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Dedication  

For every curious reader who has ever wondered:
“What secrets lie hidden beneath the sands of history?”
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Prologue
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The torches flickered along the stone corridor as the last workers left the tomb.

Outside, the desert wind whispered across the sand, slowly covering the entrance that had taken years to carve into the rock. The sun had already begun to sink beyond the western hills, and long shadows stretched across the valley.

Inside the chamber, the air was still.

A single man remained.

He wore the simple linen robes of a temple priest, though age had bent his shoulders and slowed his steps. His hands trembled slightly as he carried a small stone object across the burial chamber.

The chamber had been prepared with great care.

Paintings covered the walls—images of stars, rivers, and strange landscapes that represented the journey beyond death. Oil lamps burned softly in carved niches, filling the room with warm light that danced across the painted figures.

At the centre stood a stone sarcophagus.

Its lid had already been sealed.

The priest approached a small pedestal beside the coffin and placed the object gently upon it.

The stone amulet rested there, shaped like a carefully carved eye.

The Eye of Horus.

Symbol of protection.

Symbol of balance.

Symbol of watchfulness.

The priest lowered his head.

“Guard this place,” he whispered.

His voice echoed faintly through the chamber.

For a moment nothing happened.

Then the stone beneath his feet vibrated softly.

The priest slowly lifted his head.

Dust stirred along the floor.

Small fragments of stone shifted across the ground, sliding towards the far corner of the chamber as though drawn by an unseen force.

The priest stepped back quietly.

He had seen this once before.

Many years ago.

The dust gathered.

Stone fragments lifted and pressed against one another.

Slowly—very slowly—a shape began to form.

First, a leg.

Then a torso.

Then, arms carved from rough stone.

Finally, a head lifted from the swirling sand.

The guardian stood silently in the corner of the chamber.

It did not speak.

It never would.

Its purpose was simple.

To watch.

To wait.

And if necessary... to reclaim what had been taken.

The priest bowed deeply before the towering figure.

“You will remain until the balance is broken,” he said.

The guardian did not move.

The priest turned and walked slowly towards the exit corridor.

At the doorway he paused and looked back one last time.

The chamber stood silent once more.

The amulet rested upon the pedestal beside the sealed sarcophagus.

And the guardian stood watch in the shadows.

Outside, the workers rolled a massive stone across the tomb entrance.

The final barrier slid into place with a deep grinding sound.

Sand soon covered the doorway.

The valley grew quiet.

Years passed.

Then centuries.

Empires rose and fell.

Cities grew and vanished.

The desert winds continued their endless journey across the land.

And deep beneath the sand, in a forgotten tomb sealed by time, the guardian waited patiently.

Watching.

Protecting.

Waiting for the day when someone would take what was never meant to leave.

And awaken it once more.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter One: Arrival in Egypt
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When the aircraft doors opened, a wave of dry heat rushed inside and wrapped itself around the passengers.

It did not resemble the gentle warmth Daniel Harris knew from summer afternoons in Kentucky. This heat felt dense and unfamiliar, as though the air itself had weight. It carried the faint scent of dust, stone, and something older that Daniel could not remember.

Twelve-year-old Daniel stepped onto the aircraft stairs behind his older sister, Lila. The metal railing felt warm beneath his hand. As he descended, the sunlight struck his eyes with surprising intensity. The sky above the runway stretched wide and cloudless, glowing with a pale, almost white brightness.

The ground shimmered in the distance.

Even the light felt different here—stronger, sharper, as if the sun had been polished.

At the bottom of the stairs, their father waited near the shuttle bus, holding a folded map and a thick guidebook filled with colourful sticky notes. The guidebook looked worn, its pages bent from constant use.

“Welcome to Egypt,” he said with a broad smile. “One of the oldest civilisations on Earth.”

His voice carried the excitement of someone who had waited years to say those words.

Daniel’s father loved history. Whenever the family travelled, he spent hours reading about the places they visited. Ancient cities, famous explorers, lost empires—he studied them all with equal interest.

Egypt had been on his list for decades.

Their mother stepped down behind them and adjusted her sunglasses as she glanced across the airport.

“This heat hasn’t changed,” she said with a quiet laugh.

She had visited Egypt once before when she was sixteen years old. That trip had stayed vivid in her memory—the desert winds, the towering pyramids, and the vast museums filled with artefacts from ancient tombs.

