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For those who always felt the pull.
You weren’t imagining it.
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Chapter 1 
Across Time and Space 
 
 
“Have you ever felt it? The Pull… 
The quiet ache from afar. 
That cruel temptation of fate. 
When it whispered your name to the night? We did.” 
“And now it's time you saw how we found our way back. 
Across time. Across lifetimes. 
And how, together… 
We changed the fucking world.”  
A single step. 
A bare foot, weathered and worn, presses into the soft earth, crushing an insect beneath its weight. It doesn’t pause. It doesn’t notice. 
The foot moves on, and the world shifts. 
The view tightens, closing in on the flattened remains of the insect. Beyond the ruin of its body, deeper still, an unseen world unfolds. The remnants of chitin and flesh become landscapes, vast and unknowable. We push through them, through fibers finer than hair, through the microscopic highways of existence. But we do not stop. We push further, deeper, impossibly so, until the organic gives way to the infinite. 
The insect is gone. The ground is gone. 
The universe stretches before us. 
We are moving now, gliding through the cosmos, past the slow spin of dying stars and the cold, sleeping giants of deep space. Swirling nebulae cast soft glows like distant city lights. A symphony, vast and elegant, swelling in time with the celestial ballet. 
Then – just for an instant – there it is. One planet among many. 
It lingers on the periphery, half–shrouded in shadow, unremarkable at a glance. But something stirs. A solar flare uncoils from its parent star, tendrils of fire unfurling, stretching toward the distant world. It is neither violent nor chaotic – it is simply nature. The slow, steady exhale of a living sun. 
The planet does not wait. 
A beam of light erupts from its surface, a column of raw, radiant energy. A subtle fiery streak shoots out from the blast momentarily. The spear of light rises, piercing the heavens, a monument against the void. The Tree of Life. The Pillar of God. The pulse of the world itself. 
A ripple spreads outward, washing across land and sea, sparking unseen forces into motion. The blast extends beyond the planet’s sky, crashing against something unseen. A barrier. It flares to life – an electric tapestry woven in the black. Energy lashes across its surface, writhing like luminous tendrils. 
The solar flare arrives. 
It meets the barrier with a silent collision, and the field absorbs it, drinking in the fire, folding it into itself. The planet remains untouched. The cosmos moves on. 
The light now fades, leaving the sky rippled and still. 
The universe stretches before us once more. The journey continues.  
Muffled voices can be heard swimming in the vastness.  
They grow in strength but are still somewhat muted. Words begin to clarify themselves. 
 
"A declin... mag… ield... power–grid iss...” 
The cosmos continues to expand before us. Lifetimes revealed in moments. 
“Animal behav... cogniti..." 
The foot takes another step. 
“Human fac…”
Far away – though distance means little there – a dim chamber pulses softly. A low hum. Timeless. Shadowless.  
Walls of glowing data. Subtle geometric patterns humming beneath the floor. A circle within a circle.  
A small group of figures stands before a curved display.  
A voice breaks the silence. Calm. Routine. 
A soft chime. 
“Stabilisation confirmed.” 
 
 
 Chapter 2 
This Changes Everything 
 
 
SNAP 
Aminta’s laptop closed abruptly. Like the lid of some pharaonic tomb. 
Old, ragged, worn. Her laptop had been her loyal side-kick through it all. It had served her well through her university days. Despite dying stickers and faded keys, it had stuck by her side. She had been working on a new cosmic flyby sequence for her YouTube channel, Echoes of the Unknown, all morning. She’d finally learned how to leverage AI processing power to create visuals and animations for her videos, the sort of content that only six months ago would’ve seemed like an impossibility. She was excited to integrate them into her content. 
She sat on the couch – a sacred relic in its own right – the same one her and Penelope had worn grooves into during many wasted days, and even more countless nights. By this point, Netflix most likely owed their couch a royalty fee. Her coffee table spread out before her. Papers crammed on and half balancing off its edges, every space occupied, every space part of the team, the team that would one day take Aminta into the conversation – a real contender, someone to be taken seriously. But that was for another day, for today, she simply longed for a proper workspace – desk, chair, and a few cool historical trinkets. But for now, this setup would suffice. 
Aminta was a student of history, with a passion that burnt behind her eyes. One that she dare not name, but one that kept her moving forward. She wore an untamed mess of shoulder length black hair. Just long enough to cover the back of her neck, and conceal her unusual swirling birthmark. She usually dressed in colours as dark as a black hole. Her face had been worn cynical and tired by invisible forces whom persistently plotted her demise. Her spirit was, at its core, joyous and adventurous, and when she walked, the fire of a thousand suns quivered in her wake. 
