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      Due to the span of Ancient Egyptian history, many gods and goddesses took on multiple roles over the span of time (as demonstrated in The Queen Of Gods Mini-Series by Hathor's multitude of aspects). 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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        Searching for gods isn't easy, especially when they don't want to be found.

      

        

      
        A quiet life is what Hathor deserves now that less people remember her name. But when another goddess enlists her to the fight against spreading chaos, she finds herself out in the world for the first time in thousands of years.

      

        

      
        Finding the other gods turns out to be the least of her worries. Somehow, she has to convince them to actually help her, and that's not as easy as she'd hoped.

        -

        Quest Of The Goddess is part one of The Queen Of Gods sub-series of the Forgotten Gods series and is based on Egyptian mythology. It includes a dash of adventure, a lovers-to-enemies-to-lovers m/f romance.

      

        

      
        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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      History had a weird way of remembering things. If I counted all the times something had been said about me that was wrong, then I'd be there for days. And numb to everything after. No matter what aspect of my life it was about, people had made up stories. My love life was the worst of all. They linked me to so many gods, I'd lost count. And the worst thing was that I had nothing to do with any of them. Especially not the one who was also referred to as my son according to some humans. I hoped they didn't think about it too hard, because even considering it makes me feel icky, and he wasn't my child.

      Our lives had been seriously messed up according to the people who worshipped us.

      I sighed and turned back to the loom in front of me. I wasn’t sure why I’d bothered taking up such a boring pastime. Surely after a few thousand years, I should know myself better than to even try. It wasn’t like I needed to do this either. No one needed me for anything nowadays. Though that could be because I’d been the goddess of so many things that no one knew what to pray to me for anymore.

      At least they remembered my name. I knew more than one god whose powers had been weakened to the point of nonexistence because of how few people believed in them anymore. All they did now was roam the halls of the temple, unable to do anything other than exist. That was a slight exaggeration. They could love, laugh, and eat. And they didn't age. It was just their magic they weren't able to use.

      “Your Eminence?” a priestess asked. She'd only just started serving me, and I couldn't remember her name.

      “Yes?”

      “The goddess Ma’at is here to see you.”

      I closed my eyes and groaned inwardly. Ma’at was….there weren't words to describe her. The goddess of justice could never leave things alone. As far as I could tell, she was currently on a mission to destroy Seth. Something no one had managed in thousands of years. I had to admit, he was getting annoying at the moment. And gaining power. Something about the chaos in the world made him stronger. And that was a problem. Then again, he did this every now and again. We'd all learned to ignore it.

      “Send her in.” There was no avoiding her. If I sent her away, she’d only come back tomorrow. And the next day. And the one after that. There was honestly no reasoning with her. I’d tried a few centuries back. She should have been the goddess of stubbornness instead of justice.

      The priestess dipped her head and shuffled away.

      I got to my feet and pushed the loom to the side. I’d have someone take it away later, but until then, I was stuck with it.

      “Hathor,” Ma’at greeted without a hint of warmth. We’d never been friends, but I also wouldn’t describe us as enemies. More, indifferent partners in the same game.

      “Ma’at,” I returned. “To what do I owe the pleasure?”

      “I’ve come to ask you to join our cause.”

      Ah. I was wondering when this was going to happen. I’d heard whisperings about it.

      “No, thank you.” I’d never been involved in any spats between the gods before, and I didn’t plan to be now. Some would call it selfish, but I preferred impartial. If I didn't take sides, no one could act out about it later. To say most of us had been around for five thousand years or more, we could be a childish bunch at times.

      “But Seth is gaining power by the day, if we don’t do something about it now…”

      “Then the same thing as always will happen. Osiris will go talk to him, and then he’ll calm down and go back to plotting for the next two thousand years.” These things always went in cycles. They were always the same and never ended any differently. Seth wasn’t the kind of god who could be stopped. But he also wasn’t the kind who achieved his goals, no matter how hard he tried.

      “That’s not going to work this time. His plans are already advancing a lot faster than they should.”

      “And what’s he doing, getting a lot of minor deities on side and maybe a couple of gullible mortals?” That was pretty standard. As much as everyone liked to pretend, he was the kind of person who never varied the plan. One of the many reasons I didn’t get involved. It was boring.

      “He has Mafdet,” she responded.

      Ah. That was a little bit more problematic, though slightly confusing how it had happened. The goddess of justice was like Ma’at in most ways. To have converted to Seth’s side…I had to wonder what she’d been promised.

