

            

                        [image: Cover]

            




	



[image: image]



 




Contents

	
	Chapter 1

	Chapter 2

	Chapter 3

	Chapter 4

	Chapter 5

	Chapter 6

	Chapter 7

	Chapter 8

	Chapter 9

	Chapter 10

	Chapter 11

	Chapter 12

	Chapter 13

	Chapter 14

	Chapter 15

	Chapter 16

	Chapter 17

	Copyright

	
		
		
Chapter 1

Thousands of years ago, a ruthless warrior conquered the entire world. The conqueror enslaved millions of people by controlling the elements with a mystical weapon. This weapon was a crystal worn on a necklace as a pendant, found in an ancient coffin that contained a magical treasure. As a full moon shone its light inside the coffin, the power of the crystal grew stronger. Strong enough for its power to spread across the planet. But when the slaves discovered that the crystal is what gives 
the conqueror the power of invincibility, they rebelled.

One night, a man named Nuru broke into the conqueror’s palace and stole the crystal. He used its power to escape the palace, bringing the coffin with him. When the slaves saw Nuru flying in the sky on the coffin, they broke into the palace and took their revenge against the one who enslaved them. Nuru flew to a beach where a ship waited for him. They sailed far out at sea to throw the coffin overboard so it could never be used again. They sailed until no island or ship was in sight and continued sailing to ensure no one would find them.

Three men sat on top of the coffin which they kept on the ship’s deck near the mast. Their captain was an average man, no older than forty. He had dark brown hair and a thick beard nearly reaching his chest. His name was Lamersekeni. He gazed at the sea and heard his men laughing behind his back. He turned and saw the men disrespecting the coffin by using it as a bench.

“Hey!” he snapped.

The men on the coffin stopped laughing as they heard their captain raise his voice at them. “Does that look like a chair to you three fools?” he asked with a frown.

“No,” said the man sitting in the middle.

“Then get off it and sit elsewhere,” Lamersekeni ordered.

After they got off the coffin, he looked at the other side of the ship and saw Nuru standing alone, facing away. Nuru was a skinny young man in his early twenties with long black hair. He wore around his neck the crystal necklace that he stole from the conqueror. Nuru constantly gazed at the sea. He felt guilty for leaving his enemy behind to be slaughtered.

“It is beautiful,” said Lamersekeni, standing alongside him. “But if you stare at it long enough, then you will grow bored of it.”


“I know what you mean,” Nuru replied.

“Then you should do something that isn’t wasting your time. Like helping the crew with the sail or keeping the deck clean. Anything is better than just staring at the sea all day for no reason.”

Nuru shook his head.

“Are you still thinking about it?” Lamersekeni questioned. “Leaving that monster behind?”

“No,” Nuru said.

“Only the heartless ones would find it easy to take a life and happily live with it. But you can’t deny that person did deserve it.”

They both gazed at the sea as thoughts spun around in their 
minds.

“Do you still think we should do this?” Nuru asked. “You think we should get rid of the coffin?”

“It’s too dangerous to be left in anyone’s hands.”

“But this power doesn’t just work for evil. It can be used for good as well.”

“True, but then one day, it will eventually fall into the hands of someone who will want to use it for their own gain. If we allow that to happen, there will be no one in the world who can stop them. We must get rid of it, or else it will come to that!”

Nuru closed his eyes in disappointment. He did not want to throw the coffin or the crystal away. He wanted to keep the crystal and use it to help people. “When do think we should do this?”

“We need to see the stars tonight to know where we are, then we’ll pick our destination. We’ll do it tomorrow morning, before heading back to land.”

As one of his men spilt a drink, he saw two of the crew members using the coffin as a table. Lamersekeni felt angry as his crew continued to disrespect the coffin.

“I’ll be back,” he said, then yelled at his men. “Hey, just what do you think you are doing?”

While the captain yelled at his crew, Nuru gazed at the sea. 
He thought deeply about what he should do with both the crystal and the coffin. He wanted to keep them but knew that Lamersekeni was right. Eventually, they would fall into the hands of someone evil.

They waited until night and continued to sail as far as they could. The sky was clear and the stars were out. Lamersekeni slept at the bow of the ship with a few of his crew members, while the rest of them slept on deck. Nuru slept next to the coffin. They were all covered in blankets as it was so cold out at sea. Nuru slept with the necklace on. The crystal began to glow as it gave him a dream.

In his dream, Nuru was standing at the bottom of the sea. Wondering what was going on, Nuru looked at his hands and realised he was breathing underwater. A fish swam towards him. He stayed still and watched as it swam through his chest. It went straight through his body as if he was a ghost. When he turned around, the fish swam away. Nuru tried to speak, but he could not make a sound or see any bubbles come out of his mouth. He looked back at his hands and thought he was dead.

A light appeared on his left. Nuru looked towards it and saw a man swimming towards the bottom of the ocean. He went over to where the man was swimming and had a closer look at him. The man was wearing a diving suit and was digging up something big from beneath the sand. The diver’s name was Coop Carter. Nuru had never seen anything like the suit that he was wearing. Coop continued wiping sand away and paid no attention to him. Nuru tried to touch Coop’s shoulder, but his hand went straight through him. After Coop finished wiping the sand away, he flashed his torch at the object he was digging up.

“Are you guys seeing this?” asked Coop, speaking with an American accent.

Nuru didn’t understand him as he doesn’t speak English. He looked at what Coop was flashing the torch at. He saw symbols carved in stone. Nuru looked closer and recognised them from the coffin. Eyes wide open, Nuru stared intensely in shock. He realised that someone had found a way down to the bottom of the sea and discovered it. Their plan to throw the coffin overboard to stop anyone from getting their hands on the coffin has failed.

As he stared at it, he suddenly heard Lamersekeni calling his name. “Nuru, Nuru!”

When Nuru woke up, Lamersekeni was standing in front of him. The crew were all getting up too. “It’s time,” said Lamersekeni, helping him stand up.