Her mother’s blood traced back through Phoenician lines; her father’s family had arrived in Egypt by way of Spain. She was short, wiry, and carried herself like she was always one decision away from starting a revolution. Her eyes were intense, the kind that searched for meaning in everything, and when she smiled – really smiled – it was warm enough to melt to most ancient of glaciers. There was beauty in her, no doubt, but it snuck up on you. Like the feint smell of rain before an afternoon thunderstorm. Hers was the kind of beauty that left a mark and had you longing for more hours after her spiral had unwound itself into your being. Her softness was also real, but earned. Her hard and rigid exterior, the debris field of many cosmic encounters, would willingly give way to a soft, gentle and vulnerable underbelly, but only for those who had been deemed chosen, trusted, or worthy. And her compass? Always pointed true – even if she had to break rules, noses, or glass ceilings, to follow it. 
The fire of her academic curiosity, her thirst for knowledge and truth, had been fueled at an early age when she first set eyes on the Pyramids of Giza. From that point she never looked back. She spent her teenage years buried in textbooks on Ancient Egypt, devouring anything she could get her hands on. And if it mentioned long-lost civilisations, historical mysteries or the unknown, well Aminta would simply consume it, like a hungry star consuming its binary twin. Never the popular kid, but always anchored in a strong, unshakable sense of self. 
Bottom line, you didn’t fuck with Aminta, she’d just fuck you right back.
In her adult years, her passion deepened – and twisted. After two degrees and years of research, Aminta still hadn’t been able to prove what she had always felt. Her archaeology supervisor called her ideas ‘beautifully delusional’ – but still published most her work. 
She’d grown suspicious of the neat little narratives served up by classroom teachers too overwhelmed and undermotivated to engage the passions that had once sparked so much curiosity. In classrooms. around the world, towing the line had become a prerequisite to employment, and truth had become a casualty on that intellectual battleground.  Glossy pages, buzz words and state curriculums. the weapons of choice. But Aminta had always resisted, always ensured that truth was her cosmic guide. On that, she would never falter.  She was a long time removed from those classroomed days now though, her mind had since bloomed – widened – and from that expansion came the woman she was now: 
Fringe researcher. Narrative killer. Party animal. General badass.  
Her apartment was nestled in Kafrat Al Jabal, an urban suburb tucked within the sprawl of Cairo, Egypt. She had moved to Egypt two years prior, seeking out research opportunities at Nile University. Her living space was small, two bedrooms., simple. The front door opened to the dining table to the right, loungeroom to the left. The kitchen was tucked around the corner, tiny yet efficient. Its small window opened to a gorgeous view of the Pyramids themselves. A mere three kilometres away – it was never lost on her how amazing the view was, or that she managed to manifest herself such a perfect location. Her apartment was filled with memories of a life well-lived – concert tickets on the cork board, 3D glasses from the time they watched Avatar at the movies, and psychedelic tapestries that masked the sandstone walls. And again, the couch. The centre of the entire operation – red, old, distinct body grooves dictating the only comfortable sitting locations – everything happened on the couch. It was almost a member of the family. The apartment was modest but enough, and best of all, it had an awesome flat–topped roof overlooking the Giza Plateau. Standard for the region, but a feature nonetheless. She and her girlfriend Penelope had spent countless nights up there – philosophising, star-watching, and talking shit into the wee hours of the morning. It was their little sanctuary away from public eyes, away from the judgement of others. They spent more time there than anywhere else, it was the one location where they could simply be, where they could live their lives, their choices, and not be made to feel dysfunctional or faulty for them. 
Rent was affordable – a small miracle in a city with a front row seat to some of humanity’s oldest wonders. Sometimes, Aminta liked to imagine the walls of her home were as ancient as the pyramids themselves. 
This was her sanctuary. Her research base. Her weed den.  
It was a hot day in the desert today, and thirst had begun to creep its way in. Aminta walked to the kitchen and grabbed a bottle of water. The plastic was old and crumbled – she really needed to buy some groceries. She stood at the counter, removed the bottle’s lid and drunk. The cool liquid a welcome contrast to the heavy desert heat bleeding in. 
She gazed out the window. 
The pyramids loomed in the near distance, washed in the soft gold of a dying sun. 
They grounded her – reminded her that she lived not just in history, but among it. 
The television droned softly in the background, muted. 
The news was on, yet it could hardly be considered a reliable or valid source any longer – four obnoxious social media influencers were seated in the news studio, all in a row, like sheep waiting to be put out of their collective misery, seemingly eager to be consumed. They spoke with animated hands and empty eyes. 
Why they were on the news at all was anyone’s guess. Aminta wasn’t remotely curious to discover why. This particular form of brainwashing had lost on all power over her a long time ago.
The ticker scrolled by casually: Increased auroral activity amazes stargazers worldwide || USGS reassures Naples residents sulfuric gases 'no cause for concern' || Earthquake tremors felt across Eastern Europe.
Aminta’s phone buzzed softly on the counter beside her. 
