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To those who swoon every time you watch Rick O’Connell do his badass mummy fighting. This one’s for you.
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Prologue

31 BCE

Temple of Isis in Philae




Screams can be heard through the marbled halls, and the smell of smoke and ash fills the air. It is the sound and smell of defeat. All the while, Cleopatra awaits in the antechamber clutching a hastily written note given to her by one of her four loyal handmaidens.

[image: ]

The ruler clasps the table in front of her and bows her head in grief. Her lover, champion, and husband is gone. She knows that she is next, but now is not the time to mourn. It is the time to act.

Isis was clear in her note that the god Set is behind the Roman unrest, just as they suspected. He wants what all gods of chaos want: destruction and power. For him, that means ruling in Osirus’s place in the Duat. For if you rule the dead, you rule the living as well.

She knows that he can never be allowed to reach the secret gateway hidden in this very temple. Isis will hate her for this choice, but there is no other in this time of defeat. Time is of the essence so the choice is hers alone to make as the last pharaoh of Egypt.

Cleopatra raises her head, looks meaningfully at her handmaidens, and turns to look behind her. Fitted in the wall, the size of a large book, is the sacred Tablet of Osirus. It was magicked by Thoth and Isis to create a gateway for the gods to travel through to the Duat. It was designed specifically for Isis to visit her husband even in death.

Cleopatra knows that the gateway must close. Set must never reach the Duat, for he is at the height of power and could take over without much fight. In making this choice she is not only closing the gate to Set, but to all of the gods on this plane, which means Isis will never be able to visit her beloved. There are not many choices in war, and the few choices left are bad or worse.

With determined steps, Cleopatra strides up to the tablet and pulls it out of the wall. Immediately, the wind in the chamber picks up in the room and stills just as quickly signaling that the gateway is closed, but that is not enough. Set can never find the sacred tablet.

The ruler places the tablet on the lone table in the room as her handmaidens look on from the other side. She looks up at the four women that she trusts most in this world and knows they will not let her down.

“I am not long for this world, my friends,” she says while looking down at the tablet. “I need your help one last time before the end draws near. Set is coming, but he will be disappointed to find in his hour of triumph that he was thwarted by the woman queen he so despises.”

Suddenly, Cleopatra pulls a khopesh saber from the sheath along her back. Gifted to her from the god Thoth, it was magicked to be able to cut through any object to help her in battle. Now she will use this gift to cut the gods off from their friends and loved ones. She pulls her arm back and swipes the khopesh through the middle of the stone tablet cutting it in half. With one more downward stroke, it is cut into four pieces each the size of small journals.

“Each of you will hide your piece of the tablet so that neither I nor your fellow maidens knows where you have placed it. It will need to last through the passing of time, so choose well and wisely,” Cleopatra says while placing a piece of the tablet in each of her handmaid's hands.

“Now go! Travel to hide your piece. May we be reunited in the Field of Reeds when our time comes!”

“Yes, your majesty,” the handmaidens reply in unison while bowing to their pharaoh one last time.

All four handmaids file out of the antichamber into the chaos that awaits them filling the halls of the temple. It will take skill to make it out without being captured or killed, but they have been trained well. Above all else, they must hide their piece of the sacred tablet so that Set and his spies can never find it.

Back in the antechamber, Cleopatra sits on the marble floor of the temple with ankles crossed, eyes closed, and meditates. She knows these are her final moments and is ready to make peace with the gods and for her soul to enter the Duat.

Suddenly, the cries of battle die away, the room temperature plummets, and the feeling of hopelessness and dread seeps into her soul. It’s as if time is holding its breath for this final meeting between pharaoh and god.

Without looking up, she says, “We finally meet in person, Set. It has been too long playing this game of cat and mouse.”

“I think you know this game has now reached an end, little mouse,” came a deep voice from the door of the chamber.

Looking up, Cleopatra lays eyes on the god of chaos that has taken her love, her throne, and now her life. He stands tall and proud. His bulked tan skin is on display while dressed in his battle armor with his dark hair pulled back with a thong. Blood was already drying in his beard. She could only hope that none of it was her handmaidens.

Set looks behind the pharaoh and realizes the gateway is closed. He throws up his hands and yells, “What have you done?!”

He strides forward, but before he can reach to yank her up, she pulls out her khopesh and slices at Set before rolling backwards into a crouched position.

“That will cost you, little mouse,” Set seethes while looking at the long gash on his thigh.

“You have already taken everything. What more could you do?”

“Where is the Tablet of Osirus? I tire of waiting. Tell me and you just might live to see the end of this bloodshed.”

“It is gone. It has been shattered and is gone with the wind. You will never find your precious tablet. The Duat and the world will be safe from your reign of terror.”

Before she can blink, an ax is at her throat. “Tell me, Cleopatra, or your children’s lives are forfeit.”

“Even now, Isis is hiding them from your spies. You will have to kill me and get your revenge, for you have lost. The Duat is not yours to rule,” she replies with her head held high even with an ax to her throat.

A slow, sly smile forms on Set’s mouth. “An ax is too quick of a death,” he says as the sound of hissing comes from the doorway.

He lets her go and backs away towards the three large black asps that are slithering toward her from the only exit.

She backs towards the nearest wall so that they cannot slither behind her and readies her stance with saber in hand. The asp on the left lunges for her thigh, but she is able to easily cut off its head before impact. The other two launch at the same time, one high and one low. She dispatches the one coming for her throat, but all it takes is a bite to the calf and she knows she is marked for death.

Cleopatra looks up at Set one last time as she falls to the floor, “Live knowing that this woman queen is what stood between you and victory.”

The room temperature rises and noises start to filter through the door signaling Set’s departure. She closes her eyes and feels the venom spreading quickly. She knows that she has an hour at most. So, she breathes in and out until it feels like hours have passed. She then opens her eyes to a familiar silhouette crouching in front of her.

“He did not make it through, my goddess. Please do not hate me for my decision to break and hide the tablet,” Cleopatra rasped as her heartbeat slows.

“I do not fault you for making a difficult choice, my child,” came the urethral voice of Isis. “But please tell me where I can find the pieces.”

“Handmaidens.. hidden.. he cannot.. find..” Isis looks on as Cleopatra breathes her last.




Days Later in Alexandria

Safe in a lone servant quarters room, the first handmaiden writes a coded message in both hieroglyphics and Greek. She slips the message and her piece of the tablet in a hidden compartment of her jewelry box given to her by a Roman lover several years prior. Interesting that if that lover were to find her now, she would be executed or sent as a slave to Rome. She has escaped that fate for now.

So, she will grieve her pharaoh and loss of Egyptian reign but will live to see the box pass into unknowing hands. For it must last through endless cycles of time.


Chapter 1
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Charlotte

Present Day

Ireland




“Come on, Charlotte! You are driving like a grandmother! We are going to be late if you don’t go faster!”

Here we go. Another poke at my safe and effective driving skills. I love my friend Charlie, but she is too much in the fast lane for her own good, which is why I insisted on driving. If I had let her drive, we would have made it here a whole hour early and I would have lost my breakfast.

“Sat nav says we will be there right on time. Why don’t you read a book to pass the time?” I reply.

“You know that reading is your thing, right? Isn’t that the whole reason you agreed to this little holiday? So that you could get a peak at the Roman section of the Trinity College library?”

“I agreed to come on this holiday to spend time with my best mate and to celebrate a once in a lifetime find for my doctoral thesis, if you must know,” I replied with a cheeky smile on my face.

“Fine. Regardless, I’m glad you agreed to come visit me. I’ve missed our girl nights while I’ve been studying in Ireland.”

“See, look! Ashford Castle in 2 miles!” I exclaimed, “I told you we would make it right on time.”

Charlie had booked us a fun falconry excursion at a local castle. This had been on my bucket list of adventures to try for a while. It was an added bonus to do so while on an emotional high from my academic discovery several days ago.

I looked at the horizon out of the windshield and saw a bird flying above the treeline. “Look at that hawk! I wonder if that’s the kind we will get to work with in our lesson today?”

“That’s a falcon, not a hawk, Charlotte.”

“Well, what’s the difference?”

Before she could answer, we came to the entrance of Ashford Castle and had to give our names to the gate attendant. After double-checking the list, we were ushered through.

“Take two rights and the hawk experience will be on the left. Have fun, ladies!” the gate attendant said.

A few minutes later, we pulled up to the falconry area. “Let me go get us checked in while you park the car,” Charlie said as she proceeded to hop out of the car before I came to a full stop.

I shook my head as she ran up to the welcome area. Always running towards the next adventure while all I want to do is stop and take in the scenery, which is exactly what I do when I get out of the car. I take in the dewy smell of the trees, the light creeping through the clouds, and a hawk… no, a falcon sitting in a tree across the way. It seems to be looking straight at me.

“Well, aren’t you a pretty bird?” I coo as I slowly take steps toward the raptor.

It tips its head sideways as if it’s actually listening to what I’m saying. “Get a grip, Charlotte. That falcon cannot understand a word you are saying,” I mutter to myself. Still, I give it one more glance before turning towards the falconry center to join Charlie.

Once inside the falconry center, we meet our guide for the next two hours, Fergus. He takes us to the back of the complex, and while walking we pass rows of tagged hawks.

“Do we get to choose our hawk?” Charlies asks excitedly.

“Unfortunately, no. We have to take into account who has recently eaten and their overall temperaments. But don’t worry, I have two in mind that will be the perfect companions for you ladies! Now, here is a leather glove for each of you and I will be back shortly with your hawks,” Fergus explains before he walks back through the compound.

“Well, these gloves are a fashion statement to be sure,” Charlie complains.

“They are meant to protect your hands from sharp talons not improve your wardrobe,” I say as I try to wrestle my dark curly waves into a ponytail.

As I slip the leather glove on my hand, I look up to see a large bird flying straight for me. I quickly put up my gloved hand, and the bird perches on my glove. To my shock, it’s not just any bird. It’s the falcon I saw near the car, and it is staring intently at me.

“Whoah, girl! Where do I get my bird?” Charlie exclaims.

“Alright, ladies,” Fergus interrupts, “I have two amazing… oh, where did this falcon come from? No matter, I’ll take him off your hands.”

Fergus reaches for the falcon, but it quickly snaps at him and starts shrieking and ruffling its feathers. Clearly, this bird does not want to go anywhere.

“Alrighty then, I guess this guy wants to be with you for our walk. No matter! Charlie, come with me and we can get your bird before we start our walk.”

As Fergus and Charlie walk down the hall to a hawk cage, I look at my falcon companion for the next two hours. “Guess it’s you and me for the afternoon,” I say, and I swear it nods.

Looking at its feathers, it has beautiful cream and spotted plumes down its neck and belly with dark amber plumes on top of its wings. The feathers seem to have a golden sheen surrounding them. “You do have beautiful feathers, my friend.” It then proceeds to preen and puff up its feathers. Maybe it does understand me.

“Come, ladies! Nature awaits!” Fergus calls down the hallway.

So, off we go to walk the Irish countryside with a falcon that seems to understand my every word, but no, that’s just my imagination running wild.

_______________________________________________________

Just as I was promised when I first agreed to this holiday, I am standing in the atrium of Trinity College’s library. The half moon, wooden ceiling is so tall with books reaching almost to its height in two stories worth of knowledge in rows and rows of booklover bliss.

I sigh as I take in the hushed tones of academics, the smell of leather and old paper, and the busts of famous literary and historical figures that line the beginning of each row of bookshelves. It’s like walking into the beast’s library, but with bigger, darker woods, and less light to keep the books preserved.

There is a particular manuscript housed here that I have been dying to get my hands on. As a doctoral student at Oxford and interning at the British Museum, I am writing my thesis on the influence of Egyptian culture on Roman jewelry at the time of Octavian’s take over, or Augustus as he was eventually named.

This manuscript could help me pinpoint the potential maker of the jewelry box that I am researching. As are many items in the museum, this box was “generously donated” to the British Museum during an unsanctioned archeological dig back in the 1800’s in Rome. Many individuals have looked through its contents, but thankfully I was able to find what others missed.

I walk up to the counter and ask for the manuscript location. The woman behind the counter adjusts her glasses and types the information into the computer system.

“Historical section. Shelf RR. Row H. Third Row from the bottom,” she says without looking up from her computer.

“Thank you!” I say as I glance briefly at the library map. Looks like my manuscript is upstairs. So, I walk up a set of steep circular iron stairs to the second floor of the library.

As I am walking down the isles, I scan the bookshelves for the shelf labeled “RR”. “Let’s see… OO… PP… It should be… oomph!” I collide with a chest that feels like granite.

“I am so sorry!” I apologize in hushed tones, still trying to straighten myself in front of this stranger. “I should have been looking where I was… holy muscles.” I finally look up to see the stranger that I have run into.

Good lord, the man, if this statue ready model can be called a mere man, is wearing tan cargo pants with a hunter green shirt that fits his tanned body like a second skin. It should be a sin to have day-old stubble that looks that handsome and matches his wavy light brown hair that doesn’t quite meet his shoulders. His piercing golden eyes seem familiar, but I can’t quite place them.

“Excuse me, doe eyes. I should have been looking where I was going as well,” the stranger says with a smirk. My heart rate starts to skip. Oh no, that won’t do. I cannot fantasize about god-like strangers. I have to find that manuscript before I leave tomorrow.

“Thank you! Sorry again,” I said a bit flustered. I start to step to the side to walk around him, but he side steps right into my path. I look up to find that insufferable smirk still on his gorgeous face. “Excuse me, I need to get to the next aisle,” I say as I try to step around him again. Yet again, he steps in my way.

“Muscles, please move out of my way. I’m on a time crunch,” I say as frustration creeps into my tone.

One of his brows raises as if no one has ever had the audacity to stop and speak to him as if he isn’t the center of the universe. “It’s Horus, not Muscles, but I appreciate that you enjoy the view.”

Damn it, that stupid smirk is back. I want to just slap it off his stupidly gorgeous face. “Horus? Like the god? Haha, your parents must be quite eclectic.”

“Exactly like the god, doe eyes. May I ask what a beautiful woman such as yourself is doing here all by herself?”

I blink and let my mind catch up. He thinks I’m beautiful? “I’m here to look at a rare manuscript for my thesis. What are you doing here?”

“Research.”

“Vague, but okay.”

“What is your thesis about?”

“I’m looking at the influence of Egypt on Roman jewelry during the time of Octavian. It’s actually quite fascinating. I recently had a major discovery at the British Museum where I found a hidden compartment in a jewelry box that was supposed to belong to a very high-ranking official’s wife at the time. Oh, I’m rambling aren’t I?” I realize that this man who is clearly no academic could care less about the fact that I stare at ancient jewelry all day.

“No, I actually find your discovery very interesting as I have a knack for Egyptian studies.”

“Oh, well with a name like Horus that makes sense.” I can’t figure out this man’s angle. He is also clearly content to just stand here and chat for the little time remaining until the library closes to the public. Nope, I need to ditch muscle man and get to my manuscript.

As he starts to lean his shoulders against one of the bookshelves, I quickly walk around and get on the other side of him. “Thanks for the chat, muscles, but I have a date with a manuscript. Have a great day!”

I quickly find Shelf RR two stacks down and duck into the aisle. My heart is racing as I lean my back against the shelf. I’m certain I will be having dreams of a handsomely tan man with golden eyes in the near future.


Chapter 2
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Horus




I watch the frustratingly beautiful woman run to the bookshelf she was looking for. I don’t need to follow. Between that conversation and listening in as a falcon on her hawk walk, I know this woman might be able to help us find the missing pieces of the Tablet of Osirus. Now I just need to call in backup. So, I get out my phone and dial.

“Go for Thoth,” the voice on the other line answers.

“What the hell kind of greeting is that, Thoth?”

“I’m a bit busy, little falcon. Is there something that you need my infinite knowledge for?”

I roll my eyes because the arrogance is dripping off the god even through the phone. “Actually yes, I need you to look up everything you can on a Charlotte Fletcher. She attends Oxford but is interning at the British Museum.”

“It sounds like you have already done your research on her.”

“I need to see if you found something that I didn’t. You’ve got better background skills than me, old bird. She also might be a resource to find the missing pieces.”

“So, that is what you have been doing these past few months. Does your mother know what you are up to?”

“The less Isis knows the better. I don’t want her to get her hopes up.” Mother was inconsolable for years after the gateway to the Duat closed. Not being able to reach or even communicate with my father almost killed her. Thankfully, she was able to pull together some of the gods stuck on this plane and form The Ennead. A group designed to find the tablet pieces and thwart Set and his group of Black Scarabs from doing the same.

“I need you and Bastet to join me for backup in London,” I tell Thoth as I hear him muttering on the other line, clearly already starting a file on Charlotte. Being the god of wisdom and knowledge, he is a shoe-in for the technological wizard part of our team. He has integrated very well into modern society through the years with the advancement of tech, but I don’t dare call him a wizard to his face. The last time I offended him, he cursed me to stay in falcon form for three years.

“Where do we need to meet you?”

“Two blocks south of the British Museum. Meet me tomorrow at noon.”

“We will see you then. Stay out of trouble, little falcon.”

I don’t think it’s me that needs the warning. Charlotte seems to have trouble already on her doorstep, and she has no idea what she is up against.


Chapter 3
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Charlotte

London, England




I climb the stairs of the Tottenham Court tube station and squint my eyes as I emerge onto the sunny London street. Thankfully, it isn’t raining so I can wait for my morning tea at this cute little shop down the street from the museum. It’s become a bit of a morning ritual for me to start my morning at the tea shop to get my English Breakfast tea and a pain au chocolat.

As I am walking up to the tea stand, I notice a large bird flying to my right. My eyes squint as I look up and I swear I see a falcon perch on the roof of the building across the street, but it is hard to tell with the sun’s glare in my eyes. Weird, but there is no way a falcon followed me to London. I'm going to chalk it up to just being hyper-aware of birds since we just did that falcon excursion.

I order my tea and pastry to-go and walk the last few meters to the staff entrance of the museum.

“Hello, Harry! Great morning isn’t it?”

“It is, Miss Charlotte! You seem extra upbeat this morning,” says the sweet older security guard as he swipes my access card.

“I finally get to take a look at my new discovery today! I’m just hoping I can make the right connections and deductions for my thesis. This could be my big break!”

“If anyone can do it, it’s you, Miss Charlotte,” Harry said with a smile. “I hope it goes well!”

“Thank you!” I reply as he buzzes me in the building.

My flats echo down the hallway of the pristine white floors of the backstage portion of the museum. This area is still immaculate and impressive as the main galleries for the public, but is reserved only for staff and private collectors.

I head to the office space I share with other interns in the museum. It is a large open room with desks that line the walls, and in the middle of the room are tables with specialized equipment to work with aged documents or relics. It’s meant to act as a community space to share ideas. This is where I made my initial discovery involving the hidden compartment in a jewelry box.

The curator of my sector, Dr. Seth Peribsen, sent an email the day after my discovery congratulating me. He also let me know that upon my return from holiday that he wanted to meet with me personally to go over a plan for my thesis and he would give me access to one of the private research rooms to further look into the compartment of the jewelry box.

For an intern, it is very rare that they let us use the private rooms. So, this is a huge treat and shows how important Dr. Peribsen finds my discovery.

I put in a little extra effort this morning when getting ready. I made sure that my pantsuit was ironed, put on some mascara and blush, and tamed my wavy hair into a cute half up, half down look. Since I am meeting with the curator this morning, who just happens to be very attractive and has all of the interns talking, I wanted to make sure that I looked my best.

I approach my desk and sit down to open my emails while sipping my tea and eating my pastry. After taking a holiday, my inbox is filled more than usual, but I am able to answer them quickly and gather the materials needed to meet with the curator.

Once I finish my tea, I take a moment to center myself. I close my eyes, breathe in while counting to six and exhale doing the same. I tend to get hyper focused along with being anxious and these exercises have always helped me focus my mind and calm my nerves.

I open my eyes and murmur to myself, “You know what you are doing, Charlotte. Just go in there and impress him with that stunning brain of yours.”

With my pep talk completed, I gather my laptop and walk down the white marble hall once more towards the section that houses the curators’ offices. I eventually come to a stop at an office with two large double doors with frosted windows and knock.

“Enter,” comes a deep authoritative voice from inside.

I take one deep breath and open one of the frosted doors to walk in. Having never been in Dr. Peribsen’s personal office before, I’m impressed to find it neatly decorated with wood and stonework accents. Bookshelves line the walls that house ancient tomes, scrolls, and trinkets. There are two shelves dedicated just to ancient weapons, and my eyes catch briefly on two battleworn axes on display.

A large oak desk sits on the far side of the room with Egyptian hieroglyphs decorating the front panels. Behind the desk sits the handsome curator himself. With his intense eyes the color of chocolate, dark hair in his typical man-bun style, and trimmed beard, he had an arresting kind of beauty to him. Many of the interns fantasize about what lay under his smartly dressed suit. It was clear due to his size and frame that he worked out, but many wondered if it was pure muscle under all of that finery.

“Good morning, Ms. Fletcher. Please take a seat,” he greets while smiling. “I hope you had a good holiday?”

“Yes, Dr. Peribsen! It was quite fun!” I reply with an answering smile. I settle into one of the nice leather chairs on the other side of his desk and fold my hands in my lap to keep from fidgeting.

“Thank you for agreeing to meet with me this morning. I wanted to check in on your progress with the jewelry box discovery and see what your plans were regarding its contents?”

Knowing that he was a curator and could demand to take over the project, this was a bit of a test for me to see how I would handle this discovery and if I could be trusted to continue working on the project even as an intern. “I have several steps and ideas that I believe will benefit both my research and the museum as well. I sent over a rough timeline of research and potential ideas for a short-term exhibit that could be displayed in the Roman section of the museum.”

He glances at his computer and as he pulls up his email he says, “Very good, Ms. Fletcher. I can alway count on you to be organized. Although, is it not hasty to already be planning for a featured exhibit? Am I correct in the fact that you have yet to open the compartment that you found? Its contents, or lack thereof, are still a mystery.”

“You are correct, sir. I did not have time to properly open the newly found compartment before my holiday. That is my plan today if I am still able to use one of the private rooms? I would love to get started as soon as possible.”

He glances at his computer again, reading the timeline that I had sent over. “Hmm, it seems you have thought of everything, including who your potential collaborators would be if you need to cross-reference out of your field. Impressive, but may I make a change?”

“Of course, sir,” I say hesitantly.

“Please change your ancient Egyptian collaborator to me instead of your contact at the Egyptian museum. As you know, Egyptian artifacts are my specialty and I would be happy to help if you find anything of note that might lend to my expertise.”

“Well, I don’t want to inconvenience you, sir. Dr. Marium Newton is one of the leading experts on Egyptian hieroglyphs. She would be more than happy to help if I need a translation of some sort.”

“No need. I am more than able to help,” he said with no room for argument. “It seems that you have everything in order, so I will let you continue looking into this discovery. I would like a daily report, and you are welcome to use research room #4 to examine the box and its contents for the week.”

“Thank you, sir. I won’t let you down, and I will keep you updated on its progress.”

“Of course, and Ms. Fletcher?”

“Yes, sir?”

“Remember, if you find anything of Egyptian importance, I want to know,” he said with a serious tone.

“Of course, sir.”

“Good, you are dismissed. Enjoy your day,” he says with a smile that doesn’t quite reach his eyes.

