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An Affair With History
 
 
In the vast deserts of Egypt, where the secrets of history lie hidden beneath the sands, I, David Windmere—a 35-year-old English archaeologist, Egyptologist, and author of several Egyptology books—dedicated myself to uncovering those secrets. My work was not just something I adored, it was also a sanctuary from my strained relationship with my wife Jessica, whose love, once warm, had now turned cold. She held a senior project manager role at KPMG in Cairo, while I was often away from the city for my archaeological pursuits. Our careers kept us apart for days, and sometimes even weeks—a distance that completely eroded our bond, leaving us with a marriage that existed only on paper. 
Jessica frequently questioned where she stood in my life compared to the ancient sites which filled my mind. She urged me to stop my excavations away from Cairo and find work in the city, desperate for me to spend a considerable amount of time with her. But my commitment to archaeology anchored me to the field. This only widened the distance between us, leading to misunderstandings, heated arguments, and a profound unhappiness that threatened to smash whatever remained of our marriage. 
Even with all the pain, I still loved Jessica. I could never forget what she sacrificed for me—she once requested a transfer from London to an overseas city like Cairo, turning down a promotion to a directorial position at her company’s London office, only because of me. I could never forget her softer side—the way her laughter once filled the room when I spilled tea over my notes, or the care she showed me. She couldn’t leave her job to be by my side, and I couldn’t abandon my excavations, leaving us caught between our passions and our marriage, uncertain of what lay ahead. Despite my efforts to bury myself in work, the weight of my failing marriage kept haunting me like a shadow.
 
 
One day, while excavating in the Great Pharaohs Valley in Luxor as part of my routine work, I made an amazing discovery. Buried deep beneath the sand, I found the entrance to the tomb of an ancient, unknown female pharaoh. Her sarcophagus was covered in hieroglyphs revealing her name to be Ankhnamun. The paintings and inscriptions on the walls of her burial chamber provided a brief account of her remarkable rule. I wondered who this pharaoh was and why she was absent from history. 
 
 
My heart quickened as my team and I hoisted the heavy stone lid of her sarcophagus. Inside, the delicate, intricate wrappings of the mummy revealed the form of Ankhnamun. As we cleared the dust of centuries, the gold leaf of her funerary mask shimmered. Her painted eyes seemed to gaze back at me, as if she already knew the secrets I was about to uncover.
 
 
My fascination with this female pharaoh grew... 
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