      “And what would you actually want me to do? Dance to victory?”

      She gave me a weak smile. “You and I both know your powers are more varied than that, Hathor.”

      Hmm. That was true. Each time I was given a new aspect, I gained some kind of powers. So long as someone believed I was the goddess of that thing, I had it. One of the many strange ways our powers worked.

      “You didn’t answer the question.”

      “We need Amun,” she whispered. “Without him, a lot of the others won’t openly support us, even if they claim they will.”

      Ah. Now we were getting somewhere. “And what makes you think I have the power to persuade Amun on side?”

      “You’re linked to him, there must be a reason for that.”

      “You flirt with one god at a ceremony six thousand years ago and you just can’t shake it,” I muttered. “I don’t know him well at all,” I told her louder.

      “What about Horus?”

      “Him I know.” Unfortunately. He could be an ass at the best of times.

      “Can you persuade him?”

      “What makes you think I’m even on your side?” I asked. It seemed rude of her to just assume I was going to help her.

      “That depends, do you like your life the way it is?”

      That was a trick question if I’d ever heard one. Would she stop if I answered yes, or if I answered no? It was hard to tell. On the one hand, I was bored with my life. On the other, I wasn’t convinced I wanted anything to dramatically change. I was quite happy just coasting through.

      “I’ll take your silence as a yes,” she answered for me. “But that’s not why you’ll do this. Deep down, we both know you want to do what’s right for the world. Your instincts insist on it.”

      Just as I was certain she intended, the motherhood aspect of me rose to the forefront. There was an irony in that, as I’d never actually had any children, despite the many texts that insisted Horus was mine. But that just meant that I felt protective over all the mortals.

      “That was a low blow,” I said darkly.

      “I have to do what’s best for the world. Sometimes, that includes using what I know about people against them.” She shrugged as if it wasn’t a big deal. If this was anything to go by, the rumours about her spending more time with Maahes than before were true. Only the god of war could have convinced her that manipulating for her cause was something she should do.

      “Fine. I’ll help.” It might be against my better instincts to say that, but it would affect me in a bad way if the world really did fall into Seth’s hands. He’d no doubt destroy all of the temples and carvings that depicted gods and goddesses who hadn’t supported him, leaving us all powerless.

      “I’m glad. If you could persuade Atum and Khonsu too, that would be great.” She turned to leave, apparently having satisfied her need to get me on side and not bother with any pleasantries.

      “What makes you think I can persuade any of them?” This was all of the rumours about the gods who were supposed to be my consorts at work. It was all rubbish. I'd never had anything to do with either of them before. And hardly anything to do with any of the others linked to me either. Nor did I intend for that to change.

      “You’re a goddess of beauty and sexuality…”

      “And joy, motherhood, and queenship." Among other things. The list was hardly complete at those five.

      “I think those things are less important, given the circumstances.” She gave me a knowing smile. “Use what you’ve got, Hathor. They’ll be eating out of your hand before you even know it.”

      That wasn’t reassuring. Especially from a goddess who specialised in justice. It seemed wrong for her to be telling me to do things no matter the cost.

      Ma’at didn’t give me time to respond before leaving. Hmm. She really had just come for what she wanted. I shouldn’t let that get to me, but I had to admit that it stung a bit.

      The worst part was that I’d agreed. Which now meant I had to find a way to bring four gods over to the cause without a single clue what the cause was even about.

      Great. I’d managed that one well then. I’d better start packing. The last I’d heard, Atum was on top of a mountain somewhere, and I knew that Horus hated staying at the main temple, so there was no telling where he was. So, not only did I have to persuade them, I had to find them first. This day just kept getting better and better.
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      People were everywhere. Too many of them for my liking, but I could already tell there was nothing I could do about it. According to my sources, Horus was around here somewhere. I hadn't wanted to start with him, but he'd been closest to the temple and a little part of me hoped he'd be easy to convince.

      Or that if I managed to deal with him, the others would just fall into line. I knew it was a long shot, but I had to do something.

      A woman barged into me.

      "Sorry," I muttered, even though she'd been the one who crashed into me.

      "Watch where you're going," she returned angrily.

      My mouth fell open. Had she not recognised the sacred emblem I was wearing? I didn't even realise that was possible. It wasn't a surprise that people didn't worship us, we'd all come to terms with that years ago, but not to recognise and respect things at all? It didn't bode well for anything we were trying to achieve.

