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How It All Began

The scent of jasmine lingered in the warm Cairo air as Amira stood alone in her grandmother’s study. The room was filled with dust and secrets—faded photographs, cracked teacups, and books stacked like small pyramids. Her grandmother, Dr. Samira El-Masry, had been a respected Egyptologist known for her obsession with lost tombs and unspoken stories of the ancient world. She was the kind of woman who could quote ancient spells while stirring Molokhia. (Egyptian traditional food).

But her death had left more questions than answers.

One evening, she simply collapsed during a lecture at the museum, whispering the words “Ra’s gate is not sealed.” The doctors found no clear cause. No illness. No poison. Nothing.

Amira, half-grieving and half-intrigued, discovered a sealed envelope hidden behind a wall panel. Inside was a leather-bound notebook filled with coded messages, ancient symbols, and a note:

“Amira, if you find this, the story is now yours. Follow the steps. Begin not where tourists stand, but where silence breathes under sand. A reward awaits.”

She whispered, “Teta... what were you into?”

As Amira sat on the balcony later that night, flipping through the notebook, the soft hum of Cairo below faded into memory.

She remembered being seven, standing barefoot on the cool stone tiles of her grandmother’s apartment. The room smelled of sandalwood and old parchment. A golden cardboard crown rested crooked on her head.

“Stand tall, ya Nefertiti,” her grandmother had said, placing a necklace made of blue beads around her neck. “Queen of grace. Light of the Nile.”

Amira had giggled. “But Teta, I want to be Cleopatra!”

Dr. Samira smiled, brushing a lock of hair from her face. “Cleopatra was clever. But Nefertiti was power in silence. She saw things. She knew things before anyone else.”

They played for hours, arranging clay statues and acting out palace scenes. Her grandmother’s voice had changed into a royal tone, full of drama and wonder, guiding her through stories of pharaohs, gods, and hidden tombs beneath the sands.

Amira now held one of those same clay statues in her hand—its nose chipped; its paint faded.

“She was preparing me for this,” she whispered.

The next afternoon, Amira leaned toward Leo as they drank tea in a noisy alley café near Khan El-Khalili.

“I asked around—some friends from the university, people who know Cairo’s... less official side. There is one guy. He is not a licensed guide, but he knows the pyramids like the back of his hand.”

Leo tilted his head. “Is he going to help us?”

“Maybe. But sneaking near the pyramids at night? That is dangerous, illegal, and full of problems—dogs, guards, and ancient traps if you believe the legends. He will not do it without a good reason.”

They found Hassan lounging in a half-broken tuk-tuk* under a crumbling wall covered in faded graffiti. A worn radio played an old Umm Kulthum song. ** He was swatting flies and sipping tea from a glass the size of his thumb.

Amira explained the situation. Hassan listened silently.

“So, you want me to sneak you into the pyramids... at night?” he asked finally.

Amira nodded. “There may be something inside. Something my grandmother hinted at. Something... valuable.”

*Egyptian small 3-wheel drive.

**Famous Egyptian singer.

Hassan narrowed his eyes. “This isn’t a game. I get arrested, I vanish. I get caught; I’m done. And if there is treasure, I want a cut. A real cut. Not a tourist thank-you.”

Leo grinned. “You will get more than gold. You will get adventure.”

Hassan sipped his tea again. “Adventure doesn’t pay rent.”
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That evening, the trio gathered at a street café tucked between a phone shop and a spice vendor. Cairo’s nightlife pulsed around them—motorbikes, shouting hawkers, laughter, music blasting from a passing tuk-tuk.

A man with six parrots on his shoulder walked past, trying to sell phone chargers.

A cat jumped on their table, stared at Hassan’s plate, and stole a falafel before vanishing under a truck.

“I swear that cat works for the police,” Hassan muttered.

Leo shook his head in amazement. “This city is... alive.”

Amira smiled. “It never sleeps. Never forgets.”

Between the chaos and the laughter, something quiet settled over them. An unspoken understanding. A beginning.

Leo raised his cup of tea. “To stories buried in sand.”

Amira followed. “To family secrets.”

Hassan sighed and raised his, too. “And to not ending up cursed or in jail.”

They clinked their glasses.

Later, they sat by the edge of the Nile. The water shimmered under the moonlight. Cairo’s noise faded to a distant hum.

“I still don’t believe any of this will lead to treasure,” Hassan said. “But something about this feel... old. Important.”

Leo leaned back. “That is why I came to Egypt. Not just to see history. To walk into it.”

Amira, holding the notebook on her lap, said softly, “She left this for me. But maybe... it was for us.”

They fell into silence, three vastly different souls connected by something greater than chance.

