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        The goddess of vengeance must choose between revenge and love.

      

        

      
        Trapped by an ancient curse, Sekhmet has been away from the world for thousands of years. Now free, she faces the ultimate challenge. If she takes the revenge she craves, she'll be trapped as a sphinx forever.

      

        

      
        Can she manage to resist the thing she was created for?

        -

        Daughter of the Sun is part of the Forgotten Gods series and is based on Egyptian mythology. It includes a dash of adventure, a m/f romance, and can be read as a standalone.

      

        

      
        If you enjoy Egyptian mythology, gods and goddesses, quests and adventures, and a modern setting, then you should start the Forgotten Gods series!
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            A  Note On The Gods & Goddesses Of The Forgotten Gods Universe

          

        

      

    

    
      Due to the span of Ancient Egyptian history, many gods and goddesses took on multiple roles over the span of time. In most cases, the gods and goddesses in the fictional Forgotten Gods Universe have been given one of their various aspects. The family links the Ancient Egyptians formed between their gods weren't meant to represent blood family, but aspect ties. This is why many of the gods and goddesses are consorts with their siblings. In the context of the Forgotten Gods Universe, none of the gods are related to one another by blood, but many choose to create family bonds.

      You can see a full list of Gods & Goddesses in the Forgotten Gods Universe, as well as other definitions and information, on my website.
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      I remember the day I was cursed as if it was yesterday. The way the wine had splashed against the floor, poured by the god who had called himself my father. He was supposed to be one of my staunchest allies, but instead, he'd used me against the humans he wanted to punish and cursed me the moment things had gone too far.

      My skin itched at the desire to be free. Not that it mattered, there was no escaping the stone of the sphinx that had encased me for so many years that I'd lost count, and it wasn't as if I'd had a good way of marking the years. It was probably only my immortality that had stopped me from going completely mad from being here for so long, but even with that, I'd completely given up all hope of being freed from my prison. The future was going to look exactly like the past and there was nothing I could do about it.

      Shouts sounded around me, breaking through the trance-like state I'd perfected over the years.

      I let out a loud sigh, though I was the only one who could hear it. I could use some of my magic to move the head of the sphinx if I wanted to, but I hadn't done that in a long time. The last time I had, it had sent people running away from me and talking about ghosts.

      Despite knowing exactly what I was going to see, I looked through the giant eyes of the sphinx. At least they weren't still covered in sand like they had been at one point. Watching tourists come running up to me and try to touch the stone that encased me was boring, but it was better than the nothingness that was my alternative.

      "Look, Dad! Take a photo of me," a young boy shouted. He stared at me with a combination of awe and challenge. This boy would climb onto my back if he thought he could get away with it. Thankfully, the guards standing a few feet away would make it so that wasn't an actual possibility.

      The boy posed while a red-faced man who had clearly seen too much sun snapped pictures of him before the two of them moved on, only to be replaced by more of the same kinds of tourists. Technology had certainly moved on in the years I'd been trapped, but people hadn't. Even at the height of Ancient Egyptian power I'd seen people gawping at the magnificence of some of the mortuary structures built during the Old Kingdom, the massive pyramids currently placed behind me were no exception to that. And neither was the sphinx I was trapped in. At one point, I'd even gazed on its face myself, not realising that it would become more than a sentry to Khafre's tomb, but the place I would spend the majority of my days.

      How my enemies must have celebrated to realise what I would become.

      A man got a little too close to the stone, and one of the guards stepped in to usher him away again. It was ironic that once they would have been guarding themselves against me and the vengeance I could rain down on them. But now it was all about protecting the ancient stonework.

      Not one of them even considered that there was a goddess trapped within, or even that there was a chance of magic. If one thing had become clear from my observations of the humans who had come to visit me, it was that they no longer believed the way they used to. Sometimes, I felt a shot of magic when one of them said my name close enough for me to hear, but it was never enough for me to break myself free from this eternal prison. I wasn't convinced there would ever be enough magic. I was trapped like this until the day the world ceased to be.

      If I ever got free, Ra would have something to answer for. I had only been doing his bidding when I got stuck like this, it wasn't fair that he'd decided to curse me in order to put a stop to my rampage. Some days, I swore I could still taste the bitterness of the cursed wine on my tongue, along with the disappointment that I'd been tricked into thinking it was blood.

      Anger rose inside me, twisting throughout me at the memories. With no one to talk to, and nothing to take my mind off the past, it had nowhere to go, and it only grew with each passing year.

      The day slipped away from me and turned into night, the intense heat of the sun being replaced by the chill of the desert wind.

      But even that wasn't enough to cool the vengeance within my heart.

      Or the certainty that one day I would make Ra pay for what he did to me.
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      A sandstorm was building in the distance, I could hear the whistle of the wind and feel the change in the air. Being stuck in one place had given me a good sense for these things and I'd become as good at predicting them as any weather god was likely to be.