They pushed the coffin to the edge of the ship. The whole crew stood around it, waiting for their captain to make his decision. He and Nuru were standing next to each other in front of the coffin.

“What if this doesn’t work?” asked Nuru.

“It will,” Lamersekeni replied.

Nuru thought about the dream he had. He knows that one day someone will discover it. “But what if it doesn’t?” he continued. “What if someone does find a way down there and brings it back?”


“That’s impossible. It will be lost at the bottom of the sea. No one can ever go there.”

“Not yet, but one day someone might.”

“But until then, it will be in a place that no one can reach it. Somewhere that no one can ever lay their eyes on it. That’s all that matters.” He looked at his men and nodded his head.

He and Nuru stood back as the crew pushed the coffin overboard and into the sea. They all stood by the edge and watched it sink. Lamersekeni now felt as if he had made a terrible mistake. “Nuru, why’d you ask if someone could find it one day?”

He thought about telling him of his dream but hesitated. He knew Lamersekeni would tell him that it was just a dream. “Because one day, we might discover a way of breathing underwater. When that day comes, the coffin will be within reach.”

Lamersekeni was now regretting his decision to push the coffin overboard. “What do you think will happen then?”

The sun was rising behind them as Nuru looked up to the sky. “Then God help us all.”

The coffin continued to sink until it reached the ocean floor. There it remained for thousands of years. As time passed, it became buried until it was completely covered in sand. The man named Coop Carter swam towards the coffin and began to dig it up. Nuru’s dream was coming true.

“Are you guys seeing this?” Coop asked, flashing his torch at the coffin.

Now, in modern Tenerife, people were swimming in the ocean and sunbathing on the beach. Two men with a guitar and a xylophone instrument were playing music on the street. Children made sandcastles together. Families were shopping, couples were strolling on the paths and people ate together. One man named Jack Thomas was going for a morning run. Jack was a fit young man in his early thirties and no more than six feet tall with short black hair. He was topless with only black shorts, white trainers and a digital watch on his right arm. Jack was sweating from all the running he had done and still didn’t feel tired. He looked at his watch and he’s been running for over an hour.

Jack was amazed by how long he had been running at such a fast pace. He still didn’t feel tired or out of breath. He ran faster as he headed back to his hotel. He ran past a bench that had two beautiful young women sitting on it. They both watched as he ran past and a yellow ball rolled on the path in front of him. He didn’t slow down. A boy stood in his way. As the boy picked the ball up, Jack decided to jump over him. When the boy saw Jack’s shadow go past, he looked back and saw him running away down the street. Jack saw a couple in front of him going for a jog together. As he ran past them, they were shocked at how much faster he was. They both looked at each other speechlessly and started running faster. They tried to catch up with him, but he was already too far ahead. He ran past a corner and saw a crowd standing in his way. He slowed down as they were blocking his path and saw more room on the beach to run on. He jumped over a bench and onto the beach to get past the crowd. He ran past four young men doing push ups for a competition and ran until he was back on the path. He reached a hill with parked cars and traffic all around. He continued to run as fast as he could up the hill.

Most of the parked cars were taxis. The rest belonged to local residents. Jack ran past a family that was getting out of a taxi with bags and suitcases. He continued running until he got to his hotel. Most of it was painted white and had walls all around it. Jack jumped over the wall and continued his run. He ran to the pool. More than twenty adults were sunbathing. Some children were playing in the pool when they saw Jack coming. He quickly ran to the pool and jumped as high as he could into it. Everyone watched as he made a big splash that was loud enough to get their attention. He stayed under the water at the bottom of the pool for nearly a minute. Some of the parents were beginning to worry that he was drowning. When Jack finally brought his head out of the water, he took in a deep breath. He relaxed as he laid back and floated in the pool. Jack was feeling more alive now than he has ever felt in his whole life.

In America, there is a deep underground base called the Ring Corporation. Inside the base were long white and silver corridors with bright lights. At the end of one of these corridors was a lab. Three people were inside it. One of them was working in an office at the back of the lab while the other two were opposite, working alongside each other on their computers. One of them was a half black woman named Carmen Williams. She was in her early thirties and had long red hair that went nearly halfway down her back. The other was her best friend, Marcus Smith. He was an average man the same age as Carmen and was no fitter than her. Marcus was working on his computer and listening to music on his headphones.


Between them was a thick grey metal door beneath a screen, opened by control panels on either side. Behind Carmen and Marcus on the left side of the lab was an office with a man sitting behind a desk. The man was Professor Oliver, a tall skinny man in his mid-sixties. He worked alone on his computer in complete silence. On his desk near the computer was an iPad and his phone. He, Marcus and Carmen were all dressed in black clothes beneath their lab coats. Professor Oliver checked the time on his screen. It had gone past two in the afternoon.

He continued working when Marcus’s music distracted Carmen. She looked at him and could see that he was enjoying himself. Carmen felt mad when she realised that Marcus was working and playing music. She looked back at her screen and tried to ignore him.

The door next to Professor Oliver’s office quietly opened. A blonde woman in her early fifties entered the lab. Her name was Jenny Morgan, and she came in so quietly that none of them knew she was there. As she looked at them, she could see that they were all focused on their work. She looked at Professor Oliver through the glass door. He had no idea that she was there. She decided to send him a message and then watched him read it.

“Is this what you all look like whenever I’m not here?”

He looked up to the door and saw Jenny smiling and waving. Oliver smiled back, glad to see her. He left his office and they both gave each other a hug. “I thought you were still on holiday,” said Oliver.

When Carmen heard them speaking, she turned around and was surprised to see her. “I was,” said Jenny. “But General Davies called me back a week early for some reason.”

“Jenny,” said Carmen, getting off her chair to stand next to them while Marcus continued listening to music on his headphones.

“Hi Carmen,” Jenny replied, smiling back. They both hugged.

“I thought you weren’t going to be back for another week or two.”

“I went for three days when it was actually meant to be ten.”

Marcus looked at Carmen’s chair and was confused to see it empty. He took his headphones off and got up to speak with them. He was also stunned to see her there.