I quickly walk back to the frosted double doors and feel the curator watching my steps as I retreat. Before I step back into the hall, I take a glance behind me and swear I see Dr. Peribsen’s eyes flash red.


Chapter 4
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Charlotte




The closer I get to research room #4, my heart rate quickens, or are those my steps? They seem to be going at the same rate. This could very well slingshot my career and potentially secure me a permanent job here at the museum if I find anything of value in this jewelry box.

As I reach the room with a large #4 on the front, I scan my ID badge on the security lock. The metal door unlocks and the security light turns green signaling that I can enter.

I quickly open and shut the door and look around the space. It’s a fairly plain and dimly lit room the size of a small living space with a desk and computer on the far wall. In the middle of the room is a tall large metal table with stools that just fit underneath the table. On this table is my jewelry box along with a box of gloves, an LED lamp, and other tools I might need when examining this ancient artifact.

As I continue to look around the space, I notice a red blinking light in the corner of the ceiling. It’s hard to make out, but it looks to be a camera that is constantly recording while someone is in the room. It shouldn’t surprise me since there are cameras all over the museum to make sure no one tries to take anything of value from these halls.

I approach the table in the center of the room and pull out one of the stools to sit on. My heartrate is still going a million miles per hour. So as I sit down, I begin my breathing exercises to center myself. Once I start on this project, I won’t be leaving this room for the day. I don’t want to waste any of the time I have been gifted to use this area.

In and out. In and out, until I slowly start to feel the sense of quiet and focus that I need to start a project such as this. As I exhale one last time, I carefully pull the jewelry box to me and turn on the LED light.

This artifact was believed to be recovered from the house of a wealthy nobleman before the fall of the Roman empire. Experts dated the jewelry to originate around the start of Octavian’s rule. Several pieces in the box can be found on a noblewoman’s portrait and busts found at that time period, linking the box to a family of one of Octavian’s generals who eventually rose to political power in Rome.

The pieces are unique with some having Egyptian qualities to them, which is where my research comes in. If I can find more hidden jewelry in this compartment or even notes belonging to the owner, I could figure out more history of these pieces and if the original owners were Egyptian.

Carefully, I empty the jewelry box’s contents. Many of the original pieces from the box are still on display, but I put a couple of bangles and earrings to the side so that I can turn the box on its side without damaging those pieces.

Only a week ago, I had the box placed in this exact position on a hunch. I noticed that the dimensions that I had taken of the outside did not match the interior dimensions.

The box itself is a work of art with carved ivory legs, a turquoise stone in the lid, and hand-painted with gold flakes. Since it was the size of an encyclopedia, the jewelry box should have held many pieces, but I noticed that the dimensions were off and that it should have been deeper. It was not uncommon to have a false bottom in some furniture pieces at the time, but after extensively searching for a lever or button to activate a false bottom I came up with nothing. As I started looking at the painted sides, I noticed that the right side panel did not quite match with the left. There were grooves that had been patched together on the right side. This had been noted in the initial report, but was explained as being damaged with age.

A week ago, I sent my findings and suspicions to Dr. Peribsen and asked if an x-ray could be completed to confirm if a secret compartment was part of the box. He was very willing to accept my theory and arranged for an x-ray analysis the very next day. I went out for celebratory scones that night, because I was right! The x-ray showed there was a compartment with something large inside that ran the length of the box.

It took a week of paperwork and waiting while on holiday, but I was approved to break open the right panel to examine the contents of the  jewelry box. Apparently there is a lot of red tape to go through to tamper with an artifact over 2,000 years old.

So, I’m now about to see if all of this fuss was worth the red tape. What could have been worth hiding inside a jewelry box for all of this time?

After grabbing the scalpel, I take a deep breath and start to carefully saw away at the grooved edges of the right panel. It feels like hours pass, but a glance at the clock on the wall shows that only 45 minutes have gone by when I finally hear the small crack that tells me the panel is finally loose enough to pull off.

I take another deep breath and gently pull off the side panel only to be met by stone.
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“I don’t understand?” I murmur to myself.

Stone? Why would someone shove stone into this jewelry box? No wonder it is so heavy to carry around even when empty.

Very carefully, I take tongs and start to wiggle and slide the stone out of the cavity of the secret compartment. Once the stone is about halfway out of the opening, an ancient looking piece of folded papyrus drops out onto the table.

I carefully maneuver the stone the rest of the way out of the compartment and set it to the side. After sliding on gloves, I bring the ancient papyrus into the light with utmost care and start to unfold it.

“What is this?” I mutter in disbelief.

The papyrus has a mixed lettering of Egyptian glyphs and Greek lettering. I will be able to translate most of the Greek letters, but I am at a loss when it comes to Egyptian hieroglyphs which is why I had selected Dr. Mariam Newton as my Egyptian advisor for my thesis. We both went through our undergraduate studies together, and she is brilliant when it comes to glyphs and their meanings.

Minutes turn into hours as I start working on the meanings of the Greek portions of the papyrus. When I finally glance at the clock, I realize it is already half past six in the evening. I’ve spent most of the day translating, and I still have no answers for the hieroglyph portions.

“It’s too late to bother Dr. Peribsen,” I mutter. “Might as well send this off to Marium.” She is always up at odd hours, and she would be fascinated to solve this puzzle with me. I’ll just inform Dr. Peribsen tomorrow for a second opinion.

Wanting to get to the bottom of this riddle, I snap a few photos of the papyrus and email them off to Marium using my personal email from my phone. She always answers if she sees it’s from me.

Less than ten minutes later, I get a phone call.

“This is incredible, Charlotte!” Marium excitedly yells on the other end of the line. “I’m a bit rubbish when it comes to Greek, but I can stumble my way through it if I need to. You said you found this in a jewelry box? It’s incredibly preserved.”

“Yes! It was in a secretly sealed compartment that I opened just hours ago. I have already done a rough translation of the Greek portions. I can send over what I have if that will help?”

“Please do. Some of these glyphs will need context before I can figure a definitive translation. Was there anything else in the compartment?”

“Yes, there was a broken portion of a stone slab but I have not had time to analyze that yet.”

“If you could send me any pictures of that slab, it would be most helpful. Any glyphs will be useful when deciphering,” she said excitedly. I could already hear her pen and paper scratching away at ideas and translations.

“Please don’t feel rushed, Marium. If you have any questions just ask, and I can’t thank you enough for helping me with this! It could be the find of the decade!”

“You don’t have to tempt me with a good time! This will keep me up for hours. I’ll hopefully have a rough translation in about a day or so.”

“Thank you again. Happy translating!” I say before I hang up my cell phone with a smile on my face.

It looks like that will keep Marium busy for a while. So, there isn’t much left to do for the day other than to send her my portion of the translation and a picture of the stone slab.

I’ve been so focused on the papyrus that I haven’t given the stone piece much thought. As I pick up the encyclopedia sized stone, I realize that I had the front side lying face down. Once I turn the stone over, I get a proper look at this ancient piece. It has four large hieroglyphs in the center of the stone with smaller glyphs lining two of the four sides. Some are cut off where the piece was clearly broken.

I snap a quick picture and send it off to Marium. She should have a heyday with all that I have sent her in the past hour. I need to remember to send her some chocolates and tea as a thank you.

Since the hour is growing late, it’s best that I get home. Last thing I need is to be on the tube when the late night crazies come out.

I place the papyrus in a sealed bag to protect it from the elements and slide it back into the jewelry box. I walk those items back to the temperature controlled storage room. The stone should be fine in the research room for the night so that I don’t have to haul it back and forth.

Once I am back in room #4, I turn off the LED lamp, put the tools back in their respective locations, and start to gather my belongings in my bag to head out.

Without warning, the dim overhead lights black out and I hear the click of the only door to the room open.
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I can’t even see the hand in front of my face, but I can see a pair of glowing yellow eyes coming from where the door to the room would be.

“Now now, what do we have here, pet?” comes a scratchy female voice that I can only assume belongs to the glowing eyes across the room. “I was told you would be gone by this hour. Guess it’s just my luck that I get a snack and my prize.”

Those eyes aren’t just normal glowing eyes. Nope, they are yellow eyes with slitted pupils like a snake. Creepy does not even begin to describe this situation as my heart rate is soaring to the ceiling.

I have to act fast or this psychopath is going to kill me. I’m not sure what she is after, but she isn’t going to get her hands on me or the stone if I have anything to say about it.

I see the eyes start to move towards me and around the large table in the room. I quietly reach in my bag for the pepper spray that I know is in the side pocket. I’ve never utilized it before but this will be the only distraction I can use to make it out of this room.

“Oh, pet. You are going to taste so good. The master will forgive my gluttonous thoughts as long as he gets the tablet,” that strange voice says as the eyes get even closer.

I send up a quick prayer to whatever gods are listening, and slide the safety off of the spray. Without second guessing myself, I aim and spray in the direction of the eyes which are now only a few meters away.

“Owwwwwwwwww!! Nooooooooo!!” the woman screeches.

This is my chance. I bolt for the door on the other side of the room while my hand sweeps the table. It catches hold of the stone slab, and I gather it in my arms on my way out.

Quickly, I head down the hallways that I know will lead to the main atrium. At least there will be light coming from the glass geometric ceiling in that part of the museum. I need to hide and call for help because there’s also no way I am going to let this nutjob run rampant through this museum stealing priceless artifacts.

As I open the door leading into the atrium, I am immediately greeted with dim moonlight as it lights up the white marble interior of the main area. I run to the center library area and hop the counter. The only sound is my heavy breathing because I am clearly not made for running.

I set the stone slab down on the floor next to me and get out my cell phone to dial the security desk. The number continues to ring and ring with no answer. My stomach drops. Either the night guard has fallen asleep or he’s been knocked out. Regardless, help is not coming quickly and I need to think of something fast.

Before I can start to put together a plan, I hear the bang of a metal door opening from the atrium and a dark scratchy laugh.

“You will pay for that, pet,” comes that same voice that I thought I escaped from. It looks like my diversion didn’t give me as much time as I thought.

I hear slow footsteps moving in my direction. As I peek my head above the counter to see who is causing all of this chaos, my pursuer comes into view.

It is a tan woman of average height with dark frizzy hair that is partially dreaded with beads braided into the dreads. With her sandals, flowing pants, and short black top, she looks like a normal boho dressing tourist. Of course, the still glowing yellow, slitted eyes give her away as other and much more dangerous than she appears.

She continues to walk around the atrium and eventually leaves my line of sight. I need to make a run for it. If I can make it to the Egyptian wing to the right of me, it’s a straight shot to the front entrance which I should be able to open from this side of the door. From there my escape plan gets a little fuzzy, but getting out of this museum seems a solid first step.

Since I want to make a silent getaway, I slide off my flats so that I can run barefoot. Then, I gather the slab and my bag in my arms and send up yet another prayer to the gods that I make it out alive.

I creep around the counter of the library in the center of the atrium and look to the left and right of the entrance to the room. I hear the woman’s footsteps, but they seem to be on the other side of the atrium.

Now is my chance. I take off running to reach the Egyptian wing entrance which is only about a 100 meters slightly to my right. I’m almost through the entrance when a hard impact to my left shoulder causes me to lose my balance and fall, sending the stone sliding through the entrance and out of my sight.

Still sprawled on the ground, I realize there is a knife sticking out of my shoulder. My left arm is screaming in pain and causing my vision to swim. I can tell I’m losing blood, but I need to keep moving. Unfortunately, I look up to see the woman prowling slowly in my direction.

“So close, yet so far. Oh how I am going to enjoy eating your soul, my pet. I bet it tastes like regret and unfulfilled passions,” she says with a menacing smile. “Your ka won’t even make it to the Duat once I’m through with you.”

She steps up to my side and gets on one knee to look me in the eye. “Any last words, pet?” She grabs the knife and yanks it out of my shoulder causing me to let out a blood curdling scream.

Suddenly, there is a loud crash from the ceiling and I throw my arms up to keep the glass from getting in my face but it is everywhere and I feel it biting into my arms and legs. I dare a glance to the ceiling and my breath catches.

A golden winged man is landing on the other side of the atrium. As I completely lift my arm away from my face, I realize it’s not just any man. It’s the man from Trinity College, Horus, and he has two handguns pointed at my crazed attacker.

“Step away, Ammit. You will not come out of this fight alive,” I hear him say, but my vision is still swimming as I struggle to stay conscious.

“Ah, little prince, we were wondering if you would turn up for the tablet as well. No matter, I shall just take this tablet from my pet here.” I hear her say as she pulls my bag off my shoulder and dumps out the contents.

Her eyes go wide and she starts to shake. “What? No, nooooo! I know you had it. Where is it? Where is the tablet?!” the crazed woman screams in my face, but I can barely register what she is saying.

Next thing I know, a hand lands on her shoulder and rips her backwards into the central library. Books and rubble go flying and the sound of bullets fill the air, but all I see before my mind goes black are large golden wings shielding me from the debris.
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“Charlotte!” I yell as I kneel next to her and shake her shoulders. She passed out a few moments ago while I was dealing with Ammit. Of course that slimy croc managed to give me the slip after some well-placed shots to the ceiling causing even more glass and debris to rain down in this museum.

Unfortunately, I don’t think I managed to get a bullet through any vital parts. Someone needs to pursue her, but for right now I need to figure out what’s wrong with Charlotte.

“What happened in here?” comes a husky feminine voice that belongs to Bastet.

“Ammit happened. Where is Thoth? Charlotte seems to be hurt, but I’m scared to move her.” Mortals are so fragile, and I am not nearly the healer that my mother and Thoth are. I’m better at breaking things than putting them back together.

“Thoth found the security guard’s body. He’s bringing it with us to have Anubis take a look.”

“Well, tell him to get his ass here now,” I growl. “Her heart rate is slowing.”

“Don’t ruffle your feathers, little falcon. I’m here. What is the fuss all about?” Thoth says as I hear him approaching where I’m kneeling with Charlotte. “Oh, give her to me, boy. She’s bleeding out. I can at least patch her up until we get back to headquarters.”

There are so many cuts on Charlotte’s body, it’s hard to tell if it was all from the glass ceiling or if there was a major scuffle before I arrived. None of my bullets grazed her since I waited to shoot once she was out of the line of fire. If I hadn’t come when I did, she would definitely be lost, and the location of the tablet along with it.

I stand to let Thoth take a look at her and realize that my pants are wet. I look down to see them coated in a thick, red substance. Charlotte’s blood is pooling on the floor where I was kneeling and my heart drops.

“What the hell happened to her?” I snap at Thoth.

“She has a deep knife wound in her upper arm. It looks like it nicked an artery. I need to get her to Anubis right away. He’s better at stitching an injury like this.”

“Well she will be dead if we don’t stop the bleeding now!”

“I’ve managed to stop the flow of blood, but she has a lot of glass pieces embedded in her among other injuries. I can’t heal them all and if I seal the wound now, she will just end up dying from infection. Stay calm and help me lift her. We need to portal her to headquarters now.”

I close my eyes and take a deep breath. I’m spiraling over this woman that I barely know, but deep down I know she is going to be an integral part of finding the tablet. I can’t let this all be for nothing. So, I open my eyes and ignore the blood that squishes under my boot as I step up to Charlotte’s unconscious body. “Just open the portal and let’s get her some help.”

________________________________________________________

My heart rate has evened out now that Charlotte seems to be stable. Anubis assured me that we had gotten her there just in time and she would make a full recovery, but even magic has its limits. She would need to stay in a magically induced coma for the next couple of days to allow the healing magic to take effect.

“Mortals and their slow healing,” I mutter.

“Waste of magic and time if you ask me,” Bastet replies. “As soon as we find the tablet, she will have to be killed anyway. She has seen too much.”

She, Thoth, and I are back at the museum trying to put the atrium back together before the morning shift arrives and search for the missing tablet piece. So far, the latter seems to want to continue to stay out of our reach.

“She could be an asset, Bas. Let’s not get ahead of ourselves and off her at the first chance.”

“Did you forget what happened the last time we let humans into the fold? It got us into this mess,” she sneers.

“I am inclined to agree with Bas on this one. The girl is more of a liability than an asset,” Thoth says as he comes through one of the back doors into the main atrium of the museum. “On another note, I didn’t even need to wipe the camera footage. It looks like the Black Scarab cronies did that for us. Most likely they created the constant camera loop when they started the blackout.”

“You don’t think Ammit was acting alone?” I ask.

“Doubtful. She is more action than technology specialist. She most likely had help when she first arrived.”

“I am going to start tracking her and see where the trail leads,” says Bastet. “I have a portal key. So, I will meet up at headquarters when I’m finished.”

Thoth and I both nod as she heads out of the museum. No use in going with her as backup. Bastet is lethal and can definitely take care of herself. She has more weapons stashed on her person than is ever necessary.

“So, was there footage to see what might have happened to the tablet? Also, what happened to the security guard?” I ask Thoth as we get back to work trying to magically rectify the mess made in this museum.

“I’ve made a copy, but from the little bit of the footage that is left before the blackout, it seems that Charlotte did indeed find a piece of the tablet. She had it in an examination room, but once the blackout hit I cannot tell where it went after that. As for the security guard, I found him dead stuffed in a storage closet. I brought his body to Anubis to examine. He can get more out of the dead than any of us, and he has the patience for it.”

“So, we still need Charlotte to tell us what happened. How soon before she wakes?”

“She almost died, little falcon. Remember that mortals do not heal like us. You heard Anubis. It will be a couple of days at the earliest before she can wake.”

I feel like a child being reprimanded by an elder, but of course I have forgotten how fragile they can be. I have not really interacted with humans on a personal level for several centuries. Even so, those limited interactions I did have were to find information or to let off some steam. Nothing that required me to get close. It’s hard to rationalize how it happened, but I have started to get close to Charlotte.

At first, she was just a woman looking into a piece of our history that might succeed where others have not. That’s what my job has been for the last couple of centuries. Look into people of interest that might find these pieces of tablet and keep them out of my uncle’s reach.

She was just a mark but I’ve had to learn her whole life history and habits for this job. In doing so, she has started to become more than a mark to me. I know how she likes her tea and that she likes to celebrate sunny days with that special chocolate pastry that she buys. She has a smile that makes the world seem to stop for a moment just to bask in her happiness. She is determined and smart, but most of all she radiates positivity. Maybe that’s why I felt drawn in like a moth to a flame when I first laid eyes on her, or maybe the centuries are taking their toll and I’m starting to lose my sense of godliness as my father would put it.

I need to remember that she is just a job and a means to find a part of the tablet. Bas and Thoth do have merit when they say humans are a liability. Just look at what happened with Cleopatra. She was what we all considered a good friend. Being associated with us not only killed her and her family, but the entirety of Egypt was claimed by Rome. These mistakes cannot be repeated and must be avoided at all costs.

“It’s hard to remember they are fragile when it has been so long since their involvement in these matters,” I reply.

“Yes, of course. I remember those times fondly, where we were not only worshiped but loved and befriended. Strange to see how we are viewed now as though we are merely myth,” Thoth says as he stares off into space and is clearly recalling fond memories of times gone by. “But alas, this is how things must be. It is too dangerous for humans to get involved. I hope you understand what must be done after we find this piece of the tablet?”

“You mean kill an intelligent woman who’s only mistake was finding a mysterious artifact? Sure, no problem.”

“Cut the sarcasm, Horus. She cannot be trusted to keep everything she has seen to herself and we cannot be out in the open anymore. We have kept the Black Scarab guessing as to our next moves and our whereabouts. Don’t let that all go to waste for a human woman.”

As the final pieces of glass float up the ceiling of the museum atrium and mold together, looking as if the glass is brand new once again, my heart sinks for what has to be done. Sometimes immortality is a pain in the ass.
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I’m walking through a grand library with a fire crackling in a large fireplace that is keeping the room at the perfect temperature. The smell of paper and ink surrounds me as I lightly touch the spines of the books as I pass. With dark wooden bookcases and ladders to reach the top shelves, it is a library one would find in a great house of the countryside or that I tend to envision in my dreams.

It is quiet except for the crackling of the wood in the fireplace until I start to hear murmurs from the other side of the room.

“She will wake soon.”

“Only she can answer our questions now.”

“Give her some space. She will probably feel disoriented.”

“Let me stay.”

“No, let him get her acclimated. She will find you when she wakes,” I hear a distant female voice say as I walk closer to the library door.

I realize the voices are muffled because they are on the other side. Instinctively, I know that once I open this door that I will never see this library or experience this type of peace and quiet for a long time. So, I glance around the library one last time before I open the large wooden door.

On the other side is a faint light which I recognize on some base level as the right way to head. So, I make my way towards the light and after what feels like days, my lungs take a large breath of air.
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The first thing I notice is that my eyelids feel like they weigh as much as a hippo. It takes considerable effort to try and pry them open. In doing so, I realize that they are dry, crusty, and my vision is blurred.

After blinking a few times, a figure starts to come into view hovering over me on my left side. He is a handsome, well-built man with his long dark hair pulled back and spectacles on his beautifully angular face. His eyes are such a deep blue that they mimic the bluest lagoons of the Pacific. After staring into those arresting eyes for far too long, I realize that his lips are moving and he is speaking to me.

“Charlotte Fletcher? Can you hear me?” comes his deep soothing voice.

“Yes,” I croak. I clear my throat a couple of times and try talking again. “Yes, I can hear you. Where am I?”

As I start to look around, I realize I’m in a very sterilized looking room with white polished walls and metal tables and counters. As I am scanning the room, I realize there is someone on the table next to me in a museum security uniform.

“Excuse me? Do you know Harry? He’s on the daytime museum security team. Sir?” I turn back to the handsome stranger and ask, “Is that man alright? Can he hear me?”

The stranger gives me a pitying look that I don’t understand. “Charlotte, I’m very sorry but that night guard is dead. Please tell me what you remember?”

My brain is no longer functioning. I am solely absorbed on one word.

Dead. Dead. He’s dead.

“Breathe, Charlotte. Take a deep breath,” his calming voice says and I start to comply. “That’s it. In slowly and then out.”

“Where… where am I?” I ask in a shaking voice focusing only on the white ceiling above me while still attempting breathing exercises.

“You are in the Temple of Isis.”

“You should be dead. Lucky for you, Horus seems to have a soft spot for you,” comes a deep feminine voice. I look and see a beautifully striking woman sitting on the counter across the room. It’s hard to tell with her sitting, but the black, skintight battle suit she is wearing shows that her body is toned for combat. With her black straight bob and narrow violet eyes, she is intimidating to say the least. It also doesn’t help my nerves that she is tossing a thin blade and catching the tip without even looking. Suddenly, that spurs a memory.

“Oh how I am going to enjoy eating your soul, my pet. I bet it tastes like regret and unfulfilled passions.”

As I gasp and start hyperventilating again, the male stranger moves into my field of vision, “Charlotte, please take a deep breath. Did you remember something?”

“Clearly she did, Anubis. Stop asking her dumb questions,” replies the female.

“If you aren’t going to help, Bastet, then get. out.” he growls and his eyes start to glow blue.

My eyes feel like they are about to bug out of my head. This can’t be happening. Not again. Apparently, none of what happened was a dream and these beings that are here with me… they have the names of gods. Could they truly be the Egyptian gods of old?

The man named Anubis looks towards me and his eyes go back to normal. “I’m so sorry, Charlotte,” he says in a soft voice. “I know this must be extremely confusing and probably a bit terrifying. My name is Anubis and yes, we are the gods that you are thinking of. That less than tactful woman over there is Bastet and we were able to save you and stitch you back up. Please, I know this is overwhelming but we need to know what you remember.”

