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      "Come on, Mark." I smile up at him with a hint of flirtation. "Just one more dive. I won't be long."

      Mark, the Dive Crew Manager for the day, looks up at the darkening sky.

      Clouds gather above the port of Alexandria in the distance, a bruised vortex against the minarets of the city. Water slaps roughly on the hull. The wind picks up, the sea louder now as the turquoise Mediterranean turns to violet capped with white foam. A chill sweeps around the boat, hunting for cracks to force itself into. I shiver, pulling up my wetsuit to cover goose-pimpled flesh. The smell of decomposition wafts on the wind, dead things and offal from the rubbish barges near the shore, a stagnant rotting fish odor that makes my nose crinkle. It's been a backdrop to the summer, but I’m still not used to it, even now.

      "Storm's coming." Mark looks at his watch. "It's almost the end of shift and the other boats have all headed back. Besides, you don't have a buddy. Frank's changed and sleeping down below."

      Desperate thoughts run through my mind.

      But I have to go down before the storm comes, before the silt of the seabed covers the city.

      I saw something down there. The Dark Queen. I'm sure of it.

      I need–

      "I'll go with her."

      His voice is like the edge of the abyss, a smooth oblivion that beckons to the depths. Seductive. Dangerous.

      Khalid leans against the side of the boat, wetsuit half-peeled off revealing his lean torso, muscles taut and powerful, a threat made flesh. His dark eyes flash to mine.

      "I'll take you down."

      My mind flashes back to that night in Alexandria when the archaeological team first met for the season. He was charming at first, but he changed when we were alone. The marks on my wrists had taken weeks to fade, the bruises on my thighs ached and I had bled inside. He had laughed at my tears, confident of his position on the team. He was the main Egyptian cultural liaison, a key part of the dive expedition, and I … well, I needed to be on this trip. I'd been a junior on too many digs and my grant was over unless I could prove myself valuable this time.

      Whatever the cost.

      With careful management, I'd managed to avoid diving with him as a buddy, even making sure I was on a different boat most days as the excavations progressed. But today …

      I need to go down there. If I find the Dark Queen …

      I clench my fists and nod slowly, looking back at Mark. His decision would be final.

      He nods. “Alright, but you only have thirty minutes bottom time. No longer. I mean it, Lara.”

      Khalid and I gear up next to each other, both of us used to the rhythm of the dive boat, both experienced divers with years of underwater archaeology between us, but my hands still shake.

      He brushes my arm. I flinch away and a smile lifts the corner of his mouth.

      "Which quadrant do you want to search?"

      I grab the waterproof chart printed with the layout of the drowned city beneath us, holding it out in front of me, a barrier between our bodies.

      "Here, between the Temple and the cemetery."

      Khalid stops checking his gear and leans closer. "You seek the Dark Queen?" His voice is almost a whisper, less confident now, and there is hesitation in his eyes.

      I nod. "What do you know of her?"

      He looks back towards Alexandria in the distance, the edge of a country layered by myth and brutal history.

      "Legend tells of a powerful Queen of this city who ripped men apart to avenge an ancient wrong. When the streets ran thick with blood, the people called for justice. The greatest magician in Egypt trapped the Queen inside a statue and flooded the city to keep her eternal rage captive."

      My thoughts race at his words. I hear her calling to me, as she has done every night since we started diving here.

      I sense his hesitation and tilt my head to one side, eyes fixed on his, daring to challenge him. "So you don't want to come, then?"

      He shrugged. “It's just a legend." He leaned closer. "I wouldn't miss going down with you." He pulls a heavy dive knife out of its sheath with a rasp and checks the blade for nicks. He holds it casually, the knife edge towards me for a pointed second, then he thrusts it back into the sheath and attaches the weapon to his calf with its rubber strap.

      Gearing up quickly, Khalid steps off the back of the boat into the choppy waves. I see dark shapes shift in the waters beneath him, shadows with teeth and tentacles waiting for prey to step into their domain.

      "You going then?"

      I blink and the images fade. Mark notes the time as I step into the water with a splash and swim over to Khalid, pushing away thoughts of what might be below. We both give the OK signal before sinking beneath the water.

