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Shapshu is forever promising Anat these negotiations will be fun – even this one, to a collective nation of city-states as backward as Kengir. Despite that Anat has yet to ever find any of these things so. No matter how much her friend insists the war goddess just needs to try harder.

	It’s different for Shapshu – everyone loves a sun goddess. The brightness of her countenance and demeanor make their Ugarite delegations welcome whatever nation or city-state they visit; Anat certain the only reason Shapshu drags her to these ridiculous events and away from Anat’s hunting in the hills and sacred mountains of their homeland – what occupies most of her time, since her people won’t let her pre-emptively slaughter potentially threatening nations – is because Anat doesn’t fawn over the sun goddess like all these other preening pheasants.

	Anat watches the love-struck gods and mortals of Unug cluster round Shapshu’s blazing orbit from behind a raised cup as she drinks, its bowl hiding the war goddess’s sneer. At least the beer for the event is, admittedly, quite good. Whatever else she may have to say about the Sag Gig-Ga, and she’s had plenty over the years, she can’t deny Ninkasi’s divine touch makes the goddess’s libations exceptional. With it on Anat’s lips, even the cold stone of the pillar at her back feels warm, despite how washed the walls are in that same ʾiqnʾu everywhere – za-gin to the people in whose home she lingers, she reminds herself; for to know the language of the enemy is to know them – the cooling blues and golds of the stone’s facade offset by how lush the warm greenery of the room rolls and curls from every pot and towering tree.

	Her hosts have worked hard to make their temple home feel like their fabled Cedar Forest; to bring part of that divine, lush realm into their city-state. It seems to Anat a strange adornment for the joint temple home of a sky goddess and a goddess of barren Kur, their underworld; though perhaps time away from their own distinct realms is preferable to Lamma and Ereshkigal. Anat can’t speak to the whims of married gods, and what compromises they make; Anat believes only in victory, absolute and total.

	The design’s very much not to her taste in any case – too warm and inviting, too little red and black to speak to the shadows and blood that make her feel at home. She can’t help but feel out of place on all fronts here, even as Shapshu turns to look over the heads of the crowd milling around her to smile at her friend and beckon with one graceful, luminous hand. Anat lowers her cup to smile back and gently shakes her head. Just the thought of being among that tight throng of people talking makes her dizzy. Shapshu nods in understanding, a little less luminous for Anat’s decline, and returns to the people she’s half entertaining, half negotiating with, while they all wait for their hosts’ arrival.

	Anat sighs, sorry to disappoint her friend. As she always is; no matter how much she promises to try for the one person who doesn’t shun her as a divine terror, in true form or otherwise. And pushes off the wall to get another drink while she waits for their hosts to put in an appearance; the pair of them pushing propriety not making an appearance already an hour into the festivities.

	Her own people’s approach to punctuality is too lax for Anat, but this? She’s never met her hosts but is inclined to think them rude based solely on tonight’s behavior. They’re lucky Shapshu is doing the work of a gracious host in their absence. There are other delegations here, but none shine as brightly as her own people’s, nor command the room so utterly.

	The war goddess passes minor divinities and functionaries on her way to refill her cup, trying not too forcefully to shoulder people aside as she wades through milling crowds. One face she didn’t even touch swift to rise and stare hard at her in confusion. Before its owner’s eyes widen in terror, and her companion asks her, “Mammetun? Are you all right?” The goddess who had been staring at Anat reluctantly tears her eyes from the war goddess to converse with her companion in swift whispers, “It’s fine, Nanshe, a thread of possibility, nothing more—” and then the rest fades into the background. 

	Now that was rude, Anat thinks as she shoulders on. She’ll have to remember to ask someone what that goddess’s province is that she should find such distress in Anat’s unassuming mortal guise.

	She’s worn it more or less specifically for the orgies these events so often demand. Her true twelve-foot form meant for the battlefield, for striking terror into the heart of enemies and inspiring her own not particularly martial people not to fail her in their campaigns. The physical congress of these perpetual state affairs at least marginal entertainment to relieve her boredom. The subjugation of flesh to her will, even in this painfully mundane form mimicking the skin the mortals who worship them wear lest she terrify them and the other gods she’s forced to mingle with, gives her an opportunity to indulge in the sense of control and precision that is her comfort.

	As she finally reaches the banquet hall and puts her cup on the long table to have it refilled by one of the attendants, hand never leaving it lest unknown agent fill it with venom while her eyes wander – Anat forever wary, even invited in “peaceful accord and delegation” – the sound of great doors cracking open at the head of the temple home’s feasting hall draws her attention. Her hand stills and drops from her cup as her eyes widen.

	Through the great gate come sweeping in four deities, linked arm in arm, laughing and flushed and sheened in sweat – all in their true forms, towering and exquisite. Anat’s eyes skirt quick over three of them: The goddess with pale amber skin dressed in the horned headdress, her feathered cape scraped back from bare breasts and belly, slit bared to the world and seeming already wetted, below which taper well-muscled legs that end in taloned feet. Over, too, the golden goddess at her side possessed of generous breast and hip that bely the rigid muscle rippling across her mighty limbs, complimented by the mostly-white wings folded against her back and the crown of tangled, tapered antlers rising skyward, her cock and slit both spattered with her and other people’s fluids. With equal ease she dismisses the well-muscled woman with roving eyes and a warrior’s stance as familiar to Anat as breathing. 