“What… what I remember?” I ask in a quiet voice. “Wait… you said we are in the Temple of Isis? As in Egypt?”

“Yes, we are technically in Aswan which is where the temple was restored several decades ago after it was moved from Philae. I will explain how you got here momentarily, but we need to know if you remember what happened to you.”

“Yes, I am starting to remember some things.” A flash of memories filter through my head. A blackout. Glowing golden eyes. Glass raining down… and wings. “He has wings,” I whisper in awe.

“Yes, Horus does have wings. What else do you remember?”

“Golden eyes… a woman. She… Ammit… she wanted my discovery. Oh no! My stone tablet! Do you have it?!”

“That’s what we were hoping you could shed some light on. Ammit did not leave with it, but we cannot find its whereabouts either.”

My heart sinks. What was supposed to be my big break is now lost or stolen. Then another memory comes to me.

“Papyrus,” I murmur.

“What do you mean?” he says in that gentle voice of his.

“Do you have my bag? It has my things. There was something with the stone slab, a piece of papyrus. I need my computer, please. It has pictures on it.”

“I’ll go get it. I grabbed your belongings before you were brought here. I think they are with Thoth,” replies Bastet as she gracefully hops off the counter and saunters out of the room.

“Good, very good, Charlotte. What else do you remember from three days ago?”

“THREE DAYS?! Bloody hell, Charlie probably thinks I’m dead! I bet Marium answered me and I haven’t responded. Oh! What will she think of me? How unprofessional!”

Anubis takes me by the shoulders since I’ve shot up into a sitting position on the table and looks into my eyes, “Charlotte, I don’t know what you are talking about but you need to breathe, please. Horus would be very unhappy with me if he went to all this trouble to save you only for you to hyperventilate and die.”

I nod slowly and start my slow breathing counts. Once I feel centered again I ask, “Horus saved me? I remember he was there. He shot at Ammit and he had these beautiful golden wings.”

“Well, doe eyes. I’m glad you find my wings beautiful,” croons a familiar voice.
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Horus is leaning against the door frame with a smug smile but a look of relief on his face. “I’m glad to see you are finally awake.”

“Apparently I owe you a big thank you, muscles. I don’t think I would be here if you hadn’t come crashing to my rescue.”

“Muscles?” Anubis asks while looking at Horus.

“Long story,” Horus and I say in unison. I feel my cheeks heat and his eyes crinkle in amusement.

“How are you feeling?” Horus asks.

“Physically, fine. I feel like my body shouldn’t be fine but I feel great. Mentally… overwhelmed and confused.”

“Thankfully we were able to get you here in time before you bled out completely. Ammit got in a good slice on your arm.”

“I remember. Is she… dead?”

“No,” he replies as his eyes get serious, “She managed to escape, but don’t worry. She will get what’s coming to her.”

“Well, I’m going to pull this curtain closed and start examining the security guard’s body to see if we can get some more answers about this attack,” says Anubis. “Just yell for me if you need anything, Charlotte.”

“Thank you very much, Anubis. I’ll have to figure out a way to repay you.”

“Nonsense. It’s been humbling to be working with a human again,” he replies as he draws the white curtain to separate me and the dead body in the room.

Horus walks over slowly to the table that I am still sitting on. I take a moment to look at myself and realize that I am still in the clothes that I arrived in to the museum except there is a huge tear down the side of one arm, the fabric is peppered with small tears, and most disturbingly there is blood all over my outfit.

Horus must realize that I’ve concluded that it’s my blood all over my clothing. Before I can have another freakout, he grabs my hands, gets in my face, and says, “Let’s get you a nice warm bath and some new clothes to wear. How does that sound?”

I nod my head in agreement because words are hard at the moment. He gently lifts me off the table but still holds on to my hand to make sure that I am stable. Once he seems satisfied with my balance, he leads me out of the white room and down a series of hallways. I should probably be paying attention to memorize my way back, but my mind is still reeling from the fact that I am covered in my own blood.

It takes me a moment to realize we have entered another room and Horus has stopped moving. He is looking down at me as if he is worried I’m about to fall apart. I look away from him and realize we are in a dimly lit room, if you can call this a room. It’s more like an ancient-looking penthouse suite with tan marble columns throughout the space.  Flamed torches line the walls and flicker to give a calming ambiance. There are tapestries on the walls depicting gods and battles. We are currently in an area that seems to be designed like a sitting room, with rich red and orange cushions throughout the space. Behind Horus, I can make out a large area with a huge four poster bed with thin burgundy, gauze material surrounding it. There seems to be another opening on the far wall of the bedroom, but I cannot see where it leads.

Horus steps up to me with my hand still in his and asks, “How are you feeling, doe eyes? You don’t need to pretend with me.”

“I will be okay, but I need to get these clothes off of me and take a bath. I can’t think with all of this blood on me.”

He searches my eyes for a second and must realize I’m telling the truth, because he silently leads me into the bedroom area and heads to the opening I couldn’t see properly from the sitting area. Turns out it is a gigantic bathroom the size of my flat. There is a tub already filled with steaming water that is submerged into the floor that is so large it could hold a horse. He stops in front of the humongous tub and turns to me.

“This is a bit excessive don’t you think, muscles?”

“I’m a god, remember? This is nothing compared to the temples that were erected in my name.”

“Oh… right.” For some reason his immortality keeps escaping my notice.

“Take your time,” he says, gesturing towards the bath. “I’m going to get you something to eat and try to find some clothes.”

I nod and he walks out of the room. Once I hear the outer door close, I strip off my bloodstained clothes and sink into the bath. Once the warm water hits my skin, it’s like a weight is lifted off of me. I submerge myself into the lavender scented water, close my eyes, and let the water soak my worries away.

Eventually, I notice there are bottles on the far side of the tub which I assume are for washing. I swim over and sniff the first bottle which smells like sandalwood and citrus. It’s heavenly and I startle slightly when I realize it smells like the god I’m trying not to overanalyze.

“It’s just body wash, Charlotte. Just use it and relax,” I chastise myself.

As I start scrubbing, I examine my body for signs of injury. I know there was a large gash on my arm, but as I look I can only see a faint scar that spans my upper arm. Logically, I know that injuries shouldn’t heal this quickly, but clearly I am not dealing with normal healers. I also don’t see evidence of bruising or scrapes which I know should litter my body and come up short. If not for the thin scar, I would question whether that attack even occurred.

As I am floating in the water that seems to never get cold, I hear the outer door open and footsteps come my way. I lower myself fully into the water except for my head and use my arms to cover any important bits.

Horus comes into view of the doorway and to his credit only looks at my face. “I found some clothes that should fit and I have some food in the sitting room. Take your time but I’ll set the clothes here,” he says as he puts them next to a towel on the marble counter. “I’ll just wait out here until you are finished.” Then he leaves before I can thank him.

I decide that I have hidden from my problems for long enough, and climb out of the monstrous but heavenly bath to towel off and dress. It seems he was able to find some underthings that fit me. He also brought billowing white palazzo pants with a fitted hunter green top and tan sandals. It’s not something I’m used to wearing but beggars can’t be choosers.

Once I’m able to brush out my hair and tame it into a half up half down look, I start towards the sitting room where Horus is sitting on a cushion facing away from me plucking food off a tray on the table in front of him.

He must sense me approaching because once I’m halfway to him, he turns and scans my body from head to toe and back up again. He keeps his face neutral so I can’t tell what he thinks about this change of style on me, but I really shouldn’t care what he thinks. Right?

“Please sit with me and eat. You must be starving.”

Once I see the plate of meat, cheese, and bread, my stomach takes that opportunity to make itself known.

“Haha,” he chuckles as I sit on a cushion opposite to him, “See, I told you it’s hungry. Go ahead and try whatever you like.”

“Thank you, Horus. You didn’t need to do all of this, but I appreciate it all the same.”

He looks at me with an emotion I can’t read and then smiles softly. “Of course I did. You are only in this situation because of something that began long ago. I’m sure you have many questions. Let me tell you a story, and after that I will answer whatever questions that you have. My only request is that you eat while I talk. Sound good?”

I nod and he then looks meaningfully at the food and back at me. Taking his meaning, I grab a cracker and stack it with meat and cheese before putting it in my mouth. Once I’m eating, he launches into a story of gods, a queen, and betrayal.


Chapter 11
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It takes all of my self control not to openly stare at the gorgeous woman across from me. When she walked out in the casual outfit that Bas gave me, I realized I need to make her a very nice dinner as a thank you soon. Seeing Charlotte in that outfit, sitting in my room, and caring for her has unlocked something in me that I didn’t realize was there.

I’ve never felt the need to take care of anyone before, but I desperately want to help this woman and make her feel safe. Of course I can’t tell her this because gods only knows that she doesn't feel the same way about me at this point. The last thing I want to do is scare her off and make her feel uncomfortable.

So, here I am about to tell her the story of our downfall and how she fits into this crazy narrative. I figure the best place is to start at the beginning.

“So, what do you know about Osirus and Set? How familiar are you with the gods?”

“I know some of the basics. Set is your uncle and Osirus your father, right? Also, they hate each other? Always fighting?”

“They weren’t always at each other's throats. There was a time where they ruled justly as brothers. I can’t pinpoint an exact instance, but over time Set became jealous of my father. Of course, Nephthys seducing my father also didn’t help the situation.”

“How did your mother react?”

“Not kindly at first, but once she realized that Nephthys had changed herself to look like my mother, the event eventually was forgiven. Also, Anubis was a product of that union and my mother was happy to step in and care for him when Nephthys abandoned him.”

“I didn’t realize you and Anubis were brothers.”

“Half brothers, but yes. He has always acted like an older brother to me and is somewhat of a confidant. Anyways, my father and Set eventually grew into rivals. Many wars were started due to feuds between the two. Eventually, in battle, Set killed my father and chopped him into several pieces. It took years, but my mother found all of the pieces of his body. With Thoth and Anubis’s help, they were able to perform the proper death rites to allow his spirit to move on to the Duat. Now, my father rules the underworld and is extremely powerful, even in death. My uncle was furious when he realized that his brother was ruling the land of the dead. For, you see, to rule death means that you have power over the living as well. Set could not stand that my father had even an ounce of power. So, he decided he wanted to take the Duat for himself.”

“Wouldn’t that mean that Set needs to die?” Charlotte asked. She was so engrossed in my tale, I realized she was no longer eating. So, I patiently looked at the plate of food and back at her. She took the hint and started munching on grapes and cheese.

“Not exactly. My mother could not stand to be parted from my father. So, she and Thoth were able to perform powerful magic, much of it beyond my understanding. Ultimately, they were able to create a gateway to the Duat that did not require death. It was powered through the use of a stone tablet we called The Tablet of Osiris. It allowed her and others to come and go into the Duat as they pleased as long as the tablet’s magic continued to work.”

“So that your mother and father could be together. How romantic,” she said with a wistful smile on her face.

“Yes, they have always had a strong love and devotion to one another. Well, as you would expect, this peaceful reunion did not last forever. Set eventually heard rumors of this gateway and he wanted to use it to bring an army to the Duat. He planned to kill my father once and for all and take over.”

“I still don’t understand how I fit into all of this?”

“I’m just getting there, doe eyes. Now, thousands of years ago we not only were worshiped, but we also worked hand in hand with the humans to help them advance their civilizations and improve their way of life. We especially became close with the rulers of Egypt since they had so much influence. One particularly important pharaoh to note was Cleopatra.”

“Oh. my. god. You knew her, didn’t you? Do you know where she is buried? How exactly did she die? There are so many rumors, but no one has been able to figure it out!”

“Slow down there. Yes, we all knew her but some of her secrets are not mine to tell. What I can tell you is that she was intelligent and beautiful just as historians have depicted, but she was also a friend to many of us, my mother especially. So much so that Cleopatra and her lethally trained handmaidens were tasked with guarding the gateway during the final days of her reign while we were out fighting off Set and Octavian’s forces. What we didn’t realize was that Set was able to slip past our lines and get this very temple before our alarms were sounded. He ransacked this temple and found the gateway, but Cleopatra realized what was happening. Before it was too late, Cleopatra broke the tablet, closing the gateway, and sent the pieces off with her handmaidens. When Set realized he had been bested, he killed Cleopatra. As far as we know, he never found any of the handmaidens or the pieces they were carrying.”

“That’s what was in the jewelry box, wasn’t it? A piece of the tablet?”

“Yes, we believe so.”

“Have you been searching for them all of this time?”

“Yes, we have been hunting down every lead we could find, but Cleopatra trained her maidens well and this has been the first true sighting of a tablet piece since the last pharaoh died.”

I see her mind churning with questions, but the next question surprises me, “Did your mother feel betrayed by Cleopatra? You said they were friends, after all, and her friend made it impossible for her to see her one true love.”

Impressed that she made that conclusion, I answer, “It’s a little more complicated than that but yes, Isis was there when Cleopatra took her last breaths, but ultimately she was not able to determine where the tablet pieces had been hidden. My mother went through all of the stages of grief for the husband that she may never see again and for her trusted friend who died protecting those of the Duat. Isis never wanted that sacrifice to be made and the plan was to have the army in the Duat fight off Set not just close the gateway entirely. Cleopatra went off script, so to say, but now that we have had time to analyze the past, we realize Cleopatra saved many lives that day knowing that it went against her friend’s wishes.”

“She sounded like an extremely brave woman,” she says and reaches across the table to take one of my hands. Her eyes do not show pity, but compassion which is surprising since she cannot know the depth of how those events thousands of years ago truly affected me. I lost a father, friends, and the ability to live freely in the human realm.

“She was extremely brave,” I continue. “Once we were able to pull ourselves out of grief, my mother founded the Ennead. Our main goal is to track down the tablet pieces and to stop the Black Scarab from starting any more wars.”

“The Black Scarab?”

“Set’s group of gods that he has doing his dirty business. We don’t know too many specifics on exactly who is part of his group, but we know his wife Nephthys is involved. Thanks to you, we know Ammit is here. I’m surprised Set has been able to keep that one on a tight leash for so long. She tends to be a bit unstable with the whole ‘I want to eat your soul’ thing.”

At the mention of the croc goddess, Charlotte takes her hand out of mine and puts it over her arm where I know the scar is located. She seems to shrink in on herself and is pulling away from me. I need to figure out how to get her out of her own nightmares.

“You mentioned with Anubis that you found papyrus with the piece of stone? Do you know what it said?”

That seems to do the trick. Charlotte looks at me and the talk of her discovery seems to banish the nightmares from her eyes. “Yes, there was a coded note in both hieroglyphs and Greek text with the tablet piece. I had started on a translation of the Greek portion and sent the glyphs off to be translated by a colleague of mine. She probably thinks I’m dead if I haven’t answered her by now.”

“Well, that complicates things if another person is aware of the tablet’s existence,” my mind starts racing on how we can protect this unsuspecting person from a visit from the Black Scarab.

“Lucky for you, I sent everything to Marium from my personal email on my phone and not from any work computer. So, unless someone was tracking my personal phone, she should be safe.”

That calms my nerves a bit, since Charlotte was clearly being monitored by the museum. Bas already confirmed that her flat hadn’t been visited or touched since the attack. So, that leads me to believe that the common thread was the museum and not a personal acquaintance. “Well, that’s a relief,” I say as there is a loud scratching at the door.

I walk over to the main door to my chambers and open it to find a familiar lioness standing on the other side with a satchel in her mouth. She pads right into my chambers like she owns the place and walks over to Charlotte, whose eyes are as wide as an owl.

“It’s okay,” I say to Charlotte since she looks like she is about to bolt into the bedroom. “This is Sekhem. She is Bas’s pet lion.” That earns me a growl and a look of contempt from said feline. “Sorry, I mean this is Bas’s warrior lioness companion.”

Since she no longer looks like she wants to scratch my eyes out, I must have said that right thing because she continues to walk over to Charlotte and drops the satchel in her lap.

Tentatively, Charlotte reaches a hand up to scratch the lioness behind her ears. That earns some loud, appreciative purrs from the large cat. Eventually, Sekhem is done with socializing and saunters out of the room with her tail swishing back and forth.

“That. Was. Insane,” says Charlotte who is still staring at the door where the cat exited. “I thought Bastet was a badass before, but she is definitely one now.”

“Oh really? And what am I? Just eye candy?”

“Yes, muscles, that’s exactly what you are,” she says with a teasing smile and then bursts out laughing.

Good gods that laugh is one that heals the soul. I definitely want to hear her laugh again and I want to be the cause of it because it’s like rays of sunshine light up the room when she does.

“Well, since I’m just a grunt and eye candy, I will go inform our esteemed goddess of your progress and findings,” I say with a grin. “Take some time to rest and eat some more. I will be back soon.”

“Sounds good. I need to do damage control with my friends and colleagues anyways,” she replies as she starts to pull supplies out of what I realize is her satchel with her computer.

“Good, just remember to keep things off of the museum servers. I don’t want anyone tracking you here.”

“Of course,” she replies as I turn to walk out the door. Before I reach for the handle she says, “Horus?”

I turn and answer, “Yes?”

“Thank you again for saving me and for telling me about all of this. I appreciate you trusting me.”

Well, isn’t that just a knife to the heart? I realize that I do trust this woman, but little does she realize that the others in this temple expect for me to end her once her usefulness reaches its end. Trusting humans did not end well for us last time, but maybe I can convince the others that we can learn from our mistakes.


Chapter 12
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After a closer look, this chamber seems to have modern amenities such as electricity and outlets. So, I take my chargers and plug in my very dead cell phone and computer.

While I wait, I continue to munch on some of the food that Horus brought. I’m starting to feel a lot better now that I’ve eaten, bathed, and gotten a reasonable explanation for the craziness that I have experienced over the past several days. While I am horrified that there is an organization intent on killing me, it’s also a relief to be getting help from actual gods who lived the history that I have been researching.

After hearing the beep from my phone to alert me that it is charged enough to turn on, I bring it over to assess the damage. My eyes go wide when I realize that I have 20 missed calls, over 50 unread emails, and a large string of text messages asking where I am.

The majority of the calls and messages are from Charlie. She knows that I tend not to answer when I am at the museum or deep in writing mode for my thesis, but to not answer for three days has probably sent her over the edge.

I take a deep breath and press the call button. “The trick is to tell the truth, but not the whole truth.” The last thing I want is to involve Charlie in this crazy adventure, but I do want her to know that I am okay.

She answers after two rings, “HOW DARE YOU SCARE ME LIKE THAT, CHARLOTTE FLETCHER! Cough once if you are kidnapped and being held against your will!”

“Bloody hell, Charlie! Calm down! I’m fine! I’m so sorry I haven’t been able to call. So, crazy story…”

“It better be crazy for you to drop off the face of the Earth like that and worry me to death!” she says clearly not appeased.

“Like I said, it’s a crazy story. A few nights ago, I discovered a secret message hidden in the compartment of the jewelry box I was looking into. It’s a coded message that involves me working with experts in Egypt. So, the museum sent me on the next flight out to Cairo and I’ve been in Egypt for the past couple of days working with experts on the translation! My phone died after I got here and I was just now able to get another charger. I’m so, so sorry for letting you worry!” I just hope my half truth will pacify my inquisitive friend. She knows full well that I am not a last-minute adventure-type, but since it involves my research she just might buy the story.

“I’m just glad you’re safe,” she says as she blows out a breath of relief. It looks like I’m off the hook for this lapse in judgment for the moment.

“Again, I’m super sorry. To make it up to you, we’ll go out to that Mama Mia dinner show when you’re back in London.”

“Really?!” she screams, “Nope, you already said it and I’m gonna make you stick to it! No take backs!”

I giggle and say, “Great, I look forward to it. Now, I need to go because one of my colleagues is here to take me to the Egyptian Museum. Love you, Charlie!”

“I love you too, Charlotte! Please just shoot me a text before you go galavanting to a different country, okay?”

“Of course. Talk to you soon!” I say before hanging up the phone. The good news is that she bought the story and is content for the time being. Looking at my phone, the only other missed calls and texts that I have are from Marium.

As her number is dialing, I start to look through the emails that she sent regarding the papyrus text. It seems that she was not able to fully translate the glyphs after a quick glance at her first email.

Finally on the last ring, “I figured you had dropped into a black hole since I never heard back from you. Everything okay, Charlotte?”

“I’m so sorry, Marium! Life got in the way but everything is fine now, I promise. Now distract me with what’s going on with this translation.”

Her pause on the end of the line tells me she wants more of an explanation, but as my colleague she doesn’t want to pry. Looks like propriety wins out when she replies, “This discovery has been driving me crazy! Some of these glyphs I have never seen before and there are a couple that seem to be used out of context. It’s vexing!”

“It’s hard to stump you. Were you able to get a partial translation?”

“Yes, I sent an email two days ago with what I could figure out. I know it’s not what you were hoping for, but it’s at least a start.”

“Yes, I see it here,” I reply as I find the one she mentioned in my backlog of missed emails. “I’ll keep looking into it and see if I can figure out anything we might have missed.”

“Of course, and please let me know if you find anything else in that translation. I’m dying to figure out what some of these glyphs mean.”

“I will. Thank you very much, Marium, and sorry for worrying you.”

“Always happy to help, and please stay safe!” she says as the line cuts out.

I see that I have a few missed emails from Dr. Peribsen asking about my whereabouts. That correspondence will have to wait, because I desperately want to take a deeper look into the partial translation that Marium sent. Unfortunately, it is very sparsely translated and it doesn’t seem to make sense to me.

Maybe it’s not supposed to make sense to me. Maybe this is meant for a god’s eyes. Since I am under the roof where several gods are residing, I’m sure I can find one to help make sense of this gibberish. After all, Anubis said he would be willing to help answer any of my questions and I definitely don’t want to just sit here waiting around for Horus to come back. I want to feel useful, and sitting here isn’t going to help. Time for a little adventure in the Temple of Isis.


Chapter 13
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As I poke my head out of Horus’s chamber door, I realize an error in my logic. I was in such a state of shock when I walked here, I can’t remember how to get back to Anubis’s work room.

“Just get out there and explore, Charlotte. It’s not like that lioness is going to find and eat you,” I chide myself as I take a step out of the chamber and take a left. I figure that I’ll run into someone eventually.

As I walk down the pale white marble hallway, I take note of the beautiful pieces of artwork lining the walls. A little ways down the hall, a striking piece catches my eye. It’s a marble statue of a stunning woman in armor reaching for twin swords on her back. Whoever the artist was they captured the tenacity of her brow and the fierceness of her gaze perfectly. The attention to detail on even the beading of her headdress is beyond impressive.

Just as I reach out to touch the stone warrior, a deep voice surprises me from behind. “Of course you would be fascinated by the one woman who caused you to be in this interesting situation.”

As I quickly turn around, the source of the voice is standing right behind me. It belongs to a dark and fit man who is so tall that I have to crane my neck to meet his dark eyes. His short dreads are pulled back at the nape of his neck. His eyes are arresting and all-knowing, and it seems clear he’s not very happy with my presence.

After taking a second to compose myself, I realize what he stated. “That is Cleopatra?” I ask in awe as I turn around to give the statue another look.

“That is her. Isis herself carved this piece as a memorial for her sacrifice.”

