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Anat, Ugarite goddess of war, twelve feet tall and wreathed in roiling smoke boiling off her body, towers over a countryside of corpses and knows no joy. She has slaughtered for two days straight these warriors and citizens of a nation whose name she already can’t remember. So much of it laid waste at her feet; a nation who would not stay their weapons even with the promise of Ugarit’s ample riches in trade; this, her nation’s perpetual deterrent, if not a foolproof one. And so her people begged their goddess of war, of the hunt, of violence, defend them against would-be destroyers.

	Their prayers she has answered only too well, this goddess they fear call upon unless they desire her wrath be directed outward. She, the last resort of a peaceful nation.

	This place’s gods, too, lie broken behind her. Those at least who did not flee when they saw their strongest – their winged brethren, blazing with light and power, bronze and copper-girded – fall under her umbral hand.

	Once, she lived for this. Now...

	Bones burgeon in her wake like a trail of cadaverous blooms as Anat walks among the dead. Her storm-dark, shadowed form stutters as she moves, as if reality can’t quite keep up with her, the pale lamps of her eyes shining in the gathering dark as she half-heartedly seeks grizzly trophies not already gathered from dead gods – their bones and weapons and feathers collected to adorn her home on the sacred mountain.

	Yet, what does it matter how much she saves her people, how glorious her conquests, her hoarding of reminders of their defeat, if Eresh-once-Lamma will not take leave to listen on her works; if the Kengir goddess of the sky keeps Anat, too, along with all others, shut out beyond the shuttered doors of her temple home while she grieves and grieves and grieves.

	It has been decades since her friend and former lover locked herself away. How can one goddess mourn a murdered wife so long? How does she still have tears to shed when Anat is there for her, ready to pick up the pieces of her broken heart? Especially after Anat worked so hard to sunder it so she could swoop in and mend it; after having so thoroughly deprived Eresh-once-Lamma of wife and friends and inner circle. She made herself the only shoulder left to cry on, hers the only bosom to fall against, ensuring Eresh-once-Lamma was harrowed and alone. And yet. And yet...

	Anat picks free a body pinned against a city wall without breaking stride, rips it apart wetly to consider the curvature of the spine and other smaller bones, then heaves the mutilated mass of it aside with a sigh. Swift birds fall on the bloody mess in her lee.

	There is no joy even in this: in human trophies to be crafted into flourishes on armor and clothing for her human guise, or adornment for hair or arm or neck. No pleasure in any of this, her purpose and her exaltation, with her mind so occupied.

	It is not to be borne, this denial. It shadows all the should-be ecstasies of her life.

	Bodies squelch and crack beneath her feet as she moves through the city, making sure none live within to come seeking vengeance. Some will have fled. It’s always the way. But these too she will hunt down and deny the continuance of their lines. Until this place is less than memory – a distant whisper on tablet and in song, if any remember it at all.

	If only Eresh-once-Lamma were impressed by her thoroughness, by her prowess. If only this was enough to drag the goddess of the sky from her stupor. She is too young a goddess – Kengir too young a nation in comparison to Anat’s own – to be so jaded against awe.

	Whereas precious little impresses Anat, who has lived too long and seen too much.

	Perhaps that is why the feel of something that should not be here draws her attention where little else but bloodshed and quarry are fit to do. Something high overhead, felt but unseen, pressing against the wall of the world. Something older even than she; perhaps far older from how heavy is its weight pressing down on her shoulders, on her head and her heart. So strong she can barely move.

	That soul-crushing weight exquisite. She’s never felt anything as powerfully, hungrily empty as she.

	The goddess tilts her head like a bird as she beholds it.

	The presence tilts some element of itself in turn, mirroring her. Even as it begins to feed on the agony in the air, and on those wayward souls not yet transited to whatever afterlives this ruined nation’s god of death or underworld, if they yet live, provides.

	“Now what ... are you?” Anat whispers, thunder cracking as her voice wounds the sky.

	 

	* * *

	 

	She thinks on that question in the aftermath of her works, while Shapshu – blazing Ugarite goddess of the sun whose flesh glows white-hot in true, twelve-foot-tall form like the heavens at noon in sweltering mid-summer – arcs back on Anat’s bed, Shapshu’s fingers clenched in soft sheets while Anat’s tongue busies itself between her legs. She thinks on it as Shapshu cries out, whole body shaking while Anat’s hands roam dips and hollows before they snap firm and hold Shapshu in vice grip while she shudders in orgasm; as Shapshu collapses spent and they move to lie beside one another, and she tangles herself in Anat’s long, umbral form.

	Anat is still thinking on it as Shapshu lays an arm across Anat’s bared stomach, the war goddess’s body cold with the tears of the innocent and of the dead her skin forever weeps; the sun goddess’s incandescence absorbed as it falls across Anat’s darkness; as Shapshu curls in against her lover’s shoulder and lets sleep take her.

	Anat lies awake with it, thoughts unquiet, shaping plans and traps and strategies. Her mind alight, near as blazing as Shapshu’s flesh.

	Shapshu who shares her bed even knowing the nature of the nightmare she lays beside, one of the few unbothered by her true form. Who has ever been her most ardent supporter. Who has stood by her when Anat’s coldness and easy fury and lack of social grace have frequently put her in ill standing among their more temperate siblings and fellow gods. For Shapshu’s sake, they tolerate their war goddess, because they love their burning, life-giving sun goddess; because they fear the loss of her warmth and her ardor; and fear stronger still when that warmth turns to scouring fury, razing all in her sight. An infrequent occurrence, but well remembered.