      It's dark below as the storm grows overhead and the cold penetrates my wetsuit immediately, the chill of the dead city wrapping around us. We turn on powerful torches and descend towards the ruins of what was once Egypt's greatest port. Thonis-Heraklion disappeared from history two thousand years ago, and was only rediscovered this century, a perfectly preserved ancient city buried under the silt of the Mediterranean. Archaeological dive teams cleared away much of the seabed that covered it, but as the summer season draws to a close, there is still so much left to uncover. I don’t want to leave. Here is history and my place in it.

      Equalizing and finding neutral buoyancy, we fin along the sea floor. I can hear the rhythmic sound of my breath and the bubbles of exhalation, the click of fish feeding. The water is full of silt, an eerie green of hanging particles that refract the light and make shadows seem much larger.

      The colossal head of a god emerges from the gloom, hacked from its torso and decapitated on the sea bed, its sightless eyes staring into the deep. Fish pick at its once worshipped flesh. Around it lie scarab beetle sculptures, the devourers of the dead.

      Come to me.

      The voice in my head is louder now. She must be close.

      The temple suddenly looms out of the dark, its massive pillars half buried in the silt. Behind it lies the cemetery where caskets of animal dead have been uncovered. Mummified ibis, their beaks like daggers, fragile bones crumbling as the air reached them. Perhaps this city was not meant to be found, after millennia under the sea.

      A school of barracuda speed from the dark and whirl about us, the flash of silver bodies making me dizzy. I sink to the bottom and kneel on the sea bed, perfectly still as I look up at them. Their beady eyes gaze down, assessing potential prey, gulping at the water with strong jaws and razor teeth for ripping flesh apart. Perfect predators. There are sharks in the Mediterranean, but these fish are more terrifying. They hunt in packs and they outnumber us.

      This is their domain.

      My fists clench as they circle closer.

      "Beautiful, aren't they?"

      Khalid's voice is almost a shock in the quiet of the deep but the full face-masks make communication possible down here. Still, I don't want him intruding. I say nothing and stare up at the whirling fish.

      After a moment, they pass on and I push up from the sea bed, finning towards the Temple.

      A hand on my ankle tugs me back, fingers tight and bruising.

      I spin and kick out at Khalid and turn to see him smile.

      With the other hand, he runs his fingers up my leg. I struggle against him.

      "Don't go too far." He squeezes once more and then lets me go. My heart hammers in my chest; my breath comes fast as I remember him pinning me down that night.

      Is he worried that I might report him now it's the end of the season?

      Could he leave me down here?

      I swallow down the bile in my throat and fight to regain my composure. I can't afford to drain my air too fast. There's not enough time.

      I take one more deep breath and let it out slowly before finning away, acutely aware of him behind me.

      Then I know what I must do.

      An ancient path winds past the temple colonnade and I swim along it, just above the sea floor. Suddenly, I give two powerful kicks, enough to disturb the thick silt, sending it in a plume in front of him, rendering him blind. I switch off my torch, turn sharp left and duck inside the temple.

      The hall is half buried and the silt is thick in here, swept in by the storm and churned in the entrance way. Unable to see, a wave of vertigo sweeps over me and for a moment, I don't know which way is up or down or how to find my way out again.

      Panic rises within.

      “Lara, where are you? I was only playing. I’m sorry. Come back.”

      Khalid's voice anchors me. I can't let him find the Dark Queen or he'll claim the find.

      It has to be me — alone.

      I reach out my hand and find the carvings on the wall. The horns of the Apis bull orientate me and I pull myself around and down towards the opening I saw on my last dive.

      But the silt has shifted and the entrance is too tight for me to swim through in full gear. I hesitate but if the storm continues, this might be my only chance. The temple could be buried again tomorrow.

      There's only one way I can do this, but the thought makes my mouth dry and my head pound. Without a buddy, it's a huge risk.

      I could be trapped in here … lose my air … drown in convulsions of agonized breath.

      Help me, please.

      The voice is loud in my head.

      The Dark Queen is close, crushed beneath tons of silt for millennia, just waiting for me.

      I pull off my BCD jacket with tank attached, keeping the regulator in my mouth. I swim into the shaft
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