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  Rosalie had boarded the first flight she could get to Cairo, Egypt. She’d spent nearly twenty-four hours traveling from Houston, Texas. She was exhausted. She hardly knew what she was searching for. All she had were a few pieces of information and some cryptic clues.


  Rosalie was the executive assistant for Sebastian Vetteller, the CEO of Ares Worldwide, Inc. She’d worked for him for years, so she was a familiar face there. What wasn’t known was that she and Sebastian had a secret romantic relationship. It was very new, but she’d had her eye on him for a long time. He was strong, powerful, successful, and exuded an aura of danger. She was head over heels in love with him. She desperately hoped he would feel the same about her.


  She’d recently booked Sebastian on a flight to Cairo, but only a few days after he arrived, he’d dropped completely off the grid. No word. No sign of any activity on his corporate accounts. She couldn’t even raise his voicemail on his cellphone to leave him a message. All he’d told her was that it might prove to be a valuable trip to secure solid future prospects for Ares. She had no idea what that meant, but he’d seemed very energized about it when he left.


  Rosalie was certain something was wrong. She’d expected to hear from Sebastian by now. She was also intimately involved in his schedules, she took care of all arrangements for him. Although he frequently went under the radar on his business trips, he would eventually touch base with her, asking her to do some kind of task for him, often at any hour of the day or night. She’d grown used to it, and even thrived on feeling like an integral part of his global business travels.


  But this time, nothing. Before she raised the alarm and brought others into the matter, she wanted to get answers on her own. Besides, if this turned out to be her overreacting, Sebastian would never forgive her for bringing such scrutiny to his business, Ares, which was involved in various aspects of military combat and defense strategies as contract advisors. For that reason and more, he was very private and guarded his secrets well. She respected that and understood the seriousness of his work, but more than that, she had a bad feeling something wasn’t right.


  Rosalie had scraped together what little information she could find. She knew he had not checked out of his Cairo hotel room; she’d asked about it since she’d been the one to book the reservation. For her own trip to Cairo she booked a room, asking for it to be next door to his.


  Over the next couple of days of waiting and listening, she’d heard no comings and goings from his hotel room and she still could get no response from him on his phone or email. Still no credit card activity, either. It just wasn’t like him. She decided to try something a little less... legal.


  Due to the nature of the black ops missions Ares was occasionally involved in, Sebastian had employed whatever means necessary to extract the information he required. He often tasked Thomas Heitner, his second-in-command at Ares, with such duties, including cyber-hacking and utilizing various forms of spyware. But he had also given Rosalie training and limited access to some hacking software and techniques. At times, he’d require her to find information for him that he needed right away. He expected his people to be resourceful and fast in acquiring valuable intel, so he’d given her the resources to do just that, without endangering her too much with law enforcement. He figured she was the last person in his organization anyone would suspect of having access to illegal software. He also trusted her loyalty and discretion. Her feelings for him had grown to the point there was nothing she wouldn’t do for him.


  Rosalie opened her encrypted laptop and typed in the commands to access some common hotel and airline sites. She searched for Sebastian and Thomas’ names, as well as the aliases they sometimes needed to travel under. Nothing.


  Next, she searched for one of the last pieces of information Sebastian had asked her for, before he’d dropped off the grid. It was a name. Dr. Khadesh. She looked up his profile and read numerous articles on him. He seemed legit. The Director of Egyptian Antiquities. She couldn’t imagine what Sebastian had wanted with him, and as usual he hadn’t explained. She looked for clues about anything that might cross paths with Ares business, either on or off the books, but there wasn’t a single shred of evidence that Sebastian had ever had any dealings with this man at all. It was all very perplexing.


  She considered dismissing it as a dead end, but the fact that Dr. Khadesh’s name was the very last thing Sebastian had mentioned to her, made her suspicious.


  “There has to be a connection,” she whispered to herself. She could use a drink, but she wanted to stay clear-headed.


