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Foreword

History remembers kings and conquerors, but it often forgets the love stories hidden beneath the sand—those that shaped the rise and fall of gods.

The Sunstone Prophecy is a tale of memory and sacrifice, of souls lost and found across lifetimes, and of a love powerful enough to fracture fate itself. Inspired by ancient Egyptian mythology and the timeless storytelling echoes of Shakespeare, Hugo, and Rowling, this novel is both a tribute to forgotten truths and a meditation on the cost of remembering.

May you find echoes of your own heart in the dust between these pages.

— Nithit Saentaweesuk
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Prologue: Beneath the Eye of Ra
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A forgotten priest records a prophecy on the walls of a hidden tomb, sealing it before being buried alive. As he dies, the sun darkens—the first eclipse in living memory.
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Chapter 1: The Scribe of Dust
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The Temple of Thoth, Memphis — The Year of the Waning Flood
The air in the scriptorium always smelled of crushed reeds and sweat—an honest stink of ink and labor. But today, the dust held something else: the breath of something ancient, something waiting.

Kemet’s fingers, stained with ochre and charcoal, trembled slightly as he brushed his hand along the base of the crumbling wall behind the statue of the Ibis-headed god. No one came to this corner of the temple anymore. Not even the old priests with their sour wine and half-remembered prayers. It was forgotten, like him.

He had followed a whisper, not one spoken aloud, but born in a dream. The same dream he had every night since the last eclipse. In it, the sun bled, a stone glowed red with breath, and a voice he didn’t know—yet somehow trusted—called his name through smoke and sand.

Now, here he was.

A crack in the limestone revealed itself only when the sun pierced the lattice of the clerestory just right—like a blade of Ra’s light pointing at truth. He pressed his palm against the wall. Warmth surged through his skin. It moved.

A grinding moan. Stone giving way to time. And then, silence.

Kemet stepped into the hidden chamber. Dust spiraled in the golden shaft of sunlight like spirits stirred awake. The air was thick—thicker than heat, thicker than fear.

The walls were carved in symbols he’d never seen in any scroll or temple. Not Greek. Not Old Glyph. Not anything... and yet, as his eyes traced them, he knew what they said.

Not by study. Not by memory. But as if the words were written in the marrow of his bones.

When two suns bleed and shadow walks,
The veil shall crack where memory talks.
One born from dust shall choose the flame,
And gods shall sleep or rise by name.
Kemet’s lips parted. He mouthed the words as if he had spoken them before—once, long ago, in a place that no longer existed.

The symbols glowed faintly. A low hum vibrated through the floor, rising up through his knees, through his chest, through his breath. His heart stuttered, then steadied—as if answering an ancient rhythm.

Behind him, something shifted.

He spun, heart thundering. But no one stood there. Only the statue of Thoth, its obsidian eyes gleaming coldly in the dim light.

Kemet exhaled slowly. He turned back to the wall—only now the prophecy was fading, letters bleeding into the stone, vanishing as if afraid.

“No—wait—”

He reached for them. But it was too late.

Only one thing remained—a mark, etched where his hand had rested. A symbol. A circle swallowed by a crescent. The Eye Unseen.

And it burned.

Kemet staggered back, clutching his palm. The mark was there—dark, shimmering, alive. He gasped, not in pain... but in awe. In recognition.

He didn’t know what he had awakened. Only that something had been waiting—for him.

Far above, in the highest chamber of the temple, a crow screeched. The Ibis statue cracked, a fine line across its beak. And in the capital’s throne room, hundreds of cubits away, a princess sat up from a dream, her hand pressed to her chest, her heart whispering a name she had never heard but somehow mourned.

Kemet.

The dust had shifted.

And the gods had stirred.
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Chapter 2: The Princess Who Watches the Sky
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Palace of Light and Flame, Memphis — Just Before Dusk
The lotus-scented breeze from the Nile did nothing to ease the weight in her chest.

Neferet stood alone on the rooftop garden, her ivory sleeves fluttering against her skin like tethered wings. Below, the city buzzed—carts, sandals, children laughing, merchants shouting prayers to the setting sun—but up here, in the hush between day and night, everything was too still.

She had the dream again.

This time, it was clearer. Two suns overhead, bleeding into each other until the sky cracked. A stone, pulsing with life. And a voice—one she had never heard in this life, but that haunted her like a forgotten lullaby.

She hadn’t told anyone. Not even her handmaid, not even her brother, the Pharaoh.

Because who would believe a royal woman plagued by symbols and shadows? A woman who read banned scrolls by candlelight and knew more about the stars than silk?

Neferet clutched her chest. Her heart still beat too fast. It always did after the dream.

She had tried to pray. She had tried to fast. She had spoken the Names of the gods and offered honeyed figs to Ra himself, but the visions returned—stronger each time. And now, her skin was warm where the light had touched her in sleep.

She lifted her hand.

There, on her palm, was something new.

A faint circle, surrounded by a crescent. Almost like an eye. Almost like—

Her breath caught.

She'd seen that symbol before. Not in her dreams. In the Hall of Ancestors. Carved into the wall of a sealed chamber no one entered. Except her. Once. Years ago. The guards didn’t know she had the key. She had touched it, curious, childish... and it had shimmered.

Like her hand now shimmered.

Something ancient pulsed in her blood.

She turned her gaze skyward, toward the first emerging star.

“Who are you?” she whispered. But she wasn’t speaking to the heavens.

She was speaking to the voice. To the boy in the dream whose face she had never seen... but whose sorrow she felt in her bones.

Far below, in the Temple of Thoth, Kemet opened his eyes from sleep, gasping.

And far above, Neferet whispered his name again.

Not knowing how she knew it.
Not knowing it had already begun.
Not knowing that fate, like riverwater, always remembers its course—no matter how many stones lie in the way.
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Chapter 3: The Mark of the Eclipse
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Temple Courtyard, Memphis — During the Eclipse
The temple bells were silent.
The sun dimmed like a dying coal.
And Kemet ran, breathless and bloodied, through the sacred gardens.
He had not meant to overhear the priests’ whispers. He had only been gathering broken scrolls from the archive when he caught the name—The Eye Unseen—and then his own.

He didn’t wait. He didn’t question.

He ran.

The footsteps behind him had grown distant, but fear kept him moving. The old path behind the Temple of Anubis led to an abandoned court—overgrown with papyrus and vines, forgotten by everyone but the jackals and ghosts. He collapsed there, under a withered fig tree, gasping.

His shoulder burned. Not from the running. From something deeper—under the skin. A warmth like fire—but colder than ice.

And then the light changed.

Above him, the sun was folding in on itself. Black swallowed gold, leaving only a sliver of white like a god’s closed eye.

The eclipse.

That’s when the pain became light.

He tore at his tunic, half-mad, dragging the fabric down his arm. And there—etched across his shoulder like it had always been waiting—was a mark. A perfect ring, cradled by a sharp crescent. The Eye Unseen.

It shimmered like molten gold trapped beneath skin.

Kemet’s breath stilled. Time itself seemed to halt, caught between the sun’s breath and shadow’s reach.

And then, like a breath from the earth, he heard
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