	All of these deities her gaze slides across in favor of the laughing woman with bird wings instead of arms, her entire, lithe body alive with joy and mirth, every breath a sacrament – the force of her on the air a rush of cedar and cold, calming wind. Backlit by blazing sunlight filtering in through apertures arranged high all around the temple home, the winged goddess is towering and bronze like a sun-kissed reed waving in soft breezes. The sky goddess’s feathers gleaming a dazzling, crystalline pearl; the planes of her face so sharp they’re almost hawkish. And when she smiles… Anat swallows, her heart in her throat. Then loses herself as that high, clear laughter rings in her ears, chiming like silvered bells through the whole hall

	The breath fades from her throat as she stares – aware she’s doing it, but unable to stop, however gauche she feels – at the vision who untangles herself from her companions to drift forward and spread wide those magnificent, sweeping wings. She raises them high like arms as she addresses the crowd, her smile wide and genuine, nothing hidden in those open features. And though Anat can hear the words that follow from that perfect mouth – “Forgive us, friends! We have started the orgy early. Come, rut with us and attend to stale, stately matters by joyous afterglow!” – she barely registers them. She’s never seen anything as beautiful as the winged woman, nor anything she wants as much, as the sky goddess: divine Lamma.

	 

	* * *

	 

	Even as Anat slips into something closer to her true form – an approximation of her human guise some twelve feet high but wreathed in shadow and the faint scent of blood and stormcloud and smoke about her skin – for purposes of the orgy; even as she feels divine Shapshu come to caress her face and breasts, and kiss gently at her neck before crushing up against her, Shapshu’s hand going slow and tender to her slit; Anat has only eyes for the sky goddess.

	She folds herself into Shapshu’s embrace and lets the others who cluster around and against them seek soft skin and lay tender lips or brush gentle hands against the Ugarite pair. Anat does her duty by her friend, and returns Shapshu’s attentions, knowing best what her friend likes while all these others will only seek to guess at how the blazing goddess desires to be touched. Shapshu beginning to moan under the harsher touch of Anat’s hands – Shapshu desiring not softness, but firm ministrations and crushing embrace.

	But every sound she elicits from Shapshu she imagines coming from Lamma’s mouth – the sky goddess’s lips parted across the room as her three companions and others join them. She imagines those lips on her, taking the warmth of her lower lips into that mouth; that tongue seeking every crevice and fold of her. Anat writhes as she pictures it, as she overlays in her mind Lamma’s face and imagined feel on Shapshu’s skin and features. As she looks down to watch an imposed Lamma do to her what Shapshu most skillfully enacts. Only she and Lamma/Shapshu in that moment, all the other hands and parts rubbed against her fading into background noise.

	Someone makes to enter her with engorged cock, and without breaking stride or attention she breaks the wrist that tries to hold her hip to do it with one swift hand and shoves away the offending orgy member. The hand and cock’s unknown owner swearing in eme-gir as they retreat; others swift to make way for him to do so – none challenging the will of a goddess, especially not a visiting one; he’ll be punished for his impertinence later, she knows. To Anat, it is a moment’s distraction not even worth acknowledging, so focused is she on how she imagines Lamma fucking her. She throws her head back as Shapshu/Lamma crooks her tongue up against tender inner flesh, and her lips enfold her clitoral hood to suckle at that sensitive skin. Anat lets one hand rove to her breast while the other goes down to grind Shapshu/Lamma’s head harder into her mound. Anat’s fingers tangled so tight in Shapshu’s hair she feels the goddess squeal into her slit as she yanks at root; the goddess below her only working Anat’s slit harder in response.

	She comes on Shapshu/Lamma’s face more forcefully than she can remember doing this hundred years past at least. Her whole body shaking as she coats Shapshu/Lamma’s face. Anat turns her head to watch Lamma fucking her wife, Ereshkigal, while being thrust into repeatedly by the enormous cock of the antlered, winged golden goddess she can’t name; the fourth of their former coitus – the warrior – focused solely on the antlered goddess. Anat memorizing how the sky goddess’s face looks in ecstasy – mapping every feature, every curve of face and body, every gentle fold of wing and sweep of her primary, secondary, and tertiary remiges, to tuck away for later. To imagine those magnificent wings folded around her as she pleasures the sky goddess. Even as Shapshu rises to kiss her with Anat’s taste on her lips, her friend’s tongue digging deep into Anat’s mouth, the war goddess closes her eyes to imagine it Lamma’s tongue.

	She wonders what that mouth tastes like – whether it mirrors the blazing warmth of Shapshu’s lambent lips, or if it will bear that cool, heady breeze that washed over the entire assembly when first the sky goddess swept into the room.

	She lets Shapshu’s tongue and lips roam. And feels the goddess’s hands across her arms, tracing downy hairs as they grind together mounds, pubic hair scraping soft bellies as they writhe. Vaguely aware of the pile of bodies amassing around them as they two move to the floor, gone horizontal, for another round. This time Anat welcoming the feel of a massive cock sliding along the length of her swollen lips, questioning, while she kisses Shapshu/Lamma; imagining the feel of Lamma’s becocked consort, remembering how her lips parted as the antlered goddess drove into her deep. 

	And comes again as the cock behind her enters her. Mimicking the gasp Lamma made as the antlered goddess made her orgasm. Needing to know every facet of her, inside and out.

	Because her heart is set on a new trophy. And you need to learn the language
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