  She hacked into Dr. Khadesh’s office calendar, but that gave her absolutely nothing to go on. Strangely enough, his calendar had been cleared for a few weeks. She wondered what for. Her skin prickled. She sensed this was more than a coincidence that the empty calendar dates started close to the same time that Sebastian disappeared. From what she’d uncovered, Dr. Khadesh typically had many official duties, but she could find nothing online to indicate what his current activities were. She decided to search airlines and hotels in the hopes of locating him. Time was of the essence. She didn’t have a moment to waste, especially if this did turn out to be a dead end. She needed to ask him questions, but first she wanted to do some recon on her own to see what he was doing. She hoped she might even find Sebastian this way.


  She came across an itinerary. He had recently flown to Amman, Jordan, and was then booked into a hotel in the village of Wadi Musa, which was only a few minutes walk outside of Petra. She didn’t know who he was traveling with or what his purpose was in visiting an archaeological site outside of Egypt. There was no indication from what she’d read that this was any kind of official trip.


  She took a deep breath. Her chest tightened with anxiety. She tried to consider alternative angles of approach to locate Sebastian or some clue to his whereabouts. But, she had nothing else to go on and she was growing desperate. Familiarizing herself with what Dr. Khadesh looked like, she booked a flight to Amman, Jordan.
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  Although Alex, Mitch, Jack and Bob had spent the last two days touring Petra under Dr. Khadesh’s and Khamir’s guidance, the sight of the Siq was still an astonishing sight.


  It was early in the morning, the light filtering through the three-quarters of a mile-long fissure cast a beautiful, shifting radiance upon the varying shades of sandstone present in the natural stone. The colors seemed to change as the light passed over sections, sunlight and shadow taking turns showing off through the winding gorge.


  As she trailed behind the group, Alex felt a sense of awe and wonder. The narrow canyon’s sandstone walls, a naturally occurring passageway leading to the ancient city, soared 250 feet above them. It made her feel so small in comparison. So much of what she and her friends explored in archaeology made her realize ever more the brief lives they lead, versus the enormity of historical achievements, and the thousands upon thousands of years it took to come to this place in time, with these achievements to revere and study.


  Alex stopped, gazing up at the towering gorge, which beckoned them inside. “A rose-red city half as old as time,” she spoke in a hushed voice, quoting the nineteenth century sonnet, Petra, written by John William Burgons.


  “Indeed,” Mitch said, overhearing her. Petra was truly a wondrous place.


  Today’s agenda, they’d been told by Dr. Khadesh, had a specific purpose. They were not going to be taking another leisurely tour around Petra, but rather, seeing something they’d been told was an important starting place in learning about the Kierani’s hidden history in Petra, or Sela, as it had been called in antiquity. Dr. Khadesh had asked them all to refrain from asking questions and to keep their usual banter at a minimum until they arrived at their destination. However, he had not yet revealed what that was or why he wanted them to stay quiet.


  Their curiosities were all peaked by the mysterious mission, but they trusted their guides.


  Until now, they’d only been given the standard tour of Petra. Dr. Khadesh thought it was important that they take it in the traditional way, before he and Khamir revealed what lay beyond and beneath the surface. He felt it would give them a useful perspective from which to go forth with their upcoming research into Petra’s even more ancient past.


  The sun was climbing higher in the sky, the day heating up. They had all worn hats and sunglasses and plenty of SPF, and were carrying full water bottles in their backpacks to help them cope with the hot, desert climate. Tourists were now flocking about in abundance. Photos were being taken in every direction, fingers pointing up at the seemingly endless array of stunning ancient achievements and artistry.


  After a long walk through the center of Petra, past the Street of Facades, the Theater, the Colonnaded Street, and beyond, they were growing increasingly restive.


  As Dr. Khadesh and Khamir led them past Petra’s archaeological museum, heading south along the cliffs, past the Unfinished Tomb, Mitch’s curiosity and impatience finally got the better of him. “I can’t take it any more. Where exactly are we going?”


  Alex, though still silent, was wondering the same thing. She was grateful he’d finally asked the question. If he hadn’t, she soon would’ve.