I turn back to look at my new companion as I say, “I did not realize that she was a fighter? I know she was a brilliant strategist but I didn’t know that she could use a weapon too.”

“Not many did and she liked to keep it that way. It made her enemies underestimate her.”

“And how do you know so much about her?”

“Because I was there. I am the god known as Thoth.”

My eyes widen in shock in the realization that I am face-to-face with another immortal. From what I remember, he is a god of knowledge which might make him the perfect person to help me with my translation problem. “It’s nice to meet you, Thoth. My name is Charlotte Fletcher,” I say with a smile as I hold out my hand to shake.

He doesn’t return my smile and folds his arms when he replies, “I’m aware. I helped bring your bleeding body into this temple. You’re welcome by the way.”

“I don’t even know how to answer that statement,” I reply in shock at his arrogance.

“Gratitude would be nice but alas. It seems even that it is too difficult for you, just like the rest of the mortals I’ve dealt with.”

The self entitlement of this god is enough for an entire city, but I need him for this translation. So, I remind myself that I need to play nice. “Thank you very much, Thoth. I most likely wouldn’t be here without your help.”

“Of course you wouldn’t be here. Horus is abysmal at healing and you needed a lot of help by the time I arrived.”

“Well, thank you all the same. I was hoping a god of your infinite knowledge might be able to help me with something?”

He does not reply, but just lifts one of his brows.

Taking that as a prompt to keep talking, I continue. “Before the attack, I discovered a coded message that was with the stone tablet. I was able to translate the Greek portion of the message, but sent the hieroglyphs to a colleague of mine. She was only able to translate some of them and even so, some of the glyphs could have multiple meanings. Would you be willing to take a look at it with me to try and make sense of it?”

At this, both of his brows shoot up. I have a feeling it is hard to intrigue the god of knowledge. “Well, this is surprising but promising news. Where is this message?”

“The papyrus is back at the museum, but I took plenty of images that are on my laptop,” I reply as I gesture to my satchel.

“Come. Follow me and we shall take a look at this message of yours,” he says as he turns to walk down the hall.

I take one more glance at the statue of Cleopatra. If these gods and some of the history books are to be believed, she was one of the smartest and bravest women to ever live. The fact that I get to follow in her footsteps to help the gods and the Duat still astounds me. Much preferring a book to an outdoor adventure, this is not where I pictured my life taking me just a few days ago but I won’t waste this opportunity that I have been granted. Even mortals can make a difference in the lives of gods.

I jog down the hallway and catch up with Thoth. “You don’t seem to like me very much.”

“Don’t take offense. I don’t like most mortals.”

“How lovely,” I reply sarcastically.

“More importantly, you have seen what happens when mortals get tangled with the workings of gods. It is not just Egyptian, but Greek, Roman, Nordic gods as well. It never tends to end well for the mortal and the gods tend to lose something in return. Most of us in this temple agree that you should not be here, but Horus seems to think you are… different from those before. Maybe you are different or maybe it is just different times. Only time will tell how your story will end.”

I’m deep in thought before I realize that we have turned off the main hallway and have entered a large cavernous space. Looking up, the circular ceiling is high and comes to a tapered point with a large, golden brazier hanging from that point. The space is an interesting mix of ancient and new. Marble columns frame a raised dais in the middle of the chamber, but instead of an altar there are desks with computer systems and other technology screens.

On the other side of the raised dias, two arched entryways catch my eye. There does not seem to be a door but I cannot see through the swirling gray and blue fog that fills the archway. I start to hear a strange humming as I walk around the dias towards this peculiar new sight. Just as I reach out to touch the substance of the archway, a hand stays my wrist.

“I would not touch what you do not understand, mortal.”

I come back to myself after realizing I didn’t consciously remember trying to touch the archway. Thankfully, Thoth was there to stop me before I did something stupid with forces that I clearly do not understand. “I’m sorry. I’ve just never seen something like that before. What is that in the doorways?”

“Magic.”

Well, clearly someone did not grow up playing show and tell. “Yes, I can see that. What is that magic intended to do? Does it have something to do with all of the computers in this room?” I ask while gesturing to the raised dias in the middle of the room.

“It does.”

I’m going to pull my hair out trying to talk to this egotistical, self-righteous god. I have to take a deep breath before I say, “Right. Thoth, I know it has been a while since you conversed with a mortal, but I am an academic. I cannot help but try to understand the world around me. So please could you indulge my curiosity and explain this to me?”

My slight groveling seems to do the trick because he gives me a once over and turns to walk up to the dias. He pulls out a chair behind one of the desks and gestures for me to sit. As I walk up and take my offered seat, he sits in the chair right next to mine.

“You must excuse my seemingly uncaring demeanor. You are correct in that I have not conversed with mortals on an intellectual level for some time now. I forget that your inferior minds are filled with imagination and curiosity.”

Ignoring the “inferior” portion of his abysmal attempt at an apology, I ask, “So, would you mind explaining what those are?”

“Those are portals, which combine a unique, and might I say brilliant, mix of technology and magic. They allow a person to be transported anywhere on this plane. A person can also transport themselves back here to headquarters as long as they have one of the two portal-keys that allows for an instantaneous return.”

Thoth then launches into a very technical explanation about how he combined the computer’s GPS technology and portaling magic to make it so they can go anywhere in the world. It’s quite impressive even though I don’t understand all of the magic behind it.

“When you say this ‘plane’, what do you mean by that?” I ask.

“These portals can take a being anywhere on this planet in this space and time. It cannot go to other realms or to different places in time.”

“Other realms?”

“Like the Duat, Olympus, the Underworld or the other planes that exist,” he replies matter-of-factly.

“Wait a minute. Are there other gods out there too?” I ask as my voice seems to get higher in pitch along with my anxiety.

“Of course they do. If Egyptian gods exist, why is it so hard to believe that other deities exist as well?”

“Well, when you put it like that I guess it makes sense”

“Of course it does. Now, to the matter of your coded letter?” he asks while looking at the satchel now at my feet.

I pull out my laptop and set it on the desk to turn it on. Thoth slides his chair closer to get a better look at my screen. As I pull up a picture of the papyrus, Thoth takes a sharp pull of breath once he sees the writing on the screen.


Chapter 14
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“Thalia,” Thoth says in a reverent whisper. “This has to be her.”

“Wait a moment. Do you know who wrote this?” I ask in amazement.

It takes Thoth a moment to reply. So many memories seem to pass through his dark, wise eyes. I have a feeling that it takes a lot to make the god speechless. Finally, he answers in a reverent voice, “I would know this handwriting anywhere. Thalia was one of Cleopatria’s inner circle. Handmaidens, they called themselves. But they were so much more than just servants. They trained in combat and magical arts. They were lethal and dedicated to their mistress.”

“Each maiden had a particular magical skill. Thalia, in particular, was a gifted seer especially for a mortal. She trained with me to hone her skills. Her gift was a bit erratic, as many seer gifts are, but she was able to see outcomes and the intentions of people before they happened, especially to those closest to her.”

“I always wondered why she didn’t see the attack from Set coming ahead of time,” he continued with sad eyes on the computer screen. “Or maybe she did and saw no other alternative. I guess we will never truly know.”

This is dragging up painful memories for him, but I have to press on to see if he can determine a translation. It seems this event affected all of the gods quite deeply. Almost like they have been too afraid to connect with any other mortals in order to keep what’s left of their hearts intact.

I click away from the image and open the partial translation from Marium. She has combined my translation with her partial to give the following clues:
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“This is what my colleague and I have come up with. The four maidens have to be the handmaidens of Cleopatria based on what you just told me, but I can’t seem to put together these glyphs in a way that makes sense,” I say as I stare frustratingly at the computer.

“Thalia saw where they took them,” Thoth replies in awe. “She wrote it down in code to keep others from fully understanding, but I think she knew we would need to find the pieces one day. She just gave us the guide.”

He launches out of his seat and goes to the desk right behind us to pull up a desktop screen.

“Can you send me those images? The original and the translation?” he asks in a hurry. Clearly he’s having a eureka moment, but is not sharing with the class.

“Sure, can you help with the other glyphs?” I ask as I share the images over Bluetooth. I’m still reeling over the fact that they have all of the state-of-the-art amenities in this temple. Who knew gods could modernize like the rest of us?

He pulls up a very advanced projection with the original image on the left side and the translation on the right. “Let me just double-check your work.”

I scoff and he turns and raises both eyebrows at me. “My portion of the translation is just fine, but look it over if you don’t believe me.”

Those dark eyebrows shoot down and he scowls as he meticulously looks over the Greek portion of the message. After a while, he finally says, “Hmm, it looks like you are competent after all, Ms. Fletcher.”

A smile takes over my whole face, because he finally called me by my name rather than “mortal”. I think I’m growing on him.

He turns to look at me and once he sees my smile he frowns. “What? Why are you so happy?”

“Nothing, just basking in one of your rare compliments, dear Thoth.” I reply with a genuine smile still plastered on my face.

“Stop that and focus, Ms. Fletcher. Your portion of the translation is very precise, but the hieroglyphs need major work. Fortunately for you, I believe I can be of some assistance.”

“Well, to be fair to my colleague, the span of Greek language only lasted so many years compared to the several thousands of years that Egypt could develop and change their hieroglyphs. We still don’t understand much of the language.”

“Which is why you need my help, and I am more than happy to assist,” he replies turning back to the images. “I will say that your colleague did do fairly well with what she did translate, but some of these glyphs are very old and weren’t used very much even during Cleopatria’s time. Thalia had to know this and must have seen that whoever came across her piece of the tablet would find me.”

“Or Horus,” I mutter.

“Who would then give it to me,” he says with a smug smile.

“Please, oh wise Thoth, can you just get to the translation? What did we miss?”

He turns to the images and mutters while he jots notes on a tablet. I creep up behind him and try to see over his shoulder by lifting to the balls of my feet. Annoyingly, he’s too tall and bulky to see over. So, I inch around the side of him to see what his notes say.

Once I get a clear view, he has the translation written with most of the blanks filled in, but they have several variations written on top of one another. I can’t understand his muttering, but there is one glyph that he has yet to fill in the blank for and it is clearly vexing him.

“Sometimes it helps to voice our troubles out loud and work them out together,” I chime near his ear.

After his perceptible jolt, it’s apparent he was too lost in thought to realize I was next to him. He replies, “I am not troubled. It will come to me.”

“Come on, Thoth. Just see if we can work this one out together.”

He must be very stumped because he turns slightly to give me a better view of his tablet. “I’m stuck on the symbol naming the second location. I’m trying to remember places that would have represented peace. That symbol is typically aligned with peace or god-like peace.”

When in doubt, ask the internet. I’m fully aware most academics don’t like the vast amount of wrong information that is out on the web, but in this instance any help to jog this god’s brain would be helpful.

So, I pull out my phone and search “city of peace near Rome ''. After the circle of fate is done searching, it pulls up an unlikely but possible location. “What about Jerusalem?”

Thoth slowly turns to me with his eyes wide. He just stares at me for a moment before jumping into action, “You are a genius! Of course! Why didn’t I think of it before?” Then proceed to place a rushed kiss on my forehead before going to his tablet to make adjustments.

“What is going on here?” comes a familiar but angry voice behind me.

I turn to see Horus leaning against the entrance to the room staring at Thoth like he wants to tear out the dreads on his head one by one.


Chapter 15
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“Now now, little falcon,” Thoth says without even looking up, “Jealousy does not become you.”

Jealous? Oh!

I realize that Horus saw Thoth place that kiss on my head. Could that really make him jealous? Based on the scowl still on his face as he comes prowling over, the answer is yes. That realization causes my face and neck to heat. I know if I looked in a mirror I would be red all over, but I don’t want to admit it’s from his overprotective reaction. Let’s just say it’s embarrassment. I’m definitely not getting turned on by the amount of muscles coming my way.

“Hello, Horus. Did everything go well with your mother?” I ask, trying to diffuse the tension.

He looks briefly at my neck, which must be the shade of a red ladybug at this point, before sliding up next to me and answering, “It went well. Isis would like to meet you once we are done here.”

“She wants to meet me?” I ask, my mind whirling with possibilities on how to address a goddess. What are the rules of etiquette? Do I bow? Do I curtsy?

Horus interrupts my mental panic by replying, “Of course she wants to meet the woman who seems to have turned my head.” It seems my face is going to stay a permanent shade of red. “Also, she wants to know more about the piece of the tablet that you found. We need to put together a plan to go and find the missing piece.”

“Before you go running off on a tablet rescue mission,” Thoth interrupts, “Ms. Fletcher and I were just working to decipher the message that came with the tablet piece. She seems to have figured out the last clue to this strange puzzle that Thalia left us.”

Horus’s gaze shoots to Thoth. “Thalia wrote this? How can you be sure?”

Thoth looks down his nose at Horus while he replies, “Are you questioning my knowledge, little falcon?”

“Of course not. I’m just curious as to how you made that deduction is all,” Horus says while crossing his arms. Horus doesn’t seem to accept Thoth’s attempt at intimidation.

“It’s her, Horus. Just accept that I know,” Thoth answers in a soft voice.

Horus visibly relaxes and seems to understand the connection between the handmaiden and Thoth. “Alright, well, what did she have to say?”

Thoth’s eyes brighten and he turns towards the displayed images. He presses a few buttons on his tablet and a third image pops up on the display. It is the translation Thoth was working on with his tablet. Based on the scratched out portions and circling of others, he seems to have figured out a translation that makes sense.

“There were a couple of words that I had to stumble over and some I had to rework from Ms. Fletcher’s colleague. She did translate them correctly, but there are additional meanings to the glyphs that she is probably not aware of yet. What I have reworked seems to make some sense and is written like clues. Thalia must have done a massive search into the beyond to see where these tablet pieces would end up and how we could retrieve them. What are your thoughts, Ms. Fletcher?”

I stare at the new translation and gather my thoughts.
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“These are definitely clues. The first one is pretty easy and self explanatory,” I reply.

“My thoughts exactly,” answers Thoth.

Horus looks between the two of us, crosses his arms, and says, “Please share with those not obsessed with puzzles.”

“Aww, come on, muscles. Look at the second sentence. Just take a small guess,” I answer with a smirk barely masked on my face.

His jaw ticks and then he looks back at the images for a moment. “Clearly one is in Greece. There are a bunch of temples in Greece though.”

“But it specifically mentions a warrior goddess. Who could that be?” I say before Thoth can butt in and ruin this learning moment for Horus.

Horus thinks for a moment before answering, “Athena. Are you saying that one of them hid it in the Acropolis?”

“Very good, little falcon. See, you do seem to be good at puzzles after all,” Thoth comments.

“But that was a huge risk! Why would they leave it in a temple that might get destroyed?” Horus asks, throwing his arms in the air.

“So was the jewelry box, but my guess is that they were either led to these places through some sort of magic or divine intervention,” I answer. “Regardless, we have some starting points as to where to look for the other pieces.”

“We?” Thoth asks with one eyebrow raised.

“Well, yes,” I say, looking between both gods. “I want to help. You wouldn’t have found the first piece without me and I want to see this through.”

Thoth and Horus share a look I can’t interpret. Thoth looks like he is about to reply, but Horus cuts him off. “Of course, you have been very helpful. Let’s just focus on recovering the first piece of the tablet and we can work out the rest later.”

Thoth’s brows shoot down and he seems to not agree with what Horus said. “While you track down the tablet piece, I will try to work through the rest of Thalia’s message to see if I can narrow down the search for the other pieces.”

“Sounds like a plan, old bird,” Horus replies and then turns to me. “Before we start our search, let’s go meet Isis and inform her of our plans.” I must have been unable to keep the anxiety off my face because he follows up by saying, “Don’t worry. I’ll be right beside you, doe eyes.”

I look down and blush again. Horus seems to be able to read me well even after such a short time.

I take a deep breath and square my shoulders. “Alright, muscles. Lead the way.”

As we walk out of headquarters, I remind myself that I’m meeting Horus’s mother, the goddess of healing and magic, because nothing ever goes wrong when meeting the parent of a person you kind of, sort of like.


Chapter 16
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As we walk through more marbled hallways, I take in more of the artwork displayed. There are contemporary frescos right next to ancient Egyptian busts and the juxtaposition is hard to reconcile.

Horus must realize my confusion because he says, “We still enjoy modern art as well as ancient.”

“I can see that, but some of these pieces belong in a museum for the world to see. It’s a shame they are locked up here.”

“Mortals and your need to show things off,” he scoffs. “Art is inspiration made form. It is also very subjective. The Mona Lisa hangs in the Louvre, but is it any better than this painting here?”

We stop in front of a detailed fresco that has two beautiful, colorful birds circling one another. At first, it seems like a basic painting but the more I look the more I see. The birds are in a sort of mid flight dance and around them is a beautiful garden. It is complete with a small fountain and white bench in the background with little flower pots all around.

I take in the visuals and it makes me feel serene and hopeful. As a grin starts to form, I look to Horus. He is lost in the painting with a deep look of longing on his face and I try to see it from his point of view.

He and the other gods have been cut off from their loved ones for centuries, but they have shut themselves off from the mortal realm as well. They exist apart. It must be an extremely lonely existence to know that there is so much life outside your windows, but you cannot participate and only be a spectator.

He is still staring at the fresco. So, I gently place my hand on his forearm and that seems to stir him from his thoughts. He turns his head to stare into my eyes and I feel centuries of loneliness bottled up in their golden depths.

I realize that I still have my hand on his arm and start to move it away, but his hand comes down over mine as he says, “Sometimes, immortality seems like a curse rather than a gift, especially when I don’t have anyone to share it with.”

My heart starts to crack for all of the experiences that he has missed out on. Something as simple as a coffee date with Charlie would be completely foreign to him, but it is something that typically ends in laughter and peace of mind for me.

Horus puts on this front that he is mister tough guy, but I’m starting to realize that there are more layers to him than meets the eye. He seems to put on the muscle act to hide the loneliness that he appears to mask for everyone else.

“I can’t imagine how alone you have felt all of these years,” I answer. “But I’m here now, and while I might not be your ideal example of stimulating company, I'd be happy to show you some of the experiences that you have been missing.”

“I think I’d like that, doe eyes,” he says as I feel my face blush yet again.

Before I dive head first into trouble, because those golden eyes are trouble, I gently nudge him and say, “Let’s keep going, muscles. We don’t want to keep your mother waiting.”

He gives me a gentle smile and turns us to continue walking down the hallway with his hand still keeping mine in place over his arm. Who knew the tough guy would like to stroll with me, even if it’s just for a moment.

We are still lost in each other’s eyes, because I don’t realize that someone is standing at the end of the hallway watching our approach until I hear an ethereal, feminine voice say, “So, this must be the mortal that I have heard so much about.”

My gaze cuts to a woman who could never be mistaken for anything but a deity. Her tall, lean frame gives her an air of authority, but her flowing white hair makes her piercing, golden eyes shine. It seems this is who Horus inherited his hawk-like gaze from, because she is looking as if she is analyzing my past, present, and future with just a look.

I quickly take my hand off Horus’s arm and curtsy. It seems like something someone should do in front of a goddess. When I glance at Horus, he has a slight frown of disappointment before masking it to look towards his mother. “We were just on our way to see you, mother. This is Charlotte Fletcher. The woman we can thank for discovering a piece of the tablet.”

“Discovered, but not in hand,” she says with an unimpressed eyebrow raised.

“Yes, your grace. While it is not in our possession currently, Horus and I are planning to go back to the museum to search for it,” I answer while trying to make my wringing hands less noticeable.

Horus raises an eyebrow at me since clearly he did not plan on me accompanying the search. “We were just coming to speak with you about our plan for that and to update you on what Thoth and Charlotte discovered with the tablet piece.”

“Thoth willingly shared his workspace with you?” Isis asks me skeptically.

“We actually worked together pretty well,” I answered. “He even stopped calling me mortal,” I mutter quietly.

Isis’s brows raise and she looks impressed.

“Thoth believes that the message with the tablet was written by Thalia,” Horus says. He and his mother share a sad passive look. It is bringing up old memories that they thought were long buried. “Charlotte, why don’t you explain what it said? You seemed to understand it more than me.”

“Thoth mentioned that Thalia was a seer. It seems that she was able to determine the relative location for each of the remaining pieces. The descriptions are vague, but the first clue seems to indicate Athena’s temple at the Acropolis. Where at the temple we have no idea, but it’s at least a starting point. Thoth is going to look at the other two clues that she left to try and narrow down those searches. We know Rome and Jerusalem are the locations, but we haven’t figured out anything more specific.”

“I’m impressed, Ms. Fletcher. It seems that you and Thoth are good partners after all.” My face lights up at Isis’s compliment, but Horus frowns and gives his mother a look that I can’t interpret. Is it jealousy? “Thalia was a gifted seer. Thankfully, we now can try to follow her breadcrumbs to see this quest to its conclusion. This is truly very good news. I very much appreciate all that you have done to help us, but I believe we can take over from here.”

My elation quickly plummets. She wants me to just sit back and not see this through? That is not an option. “Your grace, I appreciate your praise, but I will be continuing to help until the pieces are found. I plan on seeing this through,” I say with my spine straight and face determined.

“I see. Is there nothing that can persuade you to forget all of this and return to your life as it once was?” she asks as her arms fold. “I am only thinking of your safety, Ms. Fletcher. This is not a quest for a mortal. There are forces at work here that you do not understand and who will have no problem in removing you from the equation.”

I know I’m not a fighter, but I am too invested in this to just drop it and walk away. How could I even go back to a normal life after learning that actual gods exist? It’s not like I have to fight Set and his minions. I just want to help find the locations of the other pieces. There’s nothing inherently dangerous about that.

Mind made up, I answer, “I understand your concern, but it is my life to risk. Besides, I’m not going to be doing any fighting, just helping solve riddles for the pieces. Certainly that cannot bring me much harm?”

Isis’s eyes are hard and she looks like she wants to rebuff my statement, but Horus comes up and puts his arm around my shoulder, “We will be recovering the tablet piece together, mother. She deserves to see this through. She could also be very helpful in helping track the remaining pieces by helping Thoth. Please do not fight me on this.”

Her eyes soften at his placating tone. “Fine. Go and search, but report back to me the minute you recover the piece. It will need to be stored for safekeeping.”

“Thank you very much, your grace. I will not let you down.” I give a quick curtsy and turn to leave before she changes her mind.

“Oh and Ms. Fletcher,” she comments once I take a couple of steps down the hall. I turn and look at her expectantly. “I assume this goes without saying, but I want to make it abundantly clear that our existence is not one to be advertised or published. Do you understand?”

“Yes, your grace,” I nod and she turns and glides gracefully down the opposite hallway and out of sight.

“How come you don’t call me, ‘your grace?’” Horus asks with a smirk on his face, clearly trying to diffuse the tension.

“Because you are just ‘muscles’ to me, oh mighty one,” I answer, smiling back at him. “Now, let’s go find a sacred tablet.”


Chapter 17
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Back in the chamber designated for their headquarters, Horus has changed and geared up with shoulder holsters, each filled with a small pistol. After he shrugs on a tan jacket to hide the guns, he folds his arms and looks at me. “I’m assuming there isn’t a way to talk you out of going with me to look for the tablet?”

“You could always just put her under a sleeping spell. She won’t have a choice then,” Thoth says while working on computers across the room.

One of my brows shoots up. “You wound me, Thoth. I thought we had moved past hating the only mortal in the room.”