      Even with the brewing storm, the night sky was beautifully clear, with stars twinkling above my head and watching me in a way that made it seem as if no time at all had passed. The stars were a never changing constant even as the world moulded itself into a new shape.

      "Sekhmet?"

      I froze at the sound of my name. Though I supposed it would look no different from the outside as my face wouldn't have moved at all. I waited a few moments, but there weren't any other sounds. Which of course there weren't. No one knew I was here or they'd have made an effort to free me before this.

      "Sekhmet?"

      This time, I was sure I hadn't imagined it, but that still led to a lot of questions, and I wasn't sure I was going to like the answers.

      "Sekhmet?" the voice said again.

      I forced the magic through to the face of the sphinx, moving the heavy eyelids and looking around.

      "Sekhmet?"

      "What?" I snapped, eyeing up a lone figure standing about thirty feet away.

      "I have found you." The man standing in front of me fell to his knees.

      "I'm not difficult to find." My huge body towered over him.

      "I have searched for you for thousands of years," he responded, rising to his feet and looking up at me.

      "I haven't moved in all that time," I responded, my voice gravelly from lack of use. It was odd to be talking to someone. No one ever spoke to me, mostly because the majority of my visitors had no idea I was here.

      "It has been a long search," he admitted.

      I raised an eyebrow, the stone making a grating sound as I did. The man in front of me must have been expecting magic, as he didn't seem particularly bothered by the fact I was talking with him.

      "We weren't aware of the form you'd been cursed to," he continued without being asked. "I've been looking for all kinds of artefacts, hoping one of those was where you were bound."

      "Who is we?" I asked.

      "I've been searching. And Ra."

      "My so-called father?" I asked darkly.

      "I didn't realise you thought of him like that," the man responded. "Most gods have renounced their family ties."

      Which I suppose Ra did when he cursed me. That was within his right. Even though we'd acted as family during the glory days, it was mostly for the benefit of the humans. I'd been devoted to Ra in a way I didn't like to think about, and I'd seen that as daughterly devotion, but now I'd had time to reflect I could tell he was just using me. And considering we weren't related by blood anyway, it was better to cut ties.

      Not that any of that changed the deep sense of betrayal at what he'd done to me.

      "He's been looking for you ever since you disappeared," the man said. "And when he couldn't any longer, he entrusted me with the task."

      "And he expected one man to do what a god couldn't? Seems unlikely." If I could have lifted one of my paws and studied it, I would have. Alas, that was barred from me by the parameters of the curse.

      "I don't know what he thought, but he didn't want to leave you trapped..."

      I laughed, the sound booming from me far louder than I'd anticipated. I'd never had cause to do that while stuck in this form before and I might have misjudged the volume at which it would leave me. "He was the one that trapped me."

      "I promise you, Sekhmet, he didn't."

      There was a part of me that wanted to tell him to stop using my name, but it was also good to have someone saying it, each time he did, there was a bit more magic available to it. There was power in names, one that didn't compare to anything else I'd ever encountered. Mortals had known that at one point, but over the years the knowledge seemed to have slipped away. Or that was how it seemed from my limited viewpoint.

      The man stood perfectly still, seeming to be waiting for me to respond to his statement.

      "You say that Ra was innocent, but he was the one who spilt drugged wine to the ground. It was right here, in the shadow of the pyramids, and it cursed me the moment I took a drink. He poured it. He cursed me." In all likelihood, Ra had known where I was this entire time, which meant that if he'd finally told someone where I was, then he needed something.

      "I promise you, that is not the case," the man countered.

      I sighed. He wasn't going to change his mind, but I supposed it didn't matter. It wasn't like it would change anything. "What are you even doing here?" I asked. It had been a long time since I'd had a single visitor. Some of my human priestesses had tried to free me at the start, but they'd died a long time ago.

      "I've come to set you free," he responded.

      I snorted. "There is no way to do that. I'm stuck in this form forever, and there's nothing a mortal can do about it."

      "I'm not mortal."

      "Oh, sorry, demi-god."

      "I'm a full god," he assured me.

      "Have I heard of you?" I squinted at him, trying to work out if I recognised his face but he was too far away for me to see clearly.

      "I'm Fet."

      "That's a no then."

      "I assure you, we've met multiple times. Though this is probably the longest conversation we've actually had."

      "I wonder why," I muttered.

      "I'm here to free you."

      "So you've said, but you haven't even made an attempt to do that yet."

      "There won't be any attempt, I intend to succeed."

      "That remains to be seen." I didn't hold much hope that he'd be successful, but there was a small slither of me that believed it could be possible.

      Fet coughed and fumbled in his robes, pulling out what looked like a jar of wine.

      Great. Wine. My favourite.