“General Davies better have one hell of a bloody good reason for this,” Jenny continued. “I am telling you that now.”

“He called you back a week early?” Carmen hissed. “He can do that?”

“Well, he is however our boss,” said Oliver. “And a proper general.”


“Which kind of means he can do whatever he wants,” Jenny added.

Carmen chuckled. “Are you serious?”

“Knowing them, they’re always serious,” said Marcus.

“And hello to you too, Marcus,” Jenny said sarcastically.

Marcus stood next to Carmen with his headphones around his neck. “So, what do you think the reason for calling you back is? General or not, whatever it is, it’ll have to be important to call you back from your holiday.”

“Let’s ask him that,” Jenny replied.

They all went to the general’s office and sat at a large wooden table in the centre of the room. On the wall was a large screen with over a dozen videos of war playing all at once.

“Ever since the world has had nuclear weapons, there have been fewer wars and more crimes instead,” General Davies explained. He was standing in front of the screen with his back to them.

“The reason for that is not just because people want to avoid the danger that nuclear war poses, but also because they have other ways of getting what they want. Kill whoever they want and get whatever they want. That is the reason why there are fewer wars and more crimes now. Sometimes, they achieve their goals by simply using the most advanced technology that they can come by. Which is what we are meant to be doing. We are meant to be using the most advanced science we can invent in order to help us reach our goals.”

He switched the screen off and turned to face them. General Davies had the appearance of a young black man with short hair. He wore a black uniform with a mass of medals on his chest. He sat at the end of the table and clasped his hands together.

“That’s why I had you start this project of ours two years ago,” he continued. “So that we would be prepared for anything that comes our way and be able to take on any enemy we might have. And so far, all that you people are telling me is that it still isn’t ready yet.”

“We still haven’t tested it yet, General,” Oliver replied.

“Now is the time.”

“Well, is there a reason for this General?” Carmen asked.

“It’s been over two years. I find that reason alone good enough.”

“You do know we will need some test subjects to test it on first,” Marcus added.

“That’s where our holiday friend comes in,” said General Davies, smiling at Jenny.


“Excuse me?” she chuckled.

“You heard me,” Davies continued. “We need some people to test it on. You can find the right people better than anyone else. So, we’ll need you to fetch them for us.”

Jenny’s mind went blank. She realised that General Davies had called her back from her holiday only to get him some test subjects for his experiment.

“I’m sorry,” she laughed. “I was on holiday this morning, the best I’ve been on in a while, General. Are you saying you’ve called me back here a week early, just to fetch you a bunch of lab rats for your crazy experiment? Is that what you are telling me here?”

“No,” Davies answered, “not since you said it for me.”

Jenny was stunned. She looked at the rest of them in shock.

“Ouch,” Marcus added, trying not to smile.

“How many people do you think we’ll need for it, Professor?” Davies demanded.

“About three or five of them,” Oliver answered. “And you know as well as me that they will all need to be people who are physically active.”

“Then it’s a good thing we have our holiday friend here to help us with that,” said Davies, smiling.

Jenny rolled her eyes at him before looking away. “Unbelievable.”

“I expect the two of you to get it working as well as you can get it,” said Davies, looking at Carmen and Marcus. “Which means I need you to go over every program, check every cable, all of it. I want you to make it as secure as you can get it as if it was you that we’re testing it on.”

“That’s going to take a while,” said Carmen.

“How long?” Davies questioned.

Carmen shrugged her shoulders. “My best guess is two or three days.”

“You hear that Jenny? That’s how long you have to get the right people we need.”

“That’s not going to be a problem,” Jenny replied.

“Good. Then a few days from now, we’ll finally take the world’s technology to the next level.”

They were all silent for a few moments. General Davies took in a deep breath before getting up. “I think we better get started.”

		
	
		

Chapter 2

A commercial airliner landed in New York. After the passengers got off the plane, they went to get their bags and suitcases from the carousel. A red suitcase came out. A man in a black leather jacket picked it up. It was Jack. He was also carrying a grey backpack over his shoulder as he strolled through the airport. Jack had a bronze tan from the time he spent in Tenerife. He went passed a toy machine with a child playing on it before passing a queue of people waiting to board another airplane. He saw a family sitting down and eating food. A security guard returned to duty and other passengers were leaving the airport.

When Jack got outside, he whistled to hail a taxi. One pulled over and the driver put his suitcase in the boot for him while Jack got in the back seat. As they left, another plane took off. On the way to Jack’s house, he saw people on the pavement walking their dogs. He continued to watch and saw a family having a barbeque in their front yard. Jack smiled when he saw the people having a good time and enjoying themselves. After the taxi stopped in front of Jack’s house, the driver got his suitcase out for him. Jack paid him and made his way to the house as the taxi left. Jack stopped for a moment to take a good look at his home. He was glad to be there. No one had been there in weeks as he had been on holiday.

Jack went inside. The first thing he did was leave his backpack near the front door with his suitcase. He went into the living room and the walls were painted cream. Two brown sofas were in the room with a side table between them. The remotes for the large TV that was on the other side of the room was on the table. The house phone was near the remotes. Jack switched the plugs on before switching on the TV. He sat down and the first thing he saw on TV was Doctor Who. Jack picked up the remotes to change the channel and saw Fast and Furious on TV. He changed it again and saw Tom and Jerry. Jack rolled his eyes and looked away when he saw a kid’s program. He changed the channel without looking. The Lord of the Rings was on and Jack recognised the sound of it instantly. He had seen it plenty of times and had no intention of watching it again. He continued changing the channel without looking and heard a horse race starting. Jack looked at the TV and a race was on. He put the remote down and left it on that channel as he had not seen it in a while. Jack played the messages on the house phone. He had two voice messages. The first message was from Jack’s mother. He listened to it while watching the horse race.

