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    To my son, never forget to dream big.

      

    


“And God said, Let us make man in our image, after our likeness: and let them have dominion over the fish of the sea, and over the fowl of the air, and over the cattle, and over all the earth, and over every creeping thing that creepeth upon the earth.” Genesis 1:26-28

“All your questions can be answered, if that is what you want. But once you learn your answers, you can never unlearn them.” Neil Gaiman, American Gods
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Chapter One
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“Wow, this is incredible,” said Pierce as he gazed at the hieroglyphics on the walls of the cave. Beside him, Peter was holding a magnifying glass, attempting to read some of the symbols on the walls of the tomb. “These Egyptian dudes did know how to preserve their kings.” He turned to his best friend and slapped him on the back. “What did you say this place was again?”

Peter jumped, spooked by Pierce’s hand. “Dude,” he placed a hand on his hip, “this is the Valley of the Kings. How many times do I have to tell you that?”

“Sweet!” Pierce said as he descended the stairs before them. 

Peter and Pierce, having recently aided the wardens of Imaginaterium in defeating Ananse had been given a day off from their grueling lessons with Deucalion. Peter had convinced Pierce for them to visit the Valley of the Kings. 

“You know I’m beginning to think Sally might actually like it here,” said Pierce, a ghost of a smile on his face. 

“Pierce, really?” He descended the stairs and manifested an orb of light, bathing the tomb they had just entered in golden light. “We’re not here for a date. This is purely educational.”

Pierce huffed. “What could possibly be educational about a sarcophagus?” said Pierce as he kicked a stone to hit the sarcophagus. 

“Pierce!”

“What!”

“Dude, respect the dead.”

Pierce rolled his eyes. “Pete, you’ve got to lighten up sometimes. They are dead people, you know.”

“Yeah, right,” hissed Peter who glared at his friend. He approached a tomb and peered closer. “Hmm, looks like the tomb of Tutankhamen to me.”

Pierce padded over to his side, arched an eyebrow. “And how did you know this? You’re an Egyptologist now?”

“There is such a thing as reading, you know.”

“Pftt! Imagination is everything, dude.”

“Remind me exactly how we became friends, again?” Peter glared at him.

Pierce smirked at Peter, he was about to retort when Peter raised his hand. He became quiet, a curious expression on his face. Peter peered closer at the writings on the tomb and blew away the centuries of dust on the tomb. Due to training they had at the Imaginaterium, they had the ability to travel to any point in time in the history of mankind without affecting the timeline. 

“You know, I always thought The Mummy movie was scary but I’m disappointed there’s no adventure here.”

“Shh!” said Peter, eyes wide.

Pierce frowned and gave his best friend a puzzled look. “Pete, why the long face?”

“But that’s not possible.”

“Um, dude, you are scaring a brother here.”

‘Look,” Peter pointed at the sarcophagus where some markings had been made on the tomb.

It read WELCOME PETER AND PIERCE TO YOUR DOOM.

Pierce exhaled. “Okay, that is scary. I think we need to leave this haunted place,” said Pierce as he tried to create a portal, and nothing happened. They both glanced at each other and run back up the stairs when the wall slid down locking them in. The only light in the room was the orb in Peter’s hand.

“Ok. This is bad. No need to panic,” said Peter as his breath hitched. 

Behind them, they heard the lid of the sarcophagus sliding open. Eyes wide, they turned to stare at the tomb. Their screams were caught in their throat when nothing was forthcoming. They both exhaled, wiping sweat from their eyes. They crept towards the sarcophagus and found nothing inside.

Pierce released a breath, grinning nervously at Peter. “I never did like The Mummy, you know.”

“Yeah, me too, scared the hell out of me.”

They both started laughing at their overreaction. Then they both heard a low gurgling sound behind them. 

“That is the mummy, isn’t it?” said Pierce, face blanching.

The two friends started screaming.
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Chapter Two
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The city of Imaginaterium was being rebuilt after the attack by Octavian and his cohorts. The wardens had cast shields and defense spells to prevent any further unsuspecting attacks. Sentinels had been posted at each corner of the dome. Sprites, elves and all sorts of creatures from different folktales were engaged in the reconstruction of the once magnificent city. Overhead, carriages being pulled by unicorns were flying supplies into the city. Inside the city, the three wardens of Imaginaterium were seated around a luminous table, swirling with events happening across the dimensions of imaginations. Presently, their new charges were off sightseeing in the Valley of the Kings. 

“This is outrageous,” Deucalion said, brow creasing with worry. He paced around the table, his normal blond hair had now been changed to black. The wardens had the power to choose to appear in any form. “Something needs to be done.”

“It seems Ananse was just a pawn in this game. We were played,” said Thaddeus, as he stroked his goatee with his left hand. 

Lucas, beard wound into a straight line like a Shaolin monk swiped his burly arm across the table as images appeared before them. “I believe it’s time we tell the kids the truth,” said Lucas, eyeing each of his fellow wardens. 

Thaddeus clad in an impeccable blue suit, sighed. Deucalion donning a black trench coat closed his eyes, massaging his temple. 

“Is it wise at this stage?” asked Thaddeus.

“The fate of the universe in the hands of these kids?” said Deucalion, shaking his head as his face took on a contemplative mood. 

“Let’s not be sentimental. We’ve always known all along this day would come. We just–”

Lucas paused as his eyes narrowed on the images in the pool before them began to swirl dangerously. 

“What the–”

They all glanced sharply at the images before them.

“The kids,” said Deucalion as his clothes transformed into the warrior clothes of the wardens of Imaginaterium. “We need to get them out.”

“Lucas and I will see to Tartarus.” Deucalion gave Thaddeus a grim nod and created a portal. Lucas and Thaddeus also created a portal and slipped inside. The pool of images displayed a blast happening inside Tartarus. A dangerous prisoner was escaping.

***
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“OH MAN, WE’RE SO DEAD,” said Pierce, panting from exhaustion due to running through the catacombs. A cacophony of sounds erupted behind them. Peter conjured a flame and shot it towards the crowd of mummies after them. Despite the many conjurations they threw at the mummies, they seemed to multiply every minute.

“Brendan Fraser sure didn’t show us how to kill these things,” said Peter.

The hand of the mummies blasted with fire were still crawling on the floor. 

Pierce glanced sharply at Peter. “Pete, do something.”

“What?” said Peter, giving Pierce a startled look. “Why should I always be the one to think of something?”

“I don’t know. How did Tom Cruise fight them in The Mummy?” 

The mummies were still coming for them in their zombie-like gait. 

“You mean the one which flopped?”

Pierce’s shoulder dropped. “Are you really going to bash one of my favorite movies right now?” he pointed at the mummies.

“Well, you asked for it.”

“What are you—”

They both covered their eyes as a bright light shimmered in front of them as Deucalion popped out of a portal. He began to chant in a guttural tongue as the mummies began to shriek. Light lit his entire body and it sped towards the mummies freezing them instantly. 

Deucalion turned to them, a grim smile on his face.

“Well, that was something, old man,” said Pierce as he dusted his sleeves.

“Thanks,” said Peter, giving Pierce a cold stare. 

“Apologies. We’re most grateful,” responded Pierce as he winked at his friend.

Deucalion shook his head, beckoning them over. “We need to leave now.” The mummies had begun to thaw out.

Peter glanced around, his eyes settling on the sarcophagus. “Next time, old friend.” They stepped alongside Deucalion into the portal and vanished from view. 

The portal popped into view inside the Sanctum. After the great battle where Ananse had tried to destroy the city of Imaginaterium, the sanctum had been rebuilt. The statues were near completion. 
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