, cautiously stepping forward, when something was
caught by the beam. 


And he gasped at a pair of hollow eyes staring back at him.
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Cairo, Egypt
Present Day, Three Days Earlier


 


“Can
we cancel his ticket? I think I want to sleep in here.”


“Don’t even think about it,” replied Archaeology Professor
James Acton’s wife, Laura Palmer. “Right now, I’m more excited to see him than
you.” 


Acton gave her a look. “If I didn’t know you better, I’d say
you were joking, but I think you actually mean that.” 


She grinned. “I do.”


“Thank God he’s twenty years my senior or I might be
jealous.”


“You’re ten years older than me. I obviously like older men.”


“Fine. I’ll make sure you two get some alone time. With this
air conditioning, though, you won’t exactly be sweating up the sheets.”


“You’re terrible.”


“You’re just discovering this now?” 


“Yet I still somehow love you.” She patted him on the cheek
as they stepped back into the oppressive heat of a Cairo spring. 


He groaned at the heat. “A night in our tent in this heat is
definitely going to soak the sheets.”


“I guess you’ll have to get your fill the next few nights in
the hotel.” 


He frowned. “That wasn’t part of the deal. When I agreed to
come here for a month instead of going to Peru with my dig, I was promised all
kinds of lovin’.”


“That was before we had this record heat wave. Last night in
our tent was truly a Breakfast Club moment.” 


He eyed her, puzzled, then Judd Nelson’s line echoed in his head
and he grinned. “Oh, you mean when I gave you the hot—” 


She held up a finger, cutting him off, nodding toward the
rental agent rushing toward them. “We’ve got company. You keep your potty mouth
to yourself.” 


He opened his mouth to say something else but thought better
of it.


“So, does it meet your specifications?” asked the rental
agent, who had insisted they call him Mo.


“It’s perfect,” said Laura. “Our friends will be thrilled.”


“And you said you’ll be picking it up in three days?”


“Yes, we’ll be driving it down to our dig site, then should
have it back seven days later.”


“Excellent. And if you need an extension on that, just let me
know. No one has it booked after you, yet.”


“We’ll let you know,” said Acton. 


Mo handed over a clipboard. “Just sign where the X’s are, and
she’ll be ready for you in three days.”


“With a full tank?”


“Absolutely. And the batteries fully charged.” 


Acton checked the hood to make certain there wasn’t a leaping
jungle cat signaling future headaches as Laura signed the paperwork. “You’re
sure you don’t want to get two of them?”


“The only way I’m getting one for us is if I get one for all
of our students.”


He shrugged. “Sounds good to me, though I think they’ll be
pretty cramped.” 


She groaned. “You know what I mean.”


“Yeah, yeah. We get to suffer along with our students.”


“It’s hardly suffering. Every one of those tents has a
portable air conditioner. My dig site is luxurious compared to most, thanks to
my brother’s money.” Her face clouded over with the mention of her brother, the
events of Qatar still far too raw. He reached out and took her hand, giving it
a gentle squeeze. She gave him a weak smile. Mo sensed something was amiss and
shifted uncomfortably. Laura wiped the corner of her eyes. “Sorry about that. I
recently lost my brother.” 


Mo clasped his chest. “You have my condolences. I recently
lost my sister. If it’s any comfort, it’s true what they say. Time does indeed
heal all wounds.” 


She smiled at the man. “Thank you.” She inhaled sharply then
expelled her lungs rapidly, her face brightening as if a switch had been
thrown. “Enough of this. We’ve taken up too much of your time.” 


Mo gave them a copy of the rental agreement and shook their
hands. “It’s been a pleasure, and we’ll see you in three days.”


They headed for their Mercedes GLS 580 SUV, one of their dig
site vehicles. Acton held out his hand. “I’ll drive.” Laura, who normally did
the driving, handed over the keys without protest, indicating she was still
upset. They climbed in and he started the engine, adjusting the vents to direct
the air conditioning at strategic locations. He sighed with pleasure. “Man,
that heat really gets to you when you’re standing on concrete.” 