“Jack, I know you’re not there yet, but I left this in case you forgot to switch your phone on when getting off the plane. Just know, I’ve booked you that meeting you wanted with the people who can start a marathon business for you. Billy called yesterday, saying he had been trying to get hold of you. So, when you get the chance speak to him. It sounded serious. Phone me back when you can. Bye.”

When the message finished, the next one played. It was his friend Billy Watson.

“Hey Sherlock. Soldier Watson calling and reporting for duty.”

Jack smiled, knowing Billy was going to be funny.

“Anyway, I have a proposition for you. Since I know you like running. Well, there’s a big race coming up in China soon. I’ll message you the details when I know you’re there, but it’s something I need to win. Do you know my cousin? She crashed her car last week and is now in a coma. I can’t afford the hospital bills. On top of that, she crashed her car into someone else’s, who is going to want her to pay them back for the damage she did. Now that’s already thousands and it’s not the end of it. Before my cousin crashed her car, she was already having trouble with her house bills just before she lost her job.”

The horse race had finished. A girl won it.

“Just to be a little sure I win, I was hoping you would come and do it as well. So, phone me back when you get this. If I don’t answer, it’s probably because I’m busy training for it. See you soon, Sherlock.”

When the message finished, Jack took his phone out of his jacket and rang his mother back. The girl who won the horse race was showing her trophy to the crowd.

“Hello,” said Jack’s mother.

“It’s me,” Jack replied, getting off the sofa and leaving the living room. “So, when did you get that meeting booked for me?”

He left the TV on and the girl was trying to get past the crowd.

The winner of the horse race was a girl named Emily Collins. She was a blonde girl in her late twenties. Emily enjoyed the crowd’s round of applause after winning the race. As she went past her fans, some were wanting to talk to her. The one further in front of her was an old friend. Her name was Felicia Hamman. Felicia was a Black girl, the same age as Emily. She was waiting for her to come closer. When Emily got there, Felicia unexpectedly waved to her. “Hey Emily,” she said, smiling.


“Felicia! Long time no see.”

They both shook hands and walked together as they went past the crowd. “So, what brings you here?” asked Emily, holding the trophy with both hands.

“I heard about the race. It’s not like I was going to miss your big win now, was I?”

“Thanks! What about you? How are you keeping?”

Felicia looked at the skybox and saw only one person inside. “Things are great. And I already know how you’re doing.”

Emily showed her the trophy before looking at the crowd that was all around them. “I guess you do.”

“Well, anyway. There’s someone special here that I need you to meet.”

“Who?” asked Emily.

Felicia tilted her head to the side as a sign for her to follow. She led Emily to the skybox and saw a woman in a grey coat with her back to them. Felicia stayed by the entrance and waited until Emily had entered the room. She frowned in confusion when she saw only one person there. Before Emily could say anything, Felicia slammed the door and locked her in. Emily jumped and quickly turned around when the door slammed behind her back. She heard Felicia locking it from the other side to stop her from leaving. The woman by the window stayed calm, not moving a muscle. Emily began to feel scared as she was locked in the skybox with this woman she had never met.

“Hello,” she said, turning to face her. “A friend of Felicia’s, are you?”

“Not really,” the woman replied, keeping her back to her. “I only met her a few hours ago.”

“Then who are you? What do you want?”

The woman turned around and looked over her shoulder at Emily. The mysterious woman was Jenny. Emily didn’t recognise her. “My name is Jenny Morgan,” she said, giving her a faint smile. “And I’m going to need you to come with me.”

In a New York City gym, dozens of people were training. In the centre of the gym, two guys were doing bench presses for a competition. They were trying to see who’s the strongest person there while another guy between them counted how many they each did. On one side of the gym, over a dozen men and women were on exercise bikes. On the other side of the gym, over two dozen people were doing workouts with weights while the rest did callisthenic exercises. Everyone there was watching the two men in the middle compete, inspired to put more effort into their workouts. One of the men competing worked there as a gym trainer. His name was Tommy Jones. The other gym member was Drake Woodward. They were both in their mid-thirties and over six feet tall. The gym trainer between them was Jerry Edward, a young man in his early twenties who didn’t exercise a lot. Drake was a White, blonde man with tattoos all over, while Tommy was a Black man with short black hair and no tattoos. Both Tommy and Drake were exhausted and were unable to do much more.

“Thirty-four,” Jerry counted as Drake did another bench press.

Tommy held the bar steady as he did another one. “Thirty-four,” Jerry repeated.

Drake lifted the bar again. “Thirty-five,” Jerry counted.

One of the guys doing pull ups was watching them while struggling to hold onto the bar. Tommy did another bench press while the man pulled himself up. “Thirty-five,” Jerry repeated.

As Drake barely managed another one, Jerry watched and wondered whether or not he could do it. He lifted the bar and the people on the bikes began to cycle faster. “Now that’s thirty-six,” said Jerry, turning to look at Tommy.

He lowered the bar and struggled to do another press. “And that’s thirty-six again!” said Jerry with excitement.

Drake lowered the bar to his chest and tried to do another one. All the people around them were putting their best efforts into their exercises as they watched Drake and Tommy put so much effort into theirs. Drake was barely able to do one more. His arms were now shaking. “There’s thirty-seven to Drake,” said Jerry.

Tommy managed to do another one, with his arms shaking too. “That’s thirty-seven to Tommy!” Jerry counted.

Drake was disappointed when he heard Jerry repeat the number. He had sweat all over his face and was struggling to hold the bar up. “Well, big boy,” said Jerry, stepping closer. “Do you think you can do one more, or is that it?”

Drake lowered the bar to his chest and tried to do another. His face turned red as if his head were about to explode. As he lifted the bar halfway up, he began to scream in pain, unable to lift it. The bar went back down to his chest and Jerry helped him put it back on the stand. Tommy still had the bar in his hands and was bracing himself to do another one. Jerry went to stand near him while Drake sat up and watched. The people on the exercise bikes were cycling at their fastest as they all wondered if Tommy would be able to lift it. He lowered the bar until it touched his chest and slowly lifted it. A guy doing curls was watching, inspired to keep trying harder.