  The crowds had started to thin out as they were now going beyond the standard tour stops within Petra. The dusty trails became more uneven and rocky.


  “To a Djinn block,” Khamir answered.


  Bob looked at Jack and frowned.


  “What is it buddy?” Jack asked.


  To be sure of what he recalled, Bob pointed to his map. “We passed them already. The Djinn blocks. They were before the Siq. Remember, we saw them on our way into Petra. Those towering square, carved blocks.”


  Jack remembered; his head had been filled with so much information the last couple of days. “You’re right. Those aren’t the only ones?” He didn’t recall seeing any more of the strange structures on their tours the last couple of days.


  “This one is off-the-beaten path,” Khamir said, looking back at him.


  Bob rolled his eyes and wiped his brow. “Of course it is,” he said, huffing. The heat was getting to him and so was his thirst. He was trying to ration his water, but he opted for another quick sip. “Warm water, ugh.”


  Alex chimed in, “There are actually twenty-six Djinn blocks, or god blocks, located within Petra.”


  “Twenty-seven,” Khamir stated.


  Mitch frowned. “That’s not what’s in the historical record. I’m pretty sure Alex is right, it’s twenty-six.”


  Khamir grinned at them. “I would have thought by now that you would realize there is much more that has not been recorded by conventional archaeologists, than has made it into the history books.”


  Alex chuckled. “Good point.” She bumped shoulders with Mitch. “As if we needed any more convincing that we definitely don’t know everything.”


  “Yeah,” Mitch replied, suddenly feeling a little silly. “Sorry.”


  Khamir waved it off.


  Dr. Khadesh smiled. “We did tell you there were many hidden things here.”


  Alex felt her excitement build. “And I can’t wait to see them.”


  “What are they?” Jack asked. “Why are they called that?”


  “Do either of you know?” Dr. Khadesh asked, looking behind him.


  Mitch looked to Alex.


  “Well, they’re tombs,” Mitch said, “but I think I recall just a general explanation for the names.”


  They all stopped walking for a moment.


  “Didn’t it have something to do with Arabic folklore?” Mitch offered. “That the blocks contained spirits?”


  “Weren’t they supposed to be evil spirits?” Alex asked.


  “Yeah, I think so.”


  “Oh, great,” Bob said, flapping his arms. “Isn’t that just par for the course. We’re going to be heading straight into another dangerous situation, aren’t we?”


  Khamir placed a hand on Bob’s shoulder. “No, we are only here to show you some of the important sites, not to do anything potentially dangerous.”


  Bob huffed. “Sure, you say that now. I know how these things usually turn out.” He kept grumbling to himself. “Tombs and evil spirits. What could possibly go wrong this time?”


  Jack chuckled at his friend, then shifted the subject back. “So, these were supposed to be evil gods, then?”


  Alex shook her head. “No, I don’t think so.” She looked to Dr. Khadesh and Khamir. “I forget the name of the god the blocks’ names are referring to.”


  “Dushara,” Dr. Khadesh answered, “which is attributed to the Nabataean god, represented as a stone block.”


  “Weird shape for a god,” Jack murmured.


  “And I bet there’s more to that story?” Alex commented, putting her hands on her hips.


  “Indeed, there is,” Khamir replied.


  “Come,” Dr. Khadesh said, waving them on, “let us continue. We are almost there.”


  The pathways became increasingly rough. The group stepped carefully over the loose rocks and somewhat jagged, sloping terrain.


  Much to the group’s relief, Khamir finally slowed down.


  He and Dr. Khadesh stepped away to have a private word.


  The four friends all looked around, perplexed.


  The terrain had opened up somewhat. The cliffs sloped outwards at less steep grades now. Small sections of patchy, rough grass were dotted around the otherwise barren terrain. Small cave entrances were carved into the hillsides.


  “I don’t see a Djinn block,” Jack said, breathing hard from the strenuous hike, and shielding his eyes from the blazing sun.


  “Me, neither,” Bob added, plopping down. What he wouldn’t give for a bit of shade right now. Sweat poured down his back.