Laura broke out in sobs, leaning over the center console. He
embraced her as she cried, gently stroking her head and back. These episodes
were becoming less frequent and eventually would be a distant memory, but not
today. It was why he had wanted to get Reading to the dig to help take her mind
off things. 


“I just wish I knew,” she gasped. “I just wish I knew the
truth. I just wish I knew for sure.” 


He kissed the top of her head. “I know, but it’s better this
way, and in time, when it no longer matters, we will know.” 


She sniffed hard then pulled away. He handed her a
handkerchief and she dried her eyes then blew her nose before checking herself
in the mirror. “Ugh, look at me. My eyes are all puffy and red. I look
terrible.” 


He decided to lighten the mood. “Still the sexiest piece of
ass on the continent.”


“You’re terrible.”


“I thought we already established that fact.” 


She flipped the visor back and her shoulders sagged.
“Sometimes I’m such a girl, crying at the drop of a hat.” 


Acton put the SUV in gear and pulled away. “Well, if that’s
the definition of being a girl, then I better mail in my man card. You know how
I was after Mom died.” 


She smiled at him and squeezed his leg, saying nothing as he
battled his own grief. Laura’s phone rang and she pulled it from her pocket,
her eyes narrowing. “It’s the dig.” She swiped her thumb and put it on speaker.
“Hello?”


“Hello, Professor. It’s Terrence.” 


Acton could hear the young man was tense. Laura picked up on
it as well. “Has something happened?”


“Well, sort of.” 


Acton smiled as Jenny growled in the background, Terrence Mitchell’s
wife, also a student of Laura’s, far more direct than her husband. “Just tell
her what happened. The poor woman probably thinks somebody died.”


“Well, somebody did die.” 


Laura gasped. “What?” 


Even Acton tensed at the words that made no sense in the
context as he currently understood it. 


“Oh, Terrence, sometimes you’re impossible. Now they think
somebody died.” Jenny’s voice grew louder as she came closer to the phone.
“Professor, nobody died. Everybody’s fine. Nobody’s hurt. There was no
accident. But we did discover something that we’re not sure what to do with,
and we may need to get the authorities involved.”


“What did you find?” asked Acton, still concerned even with
the lack of context. And when Mitchell told them, his concern was justified. 


“I’ll be returning immediately,” said Laura.
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South of Ancient Philae
August 23, 1939


 


It
was the discovery of a lifetime. Career-making. The temptation of the amateur
would have been to hurriedly explore everything in the room, shoving aside the
lid of the sarcophagus, tearing open the lids of the jars to see what was held
inside. But he had kept his eagerness in check. It wasn’t just the tomb for the
revered Imhotep, designer of the world’s first step pyramid, respected and
pioneering physician in an era that most thought had no such thing, but also to
almost a dozen other bodies strewn about. He had heard of the ancient practice
where many of the pharaoh’s servants would be killed and entombed with him to
serve him in the afterlife, but Imhotep was just a man. He didn’t gain his
demigod status until centuries after his death. 


And there was chaos among the bones, scratches in the stone
suggesting those found near the cover stone had attempted to get out, the rest
positioned as if they had sat around the tomb, accepting their fate. Most of
the bodies were young, male and female, though those near the entrance were
older. Inside the sarcophagus, a simple stone affair with the standard writings
identifying who was inside and their accomplishments during their lifetime,
proved beyond a doubt that it was indeed Imhotep, his mummified remains
remarkably well preserved. 


The sarcophagus and the body were now in the back of a truck,
along with scores of priceless treasures meant to provide for Imhotep in his
afterlife, all now the property of the Third Reich. Everything had been
cataloged, though the identity of whose tomb they had discovered hadn’t been
reported out of fear it might leak and the area could be overrun with cultists
who worshipped a man now revered as a god. 


The most curious thing was the stone tablet discovered
resting on Imhotep’s chest. It was clear from what had been etched into its
surface that Imhotep’s death had been anything but peaceful.


“Professor, there’s something you need to see!” squawked the
voice of one of his grad students over the radio. 


