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THE ENTRANCE TO THE ancient Egyptian compound of Saqqara was simultaneously claustrophobic and overwhelming. It was narrower than Amy had pictured, but the fluted stone columns rising on either side of her loomed like giants in the shadows. She hoisted her backpack more comfortably on her shoulders and slanted a glance at Elijah, feeling a sudden bout of nervousness.

“I can’t believe you used to come here for work every day,” she said. “Why on earth did you give it up?”

Both she and her husband boasted the title of ‘Doctor’ before their names, but in Elijah’s case, it was a PhD in Archaeology to go along with his Master’s in Cultural Anthropology. To say that Amy’s doctorate was a little more mundane was putting it mildly.

Elijah shot her a sideways glance, his mahogany eyes flat and expressionless, as they so often seemed to be these days. “It’s a pile of dusty rocks and sand, Ames. When you’ve picked through a few dozen places like this for weeks at a time under the desert sun, they start to lose their appeal,” he said. His jaw worked, a tendon standing out under his dark skin. “Which isn’t to say I’m thrilled about a bunch of hippies camping here and destroying the place. The regular tourist crowds are hard enough on historical sites.”

Back home in Pennsylvania, Elijah was a professor at West Parklands University. For the first few years of their relationship, he had been passionate about going on digs all over the world, and he’d been part of the team working on the restoration of the very site they were walking through. These days, Amy was lucky to get her husband to take her out for dinner and a movie.

She suspected he was suffering from clinical depression and had been for some time, but on the handful of occasions she’d brought it up, Elijah had brushed her off. And lately, things in the world at large were becoming so hopelessly whacked that the idea of badgering someone into therapy because they no longer felt fulfilled by their job seemed... shallow, somehow.

Not to mention the fact that if he did submit to getting help, any psychologist worth his or her salt would want to drag Amy in as well for joint counseling. Which... wasn’t something she was in much of a hurry to do.

Hypocrisy for the win.

So, instead, here they were—half a world away from home, hanging out with the hippies while rioting and border wars flared in countries around the globe. She ran a hand over her belly absently.

“Let’s just get inside the complex and check things out,” she said, painfully aware that Elijah had only agreed to this trip to humor her. From the look of things, he was regretting the decision more and more by the minute.

“Yeah. Okay.” His tone was flat, but a moment later, his fingers brushed hers. She tangled their hands together gratefully, the creamy white of her skin contrasting with the rich dark brown of his.

They’d always been a study in opposites. Amy’s genes came straight from Ireland—she was pale and freckled with curly red hair and green eyes. Elijah was more than a head taller than her, a devastatingly handsome black man with close-cropped hair and an athlete’s build. Indeed, he’d been a marathon runner when she’d first met him—another passion of his that had fallen by the wayside over the years.

Coming here to Saqqara had become a strange obsession for Amy. In the last few weeks, reports had started appearing on the internet—communes spontaneously popping up at spiritual and cultural sites across the world. She couldn’t really explain her desire to come to this place; certainly, there were several other sites closer to their home. Maybe it was because Saqqara had been the first such enclave to appear. Maybe it was because Elijah had been here before.

Whatever the case, something about the gathering of people at Saqqara called to her. It was totally irrational, but a part of her mind insisted that here, she and Elijah might find the part of their lives that had been missing. The part that was slowly destroying them with its absence.

She stifled a snort. She could almost hear Elijah saying, “Don’t be ridiculous. All you’ll find here is an increased risk of skin cancer and, if you’re not careful, a bout of gastroenteritis.”

Bright light made Amy’s eyes water as they reached the end of the claustrophobic stone corridor and stepped into a massive, open esplanade.

Amy’s eyes widened at the sight beyond. It was completely different than what she had expected. Overwhelming, like the first time she saw the ocean as a child. Seeing places like this on television or in books simply couldn’t convey the awe-inspiring size of them. 

“This is... wow. Amazing.” She placed her hand above her eyes, shielding them from the glare of the unforgiving desert sun. Her gaze took in the wall of the southern tomb, a row of cobra heads carved along the top as though standing guard over the space below. To their right, some distance away, stood the step pyramid. “Oh, my god. This is so damned cool. How tall is that thing?”

“Sixty-two meters. About two hundred feet,” Elijah said. His attention wasn’t on the pyramid or the cobra head wall, however. It was on the incredible bustle of human activity filling this ancient place. “So many people,” he whispered, shaking his head. “This was a terrible idea.”

