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Anubis Curse

Novel Written by Rayan 

Chapter One — The Bar and the Jackal

The bar was dim, lit only by the red glow of a cracked neon sign outside. Cigarette smoke curled in the air like lazy ghosts, and the cheap whiskey in Juan Ramirez’s glass had been nursing him longer than he’d been nursing it.

It had been three years since he’d hung up his weapons. Three years since the last hunt. Now, he preferred the company of silence, broken only by the low hum of an old jukebox in the corner.

The wooden door creaked open, letting in the hot desert air and the smell of dust. A tall figure stepped in, scanning the room with the precision of a man who had seen too many things worth shooting at.

“Juan,” the man said, spotting him instantly.

Juan didn’t even look up. “Charlos. Government still keeping you busy?”

Charlos slid into the booth opposite him, leaning forward. “Busy enough. One of our field researchers went missing two weeks ago. Name’s Dr. Elias Grant. Egyptologist. You know him.”

Juan’s brow furrowed. “Elias? Yeah, I know him. He’s the kind of guy who can talk about sand for an hour and make it sound interesting. What happened?”

Charlos’s voice dropped. “He was investigating an ancient tomb. Supposed to be just another dig — artifacts, hieroglyphs, the usual. But then he went dark. His team’s gone, comms are dead, and locals refuse to go near the site. They say something was awakened.”

Juan sighed and pushed his drink away. “You don’t need me, you need an archaeologist.”

“No,” Charlos said, sliding a manila folder across the table. “We need you. Because this isn’t just history. It’s supernatural. And it’s personal.”

Juan opened the folder. Inside was a grainy photo — a massive jackal-headed statue towering over a chamber of gold, eyes gleaming as if alive. Below it, a page of ancient text with one name highlighted: Anubis.

Juan’s stomach tightened. “You’ve got to be kidding me.”

Charlos shook his head. “Legend says an ancient Pharaoh sealed Anubis himself in a prison beneath the sands. That seal’s weakening. We believe your friend Grant was manipulated into breaking it.”

Juan laughed bitterly. “Why am I always the guy who gets called when a god wants to break out of his coffin?”
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