He grabbed the handset. “What is it?”


“We’ve got a sandstorm behind us!”


Stoltz leaned out the window, craning his neck to see behind
them, and gasped. The entire horizon billowed with sand, rapidly closing in on
them. He turned back, staring at the long convoy that stretched out in front of
them comprised of two dozen transport vehicles as well as half a dozen escort
cars like he was in. The entire dig had packed up and left on orders from
Berlin, despite his protests. There was still more to be discovered, but
apparently war was imminent, and teams across the globe like his were being
recalled.


It was so frustrating. They had made an incredible find,
perhaps the greatest since King Tut, perhaps even more so, considering Tut was
a minor figure in history. Imhotep was a legend, a man who had accomplished
incredible things, building structures that still stood to this day. Tut was a boy
who accomplished nothing of significance that history recorded. He could study
what they had discovered and continue at the dig site for the rest of his
career, yet his country was hell-bent on conquest, hell-bent on taking what
wasn’t theirs. 


He was old enough to remember the Weltkrieg, the World
War. It had been hell, and his country had been punished mercilessly for what
its leaders had done. The overreach of the Treaty of Versailles was why the
German people had turned to the Nazi Party with its promise to rebuild, to take
back what had been lost, and to do away with the crippling reparations demanded
by the victorious Allies. 


But it was one thing to rebuild, to refuse to pay. It was an
entirely different thing to go to war. 


Yet again, the history was there, but their Führer appeared
unwilling to learn from it. But none of that mattered. The orders had been
given and they were on the road, completely exposed to the hellish fury
approaching. He was responsible for all these people, and he was well aware of
how deadly a storm such as this could be. He hadn’t experienced one yet, though
had read accounts of those who had, barely escaping with their lives, only to
report how many others in their group hadn’t.


He grabbed the map wedged between the seats and unfolded it.
“We need to find shelter.”


The route they were taking was traced out, and he ran his
finger along it. He tapped their current location. Just ahead was the turn that
would take them to the coast and the port with the ship set to transport them
home. But just across the border into Sudan, there were hills with a gorge that
might just protect them.


He held his radio to his lips. “This is Professor Stoltz. We
have a storm coming in behind us. Rather than making the upcoming turn, we’re
going to continue straight on this road. It leads to a gorge where we can take
shelter. Once the storm passes, we’ll resume our regular route.”


Acknowledgments came in from the various vehicles, and
moments later, the driver pressed a little harder on the gas as the convoy
ahead of them picked up speed while heads leaned out windows, the terrified
eyes revealing what he already knew. 


They wouldn’t make it in time.
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Cairo International Airport
Cairo, Egypt
Present Day


 


Acton
smiled broadly as he spotted his good friend Hugh Reading clearing customs with
his son Spencer. Reading had refused the offer of their private jet, the man
never comfortable accepting expensive gestures. He understood why. He was the
same. Archaeology professors weren’t paid much and, until he met Laura, he had
had no concept of what being rich truly meant. It wasn’t a lot of zeros in a
bank account, and it wasn’t not worrying whether you could make the mortgage
payment. 


It was freedom. 


It was power. 


Freedom to do what you wanted when you wanted and how you
wanted. And power not over people, unless of course that was your thing, but
instead, power over uncertainty, over the daily troubles of the common man.
When you had hundreds of millions of dollars, spending twenty or thirty grand
to send your private jet to pick up a friend and his son for a vacation in
Egypt was as trivial as sending them an Uber.


The longer he was married to Laura, the more he found the
real cost of things being forgotten. He simply enjoyed helping people, friends,
family, and strangers alike, as did Laura. Their lifestyle was anything but
ostentatious, though he supposed most on the outside would disagree, and
perhaps they were right. It was just another example of how he was losing touch
with what used to be his reality. 


His grumpy old friend, however, had a firm grip on it, and
had insisted on flying on a regular aircraft, though had acquiesced in letting
them pay for the tickets. 


Acton waved and Reading scowled as he walked toward him.
Acton laughed, knowing exactly why his friend was giving him such a look, but
decided to play dumb. “Bad flight?”