Amy winced, and tried to cover it. Who knew five words could hurt so much?

She whirled on her husband and pulled her hand free from his, schooling her voice to stay low and even. “You said you’d try. Thanks so much for the ten minutes of effort you just expended. It must have been excruciating to endure.”

A frown drew his brows together. “I didn’t mean coming here. I meant... this.” He gestured at the space filled with tents and portaloos and solar panels and power cables and people. “Look at it! These idiots could ruin all the work archaeologists put into restoring this place.”

Relief combined with a momentary feeling of sheepishness deflated her bubble of anger. Damned if she’d show it, though.

“Well, it doesn’t look like they’re ruining it to me,” Amy said stubbornly. She returned her gaze to the crowd of people gathered in the shadow of the pyramid. The atmosphere was peaceful as they chatted amiably or rested against the rough stone. “Besides, I think it’s wonderful, all these people coming together. Standing up for something.” 

“Couldn’t they have stood up for something while staying at—I don’t know—a convention center, or a hotel or something?” Elijah muttered. “They could have gone to the Luxor in Vegas if they thought the whole ‘pyramid’ vibe was so important.”

“No, it wouldn’t be the same,” Amy said, taking in the aura of peace that covered the ancient site like a comforting blanket. “There’s something about this place, don’t you think? It feels... powerful, yet calm.”

Elijah blew out a breath. “Sorry—I don’t feel anything but annoyed. They’re turning this site into a joke. I mean, come on. Portable toilets at the base of the oldest pyramid in Egypt?”

She stopped herself from asking if he’d rather the people here used the sand dunes as a great big human litter box instead. Bickering wouldn’t help the situation. It never did. God knew they’d tested that theory often enough over the past few years.

“There’s still something about it,” she insisted. “Something I can’t quite put my finger on.” She took a deep breath of the hot dry air and let it out slowly, closing her eyes. “It feels like... like a weight’s been lifted from me. Like something inside me is lighter. Everything just seems... familiar. You have to at least admit that.”

She opened her eyes to find Elijah looking down at her with a raised eyebrow. “Yes, I admit—it’s familiar. That’s probably because I’ve been here before.”

Amy wrinkled her nose at him, coming to terms with the fact that this trip wouldn’t be as smooth and easy a feat as she might have hoped. Please, let this excursion not have been the stupidest idea I’ve ever had, she prayed to whatever ancient gods might be lingering around this place.

Her plaintive prayer was interrupted by the approach of a lovely olive-skinned woman. She looked Indian, or perhaps Pakistani. Her waist-length black hair hung in a silken wave down her back, and her hazelnut eyes were depthless, full of a haunting sadness.

Still, her gaze was direct and assessing as she looked them over. She lifted her chin and offered them a brief, soft smile that didn’t touch her grief-filled eyes.

“My name is Manisha,” she said. “Welcome to the Saqqara necropolis.”
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FROM THE MOMENT ELIJAH stepped onto the tarmac at Cairo’s airport, he’d had this strange sense that something pivotal—and potentially devastating—was about to happen in his and Amy’s lives. It wasn’t his damned depression talking, either. At least, he was fairly sure it wasn’t. An off-kilter pressure had taken root within his chest, and as much as he tried to ignore it, there it continued to sit like one of the ancient sandstone blocks from Djoser’s pyramid.

Maybe it was a ridiculous thing to think, but the woman who’d appeared to greet them at the entrance to the esplanade looked like someone carrying around a similar weight, despite her pleasant smile as she greeted them in lightly accented English.

Amy smiled back and reached out a hand. “Nice to meet you. I’m Dr. Amy Carpenter, and this is my husband, Elijah.”

The woman—Manisha— shook hands with Amy and lifted her eyebrows. “Americans, eh? Where in the States are you from?”

“East Coast. Pennsylvania, to be specific,” Amy said. “My husband is actually an archaeology professor. He’s been here on digs before.”

His wife’s smile lit up her green eyes. She always sounded so proud of Elijah’s accomplishments, even though he’d not added all that many since they got married and he stopped making career moves.

“Very good. So you know the area, then?” Manisha asked.

Elijah cleared his throat. “A bit, yes. Though I have to say I’ve never seen the place looking quite like this before,” he muttered, his scowl returning as he once more took in the controlled chaos around them.