“Maybe I’m being selfish.” His mouth tilts with a small smile while still typing away on the computer. “If he leaves you behind, I get more of you to myself. That smart mind is starting to grow on me”

Horus immediately straightens and frowns at the god with fists clenched. “Fine, I could use the company. Just be aware that it could be dangerous. I’m just trying to keep you safe.”

“I know the risks, muscles,” I reply as I nudge his shoulder. “Besides, I’ve got a big, strong god to protect me now.”

Horus’s face relaxes into a genuine smile and butterflies invade my stomach. If Horus was handsome before, a smile on his face makes him arrestingly gorgeous.

His gaze flicks to my lips before Thoth interrupts the moment by asking, “I’m assuming I should set the portal coordinates for the British Museum?”

“No,” I interrupt before Horus can confirm. “Can you set it for my flat? I really need some supplies like a change of clothes, hairbrush, and I’d rather get my personal laptop. I’m off the museum servers on my work one, but I would rather be safe than sorry. I’m sure if someone really wanted to, they could track this laptop.”

Thoth looks to Horus for confirmation, and he nods his head in agreement. Those arresting, golden eyes then turn to me. “Portal travel can be a little taxing for mortals. It’s been likened to having motion sickness. Are you sure about this?”

“Yes, Horus. I’m ready.” He searches my eyes and must see my determination because he nods once and puts his hand on the small of my back as he walks us to one of the portals on the back wall.

“Can you please supply me with your address, Ms. Fletcher?” Thoth asks as he swivels his chair to another computer in the raised dais that is closer to the portals.

I give him the address and he starts typing on the computer. Within moments the hair on my arms and neck raises and a chill moves through the room.

When I look to the portal we are standing in front of, the gray and purple mist swirls at a much faster rate. Eventually, it swirls until there is a circular pattern spinning quickly in the portal archway. It looks like a swirling mass of dark energy.

Horus must sense my apprehension because he leans down and whispers in my ear, “I’m right here, Charlotte. Hold my hand and we will step through together.”

My toes curl at the husky way he says my name and my worries fall to the wayside. His calloused fingers wrap around mine and he pulls me a little closer to his tall frame.

“Wait!” Thoth exclaims. “You need your portal-key to get back here.” In a couple of strides, he comes down from the dais holding a small metal disk with hieroglyphs etched into the surface.

Horus takes the disk in his hand and clasps Thoth on the back. “Don’t have any fun without us, old bird.”

“Depends on what you mean by fun.” The ever, dry and serious Thoth winks at Horus, and I try to contain my shock that the god of wisdom has a playful side.

Horus looks down at our clasped hands and back up to me. “On three, we take a step into the portal together. I’ll be here the whole time.”

I nod and squeeze his hand. He gives a gentle squeeze in return and looks back towards the swirling portal. “One… two… three.”

As we both take a step into the portal, my whole body feels like it's in a free fall and I can’t seem to focus my eyes on anything concrete. My heartrate feels like it’s about to spiral but thankfully, after just a couple seconds, a light comes into view. The falling sensation fades as we step into the living area of my flat.


Chapter 18
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Charlotte’s flat is about what I imagined it would be. There are books littering every surface. I can see tea mugs stacked in the kitchen sink across the room. There are plants in the window, but one of them looks like it hasn’t been watered in weeks. The couch is plush and inviting with a homemade quilt folded along the back.

Overall it is a quant, quintessentially English flat with Charlotte written all over it. Funny that in just a short time I’ve gotten to understand her tastes. What I didn’t realize is that she has a diverse range of reading tastes.

Once we arrived, Charlotte quickly excused herself to the restroom. If her pale face was any indication, the portal travel probably made her nauseous. Since I was left to my own devices, I decide to make myself at home and snoop.

Before poking around, I hang my jacket on a chair in the kitchen and set the portal-key on the counter. I don’t want to disturb the organized mess of mainly research books but a surprising title catches my eye on the coffee table.

Sitting on the couch, I grab the book in question to find a scantily clad, muscled man in a kilt on the front. I grin, realizing that doe eyes does have a romance-loving side to her after all.

The door to the right of the couch leading to the bedroom opens and Charlotte walks out with an empty, small duffle bag. The color has returned to her face and she looks like she is back to normal.

When she spots me on the couch her eyes go wide and her face turns an adorable shade of crimson. I hold up the book and say with a grin, “I don’t think Romancing the Highlander is part of your research.”

After a moment of stunned silence, she seems to collect herself and replies, “If you must know, my friend recommended it to me and it’s quite good. It’s a beautiful romance where the hardened, gruff leader meets a sweet woman healer who helps save his village from a plague and they fall in love along the way.”

I grin at the way she tries to hold herself taller in her defense. “Well, that does sound like a beautiful fairy tale, doe eyes.”

She blinks in confusion. “I can’t tell if you are being sincere or not.”

I look back at the book and decide it wouldn’t hurt to be a little vulnerable with this woman. She is one of the first in a long time that I have felt that I don’t have to put on a brave face for. “I am being sincere. It would be wonderful to find someone to fall in love with, but for a god like me my options are limited. I’ve envied mortals for your ability to love deeply without abandon. It isn’t possible for me because there would always be an end date and I would be left behind to carry that burden for eternity.”

I can feel Charlotte’s stare, but I’m not vulnerable enough to look up and see the expression on her face. Does she pity me, or does she see my plight as ridiculous since I will live forever? But her next words surprised me. “Come here, god of forbidden romance. I need to pack and I can’t have you out here moping on my couch.”

I look up to see an easy smile on her face. She motions for me to come with her into the bedroom and I follow her into the simple space. It has the same feel as the rest of the flat with little personal touches throughout the room. It feels like a lived-in home and a safe space to unwind.

Once I cross the threshold, she takes my hand and guides me to sit on the edge of her bed. As I take a seat, she puts her hands on her hips and glances around the room. “How many women can say they’ve had a god in their bed? Never thought I could check that off the list.”

I smirk at her attempt to lighten the mood. “I haven’t even gotten you undressed, doe eyes. Imagine how electric we would be bare and in the sheets.”

When I look up, I see her pulse throbbing rapidly against her throat and her eyes are dilated. She wants me just as much as I want her, but maybe I am playing too much with her emotions. It’s not fair to lead her on when there can never be a future beyond this mission for us.

She looks away from me with a shy grin on her face. “You sure know how to seduce a woman, Horus, but I need to pack so that we can get going.”

“Of course. Anything I can help with?”

“Nope, just sit there and look handsome,” she says with a slight laugh. She turns away and starts rummaging through drawers to pack her bag. “Would you mind if I asked you some questions? They might seem a bit personal, but I’m a very curious woman.”

Charlotte has been nothing but open and honest with me. So, I want to return the favor and give her some answers to help her ease into this new world that she has found herself in. “I will answer what I can.”

While still rummaging through drawers she asks, “What was life like growing up as the son of deities?”

Her question takes me by surprise. I thought she would want to know about the history I have seen pass before my eyes or more about Cleopatria, but she wants to know about me, about my inner thoughts and opinions.

Not many ask to dig much deeper into my life. So, after a moment to think of an honest response I answer, “I was born to a loving father and mother, but also into a family of strife. Nothing about my childhood was normal by mortal means.”

“It was always assumed that I would rule alongside my father and mother. So, I was raised to put the realm before myself. No matter the decision, I was to think of how it would affect the rest of the world rather than how it might affect me personally. It also didn’t help that Set was out to kill me and my father at every turn. I had to learn the game.”

Charlotte walked over with a pile of clothes that she dumped on the bed. As she began folding items and putting them in her duffle she asked, “What's ‘the game’?”

“You know ‘the game’ even if that’s not what you call it. You know the political bullshit that you deal with at the museum? Well, imagine that on a global scale with the powers of gods and goddesses thrown in. It is truly a game trying to navigate every alliance and hope a misstep doesn’t create the next war.”

She looks up at me with brows furrowed and says, “Well that sounds awful. Always trying to tip-toe around everyone and never getting to be yourself. No wonder you are so gruff when people first meet you. You never learned how to have fun.”

I chuckle at her. “Oh, don’t worry. I’ve had plenty of fun over the years. You know how the great sphinx’s nose is missing?”

Her eyes widened in shock. “What happened?”

“I had a bet with Anubis. We sort of grew up together since my mom raised us both. He thought he could touch the sphinx in his jackal form before I could fly to it. So, we raced to the sphinx. I’ll never admit this to him, but he almost had me. I had to thrust more momentum at the last moment to reach it before him. I wasn’t as coordinated back then and ended up crashing into it. The nose fell right off and my mother made me clean all of her acolytes’ laundry for a month because of that.”

Charlotte giggled as she finished packing her things. “So, all of those speculations are because of a young god’s brash decision?”

“As I said, I had fun but I had to learn quickly that my decisions could have major effects on the world. Apparently it’s art as well,” I answered as I chuckled.

She went into the attached bathroom and came back out with a few more items. Once she placed them in her now full duffle, she zipped it closed and looked up at me and opened her mouth to ask a question, but stopped herself. She looked back down and fiddled with the zipper of her bag.

“Do you have any other questions for me?” Now I’m curious as to what’s going through that head of hers.

She looks up at me and a beautiful blush creeps across her cheeks. “Could I see your wings?” she asks hesitantly.

It only takes a second to recover from my shock. I’ve shown my wings to plenty of mortals, but it’s typically in a battle setting, not intimate like this. Based on her increased blush, she doesn’t find that non-human part of me scary. She seems to find them alluring. I can work with that.

I nod my head and say, “Just back up a step. I don’t want to hit you.”

She complies and I send a small burst of magic to my back. It’s muscle memory at this point and I feel the weight of my golden wings unfurl at my back. I have to lean forward a little on the bed to accommodate them, but in this sitting position it’s easier to have them stretched all the way out which makes them longer than the bed.

I watch Charlotte’s reaction the whole time. Her eyes go from complete wonder to curiosity and back to wonder again. I breathe a sigh of relief because she shows absolutely no fear at the wings on my back. When people see them, it typically means battle is coming so they run the other way. It’s refreshing to show them to someone and have them want to still be near me.

She reaches her hand out to touch some of the golden feathers, but halts and tucks her hand back against her chest. “Would you like to touch them?” I ask with a small smile.

She smiles back with those big, wondrous, brown eyes and nods. I move my right wing a little closer to her and gesture with my chin for her to touch.

Tentatively, she reaches out her hand. When she finally makes contact with my feathers, the feeling is intoxicating. No one has ever just stroked my wings out of reverence. Of course I have to clean them occasionally to get blood or dirt off, but never do I just sit there and stroke them.

The sensation is even more heady than having fingers run through my hair. As her soft fingers continue to stroke and pet through the feathers, the sensation stirs my cock to attention. Gods, this might be better than sex.

I roll my head back and try to stifle a groan at how stimulating her hands feel on me. I must make a noise, because she gasps and pulls her hands back. “I’m sorry! Did I hurt you?”

Gods, if she only knew how much I wanted her to keep going. With my eyes closed and head still back I answer, “No, not at all. That feels… fuck, that feels amazing, Charlotte.”

I open my eyes and she is staring at my face. Her pupils are blown out and her heart is racing. She’s just as turned on as I am. Her plump lips are slightly parted. If I move a little to my right, her lips would be in the perfect place to be thoroughly kissed.

This woman is breaking down my defenses faster than a croc can swim in the Nile. Whenever I enter a room, I can immediately find her. It’s an impulse that I can’t shake. She has become extremely important to me. So much so that I don’t think I could bear letting her go once this is all over.

I understand that fundamentally there would always be a power imbalance between us, but surely if you love someone, things tend to work themselves out, right?

Wait… love is too serious right now. I enjoy her company because I’ve been starved of it for so long. Yes, that’s more like it. It’s not love. It’s lustful thoughts.

Before I can spiral down that path even more, I pull back my wings and magic them away. That seems to break the spell between us because she backs away and returns to her duffle bag to fiddle with the straps.

She breaks the awkward silence by quietly saying, “We should probably get to the museum.”

“Yes. Yes, we should. Do you need me to carry that for you?” I nod to her packed duffle.

“No, it’s a bit cumbersome and I don’t want the security guards who search it to mess up my packing. We can come back for it when we find the tablet.”

I smile at her self-assured statement. Not “if” we find the tablet, but “when”. “Great. Then let’s get going.” I get up and walk out of the bedroom to get my jacket hanging on the back of the chair.

While I’m pulling my jacket on, she comes out of the bedroom and says, “Let’s stop and get some tea on the way! There’s a wonderful little spot around the corner from the museum!”

“I’m more of a coffee guy myself.”

“Oh posh. That’s nonsense. You just haven’t had a good cup of British tea.” She smiles up at me and I want to drag her back into the bedroom to see if we can continue the teasing we started before. “Come on, muscles. Let me show you what you are missing.”

Before I can act on my thoughts, she walks briskly to the front door of her flat and I almost trip trying to catch up to her. I’m realizing it’s hard to derail her once she’s made her mind up about something. It’s yet another quirk that’s becoming endearing about her. I’m starting to fall fast for this mortal woman who has no idea the hold she has on a powerful god of Egypt.
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With tea in hand from my favorite place, The Tea and Tattle, as well as some to-go scones with clotted cream and jam, my thoughts could not be more optimistic. I just know that our search for the tablet is going to be fruitful.

I give a slight glance to Horus as he walks beside me. He seems to be enjoying his tea. I guessed that he would like it a bit more bold. So, I used less cream and sugar than I did for my own.

I hold out the to-go bag of scones to him with a smile. “Try one of these! It will be a life changing experience.”

He gives me a smirk. “I’ve already had a few life changing experiences with you, doe eyes.” I feel a blush come across my cheeks as he leans down and whispers, “I don’t see how it could be any better than the feeling of your hand stroking my wings.”

I trip over an invisible crack in the pavement. Horus’s hand is immediately on my elbow to steady me. When I look back up he is chuckling behind the rim of his to-go cup. “I had no idea how intimate that would be for you!”

“It seemed like you were enjoying yourself just fine.” He winks at me and then grabs a scone from the bag.

He takes a tentative bite. While he’s chewing, he looks at the scone like it is a miracle to all mankind and takes a huge bite out of it. I have no idea how he doesn’t manage to choke, but he closes his eyes for a brief second while indulging in the tasty treat.

“I stand corrected. This is life changing,” he muffles while still chewing.

I smile up at him. “See, I told you! Stick with me, muscles, and you will learn what you have been missing out on.”

I take hold of his forearm and guide him to a small bench outside of the museum gates. We can’t take any outside food or drink inside. So, we might as well relax and savor the moment before we get to hunting for the tablet inside.

As I grab my scone from inside the bag, he says, “So, you got to ask me some overly personal thoughts. Mind if I do the same?”

“Go right ahead. I’m a pretty open book.” I bite into the still warm scone and sigh at the wonderful mix of flavors.

He lets me finish chewing before he asks, “What is it about this museum that excites you? Everytime you talk about it, it seems to be more of a home than your actual flat.”

I take another bite while I ruminate on my answer. “It is my home, in a way. It has become a safe space for me to broadcast my ideas and let my dreams become reality. It wasn’t until the other day that I ever felt threatened there. If anything, it’s going to take me a while to build up that sense of safety after the attack. The museum was like this beautiful, gilded mirror that I saw the world through. Now, that mirror is cracked. Even if I try to fix those cracks, I will still see them and it will not be whole again like it was.”

“Sometimes fixing those broken pieces can make something even more beautiful,” he answers. “The Japanese have an art form called kintsugi. If a piece of pottery breaks, they will put the pieces back together with gold. The symbolism is meant to show that no matter how broken something may be, it can become something even more beautiful once it is whole again.”

I smile to myself. I have been worried about coming back, but I’ve tried to shove those fears down because I want what Horus just described. I want to be able to walk into my museum with no fears and to feel welcomed and safe again. It will take time, but I think he is right. I already feel the pressure of stepping back through those museum doors starting to lessen.

“Can I ask another personal question?”

I nod and give him a small smile while I sip my tea.

“You have mentioned your friend, Charlie, but I have not heard you talk about any family. Are they around?”

Instantly, I am transported to the smell of ammonia in an overly sanitized hospital room. The walls are blank and as gray as the rain clouds outside. “My mother died of Covid in the first wave of sickness that infected Britain. I wasn’t even allowed in the room while she was sick. They only let me in after she died to talk about funeral arrangements and to give me her effects.”

Horus grabs my hand and looks at me in earnest. I realize that a couple of tears have slipped out and are running down my face. “I’m so sorry for your loss, Charlotte. The loss of a parent is never easy, but the pain does get better with time. It’s probably not an overly comforting thing to say, but I have found that to be true.”

He takes his other hand and gently wipes the tears from my face. “It was so hard at the time, because I felt like she didn’t get the funeral that she deserved due to the shutdown. I have made peace with her passing though. I have my hard days, but there are less and less of them as time has gone on.”

He nods in understanding. “What about your father?”

I take a deep breath to steady myself after opening up the wound that was my mother’s passing. “I never knew my father. My mother was an academic like me. She told me she met him one summer during her graduate studies but left when she told him she was pregnant. She managed to have me, graduate, and become an accomplished professor all as a single mom.”

His brows raise. “I applaud your mother for her tenacity. That would not have been easy to do on her own.”

“She was a wonderful mother and an example to me. If I could turn out half as accomplished as her, I would consider my life a success.”

“As you should.” He hesitates before he asks, “Have you ever tried to track your biological father down?”

“No. What would be the point? I don’t want to get to know the man that left my mother vulnerable and in such a difficult position. No, he doesn’t get the privilege of knowing me.”

Horus barks a laugh and looks back at me. “For what it’s worth, he missed out on meeting a one-of-a-kind daughter and I’m very proud to have had the privilege to get to know you, Charlotte.”

I look down at my half-eaten scone as I blush yet again in this god’s presence. Somewhere along the way, he shook off the gruff exterior that he uses a mask and has shown me the kind and caring god underneath. The one that would put someone else’s wellbeing before himself and be willing to be vulnerable with his feelings and desires.

I look back up at him and he has a content grin on his face. “Let’s finish our food and get inside before it starts to get too crowded.”

I take a big bite of my creamy scone and nod in answer. He laughs as he finishes off the rest of his scone in one bite. I try not to giggle lest the carb-goodness escape my mouth while I’m still chewing.

I’ve started to realize that speaking with Horus is just easy and natural. I don’t have to explain my thoughts any more than I already have, and he accepts my feelings as fact. If anything, he validates my thoughts and wants to hear more of my life like a friend or partner would.

It’s quite refreshing to think of him in this new light. Maybe there could be more to this once our search for the tablet is over. Maybe he would like to be more than just mortal and god.
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After we finish our tea and scones, we walk around to the employee entrance of the museum. Like on any normal day, Harry is the security guard on duty and he gives a big smile when he sees me round the corner.

“I was starting to get worried about you, little lady! People were wondering where you might have run off to!” He gives a glance at the tall, broad god at my side and gives me a sly smile. “I had a bet that someone finally swept you off your feet. It looks like Old Harry was right.”

I fight a smile but before I can reply Horus says, “I literally did have to sweep her off her feet, sir.” He looks down and gives me a winning smile. “She tends to get too in her own head to look out for trouble.”

Harry looks between the two of us and he must like what he sees because he says with a wink, “You’ve found a good one, Ms. Fletcher. Don’t let him fly away.”

“No promises, Harry. He loves to spread his wings.” Horus’s eyes light up at my innuendo. As I scan my badge and walk through the security, my stomach drops as I remember Horus’s shoulder holsters. There's no way he is going to get through the security detector without them being flagged.

My worries were apparently unfounded because the cocky god just walks on through and no alarms are sounded. He winks at me and whispers, “Magic cloaking spell, doe eyes. Thank Thoth.”

He puts his hand on my lower back and guides me to the employee entree door. Before we enter he turns his head back. “Have a great day, Harry. I'll make sure to take care of your girl!”

The door closes and I look up at Horus. His whole face is lit up in a smile.

“I like him. He’s a good mortal.”

“You met him for all of two minutes and you think he’s great?”

“Yup, he cares about your wellbeing, which is good enough for me.” He gives me a wink and he continues to guide me down the employee hallway.

“Before we go to the main atrium to retrace our steps, can we stop in the intern office? I want to check if anyone has left anything for me on my desk.”

He nods and I continue to walk down the series of hallways that will lead to the large communal intern room. After a couple of seconds, I realize that Horus is no longer beside me. When I turn around to look, he is stopped in front of one of the many pictures of staff that are lining the hallways.

When I walk back towards him, I realize Horus is stopped in front of a professional plaque of Dr. Peribsen announcing him as one of the new curators at the museum. All of the blood seems to have rushed out of Horus’s goldenly tanned face. Instead of that steady smile that I’ve grown used to, he is back to the brooding tactician.

“Do you know this Dr. Peribsen?” he almost growls. I’ve never heard him take this tone with me. I clasp my hands together and take a small step back. Something has clearly angered him.

“Yes, he is the curator that manages the project I’m working on. Normally, I should be working under the curator for Roman studies, but he hand selected me to be put under his management.”

“Of course he would.” Horus punches the plaque in a sudden burst of violence that sends pieces flying all over the hallway. His golden eyes start to glow with magic and his wings snap out of his back and extend.

I make a choked noise as the hairs on my arms raise at his power coming to the surface. He must hear me, because he jerks his head in my direction. With all of that power and attention on me, it takes all of my willpower to stay standing and not get on my knees in supplication.

“Horus?” I whisper in a trembling voice. There’s no hiding it because all of this power is scaring me.

His eyes come back into focus and the magic seems to dim around him at my plea. Once his eyes stop glowing completely, they go wide in realization of what he just did and the power he left unchecked. “Gods, Charlotte! I’m so sorry. Please, forgive me. I would never hurt you. I might have a lot of lives to account for, but yours will always be safe with me.”

His pleading eyes are on me as he holds out a tentative hand. I take a small step forward and slowly place my hand in his. His whole body softens at my touch and he releases a huge breath that I didn’t realize he was holding.

He steps into me, pulls me to his chest, and I wrap my arms around his middle. His wings wrap us in a golden cocoon of warmth. “Forgive me, Charlotte. Again, I would never hurt you, but I need to tell you something.”

“Will this make you god-out again?” I mumble into his chest.

His upper body shakes sharply as he lets out a quick laugh. He then pulls back slightly and tilts my head up with his hand under my chin. His eyes are vulnerable and a bit fearful. “This Dr. Peribsen, as you know him, is a fraud.”

I wrinkle my brows in confusion. “I don’t understand. How did he get the position of curator if he knows nothing of ancient Egyptian history?”

“No, you misunderstand me. He is actually extremely qualified for that position… because like me, he has lived it.”

“Horus, please just tell me plainly. I don’t understand,” I plead.

“He is the god Set, Charlotte. Your Dr. Peribsen is who we have been up against this whole time.”

Horus’s embrace tightens. I realize it’s because I momentarily lost function in my legs. This cannot be right. I’ve always felt intimidated by Dr. Peribsen, but not in any other way than an intern is normally intimidated by a superior. “How can you be sure?”

“I’ve known my uncle since birth, Charlotte. That’s definitely him. It’s no coincidence that he put you under his management. He has a sense of knowing people’s intentions and potential for greatness. He knew you would lead him to one of the pieces.”