“You know bloody well it was a fantastic flight. You had us
in first class. I said cheapest tickets possible.”


“I’m pretty sure Mary got us a good deal.” 


Reading rolled his eyes as Spencer joined them, the young man
excited. “I’ve never flown first class before. Thanks, Professor!” 


Acton shook Spencer’s hand, giving his father a look. “See?
That’s how you express gratitude.”


“Bollocks.”


Acton laughed, slapping his friend on the arm. Reading’s eyes
narrowed. “Where’s Laura?”


“Plans have changed, I’m afraid. Something’s happened at the
dig site so she had to return.”


Reading’s scowl disappeared, instantly concerned about Laura,
someone Acton was well aware the man deeply cared for as if she were his own
daughter. “What’s happened?”


Acton led them out of the terminal. “I’m not exactly sure
yet. Apparently, they found a body at the bottom of an old well.” 


Spencer, a proud member of the London Police Service,
immediately took an interest. “As in ancient remains or something more
sinister?”


“Well, I have no idea if it’s sinister, but it’s definitely
not ancient. Terrence called us because they were concerned they might need to
call the authorities in, so she headed back yesterday afternoon.” 


Reading frowned. “That’s a long drive alone, and she wouldn’t
be arriving until after dark.” 


Acton smiled. “Don’t worry. I’ve already heard from her. She
arrived at the dig, no problem. And she called this morning. She was just about
to enter the well to see what was up. We’ll probably be hearing from her any
minute now. But in the meantime, I have a tour planned for us, but you’ll have
to put up with me playing tour guide rather than Laura and her sultry voice.”


Spencer appeared genuinely disappointed with the prospect. 


“No, we should head to the dig immediately,” said Reading. 


Acton opened the rear hatch of the SUV and helped load their
luggage. “I’m sure it’s nothing to worry about.”


“It’s a body,” said Reading as Acton closed the hatch. “If
you’re already certain it’s not ancient remains, then it has to be reported to
the authorities, and that’s going to mean local authorities. That means
small-town Egyptian police. You do not want her dealing with them alone. This
is an extremely sexist society. I need to be there. My Interpol ID will stop
most of the bullshit.” 


Acton frowned. His friend was right. Laura was such an
incredibly capable woman that he rarely worried about her, but they had
previous run-ins with Egyptian authorities and they rarely listened to a woman.
They were liable to arrest everyone, throw them in a local jail to rot while
they beat the so-called truth out of the students. He climbed behind the wheel,
starting the engine. “You’re right. I’m going to see if I can get your RV
early, then we’ll head directly there. We should be able to get there before
nightfall.”


“Do we have time for that?”


“We’ll make time,” replied Acton. “When this turns out to be
much ado about nothing, I don’t want to spend the next seven days with you
bitching about the heat.” 


Spencer grinned from the back seat. “He’s got you there.” 


Reading grunted. “We’ll see how you’re feeling after a
couple of days. The British body wasn’t built for it.”
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South of Ancient Philae
August 23, 1939


 


Stoltz
sat in his seat, the wind howling around him, sand pelting the windows and the
body of the car while the screams of panic from members of his archaeological
team occasionally broke through the near ear-splitting fury of the storm. They
had reached the gorge he had hoped would provide them with shelter, but
instead, it could prove to be their tomb.


The storm had hit them hard, just short of the gorge the road
passed through, quickly blinding them. A panicked radio call from the lead
vehicle indicated they couldn’t see a thing, and that they were slowing, a
warning to those behind them. The gut-wrenching screeches of metal meeting metal
indicated the warning had gone unheeded by some, and the entire convoy came to
a rapid, unceremonious halt. 


That had been half an hour ago. 


He had given orders to shelter in place to wait things out,
but he had never expected this. Sand was piling up around them, transports
ahead already indicating it was reaching their doors, the gorge acting as a
funnel, directing a massive amount of the desert picked up by the winds of the
storm down upon the convoy.