  Khamir came walking back, an enigmatic smile on his face. “It does not look like the ones you saw at the entrance.”


  Alex walked forward to get a closer look at the high sandstone cliffs in front of them. They mostly looked like natural, wind-carved shapes. She searched for something that looked even remotely like a Djinn block, but to no avail. Just cliffs and fissures and caves.


  She turned around. “Mitch?”


  He shrugged his shoulders indicating he was also coming up empty.


  Dr. Khadesh motioned them to follow him. “Just a little farther.”


  Bob got up and dusted himself off, peeved at the brief respite he’d had.


  Dr. Khadesh led them farther south, to a section of high sandstone cliff that dropped off. He stopped and held his arms out. “We are here.”


  Alex walked up beside him and pointed. “That almost looks like a rough start to a step pyramid.”


  “It is a natural formation,” he replied. “Winds have shaped it.”


  In front of it was an outcropping of lower cliffs, made up of three sections. Dotted around were small openings, most too small to be caves.


  Khamir waved them forward.


  They all walked closer to the cliffs.


  Dr. Khadesh pointed to the largest sandstone outcropping at the end. “There it is.”


  Mitch frowned, surprised. “That’s a Djinn block?” He noted that it had the right general shape and dimensions, but none of the outward craftsmanship. It simply looked like another natural feature of the sandstone cliffs.


  Dr. Khadesh nodded his understanding of Mitch’s reaction. “It is not commonly recognized as a Djinn block, because early in its creation people were too afraid of its effects. Myths sprang from the experiences people had inside of it. It was feared. Avoided. Some thought a kind of evil was at play.”


  The four of them listened intently, eyeing the formation.


  “Eventually, it was decided that it should be abandoned, for fear it would cause more unrest than it would provide benefit.”


  “What kind of effects are we talking about?” Alex asked, feeling intensely curious.


  Dr. Khadesh looked around. He did not see anyone in the vicinity, but he was still feeling cautious. He lowered his voice. “You recall when we told you about the King’s Chamber in the Great Pyramid being initially created around a naturally occurring electromagnetic energy source?”


  They all nodded their heads.


  “Well, this is another such location.”


  “No way,” Alex remarked, looking up at the sandstone formation in awe. She felt her pulse quicken with anticipation of what was to come.


  “Cool,” Mitch said, an enraptured grin spreading across his face.


  “There are many such places around the world,” Khamir added. “Places where natural laws seem to bend, to no longer apply. But they are just regions of natural laws that are not yet known. Except by a few,” he said, winking at them.


  “These areas, once detected, became focal points for ancient people.” Dr. Khadesh paused, feeling reflective. “Such areas were utilized, but as we have learned from the past, not always with enough caution or protection.”


  “Then, why isn’t this protected?” Jack asked, looking around. There were no barriers of any kind. “Seems kind of foolish to leave it unguarded.”


  Bob readily agreed, thinking on past events. “No kidding.”


  “We have learned the hard way, that sometimes the best protection we can offer is to leave something in plain sight.” Khamir continued, “The less attention that is drawn to something specific, the safer it often is.”


  Alex nodded. “That makes a lot of sense. We’ve never heard of such a place existing inside Petra. Not including the Djinn myths, of course.”


  “Yes,” Khamir replied, “when something takes on a mythical status, it is next to impossible to suppress. But, fortunately, myths often have more skeptics than believers. That fact affords another level of indirect protection.”


  “Clever,” she said, twisting her blonde ponytail.


  “You’d never know anything was here,” Jack said, squinting behind his sunglasses, trying to spot something, anything, out of the ordinary.


  “So what exactly can we expect here?” Bob asked, suspicion creeping into his voice. He was having second thoughts about going through with today’s field trip destination.


  Khamir looked to Dr. Khadesh to answer.


  “I think we should discuss that inside.”


  Khamir nodded.


  “Inside?” Alex asked, looking it over. She didn’t see any kind of entrance.


  Bob looked at Jack. A worried expression crossed both of their faces.