      He held the jar next to my huge stone forearm, only making me wonder what he was planning on doing with it. My question was answered moments later when the bottle smashed against the stone. Even after all these years, the instinct to say ow was still there. But it didn't hurt. It couldn't. The stone might be weathered, but it was still strong enough to ward off something as unsubstantial as broken glass.

      Tingles raced over every inch of my body. The sensation was an odd one, and unlike anything I'd experienced in the past few thousand years. His wine had done something.

      My tail flicked.

      Except that shouldn't be possible.

      I didn't say a word as I tried to lift one of my paws, surprise racing through me as I realised it worked. I tried the other one, sending a cloud of sand springing upwards. I wanted to laugh, to run and sing and do all the things I hadn't been able to in years, but I knew I should take this slowly, I didn't know how long it would last otherwise.

      I rose to my feet, the powerful paws of my sphinx form sinking into the sand. Though they were no longer made of stone, but of flesh and blood. I took a few steps forward, feeling the aches in my body as I did. But it was worth it considering I was free for the first time in thousands of years.

      A glance over my shoulder confirmed what I'd thought. The stone sphinx still sat sentinel, as cold and unmoving as it had ever been. I was just no longer one with it. Though it did appear that I was still a sphinx. Something about my curse must have fused my ability to turn into a lion with the ability to maintain a human head.

      Fet coughed, gaining my attention.

      I turned my head in his direction. "Yes?"

      "If you picture your human form, you should be able to retake it."

      "Really?" It was how I would have changed forms before being cursed, but considering everything that had happened in the past few thousand years, I wasn't so sure about how it would work now.

      "I believe so."

      I closed my eyes and tried to picture what I'd looked like in my human form, though I had very little recollection of what that was actually like. I supposed I could just rely on whatever form was most natural to me. I could change it later if I so wished.

      The tingles returned, taking over my whole body as I shrank in size and took on a two-legged form. The memories of what I was supposed to appear like came back to me, and dark braided hair appeared in place of the stone along with a lithe form of a warrior. This was who I'd always been, and this was who I was supposed to be once more.

      The prickling of my skin subsided, signalling the end to my transformation. I opened my eyes and reached out a hand, almost surprised to see it in front of me.

      I was free.

      I'd dreamed of this moment so many times that it was hard to believe it had finally become my reality. I looked over to Khafre's sphinx, feeling a weird amount of affection for what had ultimately become my prison. Around him, sand stretched out as far as I could see, though I knew if I turned around, I'd find the edge of Cairo, the city that had slowly encroached on my resting spot.

      "How does it feel?" Fet asked.

      I spun around to face him, seeing that he was much closer now, allowing me to finally see him properly. I studied his features, seeing a lot of familiarity in them even if I didn't recognise him immediately.

      His sharp jawline and deep brown eyes were no different from what most other gods had. Though he'd let his natural hair grow rather than using one of the black wigs that had been all the rage. They'd probably fallen out of fashion at some point.

      The scar under his right eye was what made the recognition click into place.

      "You!" I narrowed my eyes at him.

      "Sekhmet..."

      "What? You expect me to thank you?" I spat out. "You're Ra's butler. How could I ever trust you?" He was the man who handed my supposed father the wine that cursed me. He was as complicit as the sun god as far as I was concerned.

      "It's not like that..."

      "You didn't give my father the wine?" I demanded.

      "I did," he admitted softly.

      "So it is your fault I ended up like this." I waved backwards.

      "We didn't know the wine was cursed," he assured me.

      I laughed bitterly. "You didn't know? How could you not? You're both gods, aren't you? Magic is what we were born to." I knew I was a little out of line. I hadn't realised the wine was cursed until I'd drunk it and felt the effects, so maybe it was the same for them.

      "We should have checked, but we weren't thinking about that at the time, we were too busy..." he trailed off and looked away, no doubt wanting to avoid accusing me of going on a bloody rampage, even if that was what I'd been doing when I'd gotten cursed.

      "You were trying to stop me from destroying mankind. I'm well aware of that, thank you."

      "And if we hadn't acted when we did, there'd have been nothing left of the world."

      "I'm not debating whether or not it was a good thing you stopped me," I responded. I actually almost understood why I'd had to be stopped. My frustration came from the fact that the punishment didn't fit the crime. Ra had been the one who encouraged me to punish the humans, it wasn't fair for him to then blame me for it.

      "We had no choice."

      "You're going to have to stop saying that if you don't want me to rip your throat out," I warned. I was already out of patience with this man.

      Fet sighed. "I should have known this wasn't going to be easy."

      "Probably. I've been stuck inside a sphinx for the past two thousand years. Me being grumpy is the least of your worries."

      "I wouldn't call you grumpy," he muttered.

      I gave him what I hoped was a sweet smile but was probably more of a threatening grimace. "So you're going to call me bitter and revenge-filled to my face?"
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