Manisha did not appear to notice his testy tone. “There are many people here seeking refuge from the upheaval in the world, and they need access to the basics like power, water, and sanitation. We’re using composting toilets and recycling as much of our graywater as we can capture. The solar panels are a way to access the earth’s resources without putting more strain on it.”

Elijah pursed his lips.

“You disagree with that?” Manisha raised an eyebrow in mild challenge, or possibly amusement. 

His irritation surged. “No. It’s just... this place. It’s an irreplaceable historical site.”

“We understand that. Don’t worry, Dr. Carpenter. When the threat to the world has passed, this site will be restored to its previous condition.”

“‘The threat to the world,’” Elijah echoed flatly.

The woman still didn’t rise to his bait. “Just so. As I was saying, many people have come to Saqqara seeking refuge from the upheaval around them. We’re happy to have you and your wife, but there are rules you must adhere to in order to keep peace amongst the visitors.”

Beneath his tension, Elijah felt terrible. After all, he had promised Amy he would make an actual effort during this trip and yet something about the place still felt... disquieting. 

Disquieting? That’s the best you can come up with? Great. All those years of higher education certainly paid off, didn’t they? Elijah let out a sigh, shaking his head at himself. 

If he wasn’t careful, his attitude was going to ruin everything. This trip obviously meant a lot to Amy, and he had made her a promise. The least he could do was be here for her instead of expending his mental effort on irrational, non-existent emotional perceptions. He wasted enough energy on that kind of shit at home. 

Elijah loved his wife more than anything in the world. Still, he couldn’t seem to shake the feeling that something bad loomed on the horizon—that leaving Pennsylvania and coming here to Saqqara wouldn’t be the refuge Amy was seeking. It felt more like jumping from the frying pan straight into the flames of hell. 

Stop, he admonished himself once more, growling silently at his apparent inability not to act like an asshole. Elijah had no intention of losing his wife, damn it. Not now. Not ever.

Yes, strange things were going on around the world, but nothing supernatural like the panic-mongers had started saying. Science and reason could explain everything that was happening, from the riots to the radiation sickness, and he was confident he could prove that to Amy as well. He just needed to talk to her instead of arguing or sniping at her.

He rubbed at the stubble that had begun growing on his chin. He’d not had the chance to shave since leaving the states. Maybe he could use time here to revive his career? And perhaps save his marriage at the same time. But the sad truth was, it would take science and reason to save the world, not hippies and whatever new age, feel good crap Amy was hoping to find in this place.

“Rules?” he said, recalling himself to the conversation. “Of course. That makes sense. You’ll have to excuse my lack of manners. I’m afraid I’m pretty jet-lagged.”

The look that Manisha gave him was a bit too penetrating. A bit too knowing. It only added to his sense of being off-balance, and his jaw clenched.

“I was saying that you and your wife may move freely around the encampment, speak to others and get a feel for the area,” she said. “Some come here only to decide it wasn’t what they were expecting, so we suggest you take a day or two before determining whether you’d like to stay longer or not.”

Amy and Elijah hadn’t really discussed how long they planned to stay. This was likely due to Elijah’s reluctance to discuss much of anything these days, especially when it was almost certain to end in a fight. Manisha made a good point, though. And if Elijah still felt this irrational sense of foreboding after getting more of a feel for the place, it could be an easy way out for him.

“That’s a good idea, right, Amy? We’ll give it a day, and decide then if we want to stay longer?” Elijah looked to his wife, who was already showing signs of disappointment.

“I suppose.” The smile that had briefly graced her full lips faded.

The emptiness that seemed to have taken up permanent residence in Elijah’s stomach grew deeper. No matter how hard he tried, he felt like a perpetual disappointment to his wife. He reminded himself again why he’d come here in the first place... to try and save their marriage.

“I’m not saying I definitely want to leave tomorrow,” he said. “I made you a promise, after all.”

Amy’s eyes rose to his, and the tentative smile returned. “Thank you.”

“Well, then,” Manisha said. “You’re free to find a shady space and set up camp. Many people here speak English. We only have a few rules. No stealing. No violence. People come here seeking refuge from the dangers outside. They don’t need any more drama than they’re already experiencing. Treat others as you’d like them to treat you; common courtesy is expected by all.”

“That’s no problem,” Amy said. “If everyone could abide by those rules, we wouldn’t be in this mess in the first place, right?”