  “Yes,” Khamir answered. “Follow me.”


  Alex felt her heart start to pound in her chest.


  Mitch came up beside her and whispered, “I hope I’m not the only one who’s nervous about this.”


  “Nope,” she said, “you are not.”


  “Good.” He let out a nervous laugh. “You’d think we’d be used to this kind of thing by now.”


  “I doubt we’ll ever get used to the places these two take us.”


  The two guides led them farther up the slope, to the base of the lower cliffs. They stopped where the two end sections met, in front of what looked like a natural fissure between the two formations.


  Both of them turned around for a moment to look over the surrounding area to make sure no one would see them. They couldn’t see any tourists nearby.


  Khamir pointed. “This fissure you see before us is the way in.”


  Bob scoffed at him. “You’ve got to be kidding me! Have we met?” He rubbed his large belly. “That thing isn’t even a foot wide. My head might fit, but that’s about it. Not even Alex nor Jack are that skinny.”


  Jack pulled a face.


  Alex frowned, but stayed silent. Bob was right. Even her slender frame wasn’t going to squeeze in there, and she was game for trying out most any ancient passageways.


  Khamir smiled. “It is an optical illusion.”


  Their eyes went wide.


  “Watch.” He slid his arm through, into the darkness beyond. Then, to their utter astonishment, he simply walked into the very narrow fissure.


  Jack took off his sunglasses and rubbed his eyes. “What the heck?”


  “Khamir?” Mitch called out.


  No answer.


  “Khamir!” he called again.


  Still no answer.


  “What happened?” Bob asked, panic rising in his voice. “Why isn’t he answering?”


  “Calm yourself, Bob,” Dr. Khadesh said. “He is fine. He has just moved beyond the barrier, into an inner chamber.”


  “What kind of barrier?” Jack asked, feeling goose bumps forming on his flesh, in spite of the desert heat. “What’s it going to feel like?”


  “You will hardly feel a thing,” Dr. Khadesh said. “Only a change in the air surrounding you. It will feel like the slightest breeze, then you will move into a dark, cool place. It is a pleasing sensation. Especially in this heat.”


  Alex clutched her ankh pendant. She felt no response from it, which comforted her. “I’ll go next.”


  Mitch looked at her, smiling. “Why am I not surprised?”


  She mustered a smile in return, trying to look braver than she felt. “Wish me luck.”


  “Always.”


  She took a deep breath, and copied what she’d seen Khamir do.


  She disappeared.


  “Alex?” Mitch called after her.


  As before, no answer.


  “That’s it, I’m going in next.” Without waiting for anyone’s reply, Mitch followed her.


  Jack looked to Bob. “What do you think, Buddy?”


  Bob didn’t answer at first. He just stared at the strange fissure. His mind couldn’t make sense of what he’d seen. His instincts were telling him to stay away from it, as they usually did in strange circumstances.


  “It will be fine, Bob,” Dr. Khadesh said. “I assure you, it is safe to pass through.”


  “Yeah, come on, I can go first if you’d like,” Jack said, offering his friend a reassuring smile.


  Bob regarded him for a moment. “You know better than anyone that these things don’t always end well.”


  “Different times, different places,” Jack replied, shrugging his shoulders. Then he had an idea. “Why don’t you grab onto my backpack? We’ll go together.”


  Bob shook his head. “I must be crazy.” But he did as Jack suggested.


  Together they passed through.


  Dr. Khadesh followed.
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  A short distance away, someone lying flat on the ground, head covered, watched intently through a set of binoculars.
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  Once they were all inside, having passed through the barrier, their eyes adjusted to the darkness. The four friends were relieved to see that everyone was safe and accounted for. It was cool and dry and dark inside. They were in a cave-like space. The ground, though natural stone, was relatively smooth.


  “We made it,” Jack said, almost surprised. He let out a nervous laugh.


  Bob had paled. He finally let go of Jack’s backpack.


  “Come,” Khamir said, fishing out a flashlight and turning it on, “let us continue. We are almost there.”