	So, around Shapshu, too, do the other gods dance delicately. For all that they adore her.

	Anat wonders, sometimes, why Shapshu comes so often to her bed. Shapshu, who has the pick of any god or goddess or mortal and sometimes indulges; sometimes lets them worship her by letting them reflect her glow, by basking in it, in her body and her heat, and she in theirs. Yet she ever returns to Anat’s home, or calls her friend to hers, and there they too fall tangled into rutting. Strange that she should choose one so reviled.

	The goddess of war and slaughter and the hunt is still thinking on both questions when she finally lets herself fall asleep to the sound of Shapshu still breathing gently and making soft noises in her slumber, tucked in against Anat’s side.

	 

	* * *

	 

	The morning brings no answers; her mind still working on the problem even as Shapshu kisses her tenderly before leaving to return to her own home and duties. Nor the next day as Shapshu rejoins her in her bed. Nor the next. Or the next.

	Weeks become months, become years. And Anat, ever patient, hunts and kills and fucks and dreams. But always, always there is the question of what lies beyond the edge of the world, ever hungry; of how she can turn the immense power she has glimpsed to her advantage; of how she might best use it to capture the broken heart of the prize she seeks.

	For centuries, she commits atrocities of increasing, calculated wrath to draw out that presence: destroys nation states; throws down mountainfuls of gods; wipes entire peoples from the face of history. She dances atop mountains strewn with bodies; offers challenge to all who would defend their sacred places; lays waste to underworlds and celestial reaches where her feet set the walls of palaces and irreality and depths alike trembling, her bone-trail making mockery of their pristine halls and havens; sets fire to blessed forests and watches all burn and wither.

	She is a scourge upon the face of the earth, ever watching as the hunger not of their world comes to feed on the leavings of the dead and the lamentations of the living – it is no hunter, this thing that haunts both dreams and waking. Instead, some fearful scavenger, even if possessed of power beyond comprehension.

	Strange … so strange that it does not hunt within her world as Anat does. That for all she has felt its immense power, felt it grow larger and hungrier still as it devours all within its seeming purview, that it does not cause chaos, only comes at its call; that it lies relegated to some outer space beyond the world she walks.

	She who hunts all things desires to make this creature a trophy fit to gift Eresh-once-Lamma. But bound quarry is no proper challenge. There is no glory in hunting something that is, best as she can surmise, caged. What proper hunt is it if this thing cannot run, cannot fight back?

	For millennia, she watches the being beyond her world eat and eat and eat while Anat tries again and again to rouse Eresh-once-Lamma from her malaise, from her endless fucking grief, with growing desperation. Eresh-once-Lamma who only seals herself deeper as Kengir fades, its long ages in decline, its peoples adopting other nations as their home, as they break and scatter across newer city-states and empires. 

	It is centuries before she stirs again. The Kengir goddess of the sky emerging from the tomb of her palace home in lost Unug only when she can hear no other of her fellow gods answer the descendants of their far-flung people’s prayers. Knowing their faith all but ended, Eresh-once-Lamma heaves herself up from dusty dais and staggers back into the light, shielding her eyes against its ferocity. Some last faint shred of duty calling her from the haze of the living death into which she has placed herself. Thinking herself the last of her kind not dead nor in exile.

	What comes back out of that crypt is not the tender thing that sealed itself away, but fearsome and transformed by gradual absorption of her people’s myths into other cosmologies; Eresh-once-Lamma no longer the delicate woman with wings for arms but a sleek and bristling broken-winged lioness with the same face she wore when last Anat saw her: a lammasu well-muscled and furious at the world.

	Anat doesn’t know when those once-radiant wings of the sky goddess fell to ruin; whether she did it herself in her grief and her rage, or if some other enemy destroyed them. All she knows is that it’s to her advantage that Eresh-once-Lamma is still wounded; that she has not fully healed and Anat can still come to her aid. While she may mourn the loss of that supple, delicate grace – that lithe body that would be so easily snapped between her powerful hands – the raw power of Eresh-once-Lamma as raging, leonine huntress, celestial embodiment of the sky now grounded, only makes her want the mangled goddess more.

	Seeing that her people’s plight alone has roused the sky goddess to action, Anat devises a new strategy. She moves from great deeds of wrath and ruin to works of great valor.

	Anat calms calamities, stops the upheaval of volcanoes and the sundering of the earth by rocks the size of small cities flung down by angry heavens. She fights ancient demons and beasts risen from the depths of unfathomable seas. She claims bloody tokens from her kills and gifts them in tribute at the doorstep of the goddess she ever fails to woo. For no matter the deed, no matter how many she saves, Eresh-once-Lamma remains unmoved.

	Indeed, Eresh-once-Lamma refuses all visitations and entreaties from those who were part of her old life. Even Shapshu is turned away; the sun goddess herself a former friend and lover in their loose circle before Anat’s actions drove the others out of it – Hulngal and Igibala – into the wilds long before Kengir fell. The sun goddess’s distress at not being able to bridge the chasm between them sets her light dimming so long that harvests begin to wither for lack of the light they need to grow, and the days run shorter. Shapshu seeking the comfort of Anat’s arms and bed, to spend long days weeping while Anat holds her as she has seen others do; as she expects comfort is meant to be given. It is not something that comes naturally to her. Shapshu only remembering her duty when her people too beg their goddess not abandon them
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