If everyone could abide by those rules, humanity would be a very different species than it is, Elijah thought, but kept his mouth shut.

“Very true,” Manisha replied. “We have tents set up over there.” She pointed at a pair of large, colorful tents at the far end of the esplanade. “You will find food and water inside, and further down, behind the green tent, sanitary facilities. Please, make yourself at home, Amy. Elijah.” She extended her hand first to Amy, then to him. When he took it, her grip was cool and firm as she continued, “If you need anything, ask around. Someone will point you in the right direction.”

With a final sad smile, she moved past Amy and Elijah to meet more new arrivals entering the compound behind them.

“Thank you, Elijah,” Amy said quietly. “I know you don’t really want to be here, and I do appreciate your efforts.”

“I made you a promise. I’m going to keep it.” Elijah grasped her hand in his again, and she let him. 

With a deep breath, he took another slow look around the area. There were many smaller tents set up in addition to the large ones Manisha had pointed out—close to a hundred lined up in the shadows of the archaic walls, he thought. Most appeared occupied, their inhabitants likely waiting out the brutal daytime desert temperatures. 

Elijah wondered if the solar panels were hooked into a battery system to give the place nighttime lighting. In fairness, solar panels did make a good amount of sense in a land where the sun was so unrelenting. If they had to make alterations to meet the needs of the visitors here, solar energy was probably the least invasive way of doing so.

“Let’s stake out a spot,” Amy suggested, pulling Elijah along the stone-lined walkway by their joined hands. After a few minutes, they found a suitable place in a somewhat shady area and set up camp. 

It had been years since Elijah had camped in conditions like these, and Amy wasn’t usually the outdoorsy type, so it wasn’t something they were used to doing together. That was part of the reason why it had surprised him so much when she expressed interest in coming here in the first place. He wondered if, after a day or two of roughing it in hundred-degree heat, Amy might be ready to return to their comfortable house back in the States. They’d spent so much time planning their dream home and having it built after they got married. Who would have thought once they finally moved in, everything between them would start to fall apart?
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AFTER SETTING UP THEIR tent, Amy suggested that they check out the food and water situation, then rest in the shade until things started to cool off a bit.

We could rest now,” Elijah countered, eyeing her drawn features. “We’ve still got plenty of bottled water and energy bars in the packs.”

Amy shaded her eyes and peered at the afternoon sun, then glanced at her pale arms, which were already starting to redden despite the sunscreen she’d applied. “I guess so,” she said. “I do want to explore later, though.”

“Aren’t you tired?” Elijah asked, as they pulled out drinks and settled in the shade by the tent. “You didn’t sleep much on the flight, I thought you might want to nap until nightfall.”

“Yeah, I’m definitely a bit frazzled,” she admitted, “but I’m also way too wired to sleep right now, I’m afraid.”

Elijah made himself as comfortable as he could, opening the bottle of water and chugging half of it. He thought of all the places he’d rather be than here in the desert, hot as hell and sweating like a sinner in a summer revival tent.

Amy was looking around the place with an expression of fascination, clearly excited to be here despite her fatigue. Meanwhile, Elijah could barely peel the scowl off his face. Sometimes, it felt like that scowl had been permanently etched into his features for the past three years.

Coming back to this site was not having the effect on him Amy had probably hoped it would. All Elijah felt right now was a sort of dull self-loathing at everything he’d failed to accomplish in recent years, both in his professional and personal life.

You gave this up, said the ugly inner voice that delighted in pointing out his shortcomings. And for what?

After he’d married Amy, he went on a few digs—both here in Egypt, and elsewhere. When he came home, though, Amy always seemed distant. Elijah eventually decided to give up archaeological expeditions in favor of spending more time with his wife. It worked—for a while, at least.

Then Amy started pulling away again. She’d find all of these different causes to volunteer for. Charity events. Things that were undeniably noble, but that took her away from him.

While Amy was out trying to make a difference in the world, Elijah became more closed off. He’d stopped writing papers, and for a university-level professor in the sciences, that was a problem. An academic who didn’t do research had little chance of climbing the professional ladder. Fortunately, he’d already gotten tenure shortly before they married... but the warnings still came. Given the way academia was changing, he was skating on thin ice after years of career stagnation—tenure or no.