It hits me fully that I’ve been a pawn in this game of gods for far longer than I realized. I start to pull away from his embrace but he grabs my hand in reassurance and does not let go. “Let’s go check the intern office and get this search started. The more we can stay out of Dr. Per… Set’s notice, the better.”

He nods and I lead him down the rest of the hallway to the office spaces. As we near the large double doors that open into the intern office space, I hear a loud crash. That stops us both in our tracks.

Another bang of a filing cabinet and the thud of a desk drawer closing fills the hallway. I look at Horus, but his eyes have started to glow and he pushes me behind his wings to shield me from whatever is happening in that office.

Horus creeps forward on light feet and puts his hand within reach of the gun on his right shoulder holster. I creep with him but stay a couple feet back.

He makes it to the double doors and quickly peeks through the glass. Whatever he sees makes him jolt and immediately go into a defensive position. “We need to leave. Now,” he whispers.

“What’s going on in there?” I whisper back as I try to crane my head around his wings.

That’s when I hear the scratchy, deep female voice that haunts my nightmares. “Where are you, little trinket?” Another bang of a drawer. “Master needs me to find you and he promised us souls if we find you first. Ohhhh, I so long for more souls to taste, little trinket.”

Ammit is tearing the office apart trying to find something. If we are lucky, she still hasn’t found the missing tablet piece either. I start to slowly back away, but I’m starting to see stars and my vision is hollowing out.

Horus’s golden face comes into my field of vision and he is saying something, but I can’t hear him. After taking a second to focus, it’s like his voice is in a tunnel when I hear him whisper shout, “Take a deep breath, Charlotte! Breathe or you are gonna pass out!”

Right. Need to breathe. That’s why everything is looking far off. I start my breathing exercises with five count in and five count out, all while Horus’s hands are on my hips slowly stepping me back the way we came.

“You’re doing great, Charlotte. We just need to go a little farther,” he whispers as he looks back when another bang sounds down the hallway.

Before we turn the corner, the double doors of the intern office crash open and out walks Ammit. She is agitated and muttering something under her breath. She doesn’t seem to realize we are here until she sniffs the air and her eyes begin to glow. Slowly her glowing eyes swivel to where we are stopped dead at the end of the hallway.

“Oh, little prince,” she croons. “You made a grave mistake coming back with her.” She starts prowling in our direction with her head tilted, assessing her prey.

Before my brain can catch up, I’m cradled in Horus’s arms. He turns the corner and is speeding down the hallway towards a service entrance. He shoulders the door open and I have to close my eyes at the sudden burst of sunlight.

“We need to get somewhere safe! I’ll take us back to your flat.” He’s about to kick off the ground and fly us there, but I push on his shoulder to get his attention.

“No! They know where I live!” I scramble out of his arms and grab his hand as we start running down a side street. “Let’s get to Charlie’s flat. I have a spare key and she’s not home.”

He pulls me to a stop and his alarmed eyes look into mine. He puts both hands on the sides of my face and says, “I left the portal-key on your kitchen counter. We need to go back there so that I can get you to safety.”

I put my hands over his as he still cradles my face. “There’s a chance there is already someone there, Horus. There’s no way they would know about Charlie’s apartment. We can lie low there until we come up with a better plan.”

Before I can second guess this plan, I grab one of Horus’s hands and pull him into a run with me down the street. Hopefully, Charlie won’t care if we crash there for the night.
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My hands are shaking again when I try to slide the key in the lock to Charlie’s flat. The adrenaline must be wearing off, because Horus puts his hand over mine and helps me guide the key into the lock and turn the bolt.

“Thank you,” I say but it comes out like more of a croak.

As we take a step into the flat, I’m not able to take in the living room before shaking starts to rake my body and my breath is becoming labored. Horus turns me to face him, but he won’t come into focus. “You’re having a panic attack, Charlotte. Try to breathe with me.”

I try to do my breathing exercises, but I’m too far gone. I want to roll up into a ball and just let the attack take me. Before I can do just that, I am carried through the flat and into a bathroom. I hear shower water start running and then hands are taking off my shoes.

The next thing I’m aware of is the spray of warm water hitting my clothes and hair. It shakes me out of my stupor and I realize Horus is holding me in the shower with clothes on and all. “Just breathe, Charlotte. She didn’t follow us. I promise.”

I’m coherent enough to start my breathing exercises. I take five beats in and five beats out. Then I take note of three things that I can hear: water hitting tile, the exhaust fan, and Horus’s heartbeat. I feel my own heartbeat slowly getting back to normal.

“Do you think you can stand on your own?” Horus asks.

I nod in response and he sets me down and lets me lean on the shower tile. Once he’s satisfied I’m not going to topple over, he gets out of the shower and leaves me to my thoughts.

The first thing I feel is mortified that Horus had to see me in a panicked state like that. I don’t have attacks often, but when I do it can be hours before I find the strength to pick myself back up again.

When I was younger, it would happen before major academic competitions. When I was ten, I made it to the final round of the regional spelling competition. Before going on stage, I had my first full blown panic attack. The stage manager found my mother, and when they returned I was in the corner of the dressing room in a ball. My mother’s soothing voice brought me out of the panic and until her death, she was one of the only people able to bring me back to reality.

I had a panic attack brought on by grief after she died. It took me two days before I was able to leave my apartment and breathe fresh air. Now, it seems Horus is able to bring me out of the stupor before it takes too much of a hold on me.

I start to go through the motions of taking off my now soaking wet clothes while I am still under the warm spray of water. I might as well wash myself while I’m here. Nothing like a cleansing shower to wash away the horrors of the day.

I manage to throw my soaking clothes into the sink across from the shower, and then I get to work on washing my thick hair. While I’m going through the motions of washing, I reflect on what just happened.

Ammit was back at the museum and clearly looking for something and she didn’t seem to find it. It’s most likely that she also didn’t find the tablet piece and Set has tasked her with retrieving it.

It’s only a matter of time before she does find it. So, I need to pull myself together so that we can go back to start the search. My main concern is what if she is still there? How will we find the piece if we are constantly trying to stay out of Ammit’s way?

Another question hits me that I’m not sure I’m prepared for. Horus was armed and prepared for a fight. So, why didn’t he stay and grapple with Ammit to get her out of the way?

Deep down I think I know the answer, but it seems too soon and too wistful to think he left for me. Does he care for me enough that he thought about my wellbeing before getting a tablet that he’s been searching for thousands of years to find?

“Get your head out of the clouds, Charlotte. There’s clearly another explanation,” I mutter to myself.

I wasn’t thinking clearly once I saw Ammit. So, who knows what details I missed that lead Horus to the decision to run rather than fight.

Deep down though, I hope that he chose to run for me. What girl doesn’t wish for that type of devotion? I’ve alway read romances where the man leaves behind his quest for the woman he has grown to love. While I don’t want Horus to give up the search, it would be lovely to realize that Horus cares for me as much as I have started to care about him.

While I’ve had a few sexual partners throughout the years, nothing was ever explosive or made my heart soar when I saw their face. Something always took precedence over the relationship, or like Selfish-Stan, as Charlie called him, who only cared about getting himself off. I used many vibrator sessions after that bloody arsehole.

I think Selfish-Stan was my breaking point in casual partners. I decided after that lousy breakup that if I did get romantic with anyone else, it would be with someone that truly cared for me and put me first. Of course that is easier said than done, and I’ve had quite the dry spell since.

To be honest, it wasn’t until Horus came along that I realized what I was missing. The playful banter while getting to know one another. The friendship of sharing openly with someone you care about. The constant blushing when he looks my way. Of course, his physique is a huge plus, but I have grown to love his mind more. He’s a deep thinker, but he initially comes off as brutish. I think he wears that as a mask, even with his family.

Thank god I’m by myself, because I realize I’m grinning like a fool in this shower. I really do like Horus, and I think it’s time I made those feelings known. So, I finish rinsing the soap off and turn off the water.

When I step out of the shower, I use a towel to dry myself off and step into Charlie’s bedroom to find a change of clothes. She’s a little taller than me, but I manage to find some sweats and a t-shirt to change into.

Once I’m dressed, I walk into the living area of Charlie’s flat. Normally, her place is chaos personified, but she did a lot of cleaning and straightening before she left for Ireland for the semester.

I pad barefoot over to the couch and find Horus sitting with his head bowed in his hands. His hair is hiding his face from my view but he doesn’t seem to hear my approach.

“Thank you, Horus,” I start with my hands clasped in front of me. He shutters slightly with the sound of my voice but does not look up. “I’m sorry you had to see me like that. I don’t get attacks like that often, but seeing Ammit brought up trauma from the first attack I didn’t realize I had. So, thank you. Without you, I would still be on the floor in a ball.”

I wring my hands together, hoping I don’t need to end up in a ball of mortification. Maybe he has rethought his attraction to me and my anxiety is too much of a weakness for him.

Before my thoughts derail even further down a dark rabbit hole, he slowly lifts his head and looks at me with those honey golden eyes.

“Charlotte, you have absolutely nothing to be sorry for,” he rasps. “It is I who owes you an apology. I should have never put you in that situation. Gods, if she ever hurt you again… I don’t know what I would do.”

I carefully sit down on the couch next to him and take hold of one of his hands. “Horus, I wanted to go. We are a team now, and you didn’t put me in any situation I wasn’t willing to go into. If anything, you helped me yet again out of a bad one.”

He squeezes my hand and meets my gaze. “I would do anything to keep you safe, Charlotte. You have become my sun, my north star, my… my everything. You encompass my thoughts while I’m awake and invade my dreams while I sleep. When I enter a room, yours is the first face I’m drawn towards. You make my immortal heart beat again for the first time in centuries.”

He takes his hand to cup the back of my neck and pulls my forehead against his. “I would walk through the twelve realms of the Duat to find you if anyone ever took you from me.”

“I’m right here, Horus. I’m not going anywhere. It would take an army to keep me from you.”

I close the centimeters between us and meet his lips with mine. All I can think is, finally, the god of the skies is mine.
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Our kiss starts out tentative and searching, like trying to find the rhythm with a new dance partner. His tongue starts to push at the seam of my lips. When I open for him readily, he growls and invades my mouth while pulling me towards him in a bruising kiss.

I need to feel him, all of him. I reach up and push my fingers through his long, camel-colored hair. When I get to the roots I give a hard pull while sliding my tongue deep into this mouth.

He nips at my bottom lip and with panting breaths says, “I knew you had a fun side in that book brain of yours.”

I grin while giving him another bruising kiss. When I come up for air, I reply, “I’ve been wanting to kiss you since I ran into you at Trinity College.”

He kisses me again and pulls me into his lap with my legs straddling his torso. “Just kiss me, you say?”

I know he’s giving me an out. We can continue this makeout session and that will be that. Or I can act on the hard length that I feel underneath me. “Even if tonight is all we get, I want all of you, Horus, or at least as much as you're willing to give me.”

“Everything,” he murmurs as he kisses me again. “You can have my everything.”

I start pulling the bottom of his shirt up. We break apart so that he can help me get it over his head. I look down at his naked torso and blurt, “Holy muscles.” I use my hands to explore the plains of his defined pecs and ridges of his abs. Only a god could look this good.

He grins and asks, “Like what you see, sweetheart?”

My face and neck heat at the endearment. “I’ve always loved how you look, but it's what’s here and here,” I murmur as I put one hand over his heart and one on the side of his head, “that made me fall for you.”

His eyes brighten and he pulls me in for another searing kiss, while he pulls on the bottom of my shirt. My hips start to rotate back and forth on his length as he pulls my shirt over my head and throws it somewhere over the back of the couch.

With blinding precision, he unclips the back of my bra and it goes sailing over the couch to join the other clothes. He grabs a breast in each hand and gives each a light squeeze. I don’t even try to hide the moan that comes out of my mouth.

“You like that, sweetheart?” he croons. “How about this?” He takes one nipple in his mouth and teases it with his talented tongue while rolling the other between his thumb and forefinger.

The feeling is euphoric. I’m mewling and panting while my rhythm increases in pace, desperate to satisfy the friction in the area I need most. I try to hurry this process along because he’s going to make me come before I even get to enjoy his other greatest asset.

My hands fumble to unbutton his pants. I feel him chuckle while his mouth is still sucking my breast. Before I can get the last button undone, he stands suddenly with my legs wrapped around his middle and hands around his neck. “We will get there, doe eyes, but first I want to lay you out on that bed and see how sweet you taste.”

He walks us into the bedroom and lays me carefully on the bed while giving me chaste kisses down my neck and collarbone. Once he has my sweatpants and underwear off, he stares down reverently at me. I’m not used to being exposed and gazed at like this, but before I can become too timid he says, “Gods, you are beautiful, Charlotte. More beautiful than a star-filled sky over the Nile.”

He kisses down my torso until he settles between my thighs. I try to tug on his arm to pull him back up because I want him inside me, now. Apparently, Horus is determined to draw this out because I feel him kissing down my thighs and getting closer to that spot that is aching and throbbing for attention.

He finally kisses right above my sweet spot. He looks up at me and grins before he goes down and licks my clit in a long tantalizing stroke. My hips try to raise at the feel of it, but he pins me down with his hand on my stomach.

“Hmmm, just as I thought,” he murmurs. “You taste divine, sweetheart. I could stay here all night and worship you.” He continues to stroke up and down my seam with his tongue, causing my body to spasm and my thighs to tighten in anticipation.

“Horus,” I gasp. “Please.” I don’t really know what I’m begging for but I just need more of him… of everything.

Finally, he starts to lick and suck on my entrance. My hips buck at the intrusion, but can’t go anywhere since I’m still pinned in place. My panting increases and I start moaning at the amazing sensation. If this is what it’s like to be worshiped, I could get used to this.

As he continues his assault, he uses his thumb to put pressure on my clit. The pressure starts to grow and grow until I explode and see stars from how hard I’m coming.

“Beautiful,” he murmurs while I’m coming down from my euphoric orgasm. “You are stunning, Charlotte. Now, let’s see if you can come with my name on your lips.”

He pulls away and starts to pull his pants down. Eventually, all that’s left is his underwear, which is not hiding much of the large length that is tenting the fabric. He slowly pulls them down to reveal his fully naked and sculpted body.

My eyes widen when I see his gloriously erect cock. I never thought of them as beautiful, but I could spend many creative hours worshiping his. “Like what you see, sweetheart?”

I nod because that one orgasm has robbed me of coherent speech.

He walks towards me and climbs on top to lay skin on skin. He gives me lazy kisses up my neck and jawline. He eventually pulls back to look me in the eyes. “Before we go any further, Charlotte, are you sure this is what you want?”

Silly god. If only he knows how much I’ve wanted this. I feel like I’m falling all over again at the fact that he is checking in and making sure that I’m okay with going further. I nod, but he gives me a look that says that’s not enough. “Yes, Horus. I want you. I need you. Please.”

At that, he gives me a bruising kiss and brings his hand down to my very sensitive and wet pussy. He strokes a finger down my seam. “Gods, you are so wet for me. I can’t wait to feel that tight pussy around my dick.”

He slowly inserts a finger into me while he puts his tongue down my throat. He starts off slowly with tongue and finger working in tandem. Then he adds a second finger, which causes me to start making incoherent mewling sounds.

“There’s those noises I love so much. You’re almost ready for me, sweetheart.”

The pressure is starting to build for another orgasm, but right as I’m panting and about over the edge he pulls his fingers out and I let out a frustrated groan.

He gives each of my nipples a sucking kiss before he lines himself up with my entrance. Slowly, he pushes his way in to allow me to adjust to his size. Back and forth until eventually he fills me to the hilt and I close my eyes at the overwhelmingly full sensation.

“Open your eyes for me, sweetheart. Let me see your face when I make you come.”

When I open my eyes, I see his adoring golden ones staring down at me like I am the only person in the world he cares about. Like I am precious and cared for.

Slowly he starts to move in and out, but before he starts to ramp up his rhythm he puts his arms around me and rolls us so that I’m now on top.

At first, I’m a bit shocked at the change in position. I’m not normally the girl that likes to be running the show.

“Show me how that beautiful body can move, sweetheart. Let me see you,” he croons.

I sit up so that he is spearing me at just the perfect angle and start to undulate back and forth.

“That’s it. Such a good girl for me.”

That’s all the encouragement I need before I start to pick up the pace and he starts pushing his hips up and down to match me. He grabs a breast in both hands to pinch and roll my nipples between his fingers. The sensation is so overwhelming that I’m coming again with his name screaming from my mouth.

Once I start to come back into awareness, he rolls us so that he’s back on top. “Such a good girl. I could hear my name on your lips for a century and never tire. Now, let’s see if you can do it one more time.”

He pushes my knees up to my chest which allows for very deep penetration every time he moves. He starts off slow but picks up to an almost punishing pace that is absolutely mind altering. I’ve never come so many times back to back, but it seems that Horus could get me to orgasm with just a look if he willed it.

Right as I’m nearing the edge he gives me a bruising kiss and says in between panting, “Come with me, Charlotte. Come with me.”

I’m making so many incoherent noises I don’t know half of what’s coming out of my mouth, but as I go over the edge I scream his name. Suddenly, his wings shoot out of his back and I feel his dick pulse and harden even more as he comes with my name on his lips.

As we both come down from our highs, we are giving each other sloppy kisses and whispering sweet endearments. I don’t think I’ve ever had such a transcendental sexual experience, and I am praying to whatever god that will listen that we can do that several more times before the night is through.

He gives me a kiss on the cheek and then rolls off me to pad into the bathroom. When he comes back, he has a wet washcloth and uses it to clean and freshen me up.

Once he’s satisfied, he throws the cloth on the floor and lays back on the bed and pulls me to his chest to cuddle. While he’s giving me lazy kisses, his wings encircle us in a warm golden cocoon.

“That was… incredible, Horus. Truly, that was absolutely magical.”

“I agree, Charlotte.” he gives me another kiss and then guides my head to his shoulder. “Now, let’s get some sleep. Tomorrow we can plan our next steps.”

I don’t know if he says anything else, because I fall asleep to his heartbeat in my ear, in the warmth of his golden wings’ embrace.
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It’s been quite a while since I’ve slept so peacefully. When I do finally crack open my eyes, light is peeking out from behind the curtains which tells me it is later than I normally rise.

I stretch out my delightfully sore body only to realize the other side of the bed is empty. Horus is gone, but his sandalwood scent still lingers on the pillows. I cuddle one to my chest and bury my head to breathe it in deeply. It brings back the memories of last night and I have absolutely no regrets crossing that line with Horus. If anything, I’m a bit disappointed he’s not here to go for round two.

His phone is still on the bedside table and clothes still on the floor. So, I decide it’s time to get up to search for my sexy god. I roll out of bed and grab a t-shirt off the floor. As I open the bedroom door, the tantalizing aroma of waffles hits my nose.

If this man has made me waffles, I swear to the old and new gods that I will get on my knees for him because that is the perfect way to my heart.

Sure enough, as I turn the corner into the kitchen I witness the sexy view of Horus in nothing but boxers and one of Charlie’s kitchen aprons that says “Kiss Me I’m British” as he is mixing batter in a bowl. He’s got a waffle maker going with a couple of waffles already made on a plate.

When I approach he looks up and gives me a big smile. “Hello, sweetheart. Did you sleep well?”

I chuckle at the absurdly domestic scene and smile back. “Very well thanks to you.” I give him a wink as I saunter over, very aware that he can see my underwear peeking out from under the shirt.

He’s watching my approach intently, but still mixing the batter in the bowl. When I reach him, I take his hand and dip one of his fingers in the batter only to bring it to my lips and suck. He’s eyes close and he releases a throaty groan.

That’s all the encouragement I need to pull down his boxers as I get to my knees. His cock is already hardening as I use my tongue to lick the length of it. Before he can pull away, I wrap my hands around the back of his thighs and take him deep into my mouth.

“Fuuuuck, Charlotte. Yes, godsdam that’s amazing,” he mutters. I hear the clatter of a spoon hitting the table as he braces his hands against the counter.

I take my time sucking and teasing before I start to deep throat his gloriously hard dick. Another sensual moan comes from his mouth and he slides his fingers in my hair. He starts to pull on my head to take over the rhythm to the pace he likes.

Tears start to form as his cock continuously hits the back of my throat. Just as I’m about to tap out, he grips my hair tighter and growls, “You take me so well, Charlotte. Now, get ready to swallow.”

A couple more pumps of his hips and his cock thickens as his cum hits the back of my throat. I swallow the salty essence down and look up at his adoring face.

“I was supposed to be the one surprising you with breakfast,” he says while catching his breath.

He helps me stand and takes a dish towel to wipe the sides of my face from tears and stray cum. “Waffles are the ultimate way to my heart, Horus. They are better than sex.”

His eyebrows shoot up at that comment.

“Well… they were better than sex. It seems orgasms with you are much more intense than what I’m used to. So, I may have to rethink that statement.”

He chuckles and leads me to a seat at the kitchen table. He proceeds to serve me a waffle the size of a dinner plate with fresh berries, chocolate chips, and whipped cream on top.

I pour an unhealthy amount of maple syrup on top and start digging in while Horus finishes making his waffle. Once it’s ready, he heads over to the table and sits across from me, still wearing that hysterical apron.

One of his eyebrows curves upwards as he says, “Do you want a little bit of waffle with your syrup?”

I shoot him a withering look as I chew on a large piece of waffle. “Don’t judge. It’s unbecoming of a god of your rank.”

He huffs a laugh and digs into his breakfast. We eat in companionable silence until Horus clears his throat. “So, we need to talk about next steps.”

I look up and he has a look on his face that looks like a cross of uncertainty and fear. “Well, we don’t have to put a label on things but I would definitely like to sleep with you again if that’s what you are asking. Of course, I’m someone that doesn’t really do well with ‘casual’ and I’d rather stay exclusive.”

His face breaks out into a grin. “I’m glad I made a good impression because we are definitely exclusive and will be doing that again, but I was speaking of finding the tablet, doe eyes.”

A flush breaks out over my whole face at the misunderstanding and I giggle, “Oh that.”

“Yes, that.” He grins and continues to take a bite of his waffle. “I don’t want to put you in any more danger. So, maybe I should go back to the museum by myself to search.”

I put my fork down and cross my arms. “Absolutely not, Horus. I know my reaction to Ammit yesterday wasn’t stellar, but I’m prepared now and I won’t be left behind like a damsel who can’t contribute.”

He sighs and says, “I had a feeling you would say that.” He then proceeds to stuff his mouth with another large waffle piece.

“We are a team now, Horus. I want to help. I know I’m mortal and that’s a weakness, but it’s worth the risk to find the piece.”

He stops chewing and looks up. “Being mortal is never a weakness, Charlotte. If anything, being mortal allows you the mindset to live life to the fullest because you know there is an end date. So, don’t think that is what this is about. I just don’t want you to get hurt unnecessarily.”

“How is this not about my mortality if you don’t want me to get hurt?”

“Because I would tear off the arm of anyone that hurt you, and I think that it might put me in a slightly bad light in your book if I started showing violent tendencies towards those who would seek to do you harm.”

I stare at him with my mouth agape.

“Am I wrong, doe eyes?”

“I mean… I would rather you not rip off people’s arms, but I trust that you will keep me safe.” I look into his eyes and plead, “Please, don’t leave me behind, Horus.”

He takes another bite and contemplates. After a moment, he mumbles while chewing, “Well, when you give me those beautiful eyes how am I supposed to say no?”

I grin and take another bite of my waffles. “You won’t regret it. I promise.”