“Come on!” said Jerry, hoping he wins. “Come on! Come on!”

Drake was hoping Tommy would fail, otherwise he would lose the competition. Everyone watched him, inspired. Tommy barely managed to fully lift the bar.

“He did it!” Jerry yelled in excitement. “He did thirty-eight of them, ha!” He helped Tommy put the bar back on the stand and gave him a towel to wipe the sweat off his face. “I knew you could do it, man.”

Drake felt angry. He got up and looked away. When Tommy sat up and looked around, everyone had stopped watching him. He was disappointed as he was expecting a round of applause for winning the competition. He got nothing but silence from them. He looked at Drake and saw Jerry walk up to him.

“I guess this means we gym trainers are stronger than you gym losers,” said Jerry, standing up to him. “You gym loser.” Jerry began walking backwards and away from him while sticking his thumbs down.

“Whatever you little freak,” said Drake, leaning against a treadmill.

“Don’t take it personally,” said Tommy, raising his voice. “There’s always next time. Who knows? Maybe next time you’ll win.”

Drake laughed. “I will. The only reason you won this time is because I had already worn myself out before we started.” Drake stopped leaning against the machine and went to stand right in front of him. “Next time, I’m going to crush your bones to dust, boy.”

Tommy gave him an angry look as Drake walked away and made fun of him. He wished he didn’t try to cheer Drake up, as all he did in return was make him feel worse. Tommy leaned forward, putting both hands on his knees, and felt his chest aching.

“You have looked better,” said Jerry, standing near the bench.

Tommy chuckled. “How would you feel if you had just done all that?”

Jerry looked at the number of weights that were on the bars and knew he’d never be able to do the workout they’ve just done. “I’d probably feel like I’m dying.”

“And yet I don’t, so I guess that means I’m doing pretty good, right?”

“Right,” Jerry replied.


Tommy got up to change. Once Tommy was gone, Jerry laid flat on the bench and put both hands on the bar. He tried to lift it. Not only couldn’t he do a bench press, but he couldn’t even lift one side of the bar off the stands. Everyone relaxed their exercises as they no longer had Tommy or Drake to encourage them. Tommy went to have a long, warm shower. Once he finished, he went into the changing room with only a towel wrapped around his waist. As he stretched his arms back to stretch his chest, he saw Jenny standing on the other side of the room.

“Hello Mr Jones,” she said with her hands in her pockets.

Tommy was surprised to see a woman in the men’s changing room. “My name is Jenny Morgan. I’m going to need you to come with me.”

Tommy’s towel fell off and Jenny saw him naked. “Hello to you too,” she said, smile widening.

A cargo ship was far out at sea with a crane hanging over the side. The crew were hoisting a large heavy object from the water. Most of the crew were standing on deck at the side of the ship waiting to see the object. A tall skinny crew member named Sam Hunter yawned, tired of waiting to see what was going to come out of the water. Next to him was his girlfriend, Martha Pierce. Martha was a skinny blonde woman in her late thirties. She zipped her grey hoodie up as she began to feel the cold from standing outside all day. Some of the crew members were passing each other cigarettes and smoking while they waited.

“I am getting pretty sick of this,” Martha admitted.

“You’re telling me,” Sam replied. “I’ve been standing out here for like an hour longer than you.”

A crew member named Adam Miller went to stand next to them. Adam was in his early thirties and was the fittest person onboard. He wore tight black jeans, a black leather jacket and a grey tight sweater that his muscles were easily bugling through. Adam took out his phone to check the time. It had gone half three in the afternoon. He shook his head before looking back at the water. “How much longer do think this is going to take?”

Sam shrugged his shoulders. “It can’t be much longer.”

“Well, either way,” said Adam, putting his phone away. “He better come back up pretty soon.”

“What makes you say that?” Martha asked.

“Well, think about it. You both know as well as I do, that all diving suits only have a certain amount of air in it. Now, considering how long Coop’s been down there, he hasn’t got much left. Only a matter of minutes, if that. And when you run out of air, you’ll first pass out, then you die. So, like I said, he better be coming up soon, at least for his sake anyway.”

They all looked back at the water and continued to wait. The crane is pulling the coffin out of the sea. Coop was on top of it. He kept one hand on the cable that was wrapped around the coffin to be sure he didn’t slip off it. Coop’s face began to turn red as he struggled to breath, struggling to stay calm while running short of air. His mask steamed up and he could barely see through it. When the crane finally pulled him up out of the water, he quickly took the mask off and calmed down. Most of the crew were relieved to see him. Coop smiled and waved to everyone on deck while some waved back. Coop turned around and jokingly shook his butt at them. They all laughed at him. Adam smiled as Sam and Martha laughed. The captain watched Coop and the crew from the wheelhouse. The captain’s name was Quill, an overweight man in his late sixties. Quill exited the wheelhouse and watched the crane haul the coffin aboard. The crew all stood around, observing it. Coop jumped off the coffin and took his gloves off. Coop Carter was a blonde man nearly six feet tall and was no older than Adam.

They all knew they had made an exciting discovery. Quill went to have a closer look at the coffin. Coop stopped smiling when he saw him. He disliked Quill and knew he was going to want all the credit for finding the coffin. Some of the crew stepped aside to make way for him and watched as Quill gazed at it.

“So, what do you think, Captain Quill?” Coop asked sarcastically.

“Well, Mr Carter,” Quill replied. “It is some kind of ancient coffin of some sort.”

Coop rolled his eyes at him and looked away.

“I thought coffins were only big enough for one person,” said Sam, “not three or four. You might be able to fit five or even seven in there.”

“Yeah,” Martha agreed, “plus, don’t the ancient ones usually have one of those stupid Pharaoh faces on the top with their arms crossed?”

“Oh, you mean like this?” asked Sam, crossing his arms. He looked up at the sky and kept a straight face, pretending to be a statue.

“Stop messing around, guys,” Adam ordered. “More to the point, I think we should check to see if there’s anything else down there.”