The thought of doing some research while he was here had crossed his mind. In fact, that’s how he’d managed to get time off to come in the first place—by convincing the head of the archeology department he’d have a research project ready to publish in the spring semester.

It could well be his last chance to avoid losing his job. And that was another thing he really didn’t want to tell Amy.

Elijah sat, silently cataloguing the damage he’d done to their future. Predictably, the more he stewed, the more irritated and emotional he got. He glanced at Amy sitting beside him. The enchanted expression on her face as she watched their surroundings just made him feel worse. Following her gaze, he tried to figure out what, precisely, she was staring at.

Across the esplanade from them, a woman who looked to be about nineteen sat between two young men, her arms linked with each of theirs. They were laughing. Talking. Happy.

Two men, both doting on the girl like she was the only woman in the world.

How the hell could they all be so happy when the world was falling down around them? Didn’t they get it? There were no happy endings in this life.

Amy was still watching them, her features growing wistful. Something about it made a hot, hard lump rise in Elijah’s chest. Weren’t things hard enough for just two people? He tried to rationalize it. The trio obviously wasn’t blood-related, but they could be college buddies. Maybe the guys were gay and she was just their friend. Maybe they were competing for her, and things would turn ugly once she chose between them. Maybe—

“What’s wrong?” Amy was staring at him now, rather than the laughing threesome. Whatever she saw on his face made her narrow her eyes. Her lips thinned.

Elijah looked around at all the people. The place really did look like a hippie camp. What the hell had Amy been thinking that made her want to come here?

His thoughts overflowed into words without his conscious decision. “Look at this place. Amy, this is crazy. Seriously. Why are we here?”

He hated the hurt that rose behind her green eyes, but her voice was tight and angry. “We’re here because you agreed to come. You said we could make a retreat. Get away from the world for a bit. How many times are we going to have this argument?”

“Do you even understand how hard it was for me to take time off?” The words were still coming, like a dam had been breached and was crumbling under the weight behind it. “I haven’t published a paper in two years. Dr. Stevens said... if I don’t publish before the year is out, he’s going to replace me, Amy.”

“What?” Amy’s expression morphed into shock. “You could lose your job?”

“Yeah.” Elijah stared down at his hands gripping the water bottle tightly. “Do you have any idea how much this trip is costing us? What if things really do start to fall apart around us? We put thousands of dollars into this trip—a big chunk of our savings is gone, and for what possible benefit?”

Amy’s face settled into taut lines, pale beneath her freckles. “For us. Our marriage. What’s that worth to you?” She scooted back a bit, crossing her arms over her chest in a self-protective gesture that made Elijah ache as she continued. “We have a baby on the way. Do you want to be a part of your child’s life? Because there are times I’m really starting to wonder if you do.”

His heart started to pound, defensive anger flaring. “Every single time, you have to bring up the baby. Nice.” He swallowed hard. “Yes, we have a child on the way. I think you’re the one who forgets that, not me. If you were really concerned about this child, you wouldn’t have dragged us halfway across the globe to the middle of nowhere in a Third World country! What if something goes wrong? And your practice? You’re abandoning it for god knows how long.”

“Don’t bring up my job, Elijah. My partners have things well under control. Besides, I’m not the one about to get fired.” 

Amy’s brow was furrowed, her chest heaving with her attempts to maintain control of her temper. Elijah knew that look, and right now, he didn’t care. No matter what he did, it would never be good enough. Whatever choice he made, it was always the wrong one. 

“Why can’t I be enough for you, Amy?” Elijah asked, his voice flat. “I gave up my career ambitions to spend more time with you, only for you to disappear into your charity work. I mean, helping strangers is great and all, but it sure as hell shows where your priorities lie. Namely, not with me. And now here we are, hanging out at the Saqqara Woodstock festival with a pair of fiddles while Rome burns around us. God, I’m such an idiot.”

His voice had risen as he spoke. He ran a hand over his face, only to find that he was shaking. Amy had already opened her mouth to say something angry or hurt or both, but the words seemed to lodge in her lungs as she looked past him. Elijah followed her gaze, and found that the woman from the happy hippie trio was approaching them with clear intent. She plopped down a couple of feet away without invitation, sitting with her legs crossed and her arms resting on her knees.

Elijah stared at her, struck as mute as Amy had been—hit by a combination of anger at having been interrupted and embarrassment at being caught having a private argument in a public place.

