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Two previous books of the Lost Tomb series feature Jack Stiller’s adventures 






Teaser: Sands of the Damned

In 1942, Jack Stiller vanished into the Egyptian desert. Officially missing, he was thought lost to history—but the desert remembered. For decades, he was trapped in a cursed realm of shadows, ancient gods, and restless souls.

When his family finally came searching, they shattered the tether that bound him to the Sands of the Damned. Freed at last, Jack returned—but the cost of breaking a curse that old is never forgotten, and the desert still watches.

Some powers lie buried for a reason. Some curses wait decades… for the right family.





Teaser: The Was Scepter

The Was Scepter of Seth, older than kings, is not a weapon to wield, but a force to endure. It carried the memories of empires, curses, and the price of divine attention.

As ancient gods stir and mortal ambition sharpens, whispers rise from the desert—a cursed artifact of ancient history clawing its way back into the present. Every step closer draws shadows nearer, and every choice carries a cost no one was meant to bear.

The Was Scepter is a dark fantasy thriller about the burden of history, the weight of unseen forces, and the courage it takes to stand between what was and what must never be.

Some powers are too dangerous to wield… but too alive to ignore.
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Prologue: The Creation and Fracture of the Wesekh Collar





Amenhotep III (c. 1390–1352 BCE) reigned during a time when Amon-Ra’s cult rivaled the power of the Pharaoh himself. 


      [image: image-placeholder]Amenhotep III paced slowly, his crown heavy on his head, eyes fixed on the lattice of sunstone and celestial metals that the priests had been weaving for weeks. The Wesekh Collar lay on a pedestal, radiating power so potent it made the shadows dance across the walls.

High Priest Neferren stepped forward, robes brushing the floor. “Pharaoh, the collar is complete. Once you wear it, the gods themselves will answer your voice. Anything you command, the gods and mortals must obey.” He looked grave when he warned, “The bridge between the gods and the wearer only opens when the collar is borne willingly. To wear it is to accept judgment.”

Amenhotep’s hands clenched. “And that is precisely why it terrifies me. To command gods and to bend divinity to mortal will… what becomes of the wearer?”

Neferren’s gaze darkened, the candlelight flickering across the deep lines of his face. “The power is absolute, my Pharaoh. The wearer becomes a living bridge—visible to every god, every immortal being, for all eternity. They will know your thoughts, your desires, your fears. Every command you speak will be obeyed—but every breath, every heartbeat, every misstep will be scrutinized, judged, and tested by powers far beyond mortal reckoning.”

Amenhotep shivered. “Punish how? If the wearer can command the gods…”

“The gods are not flesh,” Neferren said, his voice low, harsh, and unyielding. “They are law, fire, eternity itself. They can strip your flesh from your bones, twist your mind until you are unrecognizable, or lock your soul in torment that stretches beyond life. You may compel obedience among mortals—but no mortal protection, no fortress, no weapon, can shield you from them. The sun itself will scorch you, the heavens will twist to your presence, and when the gods move to reclaim balance, your body may survive—but your mind will shatter under the weight of their gaze. Your senses will be flooded with every divine thought, every divine judgment. Pain, ecstasy, fear, and awe, and there will be no refuge. Death would be a mercy you would never know.”

Amenhotep swallowed hard, the tremor in his hands betraying his fear. He knelt before the collar, his reflection shimmering across the gold and sunstone lattice. “Then it must not exist in whole form. It must sleep, hidden, so that no hand can summon the bridge again.”

With deliberate care, he seized the Wesekh Collar.

The chamber quaked. Shadows recoiled. The warmth of Amon-Ra’s gaze poured through stone and bone, heavy and watchful. The Collar whispered temptations older than dynasties, its voice threading through Amenhotep’s thoughts like molten gold.

The bridge did not open. but it bound. By Ma’at, Amenhotep’s touch—taken as Pharaoh, crowned and anointed—was a claim. Even in fear, even in refusal, the Collar recognized him as its rightful bearer. The bridge lay dormant, yet anchored to his living flesh. To destroy it now would be to judge a king who had not yet acted, to burn a future not yet chosen.

Even Amon-Ra could not strike it down without breaking the law that bound gods and mortals alike. Divine fire unleashed upon a claimed bridge would have consumed the Pharaoh, the priests, and the chamber itself—judgment without balance, ruin without measure.

So Amenhotep did the only thing Ma’at allowed. He struck, shattering the Wesekh Collar. Gold ribboned and curled, sunstone splintered. A flash like molten midday seared the chamber, but the Pharaoh remained, alive though shaken. Thunder clapped against stone, and divine fire etched its fury into every shard.

Even Amon-Ra, god of the sun and divine fire, was bound by Ma’at, the cosmic law that binds gods and mortals alike. The Wesekh Collar had been forged under sacred rites invoking divine law itself. Until the bridge was fully opened and until a mortal willingly bore it, the Collar could not be erased without unraveling the balance that governed gods and men alike. To destroy it outright in that moment would have meant breaking divine covenant, collapsing judgment into chaos. So, Amon-Ra did not annihilate it. He allowed it to be broken.

With painstaking care, the priests gathered the fragments—four in total—each retaining memory, pulse, and latent power. Dormant now, they could no longer anchor the divine fire to a living mortal. They were sleeping bridges, waiting for a “worthy” soul to reawaken them.

Amenhotep rose, staring at the shards, his reflection fractured in gold and sunstone. “Tell me, Neferren, what happens if one day the fragments are united?”

The High Priest swallowed. “The consequences are unimaginable,” the High Priest said, voice hushed. “If all fragments are united, the wearer’s voice will reach every god simultaneously. You could command storms, life, and death itself—but every action will be visible to the divine. Every god, every being of power, will know your will and watch your every move. And if one of them displeases, there will be no mercy. Your soul will burn in eternity, your flesh may survive only to witness endless judgment, your mind torn between command and despair. Even eternity itself will not shield you from their attention. That is why the collar cannot be worn.”

Amenhotep gazed at him. “Then you must hide the fragments.” When he said that, he heard the fragments’ warning: Wear me, and you will command gods—but the gods will see you. Every step, every thought, every breath will be judged. You will not survive what you summon.

They were scattered across the world: beneath desert tombs untouched by man, hidden in secret chambers of pyramids sealed by curses meant to ward even the gods themselves. No mortal, priest, or king could ever unite them again.

Amon-Ra swore it would never be worn, not by mortal, priest, or pharaoh.

Amenhotep III exhaled, feeling the weight of history settle upon him. The collar was broken. The fragments slept. And the bridge between flesh and divinity, dangerous beyond reckoning, would not rise again.


      [image: image-placeholder]The fate had not reckoned with those trapped in the Sands of the Damned—souls caught between life and death, suspended in the currents of time itself. Jack Stiller was one of them. Those prisoners, ancient and unbound, carried knowledge older than empires—knowledge of the Wesekh Collar.

Decades after their release, when the world believed them merely returned from the desert, they spoke to Jack. In voices worn thin by centuries of silence, they whispered warnings of the collar’s power, its purpose, and its peril—words heavy with the weight of history and the shadow of gods.

When the collar is made whole, the sun will no longer look away.Amon-Ra will descend his gaze—And the one who wears the bridge shall either command the gods…Or be burned from the world entirely.

The Wesekh Collar waited. It waits in shards scattered across desert, temple, and time. And when it was called, mercy would not be part of the judgment.
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