“I would never regret doing anything with you, sweetheart.”
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A couple hours later, I’m tapping my foot on the pavement around the corner from the museum entrance while I wait for Horus to meet me.

He left to go get the portal-key and my packed bag from my flat, while I got a shower and dressed for our museum adventure. We were to meet back here at 10:00 AM.

It’s 10:02 AM and my anxiety is spiking with horrible scenarios running through my mind of what could have gone wrong. Just as I’m about to start pacing, Horus rounds the corner with a drink tray in one hand and a brown bag in the other.

He gives me a winning smile once he sees me and I realize he has my duffle bag across his back. On him, it looks small enough to be a backpack and he shoulders it like it weighs nothing.

“I figured I would stop on the way and get some midmorning snacks.”

He hands me the to-go tea from The Tea and Tattle. My heart flutters at the realization that he stopped at my favorite tea shop and remembered my order. He even has my favorite pastry in the brown bag. Could this god be any more perfect?

“Don’t look so surprised. I pay attention even when you think I’m not.” He gives me a little peck on the nose and proceeds to eat his pastry.

Once we are finished with our mid-morning snack, we enter the museum through the same employee entrance as the day before. We decided at breakfast it would be best to start our search in the main atrium and try to retrace my steps from the first attack with Ammit.

“So, walk me through what happened before I arrived,” Horus says as we step into the sun-filled atrium.

“You mean, before you crashed through that now very intact glass ceiling?” I ask with a brow raised.

“I broke it. So, I fixed it.”

My arms cross and both eyebrows go up.

“Well, Bas helped. We used magic to put everything back as it was before the attack.”

“A week ago, that statement would freak me out, but now it’s just a normal Thursday conversation,” I mutter.

He chuckles before he continues, “Alright, enlightened one. Show me where the tablet was last seen.”

I walk past a tour group to get to the library in the middle of the atrium. Horus follows patiently while I recall the details from that night. “I put the tablet on the ground behind that counter while I tried to call for help.”

“I picked it back up and tried to make a run for it to the Egyptian wing,” I continue as I turn around and take a few steps in the direction of the most populated wing of the building.

I stop about halfway to the ancient Egyptian entrance. “This is where I fell once she hit me with the knife. I dropped the tablet as I fell and I remember it continued in that direction.” I point to the entrance. “So, maybe we should look in the Egyptian wing?”

“That’s as good a place to start as any,” Horus answers.

We head into the Egyptian wing that is packed with tourists. It’s going to be difficult to search this area but not impossible. “Let’s split up to cover more ground,” I say as I’m about to take off to the left.

Horus grabs my hand and pulls me to his side. “No splitting up. We stick together. There’s too many people in this crowd for me to keep my eyes on and I don’t want the Black Scarab sneaking up on either one of us.”

I nod in agreement, and pull on our clasped hands to lead him through the large wing.

We search under and behind exhibits, earning us strange looks from visitors. Horus gives the occasional commentary on certain pharaohs he found idiotic or ones that he admired. It’s still shocking to me that he knew many of the rulers and consorts in this room.

After a couple of hours of covertly searching the large wing, we end up back at the entrance racking our brains for where to search next.

“Tell me exactly what you and Bastet did when you fixed the damage in the atrium.” I have a hunch, but I need to know more about the magic they used before I can be sure.

“We used a fairly common spell. Thoth would be able to tell you more of the intricate workings of it, but it is used to fix broken items.”

“That’s all it does?”

“Well, it fixes and puts items back in their original location. For example, books can be put back in the correct location on a bookshelf. That sort of thing. It’s a pretty handy multi-use spell.”

I smile as my hunch is confirmed. “I think I know where the piece is.” I grab Horus’s hand and pull him through the throngs of people up the stairs to the ancient Roman wing.

“Care to share with the class?” he asks as I drag him along.

“You said the spell ‘puts items back in their original location’. Well, clearly they don’t go back to actual Egypt or Rome, but they go back to their original location in the museum.”

His eyes light up as he catches on. “You think it’s back in the location where it’s been stored on display.”

“You catch on quick, muscles,” I reply as I continue to pull him along into the Roman wing on the second floor.

It takes us a moment to get through the crowds of people but we eventually arrive at the jewelry and pottery exhibits. Once we are there, we take our time strolling through the isles looking in the glass cases for signs of the tablet.

These exhibits get rearranged fairly frequently. So, there’s no telling how far back in time the spell chose to go when it decided the tablet’s ‘original’ location.

As we are walking through the middle of the room, the hairs on the back of my neck rise and I turn to look across the aisle. Something seems to be pulling me in that direction, so I listen to my intuition and pull Horus along with me.

We come to stand in front of an exhibit with ancient Roman jewelry but I’m still feeling the tingling sensation which presses me to look closer. Some golden rings are sitting on a stone slab arranged in a circle. Nothing seems out of the ordinary except these were the rings sitting on top of the jewelry box that I was researching.

I take a closer look at the stone slab. Two sides of it seem smooth but the other two are rough, as though it's been broken. “Horus,” I whisper. “I think I found it.”

He looks at the slab and puts his hand on the glass of the exhibit while closing his eyes. “I think you have, Charlotte. It’s giving off traces of magic. Let’s get it and get out of here.”

He moves to break the glass with his elbow, but I grab on to his arm before he makes contact. “Don’t break it!” I hiss. “Let me have a staff member remove it. I’ll say it’s for my research.”

His eyebrow raises skeptically. “That could tip off Set that we’ve found it. It’s too risky.”

I put my hands on my hips and reply, “And breaking into an exhibit is so much more inconspicuous.”

He looks to the glass case and then back at the room full of people and sighs. “Fine, but let’s be quick.”

I start walking towards one of the employee only doors but I stop dead in my tracks at a thought. “Wait, if we have someone get it out of the case, how will we get it out of the museum? We can’t just walk out of the front door with it.”

“It was never registered with the museum, right? So, they can’t miss something they have no record of.”

I look up at him and smile. “There’s that handsome brain doing some sexy problem solving.”

He snorts and puts his hand on my lower back to lead us to the employee door. Finally, things are looking up and we will get our hands on this infamous tablet.
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It takes me a moment to readjust my vision as we come through the portal into the white marble walls of headquarters. My head is spinning, but the sensation is not as bad as my first attempt at portal travel.

Once I get my bearings, I realize Thoth is up on the central dias typing away at the computer. I’m about to walk up to tell him the good news before I hear Isis’s harsh, ethereal voice.

“Where have the two of you been? You did not check in. I was starting to assume the worst.” She has her hands folded and her piercing eyes assess both of us. “Come to the kitchen. We have much to discuss.”

Without any more acknowledgement she walks out of headquarters. Clearly that was an order to follow and not a request.

I give Horus a questioning glance. “Let’s not keep her waiting. The sooner we update her, the sooner we can celebrate,” he says as he winks at me.

As he guides me down the hallways, I ask, “And how are we going to celebrate this victory?”

He gives me a sly grin. “Oh, sweetheart. I think you know how.”

My face heats and I have to look away or I’m going to insist we celebrate first and deal with his mother after.

“Would you like me to give you some examples of what I have in mind?” he whispers in my ear.

My breath quickens as heat gathers between my legs. This god knows just how to push all of the right buttons. “I would, but let me try to make a good impression on your mother first, please? You’re extremely…”

“Attractive?”

“No… yes! Ugh, you are very attractive which makes you very distracting,” I reply with my head in my hands. “Your mother doesn’t seem to be too fond of me, but I’d like to try and correct that by not angering her any further.”

He just chuckles at my response.

“I’m serious! Please, let’s go update her on our findings and then we can… celebrate.”

He gives me a peck on the nose. “I think it’s adorable that you want my mother’s approval. Please don’t take her closed off behavior personally. I’m her son and she’s rather protective of those she loves.”

I smile at the sentiment. I also had a loving, doting mother. Although, mine was not immortal with untold powers and magic at her disposal. Still, I can understand wanting what’s best for her son. Hopefully, I can convince her that my feelings for Horus are not fleeting. I truly care for her son and plan on seeing where this relationship takes us.

As we approach the kitchen, I hear the whistle of a kettle and two female voices murmuring. Once we cross the threshold, I note that Bastet is sitting on the counter with one leg crossed over the other while Isis takes the kettle off the stove.

“Were you successful?” Isis asks.

“Straight to the point then,” I murmur under my breath so only Horus can hear.

With an amused huff, he responds, “Yes, mother. You will be happy to know that we have recovered the first piece of the Tablet of Osirus.”

He pulls my duffle bag strap over his shoulder and places it on the counter. Both Isis and Bastet seem to hold their breath as he unzips the bag to reveal the stone tablet lying on top.

Isis slowly walks over and tears start to form in her eyes. “After all these years, we finally have some hope.”

Horus embraces his mother and says, “Yes, mother. We are one step closer.”

Isis puts her hand on Horus’s cheek and gives him a smile. “Thank you, Horus. I knew your persistent mind would pay off.”

She looks to me and her smile fades as she says, “I also have to thank you, Ms. Fletcher. None of this would have been possible without your assistance.”

I bow my head slightly and answer, “You’re very welcome, your grace.” I give a smile to Horus. “We make a great team.”

He answers my smile with one of his own while Isis continues to look between the two of us with an air of uncertainty.

Horus lifts the tablet out of the bag and hands it gently to his mother. She cradles and touches the stone lovingly before handing it off to Bastet. “Please take this to Thoth. I’d like for him to examine it to make sure the magic is still intact.”

Bastet jumps off the kitchen counter and replies, “Of course, Isis.” Before she walks out of the room, she stops in front of Horus and looks him over. “No, injuries I assume?”

“Me? Since when am I slow enough to get caught by a knife or bullet?”

“Since I sliced your arm in practice last week,” she says slyly before walking out of the room.

“Anything else to report? Was there a reason for your delay?” Isis asks skeptically.

“Yes, mother. We ran into Ammit once again at the museum. She was tearing the offices apart looking for the tablet. I was able to get us both to safety before she could attack. We had to wait until morning to return to our search.”

Isis sneers at this information. “That crocodile is never up to any good. I’m relieved you were able to track it down before she could get her claws on it.” Isis turns her eyes to me. “Were you injured in your escape, Ms. Fletcher?”

“No, I wasn’t. Thankfully, Horus was able to think quickly and get us out of danger before she turned her destructive tendencies on us,” I reply. “We would have come straight here, but we left the portal-key at my flat and didn’t want to lead Ammit there.”

“So, where did you stay?” she asks with an eyebrow raised.

“At my friend’s flat. She is out of the country for the next couple of months. So, I knew it would be empty and Ammit would have a harder time finding us there.”

“I see,” Isis replies with a frown. This goddess does not seem to like me even though I feel that I’ve been more than helpful in this search.

Before I can try to butter her up with my stellar Egyptian knowledge, Horus asks, “It’s been a long day, mother. Charlotte and I would like to freshen up before dinner. Will you excuse us?”

“Yes, of course, dear. But could I speak with Ms. Fletcher for just a moment? I feel that I haven’t gotten to speak with her for very long since she has been with us.”

“Of course, mother.” He gives her a kiss on the cheek before turning to me and giving me a deep kiss on the lips that leaves me dizzy and aching. I watch his handsome form stride out of the room fantasizing about what he plans to do to me later.

I’m still staring at the threshold when I hear Isis clear her throat. I recover quickly and give her my full attention with a smile on my face. Now is the time to win her over. I have yet to have a parent not fall in love with my winning personality.
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“You seem very taken with my son,” Isis says casually but everything about her stance is rigid, like she would rather be in a crocodile’s jaws than conversing with me.

“Yes, I am, your grace. You have raised a wonderful son.” I smile to myself. “I care for him very much.”

“I raised a prince,” she says in a clipped tone. “He is not some boy in a fairytale come to whisk you away. He is a deity who will one day be expected to carry on his family legacy.”

Having the full brunt of Isis’s ire is a bit like staring into a tiger’s face when you are its meal after a period of starvation. Oddly you want to worship the beauty of the creature, but terrified because you know you are about to meet your end.

“You do not know anything about me, your grace,” I reply shyly without meeting her gaze. “If anything, you seem to despise my presence purely because I am mortal. Or is it because I have started to fall in love with you son?”

“Know you?” Isis tsks. “You are but a passing fancy to him. I have seen all manner of women come to his bed over the centuries and call it love. But it can never be, and you are just the same as them.”

My face heats with the anger burning in my chest. I’m very aware that she could smite me and ultimately kill me with very little effort, but for her to call me nothing but a passing fancy? No, I am much more than that.

I grind my teeth as I reply, “Do you even care about your son’s happiness? Am I so far beneath you that you won’t even spare me a chance to explain myself or my feelings for him?”

“Everything I do is for the betterment of my family. That means you must not continue a relationship with my son.”

I scoff but she continues before I can reply. “What do you think will happen? Sure, you are young and beautiful now, but what about in 30 years, when you start to age with wrinkles and gray in your hair? Eventually, you will die, just as all mortals do. What do you expect Horus to do then? Spend centuries mourning your loss? No, you will not do that to my son.”

I’m at a loss for words. I think I finally understand why Isis can’t stand to see me with Horus. She is doing what every good mother does. She’s trying to protect his heart from being broken. She is still dealing with her own broken heart and doesn’t want Horus to be dealt the same fate. I’m very aware that my mortal status is an issue long term, but Horus and I have only just begun to explore our relationship. Is it fair to demand that we snuff it out just as the candle has just started to burn brightly?

“Your grace,” I reply. “I understand your concerns. I truly do. You would not be a mother without them, but Horus is a grown man. It’s ultimately his decision on who he wants to be with and who he chooses to love.”

She gives me a stern look and it takes all of my strength not to look away or cower in her presence. “It is not his decision to make, Ms. Fletcher.”

“I’m sorry. I don’t understand…”

“He is betrothed. He has been for centuries,” she interrupts.

My entire world tilts. This can’t be right. Horus would have mentioned it if he was betrothed. I have to grip the kitchen counter to stay upright because this feels like a physical blow to my still beating heart.

“Betrothed as in to be married?” I say softly.

“Unless the meaning has changed in the last century, yes. He is to marry Hathor once the Duat is opened once more. She was on the other side when the gateway closed.”

I have to sit down before I crumble on the floor. This man who I’ve grown to care for and shared more of myself than I have to almost anyone is engaged to another woman and never said anything. Is this why he needed my help? If he gets the tablet pieces, he can reunite with his fiancé and they can live happily ever after.

Isis was right. I’m merely a means to an end. A distraction. A naive girl whose fantasies have been shattered.

I don’t even realize that I’m crying until Isis hands me a handkerchief. “I am truly sorry, Ms. Fletcher. It is better to hear the truth now than to get your heart broken later.”

Little does she know that my heart is already breaking. Had I known any of this, I would have never fallen so deeply for a man I could never have.

But that’s not entirely true, Horus has become the sun around which my heart orbits. It happened so quickly that I didn’t even realize how deep I was falling. A few moments ago, I would have called it love but now I’m second guessing myself. Maybe it was all one-sided. I thought we had both opened up to each other, but maybe he was just saying those things to sleep with me.

“Thank you for telling me, your grace,” I say in between shuttering breaths. “I will leave you all to your continued search. You have no need for me anymore. May I be excused now?”

It takes effort to bring my tear-filled eyes to meet hers. When I do, I see only pity in her gaze. “Yes, it would be best if you went back to your life and did not think of us again. I trust you will be discreet about our whereabouts and existence?”

“Yes, your grace,” I answer numbly. I manage to stand and walk out of the kitchen.

Somehow I make my way back to the headquarters antechamber. I only know I’m there because I come out of my stupor at the visual of Thoth leaning down to get into my field of vision. His mouth is moving but it takes a moment to realize what he is saying.

“Charlotte,” he says, looking alarmed. “Can you hear me? What’s happened? Why are you crying?”

He puts his hands on my shoulders to steady me. “I… he… I need to go home.”

“Charlotte, you just got here. Do you need me to go get Horus?”

At this my tears flow uncontrollably and I start to sob. I need to get out of here now before I continue to embarrass myself. “Please, Thoth. I need to go home.”

A flash of anger comes into his eyes, “Did he hurt you?”

“He’s engaged… he didn’t tell… I need to leave… please… I can’t stay here another moment.”

His eyes widen in surprise and then turn to pity. It seems everyone was aware of this betrothal but me, the poor stupid mortal.

I grip his shirt as I plead, “Please, Thoth. Open a portal to my flat and none of you will have to see me again.”

He looks reluctant to do so, but the earnest look on my face along with my tears seems to persuade him. I let go of his shirt and he backs away and up to the computer’s on the dias. “Are you sure, Charlotte?”

“I should have never come here,” I whisper. “This was all a huge mistake.”

He looks at me forlornly. “For what it’s worth, I’m very glad to have met you. I don’t usually say that about mortals.”

All I can do is nod and give a grim smile because I cannot say the same. My heart still feels like it is being ripped in two and all I can do is try to put myself back together once I’m home safe in my bed.

Thoth types away on the computers as I walk to stand in front of one of the portals. As I start to see the mist swirl and activate, I turn towards Thoth one last time with silent tears still flowing. “Don’t tell him where I’ve gone, and don’t let him come looking for me. Please, promise me that.”

“When Horus is determined, I cannot do much to dissuade him. I promise to give you time before he comes looking.”

That seems to be the best I will get and I know a promise from a god is no small thing. I look back towards the readied portal, take a breath, and then take a step.

I emerge into the darkness of my living room and manage to fumble around to turn on a lamp. Once it switches on I hear an eerily familiar voice come from behind me.

“I’ve been waiting for you, pet. Let’s have some fun.”
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After toweling off, I feel refreshed. I thought Charlotte would join me in the shower, but she must still be talking with mother.

I sincerely hope that they are getting to know one another. I’ve had partners in the past, but Charlotte is different. She is someone I feel that I could spend centuries with and only just break the surface of getting to know her. She challenges me to be better and to be myself rather than the cold mask I present to everyone else. I want my mother to realize that Charlotte is here to stay.

I whistle as I walk into my closet to change into a fresh set of clothes. My heart feels light and bubbly, almost like when I’m soaring through the clouds on a sunny day. She does that to me. She makes me think of the positives of life and of my long existence.

There is a sharp knock on the door, which could only belong to Bastet. “Let yourself in, Bas!” I yell as I finish putting on my shirt.

I hear the door open but not her footsteps as she steps in. That’s the thing about Bas. She’s a predator in the body of a small female. You won’t hear her coming until it’s much too late.

As I step out of my closet, I find her leaning against my bedframe with a concerned look on her face. “Anything to report with the tablet? Also, have you seen Charlotte? Is she still speaking with my mother?”

Her face turns from concern to pity. “There’s been a development, Horus.”

“Really? Well, let’s go find Charlotte so that she can hear about it as well. Is something wrong with the tablet?”

I walk over and pick up an empty vase on my side table while I wait for her to speak. I have a feeling Charlotte would like daisies. It’s such a happy flower, surely she would like to wake up to that surprise.

“Horus.” At her urgent tone I turn towards her. “It’s about Charlotte. Isis… she told her about the betrothal. She’s gone, Horus.”

I don’t even register the vase shattering into millions of pieces as I stride over to Bastet. I put my hands on her shoulders to steady myself. “What do you mean she told her about the betrothal?” I growl. I know my eyes are glowing with power but I can’t help it. My life has been turned upside down in a matter of one word: betrothal.

“I had Sekhem monitoring their conversation. Isis told her about Hathor and that you are betrothed to her. She insinuated that you were wanting to open the gateway to get back to her.”

I let loose another growl and turn to punch the wall behind me. “You know that I’m not planning on going through with that betrothal. It was done when I was an infant.”

“I know that, Horus, but Isis is determined to have you united with a powerful goddess. Have you told her any of this?”

“Of course not. My mother has planned that union for centuries. I didn’t have a reason back then to deny it, but I was always trying to delay the inevitable.” I run a hand down my face. “I never intended to go through with it though, especially now that we have been separated for so long. Gods, what did Charlotte do?”

Bas starts to answer, but I interrupt her.

“Wait, let me just go explain it to her myself and then I’ll need to have a long talk with my mother about personal boundaries and meddling in my life choices.”

I start to walk towards the door to my chamber, but Bas stops me by saying, “I told you, Horus. She’s gone.”

I turn slowly to face her again. “What do you mean she’s gone?”

“She ran to Thoth and asked to leave immediately. Her parting words were that he promise to keep you from following her. She’s not coming back.”

“No… NOOOOO!” I throw a table, punch the wall again, and cause other rage-filled destruction before I throw my doors open and walk down the hallways in search of my mother.

I find her in the kitchen sipping tea like she hasn’t just upended my life and broken the heart of the woman I love.

“How dare you,” I growl at her as I slam my hands on the counter.

“Don’t you take that tone with me, Horus. I only informed her of the truth. It’s better she learns it now than in the future only to have her heart broken when you move on to someone else.”

“I LOVE her, mother!” I yell at her with angry tears forming in my eyes.

That shocks her. She sits unnaturally still with eyes wide as she processes this. Even I am taken aback because I haven’t fully realized it myself until I just shouted it. I love Charlotte. I don’t want to go through life without her.

Isis composes herself and sips her tea in thought. Finally, she asks, “And what about your betrothal to Hathor and your duty in this family? You are just going to give it all up for a mortal you have known for a couple of weeks?”

“You know full well I was delaying that marriage and was never going to go through with it. Since the Duat closed, we have not discussed it so I figured it would be null and void. Turns out you have just been waiting for the opportune moment to bring it up.”

“I thought all was lost, Horus! I thought we would never be able to connect to those on the other side of the gateway, but now we have hope. You can ascend to the god you were always meant to be and rule at your father and I’s side…”

“Just stop!” I interrupt. “What about my thoughts, mother? My happiness? You’ve never once asked what I wanted.”

She gives me a sad and pitied look. “Horus, as gods, we are not always afforded love and happiness. We have to do what is right for our subjects regardless of personal feelings.”

“So, you want me to give up a chance at happiness with a woman I love for duty?”

“She is mortal, Horus. What do you expect to happen? She cannot live forever and you will end up brokenhearted.”

There it is. The reason for my mother’s interference. Her heart has been irreparably broken by my father’s absence and she doesn't want me to suffer the same fate.

I get down on my knees in front of my mother, take her hands in mine, and look at her in earnest. “You mean to tell me that you wish you had never even had just a short time with father? If you could do it all over again, would you change anything knowing you would have this heartbreak?”

Her eyes get glossy and she looks away from me ashamed. “No. Never. I would not trade a single moment with him, even knowing this outcome.”

I turn her chin to look at me once more. “Then you know I feel the same. I will take whatever time I can get with Charlotte because my ka speaks to hers. She is my other half who makes me want to be a better person, a better god. Please, mother. I must get her back.”

My normally stoic mother breaks down and she holds me close. “I’m so sorry, Horus. I just wanted to spare you pain.”

I pat her back and hold her while she composes herself. “I know, mother. I know,” I murmur.

Isis sits up and dries her eyes. Once she feels like she has a hold of herself, she takes my hand and guides me out of the room. “Come, let us find your love and bring her home.”
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“What do you mean you won’t tell me where she went!?” I yell at Thoth.

The whole gang is here to witness my fury at the god of magic. He could smite me to turn into any manner of creature, but between Isis, Bastet, Anubis and myself, I think we can bully him into telling us where Charlotte portaled to.