Now, more than thirty years later, she had returned.

Daniel followed his family towards the shuttle bus. The warm air pressed against him from every direction.

He tried to feel excited.

But airports always made him feel slightly disconnected from the world around him. Everything felt temporary—people arriving and leaving, languages mixing, destinations flashing across electronic screens.

The bus ride from the terminal carried them through Cairo.

Traffic crowded the roads. Cars wove between buses and motorbikes with confident precision. Horns sounded frequently, though no one seemed particularly annoyed by the noise.

Buildings rose close together along the streets, their balconies filled with flowerpots, air conditioners, and lines of drying laundry.

Daniel pressed his forehead lightly against the bus window.

Vendors pushed carts along the pavement. Groups of people gathered near cafés. Stray cats wandered through the narrow alleyways.

Gradually, the buildings began to thin.

The crowded city streets opened into wider roads that stretched towards the desert.

Concrete faded into sand-coloured stone. Patches of open land appeared between clusters of buildings. The sky seemed to grow even larger as the city loosened its grip on the landscape.

Lila leaned forward suddenly in her seat.

“Oh,” she said softly.

Daniel followed her gaze.

At first, he thought he was looking at distant hills.

Then the shapes became clearer.

Three enormous pyramids rose from the horizon.

They did not resemble ordinary buildings. They appeared more like mountains constructed from stone blocks—vast geometric forms rising from the desert floor.

Even from far away, their size was overwhelming.

“They’ve been standing for more than four thousand years,” their father said quietly. “Imagine how many generations have lived and died while those remained exactly where they are.”

Daniel studied the pyramids.

Something about them seemed strange to him.

Perhaps it was their age.

Or the strange stories he had heard about them.

At school, some students insisted aliens had built them. Others believed enslaved workers had been forced to carry the enormous stones across the desert.

Historians offered more practical explanations about skilled builders, engineers, and carefully organised labour.

Daniel did not know which version was true.

But the pyramids did not look like ordinary buildings.

They looked permanent.

Ancient.

The taxi eventually turned off the main road and stopped outside their hotel.

Inside, the lobby felt wonderfully cool. Marble floors reflected the soft lighting from above, and large windows overlooked the distant desert.

After checking in, the family enjoyed dinner in the hotel restaurant. Plates of rice, grilled chicken, warm bread, and vegetables filled the table.

Lila chatted excitedly about the market she wanted to visit the next morning.

Their father studied the guidebook again, planning which historical sites they should explore first.

Daniel listened quietly.

Later that night, he stood near the window of his hotel room and looked out at the dark horizon.

Far in the distance, faint shapes rose against the night sky.

The pyramids.

Even in darkness, they were impossible to ignore.

Daniel could not explain why, but as he watched them, a strange thought crossed his mind.

It felt as if the desert had been waiting for them.
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Chapter Two: The Market in Egypt 
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The following morning, the family set out to explore a local market near their hotel.

The streets grew busier as they approached the market square. Voices overlapped in several languages. The sound of music drifted through the warm air, mixed with the steady rhythm of footsteps on stone pavement.

Daniel stepped into the market and immediately felt surrounded by colour and movement.

Bright fabrics hung from wooden beams above the narrow streets, creating shifting patches of shade. Some clothes were deep blue, others rich red and golden yellow. When the wind moved them slightly, sunlight filtered through and painted the ground in changing patterns.

Stalls lined both sides of the street.

Some displayed jewellery made from copper and silver. Others offered hand-painted pottery, leather bags, or baskets woven from palm leaves.

Vendors called out prices and greetings to passing tourists.

“Special price!”

“Good quality!”

“Come look!”

The smell of spices floated through the air—cinnamon, cumin, and dried herbs stored in tall glass jars.

Lila moved eagerly from stall to stall.

“Look at this bracelet,” she said, holding up a delicate chain decorated with small turquoise stones.

Their mother examined packets of spices while discussing prices with a merchant who seemed to enjoy the negotiation.

Daniel followed behind them at a slower pace.

He did not feel particularly interested in buying anything.

Instead, he just watched.

The market revealed countless small details: a cat sleeping beneath a fruit cart, a boy balancing a tray of tea glasses, an elderly man
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