This had been the wrong decision. He had killed them all. He
peered out his window and cringed at the height of the sand, almost at the
doors now. Soon he wouldn’t be able to get out without breaking the window, and
if the storm continued, even that might not be a possibility, the height of the
impassible barrier building at least an inch every few minutes.


He closed his eyes. 


Please, Lord, tell me what to do.


It was foolish to think he would get an answer. Prayers were
never answered. He stared at the map then marked their location with an X. And
made a decision. He folded it up and placed it inside his journal where he had
documented the find and their current predicament, then tied it up, stuffing it
inside his breast pocket. He turned to his driver sitting beside him, gripping
the steering wheel with white knuckles. 


“Give me your goggles.”


“What?”


“Give me your goggles.”


The corporal complied and Stoltz fit them in place, making
certain the seal around his eyes was tight.


“You’re not going out in that, are you?”


“I don’t have a choice. If I don’t go now, we’ll be trapped.”


“But you’ll die out there for sure.”


“Quite possibly. But our only hope of getting help is back
there on the road. If I can make it, even if they find my body”—he patted the
journal—“the map marks the spot where they can find you. Some of you may
survive if you’re discovered quickly enough, but right now, nobody knows where
we are and these radios can’t get a signal through the storm.”


He bent down and tucked his pant legs into his socks,
tightened his bootlaces, then turned up his collar and buttoned his jacket all
the way up. He fit his gloves on over his sleeves then inspected himself for
gaps. 


The corporal cursed and reached into the back, pulling
forward his kit. He handed over a gas mask. “Use this. It should hopefully
allow you to breathe until the filter fills up with sand. Even then, you should
still be able to catch your breath in the wind if you remove the filter.”


“Good thinking.” Stoltz removed the goggles then fit the gas
mask in place. Breathing was immediately more difficult, though he was certain
it would prove infinitely easier than what he was about to experience without
it.


The corporal checked to make sure it was fit properly in
place then extended his hand. “Professor, I should be coming with you, but I’m
ashamed to admit I’m far too terrified.”


Stoltz shook the man’s hand. “You’re not a coward, Corporal.
You’re merely not stupid enough to do what I’m about to attempt.” He tapped the
mask. “And besides, we only have one of these. Good luck.”


“Good luck, Professor.”


Stoltz shoved the door open, sand whipping into the cabin. He
stepped out into the onslaught then slammed the door shut. He pushed against
the wind, his hand tracing the edge of their car, a car he could no longer see.
His fingers abruptly pressed against nothing, and he trudged forward slowly,
leaving behind the shelter of the car and the convoy full of people and
priceless history he was responsible for. And as he pushed through the rapidly
accumulating sand, he quickly realized he had made a horrible mistake, and his
mind couldn’t help but recite the warning Hauptsturmführer Wirth had laughed
off as superstitious nonsense.


Eternal damnation awaits any who disturb his slumber.
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University College London Dig Site 
Lower Nubia, Egypt
Present Day


 


Laura
gripped the rope she dangled from in one hand, her free hand outstretched,
using the walls of the ancient well to steady her descent. To the uninitiated,
a dry well would seem to be of little interest to an archaeologist. After all,
all it had once contained was water. But wells held secrets. Things were
dropped accidentally in wells, things were hidden. Untold treasures could lie
below, and every so often, something incredibly shocking could be found.
Something that made no sense.


Terrence Mitchell, a trusted PhD candidate who ran the dig in
her absence, had been excavating a well they had recently discovered buried in
the sand, and then found something shocking. So shocking, there was no question
of returning, leaving her husband to meet their good friend, Interpol Agent
Hugh Reading. 


Their friend had been lured to the desert with the promise of
an air-conditioned trailer. He had been reluctant at first. In fact, he had
downright refused it with a plethora of inappropriate comments about the combination
of desert heat and his bollocks. But when his son had caught wind of the offer
and asked if he could join him, he had changed his mind. Reading was desperate
to rebuild his fractured relationship with his son who had spent most of his
formative years being raised by Reading’s ex-wife who poisoned the boy against
his father. 


James and their guests would be spending several days in
Cairo so the young man could see some of
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