  Dr. Khadesh again brought up the rear.


  The foursome followed Khamir down a set of stone steps that were hewn into the rock.


  “Watch your step, please, and stay close to me,” Khamir said, lighting their way. He walked on a ways, then rounded a sharp corner and disappeared.


  “Hopefully no one follows us inside this time,” Jack said, anxiety starting to get the best of him. “Remember what happened to the last two guys who tried that. Obliterated!”


  “Yeah, and that could’ve easily been us,” Bob said, purposely ‘forgetting’ the precautions Dr. Khadesh and Khamir had taken to ensure their safety that day.


  “We don’t have the Pharom with us, remember,” Alex replied. “That’s what did it, so nothing of the sort’s going to happen.”


  Bob remained unconvinced. He wasn’t cut out for these situations. Jack’s comment had just made things worse. It brought up terrifying memories. He was growing completely unnerved.


  They followed Khamir’s path. After turning the corner, they found themselves stepping into a large, empty, stone chamber, lit by Khamir’s flashlight, much bigger than the area they’d first stepped into.


  The effect was immediate.


  Alex’s head swam, her vision blurred. Her ankh pendant started to buzz against her skin. Suddenly, there seemed to be a lot of noise all around her. Voices. People talking. It was growing louder. She couldn’t make sense of it. It was a cacophony. She shook her head, then rubbed her eyes. She looked over at the others. They seemed to be struggling with the same effects she was feeling. But no one was speaking. They were all too overcome with the weird sensations of the mysterious stone chamber.


  She placed her hand on the cool stone wall to steady herself. Then, through the noise swimming all around her, she heard a voice ring out clearly. “Alex, focus on my words, my voice.”


  She inhaled sharply. She looked over at Dr. Khadesh, who was eyeing her intently. She tried to speak, but her words would not come. It was as though she was underwater, her voice was muffled, her vision still blurred. She shook her head again, trying to clear her mind.


  “Focus, Alex. You can do it.”


  She again glanced at Dr. Khadesh, wanting to reply, to ask what she was experiencing. As she looked at him, something strange happened. He held her gaze. She heard him say, “Calm your mind. Listen to my voice.” But his lips did not move. She squeezed her eyes closed for a few moments, then re-opened them.


  “I know you can hear me,” he said, but his words were not spoken aloud.


  Her eyes widened. Her heart started to beat even faster.


  “Stay calm,” he said. “Do not panic. Everything is fine.”


  “What is happening?” she heard herself ask. But she hadn’t spoken those words. She had only thought them.


  “Inside this place, we become more deeply connected. A point of convergence is present, which allows for that to occur.” His voice was calm, steady, as he imparted this ancient knowledge. “What we have access to here is but one of a myriad of threads connecting our existence.”


  Alex just listened, trying to understand, trying to make sense of the experience and not give in to fear.


  “The King’s Chamber was another such place. This is why I wanted you all to have a quieter day today. To clear and prepare your minds for this.” He paused, assessing her. Her curiosity seemed to be overtaking her rising panic. “Go easy, but reach out and listen to the others. One by one. Hear their thoughts.”


  “What?” she asked, confused and startled by the question.


  “Thoughts are simply another form of energy,” Dr. Khadesh continued. “This place, with its natural electromagnetic energy flows, allows us to hear them. Like an amplification. You only have to listen.”


  She looked around the room at the others. No one was speaking. She gripped her pendant, which was warm to the touch and giving off an energy of its own in response to its supernatural surroundings. She took a deep breath. Then, she focused on Mitch.


  He was leaning with his back against a wall. He’d taken his glasses off and appeared to be focused on his breathing. She heard his voice, “I don’t understand what’s going on. I need to get out of here.” He started to move away.


  “Mitch,” she said, reaching out to him with her thoughts. Spoken words still would not come.


  He suddenly looked in her direction, surprised.


  “Stay here.”


  He heard her. He tried to answer.


  She felt his confusion, his frustration, his fear.