Thoth seems unbothered and slightly judgemental as he crosses his arms and says, “She doesn’t want to see you, Horus. You didn’t see how distraught she was and I made her a promise. I won’t break that promise just because you want to keep her for a little while longer.”

“You idiotic bird! I love that woman!” I seem to be saying that a lot more freely now. “I don’t want to harm her. I want to explain that I never planned on going through with the betrothal.”

Thoth’s eyes widen at my declaration and the others gasp at what I’ve revealed.

Anubis steps carefully next to me at the foot of the dias. He must see the desperation on my face, because he turns to Thoth and says, “Can you at least send me, Thoth? Let me go speak with Charlotte and convince her to give Horus a moment to explain.”

Anubis has always been the most level headed out of all of us. His calming presence is what souls need when being guided to the Duat. He never crumbles under pressure and has a way of calming a person’s mind when it is in the middle of a storm.

Thoth knows this and seems to be weighing this option when Bas chimes in, “Come on, Thoth. I know you’ve got some sort of romantic streak based on those books you keep in your dresser.”

It’s hard to ruffle Thoth’s feathers but this seems to do the trick because the look he gives Bas would make a mortal pee their pants. “How dare you! I told you those were for research!”

“Do you not know how the parts fit together, Thoth? I figured someone as wise as you would have experimented a few times at least,” she teases.

“Enough,” Isis commands. She sends her power through the room and all of us stand down.

Thoth gives Bas another scathing look, but turns to Anubis and says, “Alright, I will agree to send you to Charlotte. I made a promise about sending Horus, but not you. So, I guess this isn’t putting me in any compromising position.”

He types away on the computers and the portal starts to charge up. Thoth hands Anubis a portal-key to get back.

As Anubis approaches the portal, he turns to look at me with a soft smile, “Don’t worry, brother. We will get her back.”

As he disappears through the portal, I let go of a breath I didn’t realize I was holding. If Anubis can’t convince Charlotte, then no one will. I just have to pray that she sees sense that this was all a huge misunderstanding.

Only a couple of minutes go by before the portal charges up again and a shaken Anubis runs back through. His panicked face finds mine and he says to all in the room, “She’s been taken. The Black Scarab has her.”

I’m stunned into silence but once my mind catches up with what Anubis says, I hear my mother yelling orders. “Thoth, stay here and protect the temple. Keep us updated with anything you can find. The rest of us are going to search for any clues as to her whereabouts.”

Anubis still looks shocked as he says quietly, “I know where they took her. It would be best if you all saw it for yourselves.”

Isis nods her head and looks at Thoth, “Get that portal back up and send us to wherever you sent Anubis.”

Thoth even looks a bit shaken as he says, “Her flat. I sent her back to her flat.” He snaps out of his shock and types away on the computer to get the portal open.

Once we all step through, my mind goes numb. Her whole flat has been ransacked and it’s hard to recognize the cozy apartment I saw yesterday compared to the chaos that is currently inhabiting the space.

It takes a moment to realize that Bastet is in my face speaking to me. “Horus! Snap out of it, I need your help clearing the space.”

Next to me, my mother’s normally stoic face is ashen as she surveys the space. “They found her,” she says quietly. “This is my fault.”

“This is no one’s fault but the Black Scarab’s. Now, again, please help me clear the space and make sure no traps are lingering for us,” Bastet says.

I launch into action and begin looking for anything that doesn’t seem to fit, but it’s difficult in all the mess. The more I glimpse of the flat, the more my vision starts to see red and my breathing becomes uneven. All I can think is that they have her and could be doing unspeakable things to her.

If anyone has touched her, they are losing more than just a limb. They will be loosing their fucking life.

Through the angered haze, I make my way through the mess and don’t find any traps or surprises for us. When I come back into the living room, everyone is staring at the far wall where our portal brought us in. Crudely scratched into the wall with claw marks is a message.
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We stare in silence for several moments before my mother’s voice fills the space. “You will not give up the tablet for that woman.”

“Watch me,” I growl.

“Everyone calm down,” says Anubis. “There might be a way that we can keep the tablet and get Charlotte back.”

I look at my half-brother with pleading eyes. I need his rational mind to work for me since I am too rattled to put together many thoughts other than thinking of her being beaten beyond recognition. I give him a nod to continue.

“I’ll need a layout of the museum so that we can look at possible ambush locations, but we could always duplicate the tablet and give them the fake.”

“Hmmm, not a bad plan,” says Bastet. “But anyone in the Black Scarab would know if the tablet was a fake. It radiates magic.”

“I think Thoth might be able to help with that,” comments Isis. “He might not be able to duplicate the same magic into the fake, but he could give it a magical aura. It might be just enough to fool them into giving up Ms. Fletcher.”

“Unless it’s Set who has her. He would be able to know instantly,” says Anubis.

“I doubt Set has her,” I say. “This whole mess points to Ammit.” I gesture around the room and to the crude message. “Set has to keep his position at the museum which means doesn’t want to get his hands dirty. This is more Ammit’s unhinged work. Set is too calculated for an abduction like this.”

“I agree,” Bas says while nodding her head. “Ammit is an emotional fighter which makes her dangerous but also sloppy. My guess is that Set hasn’t let her feed on any souls since her failure with you last week. So, she will be desperate to please him, which means she is not on top of her game.”

“Let’s go back to headquarters. We can make a more concrete plan and inform Thoth of our findings,” replies Anubis.

We use the portal-key to go back home and prepare for a fight that Ammit cannot hope to win.
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“I think you are making a mistake. My talents would be much better served in the field with Horus, Bas, and Anubis. I’m the best magic wielder here.”

“No, Thoth. We will have no more arguments about this,” replies Isis with a tone of finality. She glances around headquarters and continues. “You understand this technology better than any of us. I need you here with me as we monitor their movements.”

“My magic needs some release, Isis.”

“Then release it into the copy of the tablet you will make,” replies Isis with no room for argument. Thoth realizes he cannot connive his way into going with us. So, he gets to work on making the tablet replica.

I startle as Bastet drops a large number of weapons on the table I’m standing in front of. “Suit up, bird boy.”

She straps more knives on her person than guns, but she prefers the silent kill than the loud sounds of gunfire.

I, on the other hand, load up my shoulder harnesses with two handguns and plenty of ammo to reload. I also grab a couple of knives to strap to my forearms. My last weapon of choice is a semiautomatic that I can strap to my back.

Anubis strolls into the room in black tactical gear and his hair pulled back into a bun at the nape of his neck. He has put coal around his eyes which makes their blue hue stand out even more.

He stops at our table and puts a couple of throwing knives in his suit, but his eyes land on his weapon of choice, a pair of steel curved khopesh. These look eerily similar to the ones we found with Cleopatria’s dead body all of those years ago.

It was Anubis who trained her in the art of sword fighting. Even though it is considered primitive now, he has always been the closest to the dead out of all of us. So when he kills, he wants to feel the soul leave the body as he runs them through.

“Are we ready to go?” Anubis asks.

“Let’s go over the plan one more time,” replies Bastet. “I don’t want either of you hotheads going rogue on me.”

“Me?” I ask innocently. “I would never go against the plan.”

She gives me a withering look, knowing full well that I will do whatever it takes to complete this mission.

“Come now, little falcon. Don’t anger Bas before she’s had a chance to release all that tension she keeps built up,” chides Thoth.

“I could release some tension now,” she replies calmly while throwing a small knife in the air.

“Don’t act like children,” commands Isis. Bas puts the knife away and we all stand at attention. “Thoth, walk us through the details.”

He nods quickly before turning to a computer. With a couple of keystrokes, he has a blueprint of the museum up on the screen. “Horus and Anubis will stick together and walk through the main hallways with the replica of the tablet. The most likely place that they are keeping Charlotte is in the basement of the museum. It’s out of the way and there is only one main entrance. Ammit will want to control how you enter and leave.”

“Bas, you will be entering from the roof and going through the air ducts to get to the basement. You will act as backup in case things get a bit tense down there. Don’t give away your position unless absolutely necessary.”

Thoth pulls out the two portal-keys and gives one to me and one to Bastet. “The two of you will get these. Anubis, you will need to make sure you stick with Horus or someone will have to come back for you if you get separated. Does everyone have their phones on?”

We all nod our heads. It seems like a pretty easy entry and exit strategy. There are still several unknowns. Is Ammit alone? Is Charlotte unharmed? Are we about to walk into an ambush?

The three of us are used to improvising during an attack. So, no matter what they throw at us, we should be able to handle it. I’m just worried about keeping Charlotte safe and out of the crossfire.

I feel a hand on my shoulder and turn to see Anubis looking at me with a soft expression. “We will get her to safety, brother. Death will not claim her today.”

I clasp his shoulder as I say, “Thank you for coming with me. I trust you to look after my back.”

“And your front,” he replies with a smile. “You will be so smitten once you see her beautiful face that you won’t even see the knife coming for you.”

I shove him to the side as he snickers. He manages to calm my racing mind and allow me to settle into a pre-battle calm. For Charlotte’s sake, I need to be completely clear of distractions. Failure is not an option.


Chapter 30
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“Whatever we are about to walk into, I need you to keep a level head,” Anubis says quietly as we walk down the final hallway that leads to the basement of the museum. “We don’t know what state she’s in, but we need to be calm and calculated if we are to get her out of here alive.”

I nod in agreement, but I cannot guarantee its execution. I’ve been on edge all day. The only satisfaction I’ve gotten is from imagining all of the ways I can separate Ammit’s head from her body.

I particularly enjoyed the option of filling her head with a couple rounds of buckshot and then severing it using one of Anubis’s khopesh. That visual gives me a reason to smile.

As we approach the double doors to the basement, Anubis hands me the tablet. We agreed if I had it in my hands that I would be less likely to do something impulsive when we walked in.

I shove the doors open and just like the blueprints showed, it’s a large open space with short shelves throughout for storage. The middle of the room is open and empty save for a chair with a gagged Charlotte sitting in it.

When she sees me her eyes widen and tears fill her eyes. I search her face and body, but from what I can tell she seems unharmed. She’s trying to talk, but the gag keeps her muted.

Behind her there is no light, but I know Ammit is standing just out of view of the overhead beams for what she considers dramatic effect.

As if on cue, she rasps, “It seems the prince does care for you after all, young mortal.” She steps into the light right behind the chair and puts her hands on Charlotte’s shoulders as a show of ownership.

A growl loosens from my throat before I can stop it and Ammit smiles. She spares a glance behind me and notes Anubis which makes her smile falter slightly. “I have what you requested. Now, let her go.”

She squeezes Charlotte’s shoulders which causes her to whimper. This croc is definitely not leaving here alive. “And how can I be assured that this is not a fake?”

“Unlike you, Ammit, we do not excel in trickery, but you are welcome to hold the tablet and feel its power for yourself.”

“Fine. Then give it to me.”

I make a move to walk towards her but in the blink of an eye she pulls out a knife and has it to Charlotte’s throat.

“Don’t think me dull, little prince. Slide the tablet to me and do not come any closer.”

I carefully lower myself as I place the tablet on the ground so as not to spook her and slide the tablet to the foot of Charlotte’s chair.

Ammit takes the knife away from her throat and I see a small bead of red where it broke the skin. I don’t even realize that my hands are fisted and vibrating when Anubis’s hand comes down on my shoulder to ground me.

At this point, Ammit has picked up the tablet and is examining it. As long as she doesn’t realize that the power in the tablet isn’t the correct spell, we should be free to go.

A sickening smile comes over Ammit’s face as she finally looks up at us. “Who knew your heart could be so soft, little prince? And for a mortal of all things.”

“We gave you the tablet. Now, untie her and let us go.”

“I said you could have her. I never said she would be living.” Before I can register her words, she slams the knife deep into Charlotte’s chest, causing her to give a muffled scream behind the gag.

“NOOOOOO!” I scream as my wings burst forth from my back. I pull both guns from their holsters, but before I can line up a shot I’m hit in the shoulder from behind as gunfire rings out.

I turn and realize there are three mortals in security uniforms that we missed on our entry into the room. The blank look on their faces when they pull the trigger shows me that they are under Ammit’s thrall.

This must be her exit strategy, distract us with them while she slips out with the tablet. At this point, I don’t even care if she gets away. I need to get to Charlotte and get her back to headquarters for healing.

Anubis is already locked in combat with one of the mortals. His sword against the guard’s baton will end in a quick fight. I focus on the remaining two guards but before I can shoot one, a knife flies past my head and sinks into one of the guards eyes causing him to drop on impact. Bastet has dropped from the ceiling and is shielding Charlotte’s body as she joins in the fight.

The last guard is running towards the other end of the room. So, I give chase shooting as I go. I manage to clip him in the leg which sends him sprawling. Before he can plead, I have a knife embedded in his heart. Once I feel his heart stop, I turn and race back to Charlotte.

Her hands are untied and Anubis is already there laying her flat on the ground. I skid to the ground next to her on my knees and ask Anubis, “What can I do?”

“I will work on her. The knife hit her heart and I need to heal the artery. Go find Bas. She said she managed to injure Ammit before she left. She’s on her trail.”

“I won’t leave her!”

“Yes, you will!” Anubis yells at me. “There is nothing you can do but avenge the harm done to her. Give me your portal-key and I will get her back to my lab.”

It physically pains me to leave her when these might be Charlotte’s last moments, but I give Anubis the key and race off to track Bastet. With each step away from her, I feel like my heart is breaking, but I fill those cracks with vengeful hate. No one attacks my love without paying the price.

It’s not hard to follow the blood through the hallways. As I round the corner into the main atrium, I hear an ear-shattering scream.

A wonderfully violent scene is before me. Ammit has transformed into her goddess form, with the head of a crocodile and hands extended into claws. Bastet has embedded a knife into each shoulder to keep her pinned to the wall.

Ammit is trying to pull the knives out, but each movement of her arm is causing excruciating pain. She gives up her struggle once she sees me come into view.

She snaps her large jaws at me as she says, “You may have won this round, prince, but you will not win the war.” She starts to laugh maniacally. “Set has more in store for you all, but without your precious mortal I don’t think your soul will care to put up a fight.”

Calmly, Bastet hands me a long dagger. “Care to do the honors?”

I take the dagger and splay my wings wide. I allow them to lift me into the air as my power surges. I know my eyes are glowing based on the reflection coming from the marble floor.

I take a couple of deep breaths and barely register the yelling and screaming coming from the croc beneath. My wings flap twice before they drive me down to the jaws of Ammit below.

The dagger hits its mark as I hear the satisfying crunch of the spinal cord breaking. I look up as the light leaves her eyes and she takes her last breath. Ammit can destroy souls no more.
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“Her heartbeat is fading, Horus. I’m sorry. I’ve done all I can.”

I punch the tiled wall of the lab behind me. “That’s not good enough, Anubis!” My breath is coming in quick pants and I feel like I’m having one of Charlotte’s panic attacks. “There must be something else that can be done. I’ll do anything. Anything!”

“I’m sorry, brother. Her ka and ba are readying to depart. I cannot make them stay if they wish to leave.”

I put my head in my hands and slide down the wall until I’m sitting on the floor in defeat. I’m a god. I should have more power to help the woman I love, but I do not have the power to reverse time to keep Ammit from plunging the knife into her heart in the first place. I do not have the power to heal that type of mortal wound. I do not have the power to keep her soul on this plane.

“Wait…” says Thoth. I can see his mind is working several miles a minute as he calculates some sort of risk or spell. “There might be a way to save her, but it will be risky. She will forever be tied to you, Horus. There is no backing out or changing your mind down the road.”

“Do it,” I plead. “I don’t care what it takes, just save her.”

“What are you thinking, Thoth?” asks Anubis.

“You said her ka and ba are wanting to leave. What if her ka had somewhere else to go, a body that is immortal? Her ba could return to her own body, but just as in death, her ka and ba can not be separated for more than 24-hours.”

“I don’t understand,” I say shaking my head.

“The ka, Horus. It’s her life force and makes her alive on this plane. The ba, her personality, it’s what makes her uniquely Charlotte.”

“I know all of that!”

“Horus,” he continues and I hang on his every word. “You could be her ka’s vessel. As an immortal, her life force could continuously be tied to you while her ba returns to her own body. You could never spend more than a day apart though. Remember the ancient ways? Ka and ba must always be reunited in spirit at the day’s end.”

“This is cheating death, Thoth. Have you ever done anything like this?” asks Anubis.

“No, to be honest I’ve occasionally wondered if something like this would even work. I give no guarantees, but I am willing to try if you truly love her, Horus.”

“Please, Thoth. She is the other half of my heart. Her ka is welcome to join mine for all of eternity,” I plead.

“So be it,” answers Thoth. “Anubis, stand back. I don’t need her ka attaching to you accidentally. Horus, come and stand next to her.” Thoth looks meaningfully in my eyes. “I am about to tie her life essence to yours. It is not going to be a painless process, but if everything goes well, you both should come out stronger on the other side.”

“Just do it,” I answer as Charlotte breathes her last.


Chapter 32
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When I wake, I am back in my grand library sitting in front of the warm fireplace. The smell of parchment and cedar fills my lungs as I get my bearings. The space is the same, but it seems more muted and dreamlike than the last time I was here.

Across from me in a matching wingback chair sits a familiar face looking at me with a soft smile.

“Hello, Charlotte,” says Anubis in a soothing voice. “How are you feeling?”

My hand goes up to my chest. There is a slight aching feeling there, but when I look down everything looks normal. I can’t recall why, but I feel like I shouldn’t be fine.

Anubis looks at me expectantly and I realize I never answered his question but I decide to ask one of my own instead. “Where is this place?”

He looks around at the stacks of books on their shelves and gives a small smile. “We are in your dreamscape. It is a place where you feel at peace.”

That makes sense. I’ve always felt most at home in a library or at home curled up by the fire with a good book. His answer is still a bit cryptic. I’m afraid of the answer that he will give me, but I have to ask. “Am I alive?”

“You are in between. Your body has died, yes, but your ka and ba live on. You have a unique choice being given to you. Would you mind if I explain?”

“Yes, please. What do I do?” I say shaken.

He takes my hand and gives it a gentle squeeze. “Do not fear death, Charlotte. It is only the beginning, but you are being given a choice to come back.”

“How is that even possible?”

“Thoth is working on a spell now to allow your ka, or life force, to be connected with Horus’s. You would be forever bonded. Your ba, or personality, would return to your own body. You would be the same as you were but with an immortal lifespan and potentially some other god-like qualities. This has never been done. So, we cannot know for certain the final outcome.”

I smile because that sounds like a dream come true. I could live out my days at Horus’s side, but slowly memories start to sneak in. “But he’s betrothed! I can’t be bonded to him while he marries someone else!”

“Do not fret, Charlotte. Horus had a feeling you would bring that up. Osirus and Isis betrothed them when he was an infant. He had no say in the matter and had no intention of following through with the betrothal. He wanted me to tell you that he loves you and only you. He would be honored to spend eternity with you.”

My mind is spinning and my heart feels like it could flutter out of my chest. He loves me and is choosing me!

“So, you have a choice,” Anubis continues. “I can send you on to the afterlife to a life of peace, or you can go back and join Horus in a life of love as his consort.”

It is not a choice at all. I could be at peace, but what is peace without love? “Send me back, please. I love him too, Anubis.”

He gives me a warm smile. “I was hoping you would say that.”


Chapter 33

[image: ]

Charlotte




My body feels sore, like I’ve been drug behind a horse and then stomped on by an elephant. It takes effort to open my eyes and once I do, I see familiar golden ones looking down at me with a mixture of relief and love.

“You came back,” he gasps and he squeezes my hand.

I give him a warm smile and nod, hoping to convey all of the love that I feel for this man. He gathers me in his arms and tilts my head to meet his lips. It’s a kiss to convey all of our apologies and love without words needing to be spoken.

At a clearing of a throat, we break apart and I note that we have an audience. All of the other four temple residents are in Anubis’s lab giving us soft smiles and looks of admiration.

Anubis speaks first by asking, “How are you feeling?”

“I’m a bit sore, but I feel good.” I take a quick look at my chest. There is a large bandage going across my breast and behind my shoulders. It starts to come back to me what happened during my final hours before I lost consciousness, including having a knife to the heart.

Horus must sense where my thoughts have wandered because he gives me a gentle squeeze and says, “She cannot hurt you anymore. I told you that anyone that would harm you would pay with their life. I did not break that promise.”

It takes a moment for that revelation to sink in. Ammit is dead by Horus’s own hand. I don’t normally condone violence, but this declaration has my heart soaring.

Thoth takes a step forward and asks, “Do you still feel like yourself, Ms. Fletcher?”

I nod and reply with a crack in my voice, “Yes, I cannot thank you enough for not giving up on me.”

“You are a unique mortal whom I’ve come to admire. It seemed beneficial to give that spell a try.”

“A spell which was extremely dangerous to perform,” says Isis. “But I too am glad that it brought you back to us for I have apologies to make.”

“There is no need…”

She holds her hand up for me to stop speaking. “While I was unaware of Horus’s feelings towards the betrothal, it should have been my duty as his mother to see to his happiness. I was too blinded by the grief of my own loss to see love for what it is, power. When you find the one who makes your soul sing, it is a unique and powerful experience. Your love will make each other stronger and as will your new bond. Please forgive me, Charlotte, for I hope we can begin anew.”

“Of course, your grace. Nothing would make me happier,” I answer with tears in my eyes.

“I know I can never replace the mother that you lost, but should you need anything, I would be honored if you called upon me for guidance. And please, call me Isis.”

As soft tears flow down my face, I answer, “Thank you, Isis. That would mean the world to me.”

She gives me a soft smile before looking up to her son. “Go, Horus. Take some time to be with your consort. We will plan a celebration of her return once she feels up to it.”

I look at Horus and smile as I say, “Consort. I like the sound of that.”

“You better,” he says as he smiles back with a heated gaze. “Because I am going to be calling you that for quite a long time.”

As he carries me down the hallway, he peppers my face with light kisses and caresses. When the door to his bedroom closes, he shows me how a god worships his consort.


   Epilogue

Present Day

New York City, NY

Set storms into the grand penthouse suite that Resheph calls home. For a god of war and plague, he likes to showcase his spoils and trophies much like a hoarder collects junk. Spartan helmets line the halls on pedestals next to World War II memorabilia hung on the walls.

As Set comes to the main living space, he finds the god sitting in front of the fireplace with a glass of brandy in hand and a second glass filled and waiting on the table next to him.

“I see you were expecting me.”

“I heard rumors that Ammit met her demise. I figured you would be paying a visit,” Resheph answers.

Set sits in the awaiting chair and downs the brandy in one gulp. As he sets the empty glass on the table he says, “They have the first piece of the tablet. They cannot attain another.”

“How would you like me to proceed, my lord? I’m not always known for being subtle.”

“Use your contacts here in New York. See if they can get a team together to flush out Isis’s idiotic group. They seem to already be regrouping to look for another piece. My sources are claiming Athens is the next target.”

Resheph strokes his dark beard in thought as he sips on his brandy. “I know a crime family with connections to Greece. I’ve used them before for more discreet jobs. I’m sure they will serve well again.”

“Good. Get them on it. I must maintain appearances in London to continue to track Isis’s movements. Do not fail me.”

Resheph refills Set’s glass and they clink them together in solidarity. “Ammit was a power-hungry fool. I will not make the same mistakes.”
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