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        A harvest goddess finds herself heading to the afterlife for the first time.

      

        

      
        Renenutet wants nothing more than to live her quiet life growing her grapes and having a casual relationship with Shezmu. But when she's asked to go to the afterlife to perform a duty that isn't normally hers, all of that changes.

      

        

      
        Renenutet soon finds herself out of her depth and only able to rely on one man. The one who also holds her heart.

        -

        Lady Of The Fields 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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      The sun shone brightly, illuminating the vineyard around me in a way that always made my heart sing. I reached out to touch one of the nearby grapes, feeling how close they were to being ripe. Even though I no longer had access to the same amount of magic as I had at the height of my power, I could still feel it in the plants around me, particularly when it came to the vineyard. I'd been cultivating the grapes here for thousands of years, along with the other crops on my temple grounds. This was where I was most at home.

      A small movement caught my attention and I leaned forward in time to find a small snake winding their way up the plants.

      "Hello, little one," I said, holding out my hand and letting him coil himself around my wrist. He couldn't be very old, judging from his size, and he certainly wasn't fully grown. He would thrive here on the vineyard. Many people thought of snakes as a danger, but to me, they protected my grapes from pests that could destroy them. My own inner snake responded to his presence, and I felt a slight urge to shift grow within me. It had been a while since I'd had the chance, and I should make the time.

      Footsteps sounded, and alarm came from the little snake in my hand. I reached out and let him slip off my hand. It only took a few moments for the snake to disappear under the vines. I had no idea where he was going to, but I imagined he would find a good home here, like many of the snakes in the vineyard did.

      I turned around to see one of my priestesses approaching.

      She bowed her head. "The delivery is ready for Shezmu, Your Eminence," she said.

      "Excellent, thank you."

      She hesitated for a moment. "Would you like me to arrange the delivery for you?"

      "That won't be necessary, I'll see to it myself." If only as a bit of an excuse to head over to Shezmu's temple.

      "Of course, Your Eminence."

      I smiled at her and turned to head towards where I knew the delivery would be waiting for me. There were several lower-ranking priests attending the donkey-pulled cart, and they each bowed to me as I passed. I exchanged a few words with the ranking priest, and we set off on our journey.

      It was hot, but bearable, especially when I was used to the weather. After several thousand years of living here, I couldn't exactly say that I was inexperienced with it, and I knew that it was pointless to expect it to change.

      Luckily, we no longer had to travel through the desert sands, with a path having been put in place a while ago. Though when exactly that was, I couldn't remember. It had been a while, and the years had a tendency to blur together.

      The familiar facade of Shezmu's temple appeared through the sands. The surroundings weren't as green as around my own temple, but that was to be expected. He wasn't a harvest god like I was, meaning that vegetation didn't respond to his presence in the same way.

      The sun illuminated the statues flanking the entrance of the temple. They were a decent likeness, but they didn't have the same light in their eyes as the man himself.

      I wiped my forehead and checked the cart beside me. The baskets of grapes were carefully stacked, but I was glad the journey was nearly over and the risk of them getting damaged. I was lucky that Shezmu's temple was close to my vineyard, though it hadn't been a personal decision. There were several vineyards around here, including the one owned by a wine goddess, and that had influenced his choice of location. I instructed my priests to take the grapes to the store, and headed over to the room that held Shezmu's wine press. I wasn't sure how I knew he was there, but I did. There was a pull between us that couldn't quite be explained.

      I leaned against the doorway and watched as Shezmu loaded a new batch of grapes into his wine press. He was shirtless, which wasn't unusual for him, but never ceased to be entertaining for me. His muscles flexed, glistening with sweat from the physical exertion of his work. It was truly a sight to behold.

      He turned and caught me watching. "How long have you been watching me, Renenutet?"

      "About as long as you've been showing off," I responded.

      He chuckled and wiped his hands on a strip of linen before turning to me. "I wasn't expecting you to come yourself."

      "One of my priestesses told me that you wanted more grapes."

      "If you want more wine, then yes, I require grapes for that."

      I laughed. "Well, you're in luck. I brought them with me. My priests are unloading them into your store as we speak."

      He nodded in response. "And am I in more luck?" The expression on his face said everything about what he was thinking.

      "Mmhmm, if you want to be." A shot of excitement travelled through me. "After all, I do owe you for getting a wine press for Geshtinanna a few years ago."

      He chuckled. "Do you truly think that I'd cash in that favour for sex?"

      "It was worth a try. At some point, you're going to have to tell me exactly what favour you want."

      "When I know what that is, I'll tell you."

      "Why does it feel like you're using your indecision as an excuse to keep me coming around?" I asked.

      He stepped closer. "It's been decades. Are you truly telling me that you'll be done the moment I tell you what I want for a favour that's barely a few years old?" He put an arm above my head and leaned in.

      My gaze fluttered to his lips, thinking about the dozens of ways he'd kissed me. "I assume you have other reasons."

      "Because I do." His words came out as nothing more than a murmur. He closed the gap between us and pressed his lips against mine.

      I wrapped my arms around his neck, kissing him deeply and pushing my body against his. Even though he wasn't doing anything yet, I could feel the need growing within me. This was always what it was like when Shezmu kissed me.

      I tried to ignore the voice in my head that whispered that we shouldn't still be doing this casually after so long, but I silenced it. I didn't need the complications of a relationship, even if there was a part of my heart that felt like I wanted it.
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      As much as I liked being able to catch up with my friends, it was easy to forget how loud it could get in the banquet hall at Karnak. Once upon a time, I'd loved being invited here, it made me feel as if I was someone important, or at the very least that I'd been noticed by someone important.