Martha looked at Sam. He was still staring at the sky. She gently elbowed him in the stomach to get him to pay attention.

“Maybe,” said Quill, “but not today.”


“Okay,” Coop whispered. He looked back at the sea to avoid looking at their captain.

Quill gently put his hand on the top of the coffin, feeling the smooth surface of it. Adam wondered what their captain was thinking as he stroked the coffin like a pet. “What are you thinking about doing with it then?”

“I’m not sure yet, I wasn’t expecting us to find anything like this.”

“Were you expecting something else?” asked Martha.

“Let me guess,” said Coop grinning. “You were expecting to find a wooden box with a treasure inside, weren’t you?”

Some of the crew laughed. Quill was angry when he heard them laughing behind his back. He felt like they were laughing at him, not at Coop’s joke. “Maybe,” he said, keeping his eyes on the coffin. “Or maybe a part of an old sunken ship, or an old cannon.”

“And yet, we found this instead,” Coop continued. “An ancient coffin. Now judging from all the sand I had to dig it out of, I’m guessing it’s been down there for the last three or four thousand years.”

“At least,” Adam interrupted. “But I don’t understand all these strange symbols that are all over it.”

Coop looked back at the coffin to get a clear view of the symbols. They were unlike anything he had ever seen before. The coffin was decorated with warriors on it. They weren’t humans, but animals dressed in armour. On the front of the coffin was a large picture of a giant city with land in front of it.

“These pictures are strange ones,” Adam admitted. “It doesn’t look like it’s from ancient Egypt or China. It’s almost like it comes from somewhere else entirely.”

“Then where?” Coop questioned.

Adam shrugged his shoulders. “I wish I knew, but that would explain why there isn’t a picture of a pharaoh on the top of it.”

Quill took his hand off the coffin and looked back at the crew. “Look, it’s too early to know anything about it for sure. For now, I think we should all just calm down! It’s not like we’re going to do anything with it today, so let’s just get back to work, shall we? I want these straps taken off. Someone needs to sort that crane out and we need to get underway.”

“Come on everyone!” Adam yelled, “you heard the captain, let’s go!”

While most of the crew went back to work, Coop had a better look at the camera on the diving suit. “Coop!” Quill called. “I want that diving gear washed and cleaned before you bring it back to my office to be put away.” He walked past Coop and made his way back to the wheelhouse.

“Yes sir,” Coop whispered, angry at how Quill spoke to him. He watched Quill walk away.

Adam went to stand next to him. “What else was down there? Any ruins?”

“No,” Coop answered, “and before you ask, there weren’t any skeletons down there either.”

Adam laughed. “I know there weren’t any skeletons down there, Coop. Even if there once were, they would have decomposed a long time ago from just being in the water for so long. What I meant was 
did you see anything else? Like any parts of a statue or something, or any other giant lumps of sand that something else might be buried under.”

When Quill entered the wheelhouse, Coop stopped watching him. “Why don’t you have a look yourself?” Coop took the camera off the helmet.

“I thought that belonged to Quill?”

“Then you thought right, but it’s ours for a couple of hours until I get it all nice and spotless. So, let’s use that time to download what’s on it onto one of our phones or a memory stick.”

Adam smiled. He liked Coop’s idea and wanted to see what he had found at the bottom of the ocean.

“You’ll need to be quick though, since I’ll need to wash it 
too.” Coop passed him the camera. “Don’t mention this to the others, okay?”

“Why not?” Adam questioned suspiciously.

Coop looked around to make sure no one else was listening. “Because if there are any more down there, then everyone else might think we’re about to fetch them ourselves. They’ll wonder what other reason there could be for having our own video.”

Coop went to take the suit off while Adam went to download the video from the camera onto his phone. They unstrapped the coffin from the crane and were sailing back home.

It was seven in the morning, and Jack was still in bed. His bedroom walls were white as was the ceiling. He slept on a king sized bed with a red blanket over him. Jack woke up as the alarm on his phone went off. He reached over to the wooden bed side table to grab it. When Jack stopped the alarm, he remembered he had a meeting that day.


Suddenly filled with panic, Jack got out of bed to get ready for the big day he had ahead of him. He went into the bathroom to wash and get ready. Less than half an hour later, he had put his new business suit on and went into the kitchen. He picked up his wallet, keys and a remote for the garage off the table. Rushing as he left, he locked the doors and stood in front of the garage. He opened the door with the remote. In the middle of the garage was his red and black Dodge Charger. Behind the car was a workbench with tools and a hosepipe on the floor. Jack was glad to see his car again as the garage door fully opened. He jumped in the driver seat and left with the doors automatically closing behind him.

As Jack drove through the city, his phone rang. He checked to see who it was before answering. It was his mother. “Yeah,” Jack answered. “I am on my way there right now. Don’t worry, I’m sure things will work out. Most of the people there are already running or taking part in a charity or fundraiser. I’m sure this will be a day to remember.”

A black limo was parked near the entrance of a tall glass building. After Jack parked his car in front of the limo, he got out and rushed to the building. While Jack was walking, he looked back to lock his car. Once he had put the keys away, he started writing a message to his mother.

A man in a black suit and sunglasses stepped in Jack’s way. 
“Mr Thomas,” he called, clasping his hands together.

Jack stopped typing to look at who just called his name. Jack guessed him to be an average man in his late forties, no taller than him, but with his black hair combed back. “Mr Jack Thomas?” he repeated.

“Yes,” Jack answered, putting his phone away. “Do I know you?”

“No, you don’t, sir. But you will. My name is Simon Andrews, but you can call me your new driver.”

“My new driver?”

“To drive you to where you need to go, Mr Thomas.”

“I already know where I need to go, thank you. Right through those doors and into the elevator.”

“Plans have changed, sir. I’ve been told to tell you that your meeting is somewhere else now. I’m here to take you there.” Simon looked at the limo.