      Now I remembered why I didn't come out of the temple much. I'd tried it a couple of hundred years ago and found it too crowded then. But now...

      I shuddered. This is why I'd wanted to say no to Ma'at. She just lived in her own little world hoping that everyone would do her bidding. I would say that the joke was on her, yet here I was doing exactly what she wanted me to.

      "Why would he want to be here?" I muttered to myself as I squeezed through yet more people and made my way to the bathhouse which thinly veiled one of Horus' temples. He hadn't even bothered to change the name.

      I stepped inside, the bustle of people disappearing from around me and finally letting me sigh in relief.

      "I'm sorry, madam, we're closed," a man said from behind a reception desk.

      After a deep reassuring breath, I brought myself up to my full height. "Not to me, it isn't. Tell Horus I'm here to see him."

      The man looked me up and down, probably trying to decide whether or not he was going to throw me out.

      "All right. If you'll just wait here," he said eventually. At least he'd recognised me. That was half the battle.

      I wanted to argue with him, but decided against it. I didn't want to be here any more than Horus would want me here, which meant that ignoring his people would only make things more difficult for both of us.

      The entrance was beautiful. If I had no idea what I was standing in, I'd have thought it was a replica of the temples of old. But it was more than that. This was an actual temple from years gone by. Horus had just had the outside of it changed to match the modern world. I had one much like this in another part of the city, I just hadn't been to it in years. There was no point. Some of my priestesses still saw to the upkeep of it, but as no one came to worship any more, there wasn't any admin to be done. Life certainly had become dull since the ceremonies and prayers stopped. It was so much better when people wanted my help.

      The man scuttled back into the room, a cowed look on his face. No doubt Horus had filled him in on the details of who I was.

      "He says to go away." The man didn't look up from the floor. He definitely knew me now.

      I sighed dramatically. "I was afraid he'd say that. Tell him I need to talk to him about Ma'at."

      The man seemed unsure, like he didn't want to get involved in a battle of the will between two gods.

      Smart man. In his position, I'd be avoiding that too.

      After a moment of tense silence, he disappeared back where he'd come, no doubt to go and tell Horus my latest message. I just hoped this time he'd listen. When I'd agreed with Ma'at's plan, I hadn't intended for it to take up more than a few days of my time, even if the gods in question wanted to be difficult to find.

      He returned at a run. "He'll see you now. In the receiving hall. It's..."

      "I know where it is." I swept past him, trying not to betray the pounding beat of my heart. I didn't want for them to know how uneasy I was about this all. I'd never been the confrontational type, and this went against my nature. But if Ma'at's right, then I had to do this.

      Cool air filled the temple as I strode through it, and I could see why Horus had never moved out of here. There was something timeless about it, and I longed to explore more and uncover the secrets hidden behind the stone walls. Plus, they were bound to have amazing baths here. Their front had to have some truth behind it or they'd risk being discovered.

      "Beautiful set up you have here," I said aloud, not calling any attention to the way he was lounging over the seat and looking mighty smug with himself.

      "What do you want, Hathor?" He studied his fingernails as if something of great importance lurked beneath them. He probably thought it did.

      "Ma'at sent me." Not a complete lie, though it wasn't quite the truth either. She'd wanted me to collect up the gods she thought I had connections with, but she hadn't technically told me I had to go and get them myself. I could have just sent a letter. I would have done, if I'd thought Horus would reply.

      "Yes, I've heard she's sticking her nose in places it doesn't belong." He swung his legs around and leaned forward, still not seeming that interested in what I had to tell him. I couldn't blame him. I didn't want to be in this position either.

      "I'd hardly call Seth's plotting none of her business," I countered. "He's bad news for all of us."

      "So you say, but he hasn't done anything to me yet."

      "Yet being the operative word there," I pointed out. "He'll have it in for all of us. You especially."

      He spun around in his throne, his feet touching the floor for the first time. "And what makes you think he won't have it just as in for you?" He raised an eyebrow.

      I lifted my hand and prepared to count off the reasons. "I'm beautiful, I'm smart, I'm non-violent, and I'm believed in."

      "I'm two of those things," he countered.

      "If you think Seth isn't a threat, then I don't think you have the right to call yourself smart any longer." I met his gaze and stared him down.

      "Who said anything about smart? I was going to go with beautiful."

      I scoffed. "I don't think Seth will be swayed by your beauty."

      Horus rose from his throne and made his way down the steps towards me. "We're thousands of years old, Hathor. Don't tell me you haven't tried it."