      Now, it was just a reminder that a lot of the gods had no purpose. Though one of the advantages of being a harvest goddess was that I did still have plenty to do, even if it was mostly in providing the produce for the other gods to turn into food and drink for feasts like this.

      I scanned the room, relieved to spot Geshtinanna sitting alone at the end of one of the many tables. I'd sensed the shift in the seasons in the air, meaning that her time in the Land of the Living was coming to a close, and despite the fact that she asked me to help her pass to the Land of the Dead every year, there was part of me that worried that she'd ask someone else this year.

      "Hey, Renu," she said as I approached.

      "Is this seat taken?" I asked.

      She shook her head and gestured to it. "Would you like some wine?" She picked up a flagon.

      "No, thank you, I have my own." I sat down and waited for one of the serving priests to bring me an empty glass. As soon as he had, I unstoppered the flask of wine I'd brought with me and poured some into the cup.

      "I still don't understand why you refuse to drink any of the wine at banquets," Geshtinanna said.

      "I had a bad experience at one when I was younger," I lied, feeling awful about it as I did. But even if I trusted Geshtinanna, it was better to keep the only method by which I could be killed secret. And that meant not accepting any wine I didn't pour myself.

      "Bad wine can leave a bad taste," she said. "And your grapes are some of the best."

      "You say that as if yours aren't."

      "Oh, they are." She smiled at me. "But it's my wine-making skills that truly make the wine shine."

      "Having tasted your grapes, I doubt that's true," I assured her. "Are you ready for your trip to Duat?"

      She nodded. "You'll be there to help tomorrow?"

      "Of course." Relief filled me in response to her question. She wasn't asking anyone else after all.

      She let out a wistful sigh. "I'm looking forward to being back."

      "Aken?" I guessed. After decades of the two of them dancing around one another, she and the ferryman had finally decided that their friendship was more than a few years ago.

      "And my dogs. There's something about the afterlife."

      "I wouldn't know, I've never been." I took a sip of my wine, enjoying the rich flavours within it. I'd have to tell Shezmu that he'd done particularly well with this vintage.

      "Right. Sorry."

      I shrugged. "I've never been particularly bothered by it. I'm sure it would be nice to see what you've been talking about all of these years, but it's always been like this for me, so I don't worry about it too much."

      "Fair enough." She leaned back in her seat.

      "Besides, if I'd been in the afterlife, I wouldn't have been able to get that wine press to you."

      She chuckled. "Now that's something I'm grateful for. Thankfully, they've finished work on the new gate, so now there's no chance of Dumuzi destroying my vineyard."

      "Any idea why he did it in the first place?"

      "Why does my brother do anything?" she muttered. "I really should stop calling him that."

      "Maybe. I mean, you're not related, you haven't seen him in several centuries, and your only form of communication is him destroying your stuff."

      Geshtinanna sighed. "When you put it like that, I really should just cut all ties with him. Aken has suggested I build myself a new house on the other side of my vineyard."

      "It would work."

      "Maybe." She reached out and loaded up her plate with some of the fruit from the ornate platter in front of us.

      I let my gaze stray over the other gods, though there wasn't much of interest to note. Things carried on in much the same way they always had. Friendships formed and lasted until they didn't, romance came for some gods, and not for others. And throughout it all, Nut and Geb sat in the corner looking as sickeningly in love as they had the first time I'd seen them. Thousands of years ago.

      My attention lingered for a moment on Shezmu, who was laughing alongside Sobek and Khonsu. He must have sensed me looking, as he turned and lifted his glass to me.

      I echoed in kind, my traitorous heart fluttering in response. It didn't mean anything that he was acknowledging me in public. Everyone knew that our domains intersected and that a lot of the grapes for his wine came from my vineyard. It was ridiculous to think that it meant anything else.

      "I've been meaning to ask, what did you promise him in order to get him to part with my new wine press?" Geshtinanna asked when she saw where I was looking.

      "Just a favour."

      "Has he claimed it yet?"

      I shook my head. "He says he doesn't want to waste it." On sex. But I left that part off. The last thing I wanted was to have that conversation with Geshtinanna. As far as I was aware, my arrangement with Shezmu was still between the two of us, and I wanted to keep it that way. Not because I was ashamed. It was far more pragmatic than that. If people found out that the two of us had been sleeping together for the past few decades, then there would no doubt be follow-up questions about a potential romance, and I wasn't ready to have that conversation.

      "It just doesn't sound very in character for Shezmu to do something like that for anything as vague as a future favour."

      "His wine-making business relies on my vineyard. I'm not just anyone." It was a little uncomfortable to be lying to my friend, even if it was through omission. Because what I was saying was also true. Shezmu did rely on my vineyard for the grapes to make his wine from, but it wasn't the only facet of our relationship.

      "True. I suppose I hadn't really thought about that. I wonder why he's never thought of growing his own grapes," she mused.

      "He has," I responded. "He has a small section of vineyard behind one of his temples, but it's never produced enough to keep up with the demands on his winery. Even now that the demands are less, he still needs my grapes to keep up with the needs of Karnak. And that's with you supplying the other half of the wine they drink here."

      She laughed. "They're almost as thirsty as the gods in the afterlife."

      "Are they particularly bad?" I asked curiously.

      "No one gets roaring drunk most of the time," she said. "And there are a lot more suppliers. A lot of winemakers who entered the afterlife continued to practice there."

      "Ah. What would paradise be without work?"

      "Boring," Geshtinanna responded. "At least, that's what my priestesses tell me."

      "I hadn't considered that."

      She shrugged. "It's just like us here. Are the gods not bored?"

      "I suppose so." There was no denying it. Without the dozens of requests a day coming in from the humans we were created to serve, it had become something akin to boredom. "Not all of us have the excitement of travelling to Duat for half of every year."
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