And just beyond the horizon, ancient secrets waited.

The next morning, Cairo looked like a completely different world. The electric chaos had quieted under the weight of the rising sun. The trio met again in a quieter district, near an old mosque, where the air smelled of strong coffee and car grease.

Hassan arrived with a dusty backpack slung over one shoulder. “Rope, flashlight, water, and bribe money,” he said, dropping it on the table. “Everything we’ll need to get near the Giza plateau unnoticed.”

Leo added, “I brought protein bars. And bug spray.”

“Congratulations,” Hassan deadpanned. “We won’t die hungry or itchy.”

Amira placed her grandmother’s notebook on the table, flipping to a page she had not noticed before. It had not been there yesterday. Or maybe... she just had not looked closely enough.

There was a symbol—a sun disk half-submerged in sand—and a line in ancient Demotic script.

She frowned. “This line was not here before. It says, ‘He who follows Ra’s shadow will not be alone in the dark.’”

Leo leaned in. “What does that mean?”

Hassan shrugged. “Could be literal. Could be a trap. Could be nothing. But if your dead grandma is editing notebooks from the afterlife, I’m charging double.”

Just then, a man selling dates tripped nearby, and a box of fruit spilled at their feet. As they helped him gather them, he looked up at Amira and said in a faint voice, “Be careful what you chase in the dark. Some lights lead to fire.”

She froze. “What did you say?”

But the man simply smiled and walked away.

Leo looked after him. “That was unsettling.”

Hassan muttered, “Welcome to Egypt. Everyone’s a poet, or a ghost.”

And cameras. If we’re caught, say we’re lost German tourists who love sand.”

Leo muttered, “Can I be Swedish instead? I do better with that accent.”

Amira shushed them, clutching the notebook.

They walked in single file along the southern edge of the plateau—an area less patrolled, according to Hassan. The pyramids loomed ahead, ghostly outlines cutting into the night sky.

As they approached, they passed a ruined stone wall that looked like a pile of rubble—until Amira stopped.

“There,” she said. “That symbol—look.”

A carving just barely visible in the moonlight: the sun disk again, this time beneath a line of jackals. Leo brushed off sand and revealed more: a lotus flower, a scarab, and an eye.

“It matches the symbols in the notebook,” Amira whispered.

Hassan touched it and pulled back quickly. “It’s warm.”

Leo turned. “Do pyramids normally heat up random stones?”

“No,” Hassan said flatly. “They don’t.”

A gust of wind blew across the sand, swirling dust in tight spirals. The desert whispered—dry, wordless, eternal.

Then came the deep sound of flutes in the distance—no clear source, just a few notes hanging on the breeze.

“Time to move,” Hassan said. “We’re not alone out here.”

They passed through a narrow passage between two fallen blocks, crawling on hands and knees, until they reached the south base of the pyramid. There, hidden beneath a slab of sandstone, was a tunnel half-covered with weeds.

Amira’s heart pounded. “This was in her notebook. Ra’s second breath. It is real.”

Hassan grabbed a flashlight. “No turning back now.”

They stepped inside.
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Chapter: Into the Pyramid’s Heart
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The night was thick with silence as the trio approached the hidden entrance Hassan had arranged. A small, dark opening in the limestone wall yawned before them — barely visible under the faint moonlight. “This isn’t the usual tourist gate,” Leo whispered, adjusting his backpack.

“No,” Hassan replied. “This one was sealed after the 1920s. Forgotten. But I’ve seen the plans.”

As they stepped inside, the air shifted — drier, colder, still. Their flashlights cut across smooth, ancient stone, the walls narrowing into a low corridor. Amira’s fingers traced the edge of a hieroglyph carved deep into the stone — an image of the god Thoth with a stylus in hand.

The passage sloped down steeply, forcing them to crouch. The heat of Cairo vanished behind them. The walls were carved with niches, some empty, others containing the remains of forgotten offerings — pottery shards, dried lotus stems, faint traces of pigment.

Leo stopped suddenly. “Did you hear that?”

Amira tilted her head. Just the hush of their own breath — and the soft rumble of shifting sand deep within.

“This descending corridor was typical,” Hassan murmured. “Leads to the burial chamber or a false one.”

They emerged into a massive, slanted space: The Grand Gallery. The ceiling arched high above them, stacked stone blocks locked in a corbelled vault, engineering centuries ahead of its time.

“There’s no mortar,” Leo said, stunned. “Just weight and precision.”

Amira looked up. “And it’s still standing.”

Hassan pointed to the small holes along the sides. “The ancient workers left symbols, but the ones near the ceiling... some believe they’re alignment marks — astronomical or ritual.”