      I shook my head. Not in denial, there was no point in that. He was right, and he knew it. For most gods and goddesses, sexuality was nothing more than a word.

      "You don't believe me?" he said.

      "I don't believe in you in general."  I wasn't in the mood for his games. I never was.

      He clutched his hands to his chest, a fake look of pain flitting across his face. "You wound me, Hathor."

      I barked out a laugh. "Please. I've heard worse said to your face."

      "By people who I like," he stressed. "Last time I checked, that didn't include you." The venom in his voice would have knocked me off my feet. Or it would have done if I'd cared about what Horus thought. As it turned out, I didn't.

      "I'm not asking you to do this because you like me," I pointed out. "I'm asking you to do it because it's the right thing to do." That was a slight lie. The only reason I was here was because Ma'at wanted me to be. It had nothing to do with whether or not I thought Horus would actually help.

      "Then you've come to the wrong place. Go home, Hathor."

      I sighed dramatically. "Don't expect me to come help when Seth is banging at your temple doors."

      There was no point waiting for his answer, so I swivelled around and stormed from the room. Not that it would have any effect, I knew as well as anyone else did that all Horus would do was laugh at my retreating back. It didn't matter, though. I'd gotten the answer I wanted, whether he knew it or not. Now I could go back and tell Ma'at that her plan wouldn't work, and I'd go back to doing things exactly the way I wanted to. And no one would be able to tell me I hadn't tried.
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      I stripped off my scarf and handed it to one of the many priestesses waiting on my return to the temple. They were a needy sort, always wanting to do some kind of service for me. At times, I enjoyed it. But most of the time, I hated feeling like I needed to be watched every moment of every day.

      "Your Eminence?" my head priestess asked, curtsying before me.

      "Is everything alright?" I asked.

      "I'm afraid not." She swallowed loudly enough for me to hear.

      Uh-oh. What was she going to tell me? I knew it wasn't going to be good. She normally blurted out whatever was on her mind and didn't care about the rest of it. I continued walking back toward my rooms, knowing she'd follow.

      "One of your temples has been attacked."

      I stopped in my tracks and spun around to face her. "Attacked?" I kept my voice level. It wasn't her fault, and I didn't want her to feel as if it was. Maybe some gods wouldn't agree with the way I ran my staff, but this was my choice.

      "Yes, Your Eminence..."

      "No need for any of that formality," I cut in. I didn't have time for her bowing and scraping. "Tell me what happened."

      "Reports have only just come in," she said quickly. "So we're not sure exactly what. But there's a message for you, it's in your rooms."

      "Thank you." I continued on my way, not stopping to greet any of the other gods I passed. None of them tried to strike up a conversation either. No doubt the thunderous look on my face was enough to put them all off. Normally, I was the heart and soul of the party, and I was careful to always appear approachable. It was part of what I'd become known for as a goddess, and normally, I wouldn't want to throw that away.

      Right now, I didn't care. Deep down, I already knew who had sent me the note and was responsible for whatever had happened to my temple. Actually reading the letter was just a formality. Then I could decide how it was best to respond. At least, that was my theory.

      My rooms were deserted when I arrived at them, and the priestesses following me quickly dispersed to their own space. Or maybe they went off to their lovers' quarters. I didn't care so long as they didn't bring any disrepute to my name.

      The letter was sitting on the pillow of my bed, rather innocent looking for the disrespectful words it was sure to contain.

      I unfolded it quickly, not wanting to make this last any longer than it had to. There was no way to make this easy.

      My cobra slithered out from among the sheets, and I held out my arm to her, letting her twirl herself around my arm.

      "What have we got ourselves into, Ura?" I asked.

      She hissed, but that was to be expected, I couldn't speak to any kind of animal, not even the cows that were sacred to me.

      The hieroglyphics blazed across the page told me all I needed to know. I stormed over to my bed-chamber door and looked around for the nearest priestess.

      I motioned to her, and she rushed forward. Later, I'd have to remember to reward her with something. She was only young, no more than seventeen, the common age to start serving under the god or goddess of their choice. Demi-gods often ended up here.

      "Please tell Ma'at I want to see her," I said, ensuring that I softened my tone enough to not seem like I was angry with her.

      "M-ma'at, Your Eminence?"

      I nodded. "Tell her it is of the utmost importance and about the matter we discussed the other day." That should get her here on my schedule and not on hers. I could see the goddess of truth making me wait just to prove some kind of point. She was like that sometimes.

      The girl dipped her head, then rushed out of the room.