She picked it up, scrolling absently. If it wasn’t for her YouTube channel, she would barely engage with her phone or social media. But she had a need, a desire. Not for fame or fortune, but for relevance. She had worked for years to get her work recognized, and with any hoe, respected. To have her name and ideas out there for the world to interpret, analyse and discuss. To contribute to the human narrative of the past. But her journey had only allowed small steps on the path to her relevance, so far. While her research was scientifically sound, its boundaries blurred the line between known reality and unknown theories. And she convinced herself the world was not ready – but it would be. Blame society, ignorance or blatant disregard, but regardless, she would not succumb to it just yet. Not today at least. For today would be one she would never forget. 
As she scrolled, her eyes caught a familiar name. A notification from Robert Manling, one of her favourite researchers in the field. The title of the video filled her with hope. 
“This changes EVERYTHING.” 
She clicked without hesitation. 
The screen flashed, and Robert's familiar face appeared, his usually composed expression tinged with visible excitement. His slick black hair and adventurous eyes today gave way to a more authentic and nervous tone. He wore a suit jacket and tie, a nod to the apparent significance of today’s news.  
"Welcome back to Egypt Uncovered. I’m Robert Manling, and folks, have I just read something that honestly, has absolutely shocked me," his voice trembling with the weight of his words. "I’m so excited to share this with you, this is nothing short of paradigm shifting. So let’s not make you wait any longer, let’s dive right in.” 
He cleared his throat. 
“Get ready guys, this is no joke." 
Aminta felt her heart begin to race. The words barely left his lips before she was glued to the screen, anticipation bubbling up like a fizzy drink about to explode. 
"So, I just read this for the first time myself. I’m still processing this to be honest. I started recording, I wanted to capture this moment for you all.” He cleared his throat again, adjusted his tie and flexed his jaw. Aminta was ready for the impending bombshell.  
“You ready? OK… Recent studies utilizing proprietary satellite technology have unveiled extensive subterranean structures beneath the three major Pyramids of the Giza Plateau. Yes, you heard me right," Robert continued, leaning in, his tone dripping in hype.  
"Researchers John Analam and Phillip Bean have conducted scans beneath the Giza Complex, these scans have revealed a complex network of structures extending approximately two kilometers beneath the three major pyramids of Giza." 
Two kilometres!? Aminta could barely believe the words she was hearing – the images on the screen confirmed to her that she indeed was not hallucinating. Her fingers tightening around the bottle of water in her hand. A grin covered her face. She felt her breath catch in her throat. Her heart raced. 
"This network allegedly includes five multi-level structures, connected by geometric passageways near the base of the Khafre Pyramid," Robert went on, his enthusiasm practically spilling over.  
"There are, get this guys, they also found eight vertical cylindrical shafts, each descending 648 meters into the desert sand, and two massive cube-shaped chambers, 80 meters on each side, lying at the base of these shafts." 
Aminta’s pulse quickened, the shock of the discovery settling over her like a wave. She was hardly aware of her own body as her gaze stayed locked on the screen. The world seemed to tilt slightly – this was it. This was the breakthrough she had been waiting for. Something monumental. Something that could reshape everything she’d worked for. 
The video continued, detailing how the findings were still preliminary, but already creating a frenzy in the archaeological community. Scans, appearing like infrared images of the belly of the Earth were shown on the screen. Large red and green columns were clearly visible. Surrounding them appeared spirals, staircases or some other spiral structure clinging to the columns. This was not conjecture or theory, this was right there, for all to see. Aminta felt her chest tighten with excitement. The implications were mind-boggling. The research, the data – it all pointed to something so much bigger than anyone had imagined. This was paradigm shattering, a once-in-a-lifetime discovery, and it was happening right in her backyard. 
Before she realised it, she was standing up, pacing the kitchen floor, muttering to herself with wild excitement. 
"Two kilometres. Two! That’s huge. This... this is it. This is the thing. Oh my god, can you even imagine what’s down there?" 
She didn’t care that she was talking to no one. She was somewhat infamous for her conversations with self.
"This is what I’ve been waiting for. This is it. This is the discovery of a lifetime! I can’t believe this is happening right now. Is this even real?!" 
She laughed, the joy surging through her. It felt like Christmas morning. She couldn’t recall an equivalent moment of such excitement, such anticipation.
Her entire world just changed.  
Her heart raced; the adrenaline of the discovery fueled her as she paced faster. She imagined how young Aminta would’ve been inspired by such finds and felt genuinely excited for what this meant for the future of archaeology. Young people – motivated, inspired, beckoned forth into knowledge by this revelation. Her literal view of the Pyramids only enhanced this excitement. She found herself locked in a longing gaze, her imagination filling in the gaps of what could now be, of what perhaps had always been – only three kilometres away. She had already begun theorising what this all meant – the magnetic field! 
KNOCK KNOCK 
Suddenly, a knock at the door. It broke her excited trance. The sound was loud and insistent, propelling her right back to reality. She froze, her breath catching in her throat. 
Who the hell could that be? 

