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            Beneath the rose-red cliffs of Petra, a forgotten cave holds a secret that could rewrite history.When four travelers uncover a cipher linking ancient poets and lost tribes, they must solve its mystery before a powerful enemy does.Adventure. Mystery. Code.
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Chapter 1: letter of light and shadow 
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THE SUN HUNG HIGH IN the cerulean sky of Southern California, casting warm rays that danced playfully over the palm trees swaying gently in the breeze. Brad Hastings stood at the edge of his living room, his camera equipment laid out like a meticulous array of tools ready for use. Today was a special day: he was about to shoot a new video tutorial for his blossoming YouTube channel. But this was no ordinary video. This was the moment he had been eagerly anticipating—the unveiling of a long-awaited package from a new puzzle-making company, tucked neatly against his doorstep like a treasure chest of creativity.

With eager hands, he tore into the box, the sound of crinkling paper filling the room. His heart raced with excitement as he pulled out the first puzzle, vibrant and intricate, its colours promising a world of challenge and fun. He could already picture the gleam in his followers’ eyes as he took them through each twist and turn with his trademark enthusiasm. “This is going to be epic!” he thought, grinning as he set the puzzle pieces aside to prepare his filming space.

Just as he began to set up his tripod, a sharp ping from his phone shattered the blissful anticipation morning had blessed him with. Confused, he glanced down to see a message that would turn his world upside down. His mother’s name lit up the screen, but instead of the cheerful banter he was used to, the words were a heavy shroud of darkness: “Brad, I need to tell you something important. Grandpa passed away last night...”

His heart hammered in his chest, the cheerful hum of the day replaced by a suffocating silence. The air around him thickened, the vibrant colours of the puzzle fading into a haze of disbelief. Grandpa—his steadfast pillar of strength, the man whose stories of adventures in the Middle East had woven magic into his childhood. He remembered afternoons spent sprawled on the carpet, eyes wide, as Grandpa spoke of dusty bazaars and ancient ruins, of a world far away that smelled of spices and wonder.

Brad’s mind raced back to those moments, each tale etched into his memory like the intricate designs of the puzzle now lying forgotten on the floor. A spontaneous trip to Egypt. The sand dunes that glistened like gold under the sun. The treasure hunts that took place not just in the physical realm, but in the realm of imagination, where they searched for hidden artefacts and untold secrets. 

Tears blurred his vision as memories cascaded over him, as vivid as the days they had been created. “I was just going to share something exciting with you,” he whispered to the empty room, his chest tightening with grief. He felt a wave of anger rise, mingled with sadness—why did it have to happen now, when he was finally about to share something special with the world?

Taking a deep breath, he steadied himself. Time was slipping away; he had to pack for tomorrow’s funeral. With shaking hands, he moved to gather his things—the loved ones who would surround him, the sorrow that now overshadowed his life, and the lessons from Grandpa, which were demanding to be honoured.

In that bright California sunshine, amidst the colours of a future he had envisioned for his channel, Brad found himself standing at the intersection of celebration and loss, of light and shadow. The video tutorial would have to wait; today, he needed to remember where he had come from, and to carry a piece of his grandfather with him as he faced the depths of grief. Tomorrow would be a hard day, but he felt a flicker of determination. For Grandpa had shown him that life—even in its darkest moments—was a puzzle waiting to be solved. And somehow, it was time to begin fitting those pieces together again.


BRAD, The Puzzle Nomad: 

[image: ]

Here, in the quiet hum of soft gears and unseen servers, surrounded by mysteries unsolved and boxes unopened (some dating back to a Tokyo puzzle shop from 2019), was Brad’s sanctum. This wasn’t just an apartment—it was a living archive of puzzle lore, clever tech, and a few too many cups of half-drunk coffee perched on elaborate coasters that looked like micro-labyrinths.

Brad, of course, was rarely here for long. When he wasn’t filming in his office—where a high-end camera loomed perpetually over his desk like a curious robotic hawk—he was off gallivanting through the ruins of medieval castles or ducking into obscure workshops in Bavaria that allegedly sold furniture designed by the great-grandson of Schrödinger. Fans eagerly followed his travels via his blog, Boxed In: Brad’s Brain Twisters & Tangents, where he posted deep dives into the engineering behind 16th-century lockboxes and the absurd cost of artisan tea in Kyoto (“worth it,” he had noted).

His office was the beating heart of the apartment—one half research center, one half Hogwarts student dorm room. A prized Harry Potter collection lined a shelf above the desk, complete with a wand that doubled as a stylus and a Sorting Hat that had, once, mid-livestream, declared Brad to be “mostly Ravenclaw, with a concerning streak of Hufflepuff snack habits.”

The furniture in the space was equally engineered for wonder. A seemingly ordinary coffee table transformed—via a series of taps, pulls, and the sacrifice of a single playing card—into a chess board, a storage cabinet, and a perfectly balanced card shuffler. The couch looked normal, until it silently morphed into a lounge bed with a hidden drawer full of vintage playing cards, each one labeled by decade and country. No one knew why the ceiling fan had gears—it didn’t need them—but it made a pleasant ticking sound that helped Brad think.

Packages were never opened immediately. He called them “patience puzzles”—each one potentially the next great video, or a spectacular disappointment. Fans occasionally sent him items with secret compartments hidden in secret compartments. Once, a fan mailed him a wooden frog that unfolded into a four-move sequence box, which then revealed a USB stick containing a video of someone solving a Rubik’s Cube using only their feet. Brad had given it a 9/10.

And though he traveled often, this little haven—with its flickering wall sconces, voice-activated fox-shaped humidifier, and at least one false wall behind the kitchen spice rack—was always waiting for him. Sometimes, late at night, he’d sit cross-legged on the floor, surrounded by puzzle pieces and camera tripods, recording his thoughts about an old samurai lock he’d seen in a Kyoto museum, while sipping tea brewed in a kettle that only boiled when asked politely in Japanese.

It was chaos. It was brilliant. It was Brad.

And somewhere—between the unopened mail, the biometric-lock briefcase filled with rare decks of cards, and the self-solving Rubik’s Cube—was a puzzle even he hadn’t cracked:

Where did he put his phone this time?
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The Extended Bio on Brad that only fan know about!

Real Name: Brad Hastings

Online Alias: The Mechanist (though most fans just call him “Puzzle Brad”)

Occupation: Blogger, YouTuber, amateur historian, part-time inventor, full-time over thinker.

Known For:

Solving century-old Japanese puzzle boxes without looking

Reviewing mechanical lock furniture with the enthusiasm of a caffeinated detective



Traveling to obscure historical sites and then making 45-minute YouTube videos on why a random 13th-century door latch changed his life. Accidentally turning his coffee grinder into a cipher machine. Brad’s obsession started early. According to a story he tells (and re-tells, each time with slightly more wizard hats involved), he once received a locked tin lunchbox as a gift from his Grandfather when he was 9. It took him two years to open it. Inside? A single note that read: “Good job. Now what?” He never stopped solving after that.



College was mostly a blur of mechanical engineering lectures, part-time jobs fixing vending machines, and an ill-fated attempt at building a voice-activated couch that launched people into standing position. He majored in Engineering, minored in Japanese Culture, and triple-minored in “Spending Too Much Time on eBay Finding Antique Puzzle Locks.”
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