      I sighed loudly. Great, now I'd scared the poor thing. Oh well, it hardly mattered. A few nice words and a gift later and she'd hopefully forgive me. I had bigger things to worry about for the time being.

      The time flew by as I paced back and forth, trying to work out what to do about Seth and him destroying my temple. The last thing I wanted to do was confront him, but there was a chance I'd have to now.

      I reached out and stroked Ura's head gently. She leaned into the touch, enjoying the connection between the two of us.

      "I don't appreciate being summoned," Ma'at said from the doorway. Her voice was a confusing mix of calm and reasonable, not a hint that she might be annoyed about me asking her here.

      "There was no choice." I held out the letter.

      She strode forward and took it from me. "We need to talk somewhere private."

      "My bed-chamber will offer the best privacy." I gestured for her to follow me into the room, knowing she would.

      I held out my arm the moment we were level with Ura's basket, and she unwound herself, slithering back into it and curling up. Satisfied that my pet was settled, I turned to sit at the small table that I kept in my chambers for this precise reason.

      Well, not precisely because Ma'at was visiting, but in case of visitors I wanted to spend some private time with.

      "Are his threats serious?" I asked, even though I was certain of the answer already. He wouldn't have bothered with writing if he didn't mean every word he said.

      "As serious as he wants them to be. What are you going to do?"

      "You already know the answer to that, don't you?" I countered, noting the small smile on her face that revealed I was right.

      "I can't control you, Hathor."

      "I wouldn't be so sure about that," I muttered under my breath.

      "You have a will of your own, and just as much power and affluence as I do. If you really wanted to say no, then I wouldn't be able to stop you."

      "Then why aren't you more worried that I will?"

      "I know people." She shrugged, a slightly more relaxed Ma'at coming through than the one I'd seen up until now. "You might like to put on a front so that people think you're all about the relaxing and dancing, but I can see the truth. You'll always stand between your people and the things that want to harm them. Anyone that can't see that is a fool."

      Which was why Seth had chosen to threaten them, and not bothered with me.

      "Most people don't bother to look past the surface with me."

      "I'm not most people," Ma'at replied.

      "What do you suggest?"

      "What do you want to do?" She adeptly turned it back around on me. Not for the first time, I felt sorry for Maahes. If the rumours were true, he had a lifetime of this to put up with. I didn't envy him.

      "Seth needs to be stopped." The words were unnecessary, we both knew they were true. No doubt we both knew I was going to say them too.

      "Then we need your consorts on board."

      "They're not my consorts," I got out through gritted teeth. And they never would be. I didn't want to be linked to people I didn't know in the first place.

      "Everyone else thinks they are."

      "I think I'd have noticed if there were four men in my bed." I didn't even want that. One person there was enough for me. Sure, I'd tried out more in my early years, but it wasn't for me.

      "Five," she corrected. "Ra is linked to you too. But we already have him on side."

      I scowled. Why did everyone get it into their heads that they could tell me what my life was like?

      "Fine, fine, we'll stop referring to them like that," she said with a sigh. My feelings on the matter must have been clear on my face.

      "Thank you."

      "But we still need them on side."

      "I don't think I'm the right person to get them for you. Horus..."

      "Is the least of our problems," she cut me off. "I know he can be a handful, but we're all certain he'll come around eventually. If we need to, we can get Isis to go talk to him."

      I snorted. If they had Isis to call upon, then what did they need me for? I was nothing compared to setting his mother on him.

      "Isis might be just who you need. That god is a brat."

      Ma'at chuckled. "But still the least of our problems. We've heard that Khonsu has taken up residence in Cairo, and Atum is at his temple refusing to leave. But we have no idea about Amun. He's been missing for longer than we thought."

      I tapped my chin. "Why do you think I can find him when no one else can?" My mouth felt unusually dry. I should have sent one of my priestesses away to get some refreshments for us.

      "None of the traditional ways of finding someone have worked. We think it's time for the unexpected."

      I raised an eyebrow. I still wasn't sure how that had caused them to come to the conclusion that I was their best bet to get these gods on side.

      Not that it mattered. I could complain all I wanted, but I already knew that I was going to help. Seth had made this personal, and there was no holding me back.
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      Cairo was even busier than Luxor had been, and I hated it. I wasn't made for this modern life with all the people and the noise. But no matter how much I wanted to be back at the main temple, I was here for a reason, and I wasn't about to back down.