As Jack turned around to look at what Simon was gazing at, he saw the limo door open. Jack was suspicious when he saw the door open by itself. He felt as if someone was trying to trick him. But Jack realized that Simon knew about the meeting even though he didn’t mention it to him. How else could Simon know about it if he hadn’t been told by someone he was meeting with?

Jack assumed Simon must be telling the truth. He knew Jack’s name and when he’d be there. Jack decided to make his way to the limo. Simon followed him. Jack had a look inside before getting in. He saw Jenny, Emily and Tommy sitting in the back. Jack was confused as no one in the limo was professionally dressed. Jenny was wearing her usual black clothes and grey coat, while Emily was wearing a red bomber jacket and blue jeans. Tommy wore a black jumper with grey tracksuit bottoms and white trainers.

“Well, get in,” said Jenny.

When Jack got inside, Simon closed the door behind him and got in the driver’s seat. After they left, another man professionally dressed like Simon went to Jack’s car and took out his own set of keys to unlock it. He got in and drove in the opposite direction to the limo. Everyone in the limo was quiet.

Jack was tired of waiting for one of them to speak. “So, where 
is this meeting going to be?” he asked, crossing his legs to get comfortable.

No one answered. He sat there and watched all three of them as they looked through separate windows. “Hello,” Jack continued, waving his hand at them, “is anyone home?”

Emily and Tommy both looked at Jenny and waited for her to answer Jack’s question. “Let’s just say we’re all going for a long drive,” she answered.

“How long?”

“I’m not sure, but I know that at a steady speed, it’s like a few hours away.”

Jack laughed in disbelief. “Seriously?”

“Yeah,” Jenny answered, smiling back at him. “Seriously. It’s a few hours away.”

“I think you mean, it’s another few more hours,” said Emily. She looked out the window feeling tired.

Jack was becoming very suspicious of them. “Who are you people?”

“My name is Jenny Morgan. This is Tommy Jones and Emily Collins. Tommy, Emily, this is Jack Thomas.”

Emily waved to Jack. Tommy only smiled at him before looking back out the window.

“Okay. Where are we really going?” Jack repeated.

“To where I work,” Jenny answered.


“Where is that, exactly?” Tommy questioned. “Considering I’m sick of wondering.”

“It’ll be a lot easier if you just wait and see.”

“Wait,” Jack interrupted. “Are you two saying you don’t know where we’re going either?”

“No idea,” Emily answered. “She won’t tell us anything. All she’s willing to tell us is we’re going for a long drive. I’ve already been in here for like an hour and a half.”

“I’ve probably been in here for an hour by now,” Tommy added.

Jenny realised that they were all becoming very suspicious of her. “Look, I’m sorry that I can’t tell you anything right now. But when we get there, you can ask whatever you want. Okay?”

“Okay,” said Jack, frowning in confusion. “But can you at least tell us why it’s so far away?”

Jenny shook her head. “Not yet, no.”

Emily rolled her eyes and looked back out of the window. She knew that Jenny wouldn’t answer Jack’s question. “No, I didn’t think you would. In fact, I just knew you couldn’t.”

“Emily Collins, why does that name ring a bell?” Jack asked.

“She’s been on TV before,” Jenny answered.

“I’m a horse racer,” said Emily. “I do horse racing for a living.”

“Weren’t you on TV yesterday?”

“That was when I met her,” said Emily, pointing her thumb at Jenny.

“And you?” Jack asked, looking at Tommy.

“I’m a gym trainer,” said Tommy. “What about you then Jack? What do you do for a living?”

“I work in charities and fundraisers, but now I’m looking for a job I can make a better living out of. Speaking of which, I thought that’s why I am here, isn’t it?”

“It is,” Jenny said. She couldn’t tell them the truth yet.

The group started to get comfortable in their seats. Jack was feeling even more suspicious. “We’re not really going to be in here for a couple of hours, are we?”

“Like I said,” Emily continued, “I’ve been in here for over one and a half hours. Tommy’s been in here for over an hour. So yeah, I think we are going for a long ride.”

“But why has there been a change of plans? Why aren’t we having the meeting in the building?”

“Because the person you’re meeting has gone elsewhere,” Jenny lied. “But he said he’s still willing to have the interview if we go to him.”


“Then why can’t you just tell us where it is?” Jack questioned suspiciously.

“Ask him that when we get there,” said Jenny. “So, I would get comfortable if I was you, Jack.”

They all stopped talking. Jack sat back and tried to relax. He looked out the window and could not stop wondering where they were going. When Simon realised that everyone in the back was no longer speaking, he switched the radio on to avoid a long uncomfortable silence. The song Throw Your Hands Up started playing. The passengers were not expecting to hear music as they all thought they were going to have a long, boring trip. Simon enjoyed listening to it as he continued to drive through the city.

Quill’s ship returned to New York and moored in a seaport. Hundreds of containers were stored near the huge warehouse where they worked. Once most of the crew were off board, Quill drove a truck onto the ship. He switched the engine off and waited for his men to use the crane to hoist the coffin onto the back of the truck. Once the crane had lowered it, two men began unstrapping the coffin from the crane. Quill leaned his head out the window to see if his men had finished. Once the straps were loose, one of the men double tapped the back of the truck to let the driver know that they were off. Quill switched the engine back on. He drove the coffin into the warehouse and went past hundreds of wooden crates. He kept driving until he got to the centre of the building. Coop and most of the crew were already there waiting for him. A Black crew member named Bob stood next to Coop, leaning against one of the wooden crates. As they all waited, the two of them spoke about the coffin and what they were going to do with it.

“Just how old do you think it is, man?” asked Bob.

Coop shrugged his shoulders. “I honestly don’t know. It must have been down there for two or three thousand years, but I’m pretty sure it wasn’t made right before getting dumped into the ocean you know. My best guess is four to five thousand years.”

“What do you think he’s going to do with it?”

“Knowing Quill, he’s probably going to want it all to himself, considering he’s a sick man.”

“What makes you say that Coop?”