Deeper in, the hallway twisted unexpectedly. The floor grew uneven, with sunken stone slabs and open shafts — some descending into total darkness.

“Watch your step,” Hassan warned. “Some of these were meant to catch grave robbers.”

Leo peeked into a shaft. “There’s a breeze down there.”

Amira shined her light into a narrow crack on the wall. “Inscribed lines — not decorative. Could be construction marks.”

The temperature dropped. The walls felt damp now — too damp for a sealed pyramid.

They turned a sharp corner and found themselves in a rectangular chamber with smooth, resonant walls. When Hassan whispered, the echo returned louder than expected.

“Acoustic resonance,” he said. “Some believe it helped priests chant and invoke gods.”

Amira moved closer to the far wall. “Why is this room not on the original plan?”

She reached out to touch it — and the stone shifted.

With a low rumble, the entrance sealed behind them.

They froze. The slab had slid shut, seamless as if it were never a doorway. The chamber was sealed.

“No switch, no grooves,” Leo said in panic.

“It’s part of the design,” Hassan murmured, now less confident. “A test, maybe.”

Amira held up her flashlight. Shadows danced on the walls, forming shapes that looked like ancient gods and animals — but moved too subtly to be illusions.

And then, a voice echoed faintly, as if spoken from the stone itself:

“Speak in truth or remain for eternity.”

please go to this page

be careful...
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​​Chapter: The Whisper of the Queen
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Name: Amira Farouk.

Age: 31.

Job: scientist.

Social: Single with one brother lives in UK.

Amira’s footsteps echoed sharply as she moved through a low, winding corridor. The stone beneath her feet was smoother here, polished by hands long dead. The air was drier too, heavy with a silence so deep it pulsed in her ears.

“Hello?” she whispered.

No answer.

She had become separated. once she pass the door it slid shut behind her with no warning. She had shouted their names, but her voice had only rebounded into the stillness.

Then the voice came.

Soft. Measured. Almost melodic.

“Daughter of the Nile do not fear. I once walked these halls.”

Amira froze.

“Nefertiti?” she asked, half surprised, half breathless.

“Follow truth, and I will guide you. Follow lies, and you will be entombed like those who defied Ma’at.”

Ahead, the path split into two narrow passages. On the wall between them was a faintly glowing inscription, and below it, carved in the stone, were words in ancient Egyptian — transliterated into phonetics. Amira could just manage to decipher:

“My reign saw the sunshine on one god only.”

Her heart raced. “Akhenaten’s queen,” she whispered. “You and he worshipped Aten.”

Left path: a small carving of a sun disk with rays ending in hands

On the right path: the symbol of Amun.
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Amira stepped left.

“Correct,” whispered the voice. “One light. One path.”

The corridor narrowed, sloping slightly downward. Torches flickered to life on the walls without touch.

On the left side, an image appeared of Nefertiti seated on a throne, golden skin radiant, her daughters surrounding her.

“I ruled beside my king... but did I bear the title of pharaoh?”

Amira thought aloud. “Historians debate this. Some say she vanished from records... but there’s a theory she ruled under the name Neferneferuaten.”

She approached two doorways.

––––––––
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Left: marked Heqet-shema

(Ruler of upper Egypt) 

Right: marked Hem-netjer (Servant of God)
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She chose the Left path.

“Correct,” the voice said. “Though my name was hidden, I wore the double crown.”

This passage was colder. A breeze brushed past her.

On a wall, hieroglyphs glowed:

“My tomb lies with Akhenaten in Amarna.”

Amira’s brow furrowed. “No... Your tomb has never been found. Some believe you’re buried in KV35 or even a hidden chamber behind Tutankhamun’s tomb.”

Ahead, a fork:

––––––––
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Left: the glyph for Akhenaten (Amarna)

	Right: the glyph for nesut, symbolizing the Valley of the Kings.


“What should I choose,” Amira thinks. “No one exactly know”

With shaky legs, Amira turned right.

“Correct. My resting place remains a mystery.”

Now a statue of Nefertiti stood before her — slender neck, regal poise, the famous blue crown tilted slightly. Beneath it, a question carved in fine lines:

“My face is known across the world. But where was I found?”

Amira spoke aloud: “I know this. The bust was found in Tell el-Amarna in 1912 by Ludwig Borchardt.”

––––––––

[image: ]


[image: A statue of a person with a blue hat

Description automatically generated]

Two doors opened:

Left: Tell el-Amarna    Right: Saqqara  

she stepped left.     

“Correct. You honour memory.”

The floor trembled faintly. Shadows danced across the ceiling. The voice now spoke softly, almost with grief.