      I looked behind me, half expecting to see one of my priestesses following. They weren't. I'd ordered them all to stay safely in the temple and out of the way of my mission. The last thing I wanted was for one of them to get hurt while I carried out Ma'at's wishes.

      I checked the directions I'd been given and ducked into a side street. Just like I'd been told, a street stall sat at the bottom of it, a huge moon made up part of the sign.

      "Gods," I muttered and shook my head. Khonsu couldn't be more obvious about who he was if he tried.

      I closed the difference between me and the stall, waiting for the old woman there to notice me.

      "Hello, Khonsu," I said when she didn't respond, sitting on the edge of his stall and looking his glamour straight in the eyes. He might fool passers-by, but I wasn't a mere mortal and I wasn't going to be hoodwinked by this.

      "I'm not sure who you're looking for, dear," the woman croaked.

      I gave him a flat look. "That's not going to work on me."

      "And why would that be?" An impish grin spread over her face, one that I had no doubt meant I was on to her.

      "You know why that is. Can we speak in private?" Why were all these gods being so difficult when I went to talk to them?

      The expression on the woman's face told me nothing.

      I sighed. "This is about Seth."

      Her face fell. "Come this way." She gestured for me to stand, and I did. Just in time, it seemed, as she hit a button and her stall covered itself completely.

      "All right then," I muttered.

      "This way." She ushered me towards one of the doors.

      Now I was going to add annoying cryptic to the list of things I knew about Khonsu. Though admittedly, my list had been fairly short to begin with.

      I stepped through the door and into a dingy room with a small wooden pallet as a bed, and an equally aged looking table. I couldn't believe he'd been living here. The place wasn't fit for a deity.

      The moment the door was closed, the woman snapped her fingers and the glamour dissolved, leaving Khonsu standing before me in all his glory.

      It was easy to see why he'd been using a glamour. The glow around him would distract anyone he came into contact with, and wouldn't be easy to explain to people. It surprised me he was like this. But then, I spent most of my time around sun deities, not those associated with the moon.

      "Is there a reason you chose that glamour?" I asked him.

      He chuckled. "People know what they want to see. An old woman like that is much more approachable than this." He waved a hand down his normal form.

      "I suppose that's true." I paced around the room, trying to work out where he'd be comfortable with me sitting. With only one chair, I didn't want to take it away from him, but sitting on his bed seemed a little presumptuous on my part.

      "Who sent you?" he asked.

      "Ma'at."

      "You're one of her priestesses?"

      I narrowed my eyes. Did I look like a lowly priestess? "I'm a goddess in my own right."

      "Those two aren't mutually exclusive." He shrugged and sat on the bed, which left me with the chair if I wanted to get comfortable. "Unless things have changed at the main temple."

      "Not really." I had no idea how long he'd been gone, but unless it had been two thousand years, not a lot had changed.

      "Then I stand by my point." He flashed me another impish grin, and I had to admit that it looked better on this face than on the one from before.

      Despite my wishes, I felt myself warming towards him.

      "I'm Hathor," I offered.

      "I know," he responded.

      "But..."

      "I was teasing, Hathor. Everyone knows who you are. Your portrait is in almost every single temple I've ever visited."

      I crossed my arms. "That's not true."

      "If you don't want to believe it, then sure, it isn't true. But every god knows your face. Weren't you just upset with me for not knowing who you were?" His tone wasn't in the slightest bit accusatory, which only served to confuse me.

      "Fine, I was upset." I unfolded my arms and flopped down on the chair. "But only because I'm grumpy. I don't like the world any more."

      "Adapt or die," he responded. "That's what I've done."

      "And it looks like you're living in hell."

      "I don't know what you mean, my abode is charming." A smirk lifted the corner of his lips. I hoped that meant he wasn't serious.

      "You need to come back to the main temple," I said. "And not just because I've seen the inside of this place."

      He chuckled. "I wouldn't have thought you were capable of being so cruel. Is this to do with Seth?"

      I nodded. "Ma'at is convinced he's up to something."

      "That's been true since the dawn of time," he deadpanned.

      "I know, that's what I said too. But she's convinced we need to do something about it this time. Apparently it's worse than the others? I'm not so sure." I shrugged hoping to convey that I thought the same thing as he did.

      "Why did they send you? We've never properly met?" He leaned forward.

      "Because we're linked as consorts," I admitted, throwing my hand up in exasperation. "But I wouldn't take it personally, you're not the only one I've been sent after for that reason."