  “Mitch, it’s all right. I think I understand what’s happening. Inside this chamber, we can hear what each other is thinking. Words aren’t necessary.”


  She was met by an immediate wave of denial, his fear intensifying.


  “It’s ok, don’t be afraid,” she said, as much for her own benefit as his.


  He frowned, his expression one of disbelief. He looked at the others.


  Khamir caught his gaze. “She speaks the truth.”


  “I can’t believe that,” Mitch wanted to say, but he could only think it at the moment.


  “Your eyes do not deceive you, Mitch,” Khamir responded, but his lips were still.


  He felt panic rising in his chest. “Jack, Bob!” he called out with his mind.


  They both jumped, startled, looking in his direction. Sheer confusion etched on their faces.


  Inside the chamber, Bob’s senses had been immediately assaulted by the noise of the voices. But instead of trying to focus on them, his mind spontaneously started reliving what had happened in the King’s Chamber inside the Great Pyramid, when the men trying to steal the Pharom cornered them. Reliving it in excruciating, traumatic detail.


  Just then, Alex detected another voice piercing through the noise. It was not familiar to her. At once, she felt a great wave of fear and anger and malice surging in their direction. A jumble of thought and emotion spiking hot. Then, she perceived a name. “Rosalie.” Out of seemingly nowhere, she had suddenly sensed this woman’s presence, sensed her thoughts, her intent. She could feel the woman’s rage. She was dangerous, very dangerous.


  Alex spun around in the direction of where they had entered the chamber.


  She saw a cloud of dust being kicked up, pebbles spilling down.


  Dr. Khadesh and Khamir quickly stepped in front of her in a protective instinct. They had also sensed the stranger’s presence.


  The woman’s aura began to fade as suddenly as it had appeared. She was gone.


  “We must leave,” they heard Dr. Khadesh say.


  The six of them all dashed up and out of the chamber. Once outside, the bright sunlight blinded them for a moment.


  They put their sunglasses back on. As their eyes adjusted, they looked around, scanning their surroundings, but did not see anyone.


  Khamir looked at Dr. Khadesh. “I think we have a new problem.”


  The older man’s expression darkened, his voice grave, “We do.”
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  Rosalie ran.


  A couple of minutes later, once she got back to where the tourists were, she slowed down, trying to blend in and act nonchalant. But inside, she was vibrating with a maelstrom of emotion. She tightened her headscarf and put her sunglasses on. She needed to get out of there. Fast.


  She hadn’t realized how far into Petra she’d traveled, she’d been so focused on following the group of six, and staying out of sight. She hurried her pace, tripping on an uneven part of the path. She hit the ground, scraping her hand. A stranger came over to help her up.


  “Are you ok?” the man asked.


  She wiped the dust off of her arms and pants. “Yes, yes, thank you.”


  “Your hand, it’s injured...” he started to say.


  “It’s nothing,” she replied cutting him off. She had scraped her palm. She picked some pebbles out of it, then wiped the blood off on her pant leg. “I must go.”


  He was about to offer more assistance, but she was already hurrying away.


  She was shaking as she walked at a brisk pace. Her hand hurt and she’d hit her knee pretty hard. It was throbbing. But she needed to get away. The woman in the chamber suddenly knowing her name had badly startled her. It made no sense. There was no way she could’ve known who she was. The whole experience had shaken her badly. What had happened there was impossible, she told herself, from the strange barrier to get inside, to the bizarre experience she’d been confronted with inside the chamber.


  Before hearing her name, Rosalie had nearly fainted when she’d heard what they’d said about the two men who’d followed them into the pyramid’s chamber. She’d known deep down in the core of her being that one of them was Sebastian. Then, she’d had the vision. She couldn’t explain it. But she’d seen it clearly. She saw Sebastian and Thomas in the stone chamber, with the six others they’d followed inside. The two men were holding the group at gunpoint. There was a strange object glowing in the center of the room. Then violent winds, followed by a blinding flash. And then nothing. Both Sebastian and Thomas were gone. But the others remained, safe and unharmed. She had no idea what had happened to cause it. Nothing made any sense.