“Hi, I don’t think we’ve met,” said the young woman, whose tanned, faintly boyish features were topped with an unruly mass of brown hair. “I’m Shay. Is everything okay over here?”

Amy and Elijah flickered a glance at each other, embarrassment gaining the upper hand over ire.

“Um... yeah,” Amy said, red rising to her pale cheeks. “Sorry. Just a bit of a private disagreement.”

“Sure, I get it,” Shay said, no judgment in her tone. “It’s just that you guys were getting kinda loud. Lots of people here sleep during the day, to escape the heat and because most of the interesting stuff happens at night. We try not to disturb the informal siesta time if we can avoid it. Know what I mean?”

Elijah scrubbed a hand over his scalp, berating himself for needing etiquette lessons from a college kid. “You’re absolutely right to say something to us. This was my fault, and I apologize.”

Shay smiled. “No need for apologies. I just thought you two might want to know about the unofficial nap time.” 

She rubbed absently at her left forearm. The movement drew Elijah’s eye, and he noticed a path of needle tracks on the paler skin near her elbow. Shay followed his gaze, a strange smile tugging at her wide mouth.

“Problem?” she asked, her tone one of amusement.

Elijah realized how rudely he was staring, and immediately tried to backpedal. “Er... sorry, it’s none of my business,” he muttered.

The smile widened.

“You think I’m a junkie.” Shay blinked at him, and made an attempt to pull her expression into something more neutral. “Wow, you really are new here, I guess?”

Elijah glanced at Amy, who clearly shared his confusion, before turning back to face Shay. “Yes... we just got here an hour or so ago. Like I said, though—it’s none of our business.” 

“For fuck’s sake, dude,” she said, and her tone was almost pitying now. “Did you two do any research at all before you came out here? I’m not a user. I’m a donor.”
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AMY STARED AT SHAY, trying to keep up with the conversation despite her jet lag and roiling emotions after Elijah’s bombshell about his job. A donor? What the hell was that supposed to mean?

“You know... a blood donor.” Shay was looking at them like she was starting to think they were both mentally deficient. “For the people here who need it more than we do.”

Amy blinked, and a connection clicked into place in her overtired brain. At the same instant, a sinking feeling settled in her stomach. There were, broadly speaking, two kinds of reports to be found online about the peace communes popping up around the world—and about this one in particular.

The first type of story came from the news media, which reported factually about the existence and locations of the various groups camping at historical and spiritual sites. These reports were mostly couched in terms that made the places sound like long-term protest rallies, kind of like the Occupy movement that had briefly gained traction when Amy was younger. There were occasional interviews with people staying at the communes, usually short and carefully edited to convey sound bites about standing up for peace and love in a world gone mad with hate.

The second type came from dodgy websites and internet forums. They showed up in the first few pages of search results for things like ‘Saqqara commune’ and ‘world peace protests.’ Amy had stumbled across several of those when she’d gotten curious about the mainstream news stories. She’d skimmed them, rolled her eyes, and dismissed them as being the fevered imaginings of a bunch of crazy basement dwellers and fundamentalists.

Those kinds of forums were full of murmurs about cults. Whispers about demonic influence and unholy rituals. About... blood rituals. Brainwashing. Powerful figures drawing in unsuspecting, innocent people for their own nefarious purposes. Things that had seemed so at odds with the rational, idealistic people being interviewed on TV that Amy had scoffed and mashed the ‘back’ button, rolling her eyes at the seedy underbelly of the internet with its endless trolls and conspiracy theories.

Suddenly, they seemed less crazy. Holy crap. Had they been right? Had Elijah been right? Had she done something monumentally stupid, and dragged them both into danger? But Manisha seemed so nice... and she’d talked about them checking out the place for a day to decide if they wanted to stay or not—

Amy’s mouth opened and closed a couple of times before words came out. “You... take part in blood rituals?”

Shay scoffed. “Seriously, lady. I’d hardly call sterile needles and IV bags a blood ritual. You’re being a bit over-dramatic. Have you been reading the fundie forums online or something? Fire and brimstone, devil-worship, and all that shit? Look. You’ve only just gotten here. It’s pretty clear neither of you have a clue what’s going on in Saqqara, and all the other places where people are











[image: image]














d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
» J:»‘{A BESIZSE;{L[;G of i =
\TEFF£ Y

_.CIRCLE OF BLOOD BOOK SIX

{’ o \ 4 b s

7 e





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