      A barking laugh came from him, at least he finds this as ridiculous as I do. "Let's guess, Atum, Horus, Ra, and Amun."

      "All but Ra. They don't need to persuade him, apparently." And I was glad of it. Ra didn't have the best reputation, especially not among the goddesses.

      "Horus is going to be the most difficult," he mused.

      "You're not wrong," I muttered. "But you don't seem to be that bothered by the fact I've effectively been sent to collect you."

      "I always figured it would happen some time. I'm just grateful that they sent someone nice to look at and not some priests to drag me back kicking and screaming." The left side of his mouth lifted up as if he kind of liked the idea.

      Talking to Khonsu was certainly odd. We'd never met, and yet there was a definite familiarity in the way we talked to one another. It was like his ba connected to mine in a way that made me feel as if we'd been friends forever.

      "Oh." I had so many more questions, but no idea how to word any of them. Or if there was any point.

      He leaned down and searched beneath the bed with his hands, not watching what he was doing closely enough to make a difference.

      "Aha!" He pulled out a small brown bag made of hemp. "You said we needed to go back to the temple, right?" he asked.

      I nodded. "Is that all you need to bring?"

      "It's all I have with me."

      I frowned, trying to make sense of the man in front of me. Why was he like this? Most gods I met tended towards arrogance, but Khonsu didn't seem to care about any of that.

      "You said you needed to get Horus to come back, right? We can stop by his temple on the way."  Khonsu rose to his feet.

      "We can try. I was there a couple of days ago." I pulled a face at the thought of returning.

      "He might respond to me?"

      "Why are you being so helpful?" Maybe Horus had ruined my opinion on what a reasonable god would behave like.

      Khonsu shrugged. "I've been waiting for something like this to happen. I came to terms with it a long time ago."

      "Oh." I wished I had a better response to that, but it made sense. I'd just expected all of them to be as resistant to Ma'at's plan as I had been. Which wasn't fair. Seth's influence was going to affect them all differently.

      "I'm sorry, I never offered you any wine." Horror crossed his face.

      "It's all right, we can have some once we're back at the temple," I said, rising to my feet.

      "Sounds good. Shall we go see Horus?" The smirk on his face was unmissable. What was it about the other god that had him so excited?
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      The bathhouse looked just the same as it had when I'd been here before. But that didn't make it any easier to step back inside.

      "Are you alright, Hathor?" Khonsu asked.

      How could he read me so well already? I needed to work on my mystery, clearly.

      "As I'll ever be. Let's just get this over with," I said with a heavy sight.

      The same priest who'd been manning the front desk before greeted us with a cold smile. "Back again so soon?"

      "Tell Horus I want an audience." I didn't have time for the small talk this time, not when Horus was going to test my patience once I got an audience with him.

      "He says no."

      "You haven't even been to ask," Khonsu pointed out.

      "Horus informed me to tell you no the next time that you came to visit," the priest said.

      "Tell him Khonsu is here to see him," he responded.

      A triumphant smile twisted at my lips. Having the moon god with me turned out to be a good thing. I should have known the moment Khonsu offered no resistance.

      "I don't think..."

      "It's not your place to think." The glow around him intensified.

      The priest stepped back in shock.

      "I think you'd best go tell Horus that we're here to see him and we won't go until he sees us," I said sweetly.

      "Yes, yes." He scampered out of the room, a terrified look on his face.

      "That's a useful talent," I observed.

      "It doesn't do much else. I only wanted to get the point across. I wouldn't hurt him."

      "You don't believe in violence to get what you want?" I hoped he said he didn't. It would be nice to find someone who shared my ideas of peace for everyone.

      "It doesn't strike me as the most obvious solution to most things."

      A genuine smile spread across my face.

      "Your Eminences?" the priest asked, breaking through my thoughts with his shaky voice.

      "Hmm?" I raised an eyebrow.

      "He says no."

      I laughed lightly. "Of course he does."

      "What do we do now?" Khonsu whispered to me.

      "We go see him anyway." I set off for the same room I'd met Horus in before, ignoring the weak protests of the priest. He probably realised this was what I was going to do the moment he told us what Horus' answer was. I had to admit, he was a smart man. If word of him got out, then Horus might find several other gods making offers to his priest.

      Khonsu trailed behind me, not saying another word.

      Horus wasn't on his throne any more.

      "He has to make this more difficult for himself, doesn't he?" I sighed dramatically. I had to go through with this annoying search, but that didn't mean I was ready to spend all my time going after Horus, especially when I knew where he was and this was all just some ploy to be difficult.