  Tears streamed down her face. She knew then that he was dead. The man she loved, and envisioned a future with, was gone. Her heart was shattered. Along with all of her dreams. She couldn’t help it, she wept.


  Attracting more attention due to her tears and now noticeably agitated state, she pulled her scarf over her face, trying to wipe away the tears that would not stop falling.


  When she got back to her hotel room in Wadi Musa, she placed a ‘do not disturb’ sign on the door. She opened her luggage and pulled out a bottle of vodka she’d bought at the duty-free shop at the airport. She poured herself a generous glass. She was rattled, she needed a salve to calm her nerves. She then took the bottle into the bathroom and cleaned the scrapes on her hand, first with soap and water, and then with alcohol. It stung. She checked her knee. She’d torn her pant leg, but her knee was only badly bruised. She touched it gingerly. It was sore and a large bruise had already formed.


  After she freshened up, she changed into a bathrobe and put her long, brunette hair up in a clip. She poured herself another glass of vodka.


  She sat down at the desk, sipping her drink for a few minutes, willing the immense stress of the day to start dialing down. Finally, she took a deep breath and closed her eyes for a moment. The alcohol was starting to take a welcome effect.


  Feeling newly emboldened, she opened up her laptop. She plugged in her cellphone and began downloading the photos she’d taken of Dr. Khadesh and his group. Figuring out who they were would be a place to start. She looked at them, and felt hatred building inside her. These people had been there when Sebastian and Thomas were killed. She didn’t know what had happened, but they were alive and Sebastian and Thomas were dead. She leaned in close, looking through the photos. She blamed them. They were responsible for obliterating her dreams and ruining her life. She needed to find out who they were. She knew who Dr. Khadesh was, so she was certain there was a way to find out who the rest of them were.


  Rosalie topped up her glass. Tears started welling up in her eyes again. She tried to shake it off.


  “Focus,” she whispered. “For Sebastian.” She wiped her eyes and gritted her teeth.


  She thought of what she’d seen in the bizarre chamber. The vision of the strange glowing object. That seemed like something Sebastian would’ve been interested in procuring for Ares. Sebastian devoured all he could on military research. And if her vision was of true events, whatever it was certainly had weapons potential.


  She finished her drink and poured another. She was in over her head. She had no idea what to do about the events in her vision. Another thought occurred to her. What did they know about her? The woman had spoken her name. She shook her head. This situation was insane. “What does any of it mean?” She got up and paced the room in her bare feet, drink in hand. She needed answers, intel.


  She stopped in her tracks as an idea popped into her head. “I know who to contact,” she whispered to herself. She set her glass down. “Charles.” She remembered Sebastian mentioning him often. “He’s in Brussels.”


  She recalled Sebastian referring to him as his ‘fixer.’ Many times, he’d ask her to reach out to Charles for a private call between the two men, usually when something was going wrong, or when Sebastian needed information he couldn’t get anywhere else. After Charles got involved, she’d noticed that Sebastian’s stress levels would go down, and his problems would either be abruptly solved or at least significantly lessened.


  She suspected Charles’ methods were not something she’d really want to know about, but she didn’t see that she had a choice. She had limited information about Ares and couldn’t risk contacting the wrong people, and she certainly couldn’t risk going to the authorities. She knew enough that Sebastian would never have condoned it. If Sebastian would turn to Charles in tense and dangerous situations, then he must’ve trusted both the man’s discretion and his ability to do what was necessary. Not to mention, she couldn’t tell just anyone about what she’d experienced today. She was backed into a corner. She’d have to trust him, too.


  Rosalie sat back. She was nervous. Still scared about making a wrong move, and worried about getting involved with a man like Charles. She been around long enough to know that would have consequences. But she owed it to Sebastian to find out what it was that killed him, and more than that, to avenge his death. A cold, hard reality struck her. She truly had no other choice.


  The end?
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  “Somewhere, something incredible is waiting to be known.”


  —Carl Sagan
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