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Chapter 1: The Whispering Coffin
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It began near the edge of the dunes, where a small excavation camp had been set up. Tents flapped in the warm wind, lanterns swayed on metal hooks, and tired men moved around in restless excitement. They had been digging for days, following an old map that promised something “lost beneath the Red Pyramid.”

And then they found it.

The coffin...

It was half-buried in the sand, dark stone covered in faint carvings that looked like they changed when you weren’t looking directly at them. When the men first pulled it out, nobody spoke for a while. Even the wind seemed to slow down.

Finally, one of them broke the silence.

“Well... that’s it,” he said, trying to sound casual, though his voice didn’t quite stay steady. “We actually found it.”

Another man crouched beside it and ran his fingers over the surface. “It’s older than anything we’ve seen out here,” he whispered. “This isn’t just a relic. This is... not from this world.”

The leader of the group gave a short laugh, but it came out a little forced. “It means its valuable. That’s all I need to know.”

A third man frowned. He hadn’t touched it yet. He just stood back, watching it like it might blink at him.

“We were supposed to document it,” he said quietly. “Not take it. There are stories about this place... about things that shouldn’t be disturbed.”

The leader waved him off. “Stories are for people who don’t find things like this.”

Then he stepped closer, placing his hand on the coffin lid.

“Open it.”

For a moment, nobody moved. Even the confident ones hesitated. The desert wind brushed against them, carrying a sound that almost felt like a warning.

But greed has a way of making fear quiet.

With tools, effort, and far too much certainty, they forced the coffin open.

The sound it made wasn’t loud.

It was deep. Like something exhaling after holding its breath for a very long time.

Inside, there was a child.

Wrapped carefully in old cloth, preserved in a way that didn’t feel natural. The face was peaceful, almost like sleep... but the stillness made everyone uncomfortable.  Silence stretched again.

One of the men finally spoke, softer than before. “That’s... mummy of a child.”

The leader swallowed, then forced a smile. “A royal child. Do you understand what this means?”

No one answered him. Because it suddenly didn’t feel like something to celebrate.

Still, they did what they came for. They wrapped the coffin carefully, loaded it onto their wagon, and prepared to leave before dawn. At first, they even tried to laugh again, like they could shake off the feeling.

“We’re lucky,” one of them said, sitting on the edge of the wagon as it rolled forward. “People spend their whole lives searching for something like this.”

“Yeah,” another replied, but his eyes kept drifting back toward the coffin. “Lucky...”

The cautious man stayed quiet for a long time. Then he finally said, “I don’t like this. There could be many strange things that can happen to us because of this.”

The leader scoffed. “It’s sand and heat. Nothing more.”

As they traveled deeper, the wind behind them grew strange... sometimes too still, sometimes too sharp. The men began to notice small things they tried not to mention. The way the lantern flames flickered even when there was no wind. The way the sand behind the wagon sometimes looked darker than it should.

One of them glanced back.

“...Did anyone else see that?” he asked slowly.

“See what?” the leader replied quickly.

The man hesitated. “Nothing. Forget it.”

But he didn’t look away from the horizon for a long time.

Then, somewhere far behind them, the dunes seemed to shift. For just a moment, something like a shape rose in the distance... tall, red, almost like a pyramid catching the last light of the sun.

It was gone before anyone could be sure. The cautious man’s voice dropped. “That wasn’t there before.” The leader didn’t answer right away. Then he said, “Keep moving.” But his tone wasn’t as steady as before. As the wagon rolled on, the air grew heavier. The wheels creaked louder than they should have. And then it began. 

A sound...

At first, it felt like it was coming from nowhere.

Then it started to sound like it was coming from everywhere.

“...return... return... return...”

One of the men jumped down from the wagon, clutching his ears. “Stop it! I don’t want to hear that!”

“It’s nothing,” the leader snapped, but even he looked uneasy now. “It’s just the wind playing tricks.”

But the desert doesn’t repeat tricks in the same voice.

The cautious man suddenly stepped back. “I’m not doing this,” he said sharply. “I told you this was wrong.”

“Don’t be ridiculous,” the leader began.

But the man had already shouted.

And then, just like that, fear broke loose.

Another man followed him. Then another. Arguments turned into shouting, and shouting turned into panic. The coffin was abandoned mid-desert, tools dropping into the sand, lanterns rolling and dimming out one by one.

And they ran away.

The last thing any of them heard... before the desert went quiet again... wasn’t footsteps.

It was a voice.

“Do not take what’s not yours it’s my baby... ”

When the wind finally settled, the coffin was left behind in the vast silence of the desert, half-buried again, waiting for the next hands that would dare to find it.
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Chapter 2: The Children Who Found It
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The desert had a way of making even small footsteps feel important.

On a bright morning, when the sun was already stretching gold across the dunes, a group of children wandered farther than they were supposed to. They weren’t looking for anything dangerous or magical. In fact, they were mostly just trying to prove they were brave enough to explore “a little beyond the safe path.”

There was Ayaan, who always walked a bit too fast like the world needed catching. Mina, who noticed patterns in everything... from cracked stones to drifting clouds. Zaki, who jumped at sudden sounds but never left his friends behind. And Lina, who carried a small sketchbook because she believed even deserts had stories worth drawing.

They were arguing lightly about nothing important when Mina suddenly stopped.

“Wait,” she said.

The others turned.

Half-buried in the sand ahead of them was something dark and still.

At first, Ayaan frowned. “A rock?”

Lina shook her head slowly. “Rocks don’t look like they’re... placed.”

They walked closer.

And then they saw it.

A coffin.

Old, carved, and heavy-looking, like it didn’t belong to the present at all. The wind around it felt different too... less playful, more careful, like even the desert was watching quietly.

Zaki took a step back immediately. “Nope. That’s definitely not a rock.”

Ayaan knelt beside it, pretending to be brave. “It’s just an old box.”

But his voice was softer than usual.

Mina didn’t touch it. She just studied the carvings. “These marks... they’re not random. They look like writing.”

Lina’s fingers tightened around her sketchbook. “It feels... sad,” she said quietly. “Like it’s been waiting.”

That word changed something in the air.

Sad...

Not scary. Not dangerous. Just... Sad...

Ayaan exhaled slowly. “We should leave it. Someone will come for it.”

But Mina shook her head. “No one is coming. Look at it. It’s been here a long time.”

Zaki swallowed. “So... what do we do?”

Silence followed. The wind moved around them, brushing the sand in soft waves, as if waiting for their answer.

Then Lina spoke.

“We return it.”

Ayaan turned to her. “Return it where?”

She looked at the coffin again, then at the endless desert stretching in every direction.

“To where it belongs,” she said. “It doesn’t want to be lost. And maybe we find a brand new story as well.”

That was the moment they noticed something strange.

Carved along the side of the coffin... faint, almost hidden under dust... were words.

Mina brushed sand away carefully and read aloud:

“When the sun sets, I turn red.
Find me where tiny rubies sparkle...
or where the blood of the curse once fell.”
For a moment, nobody spoke.

Then Zaki whispered, “That sounds... like a warning.”

Ayaan frowned. “Or a puzzle.”

Mina’s eyes lit up despite the tension. “It is a puzzle.”

Lina tilted her head. “Tiny rubies... that could be stones. Or light
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