      A doorway caught my attention from just behind the throne. Knowing my luck, it would lead to his bed chambers. At least he'd probably be there, and think that I wouldn't dare enter them without permission.

      He'd messed with the wrong goddess if that was the case.

      I strode through the door, projecting as much confidence as I could.

      Horus lay on his bed, a hand at a suspicious waist height. Everything was on display. If I wasn't so annoyed at him, I'd be impressed with what I saw.

      "Eh-hem," I coughed.

      He scrambled to his feet, grabbing a loin cloth beside him on the bed in an attempt to cover up.

      "There's no point doing that, I've already seen it," I mused.

      "Maybe I don't want you looking at me," he insisted.

      I shrugged. "I'm the goddess of sexuality, you can't expect me not to." I smiled sweetly, but only because I knew it would annoy him.

      Khonsu chuckled, but Horus ignored him.

      "I thought you were the goddess of beauty," Horus shot back.

      "I'm the goddess of a lot of things." The list was so long even I wasn't sure what the complete one was. I did know that sexuality and beauty were both on the list, though. As was motherhood. An odd combination at first, but I supposed sexuality and motherhood did fall under the same category.

      "That doesn't give you the right to stare at me while I..."

      "It could have been worse," I answered, keeping him off guard with a gentle tone. I had to admit this was fun. "You didn't have anyone with you. Though perhaps I should be worried about that. Does no one want to share your bed, Horus?"

      His eyes narrowed. "Plenty do."

      "Then why were you alone right now? Or did you not think that someone else being here might have chased me away?" It wouldn't. Something I was certain he knew.

      "What do you want, Hathor?" He finished covering himself, and I had to admit I was relieved by that.

      It wasn't that his nakedness made me uncomfortable, I couldn't care less about it. But it felt uncivilised to be talking to him that way.

      Khonsu's disappointed groan from behind me was so soft, I almost missed it. Interesting. I wasn't the one Horus should be paying attention to, then.

      "You know what I want," I pointed out. "The same thing dear Khonsu is doing for our people." I waved behind me at the moon god. Though I could feel the amusement coming from him in waves. He was enjoying this. Yet another reason to like the man. Though perhaps that was more to do with his apparent attraction to Horus than anything else.

      "I'm not coming back to the temple with you," Horus folded his arms just as his loincloth dropped.

      I didn't look down, more interested in watching his face and the way his eyes darted to the god behind me. Interesting. Was there history between the two gods? It was rude to ask, even if they were eyeing each other up in front of me.

      "It appears that your virility isn't compromised by me being here," I mused. "Maybe you don't hate me quite as much as you claim."

      "I can hate you and find you beautiful," he snapped, his eyes darting back to Khonsu.

      Oh no. His virility wasn't to do with me at all.

      "You have no real reason to hate me," I pointed out.

      "That's what you think." The muttered words were soft enough that I had to assume I wasn't supposed to have heard them.

      "Come back to the temple and we can spend some time together," I suggested. "Then maybe you won't dislike me so much." A slither of hurt wound its way into my heart. I wasn't used to people disliking me. To most people, I was the epitome of charm and grace. Why Horus couldn't see that was beyond me.

      "No."

      "Horus..." I wasn't sure why I bothered. He wasn't going to listen to me no matter what I said. But with Khonsu behind me, I knew I had to try.

      "The answer is no, Hathor. Just like before. You're not welcome here again," he warned me.

      "What will happen if I turn up anyway?" I asked, already knowing there'd be some kind of repercussion. He wasn't the kind of man to issue empty threats.

      "I'll get an amulet to guard the door. I'm sure there's something that will ward off beauty and sexuality," he bit out.

      "I think you want a curse there," I quipped, not in the slightest bit worried. Most of the people who could cast that kind of magic were in Seth's temple, either voluntarily, or by force.

      The more I thought about Seth and his power in the world, the more I started to wonder why I'd allowed myself to be as oblivious as I had been. He was a problem, one that needed to be stopped.

      "Fine." I sighed dramatically. "I'll leave you alone. For now. But I will convince you to come join the rest of us. It doesn't matter if it takes an hour or a year. You'll be on our side."

      Horus' eyes widened. "Is that a threat?" A deep vein of accusation sat in his tone.

      "It's not a threat. It's a promise." I spun on my heels, leaving my words hanging in the air for him to think upon. I had no idea how I was going to persuade him, but I was certain I'd manage.
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