“Let’s think here. He likes bossing us around. He doesn’t help us with anything. What else? Oh yeah, he let me go down in the water not only because we were going to be on stop for a while, but also because Adam managed to get the whole crew to agree to it.”

Bob knew that Coop was right about their captain. Quill wasn’t a pleasant man to have as a friend and would want to have as much credit for the discovery of the coffin as he could get. Coop and Bob stopped talking when they saw Quill park the truck next to a set of eight wooden crates. They watched as Quill switched the engine off and got out. “Okay,” he said, raising his voice. “Now let’s put something over it!”

Adam and Sam carried a large tarpaulin to the coffin and covered it, making sure it was completely covered.

“Now, everybody out,” Quill ordered, “come on, out!”

Once the entire crew got outside, the men closed the door.

“What are your plans for it?” Coop demanded, standing alongside the captain.

Once the door finished closing, they both walked away together. “I’m going to go find someone who I can sell it to,” said Quill, taking out a cigar and lighter from his pocket. “And then, who knows?”

“Okay, but in the meantime, let’s find out what we can about this thing.”

Quill lit his cigar and began smoking. “Why bother?”

“Maybe because I think it will be fun finding out everything we can about an ancient coffin. Don’t you?”

“Leave the people we sell it to do all the studying. It’ll save us all a really big headache, don’t you think so?”

Coop laughed as he realised that Quill had no interest in learning anything about the coffin. “Do you even want to know anything about it, Captain?”

“Ancient or not, at the end of the day, it’s still just a stupid coffin, Carter. Why should I give a damn about some dead guy’s bed?”

Coop looked away and shook his head. “Well, aren’t you hoping to make some money off it?”

They both stopped walking and Quill turned to face him. “Hopefully thousands, but what are you hoping to get from it yourself, sailor?”

“What do you mean, Captain?” Coop asked back.

Quill stepped closer to Coop until their faces were only inches apart. “I mean, you are making a big deal out of this. Almost like you’re hoping to make something big out of it yourself.”

“It’s just that we have made an important discovery. All of us, which means we should all be getting a bit of credit for it. And who knows? There might be more down there.”


“And is there?”

“Not that I could see, but…”

“But nothing,” said Quill, cutting in before he could finish his sentence. “Now just leave it alone and we will all get a piece of it. I promise you that, okay?”

“Okay,” Coop replied, looking seriously back at him.

“We’re rich now, Carter,” said Quill as he tapped Coop on the shoulder. “Thanks to Adam’s idea to go exploring, we’re rich.”

Coop gave him a faint smile as Quill left. “Rich,” Coop said to himself. The smile on his face faded as he watched Quill walk away.

		
	
		

Chapter 3

It had gone midday and Simon was still driving. They were on a road surrounded by fields. Jack, Tommy and Emily looked out their windows to see where they were. All they saw were sheep, horses and cows in the fields.

Jack shook his head before grinning at the thought of where they are. “Okay, now I know I’m not here to discuss a charity or business deal. That’s for sure.”

Jenny took out her phone and started writing a message to General Davies. “What are you doing?” asked Jack.

“Letting my boss know we’re here.”

“Wherever here is!” Tommy hissed.

Jenny kept quiet as she sent the message. They watched as she put her phone away and looked at them. She could easily see the suspicions on their faces as they questioned where she was taking them. Jack looked back out the window, wondering who she had sent the message to.

General Davies was in his office with his phone on the desk while he worked on his computer. He stopped paying attention to it when he heard the message come through on his phone. “Open,” he ordered, controlling the phone with his voice.

The message Jenny sent him says that they are back and are almost inside. He left the office and left his phone behind. General Davies made his way to the lab to speak with Professor Oliver.

Jack tried to see where the limo was going. He saw a farmhouse at the end of the road with a large shed. Outside the shed was a tractor and a lawn mower. The farmer’s name was Joe Dark. As Joe came out of the shed, Simon parked less than twenty feet in front of him. Joe calmly walked towards the limo, trying not to grin at them. Jack, Emily and Tommy all leaned forward to look at him. He was the same age as Simon but taller, dressed in blue dungarees. Simon opened his window with a faint smile on his face.

“Can I help you with something stranger?” Joe asked, leaning against Simon’s door.

Everyone in the back listened to Joe and Simon talk. “That all depends, worker,” said Simon.

“On what?”

“If you can open that shed for me, then yes, you can help.”


“How’s that, driver?”

“Because, farmer,” Simon replied, “it would save me the trouble of opening it myself. I think that’s simple enough.”

“But what’ll happen if I don’t, man in black?”

“Then I will have to take out my gun and shoot you for not doing what I say. And I’ll just open it myself after you’re dead, boy in blue.”

Jenny smiled and shook her head. She thought they were both being silly. Jack, Emily and Tommy looked at each other as they wondered whether Joe and Simon were being serious. They both stared at each other for a few moments, looking serious without saying anything. They were trying not to smile when suddenly Joe started laughing. They both laughed hilariously and couldn’t stop.

“Now that one was pretty good, right?” Joe asked, standing up straight.

“You think?”

“Only whenever I’m not doing any farming.”

“Which is what you do all day and every day.”

“Some days, Simon,” Joe replied, before heading towards the shed.

“Which still means you hardly ever think at all Joe,” said Simon, speaking to himself, imagining Joe could still hear him.

After Joe opened the shed, Simon drove forward and parked the limo inside. Once they were in, Joe closed the door behind them and locked it. He went out to the tractor to get ready to continue farming.

The inside of the shed was slightly dark and surprisingly quiet. “What the hell are we doing?” asked Tommy, raising his hands.

“I’ve been asking myself that same question since before I even got in this thing,” said Jack.

They all felt a bump under the limo. “What the hell was that?” asked Emily with fear in her voice.

Jack, Emily and Tommy looked out the windows to see what happened. Jenny and Simon stayed calm as they already knew what was happening. The floor under the limo started to go down. They travelled underground in a square shaped tunnel with metal walls and lights all around them. Jack looked up and saw the entrance above them closing. “What is this?” Emily demanded.
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