“They tore down my temples. Erased Aten. My daughters too were taken by time. But the one god lived in our hearts.”

On the walls appeared symbols:


	One: The falcon-headed Horus 

	One: The hidden disk of Aten

	One: The ram headed Amun



Amira hesitated. “Nefertiti and Akhenaten worshipped Aten, not Amun or Horus.”

She pressed her palm to the Aten symbol.

“Correct. Light shines for you.”

A pedestal rose in front of her, revealing a small crown — golden, encrusted with lapis lazuli.
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The voice whispered temptingly:

“Take it, daughter. Claim what I could not.”

Amira reached out, but paused. “This is a test. You never wanted power for vanity. You wanted a new world.”

She backed away.

A wall slid open silently.

“Wisdom is not what you take, but what you refuse.”

On a wall, an image of Nefertiti holding a small child appeared. The voice turned softer.

“My daughters were six. One died in infancy. Another ruled briefly... or so they say.”

Amira recalled her studies. “Meritaten may have ruled as Pharaoh. Ankhesenamun married Tutankhamun.”

Two doors appeared:

––––––––
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Left: Meritaten — Pharaoh

	Right: Ankhesenamun — Consort only


She went left.

“Correct. My legacy lived in them... briefly.”

Now the hallway narrowed to a final inscription. It read:

“Say my name, and the path will open. Fail, and silence will claim you.”

A dark passage loomed ahead, and three glyphs floated in the air:


	One: Neferneferuaten Nefertiti

	One: Ankhesenpaaten

	One: Meryetaten



Amira whispered: “Neferneferuaten Nefertiti... Your full name. Beautiful are the beauties of Aten.”

The walls shifted.

“You have remembered me truly.”

Amira smiled. “I am not alone here. At least... not in the way I thought.”

please go with Amira  
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​Chapter: Leo
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Name: Leo Alexander

Age: 35

Social: Divorced

Work: websites developer

––––––––
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The silence broke with a sharp clatter—like claws tapping stone.

Leo started his way alone after leaving his companions. did not agree on this but he had no choice.

Moving forward, he reached a wide room with nothing in walls, he touched the wall, “is it newly painted?” He asked.

Leo froze mid-step, heart drumming. From a dark crack in the limestone floor, they poured out: scorpions, black and glistening, tails curled high, claws wide and eager. The crack widened further, and more came. He counted at least twenty before he started backing away, then sprinting.

They were fast—unnaturally fast. Not the sluggish desert wanderers he expected, but swift predators. Most were Androctonus australis, the deadly fat-tailed species. Leo remembered their profile from a museum exhibit—capable of killing with a few milligrams of venom. Their sting released a neurotoxin that attacked nerves, caused severe pain, muscle convulsions, and sometimes cardiac arrest. Egyptians feared them—and so did modern desert dwellers.

––––––––
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Leo dodged as a smaller scorpion skittered up a wall and nearly landed on his shoulder. He turned a corner into a narrow corridor, his torch dancing with shadows, heartbeat keeping pace with his pounding steps.

And still, they came.

Leo burst into the next chamber and stopped; breath caught.

The ceiling arched into a perfect dome painted a dark blue so deep it looked like twilight. Glittering gold stars scattered across it, forming constellations unfamiliar to modern eyes—no Orion, no Cassiopeia. Instead, he saw Sah, Sopdet, and Mesekhtiu—the ancient sky.

This was a star ceiling, similar to the one found in the tomb of Senenmut, the architect of Queen Hatshepsut. Egyptians didn’t just bury their dead with gold—they gave them maps of the heavens to navigate the afterlife. These weren’t symbolic drawings. Leo remembered reading how priests observed the stars from temple rooftops, building diagonal star clocks based on rising times of specific decans.

The goddess Nut stretched across the ceiling, swallowing the sun at night and birthing it each dawn. Below her were guiding texts in faded ink: “The soul who reads the stars walks unharmed.”

Behind him, the scraping intensified.

Leo tore his eyes from the ancient sky and bolted to the next chamber, footprints echoing in eternity.

The moment Leo stepped into the third room, he gagged.

It buzzed. The walls moved—alive. Beetles crawled across every inch of surface: dull black ones, shiny bronze ones, even translucent ivory species. They pulsed like one massive body. On the ground were discarded exoskeletons and fragments of wings.

––––––––
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Dermestid beetles. Leo had seen them in museum labs, where they were used to clean skeletons without damaging bones. Efficient and voracious, they consumed only flesh and left the bone pristine. Ancient Egyptians may not have used them intentionally, but tombs infested with them were not uncommon—especially when embalming went wrong.
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