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        A fearsome demoness comes face to face with a demon-hunting god.

      

      

      

      
        
        Alone and forgotten, Ammit has gotten used to life on her own.

      

      

      

      
        
        Once feared throughout the land as the infamous devourer of hearts, the demoness can barely recognise herself living alone beneath the Nile. But when a call comes from the Hall of the Dead, she has to answer, and what awaits her isn't just her purpose.

      

      

      

      
        
        On her way to do her duty, a protector god and vanquisher of demons crosses her path.

      

      

      

      
        
        Can she persuade him that she's on the side of truth and justice? Or is his heart one more she must devour?

        -

        Devourer Of Hearts 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.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter 1

          

          
            
              [image: ]
            

          

        

      

    

    
      Everything around me was dark. Just as it always was, and always would be. No one thought about me, unless someone with our beliefs failed the weighing of the heart and was faced with the reality of their soul being destroyed, and even that was becoming less and less often. I'd become obsolete, and everyone had forgotten about me as a result.

      The crashing waters of the Nile had become my only companion. Which might have been a good thing, given the way things had changed over the past few thousand years. The world wasn't the same, and deities weren't either. Even demons weren't immune.

      I bit my lip, trying to stop the tears which had sprung to my eyes from falling. Being a demon wasn't the reason people didn't like me. They didn't care about that. Everyone was wary because of what I did. My divine purpose. It didn't matter that I was only doing the thing I'd been created to do and that I had no choice in the matter. It had always felt as if no one ever thought about that.

      Even Ma'at avoided me. The goddess of justice was always polite, but never kind, though I was certain she didn't mean to be distant. Perhaps it was my fault for not getting to know her better.

      I sighed and got to my feet, stretching out my limbs. I should shift. It had been too long, and I was starting to get uncomfortable as a result. But I hated it. I hadn't always, but now it just reminded me of why I was so lonely. No one wanted to spend time with the demon who could turn into a hybrid creature. I wished the past worshippers hadn't thought of me as a combination of a crocodile, hippo, and lion, and created a monster in the process. One which had changed me from a goddess to a demon. While I was still the former, no one seemed to associate me with the divine any more. And it was getting harder for me to remember it myself sometimes.

      But that was my reality, necessary shifts included. If I didn't change forms, I'd start to lose my mind, and despite the current situation I'd found myself in, I wasn't willing to do that. I'd been created for a purpose, and even if I wasn't able to do it often, I still had to be ready for when a summons to the Hall of Judgement came.

      I left my chambers and started through the twisting corridors that made up my lair, travelling further away from the Hall of Judgement, fairly safe in the knowledge that I wasn't going to be needed. And even if I was, the call would reach me in the Nile just as easily as it would in my cave.

      The lion part of me rebelled at the idea of going so deep underground and knowing that I was going to go into the water, but the rest of me got excited at the prospect. That was what happened when people combined two river creatures with one who lived on land. They argued that it was because the three of them were the most ferocious beasts known at the time I was created, but that did nothing to solve the problems I encountered with the form.

      A large cavern opened up before me, thankfully empty, as it had been for many years. As far as I knew, the humans had forgotten about this place, which made it safe for me to come here when I needed to swim.

      I undid the ties of my dress and let it fall to the floor. The cool air brushed against my skin, causing goosebumps to run along it. I took a deep breath and let the shift take over me. My body stretched and changed, my skin becoming harder and thicker, while my face elongated, taking on the tell-tale snout of a crocodile. I couldn't feel it, but I knew from watching previous shifts that my dark hair lengthened into a golden mane at the base of my neck.

      I wasn't a pretty sight. But then, I was supposed to instil fear in mortals in an attempt to stop them from doing wrong and failing the tests in the Hall of Judgement. I was the ultimate punishment and I looked the part because of that.

      I sank down into the water, the cold barely permeating through my skin but still feeling somewhat soothing. I let it cover my entire body, making me at one with the Nile. There was something comforting about being in the river that was the lifeblood of Egypt, even if I was only in the small cavern pool. If I swam deep enough, I'd find a cave which led to the main river, but it had been a long time since I'd swum that far out, I preferred to stay in the safety of my own domain. Out in the open water, there were dangers that didn't come here. Crocodiles weren't particularly fond of me, and more than one hippo had taken too much of a liking to me in the past. And that was without the danger posed to me by boats and the humans on them.

      I welcomed the water, letting it chase away my thoughts until all that was left was a sense of nothingness. Here, I could forget the past few thousand years. If I wished hard enough, maybe I'd come out of the water and find myself back in the golden age of Ancient Egypt, with people coming through the Hall of Judgement one after the other. It had been gruelling work for us all, but it had been good work.

      It was hard to no longer have a purpose, even if I didn't want to accept that was what my problem was. I wanted to be needed, and without any friends within the pantheon, that was something I now wasn't.

      I opened my massive jaws and let the water stream through my teeth. Small fishes and other creatures dodged through them, anxious not to get eaten. All they saw was the normal vicious predator they'd grown to expect in these parts. They had no idea I was a goddess in disguise. Which suited me just fine. It was far easier to spend my time among the river creatures who wouldn't judge me than with the people and gods who would. That way, I could at least pretend my life was normal.

      Even if it was a lie.
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      One day bled into the next, but it meant nothing in the endless stretch of time that had become my existence. There was no end to it, and there never would be. As a goddess, I'd live forever no matter the state of my powers. It was a boon and a curse all at the same time, and something I was coming to loathe.

      A chill wind blew from the river, and I pulled my shawl tighter to me in an attempt to keep myself warm. It was always cold down here, in complete contrast to the heat of the desert sun if I bothered to go to the surface. One of the many reasons I didn't go there.

      The dim light of my torch glinted off the scales of the fish swimming close to the river surface. Even they'd leave me soon. They only retreated down here to escape the vicious jaws of the crocodiles and hippos that frequented the Nile.

      Memories of happier times drifted through my mind. I used to watch all of this from the banks of the river, when the Pharaohs would hunt for the biggest and most aggressive creature they could find in order to prove their might. I wasn't welcome at most of the human festivals even then, but I still had the chance to witness impressive feats. It was mostly because, to the humans, I wasn't someone to be worshipped like the other gods. I was supposed to be feared. I was the nightmare parents told their children about to make sure they behaved well and then grew to become better people.

      I might not have ever had any friends amongst the gods, but I had gotten invitations to the banquets often enough that I'd been to some. There'd been good food and great entertainment. But the invitations had dried up long ago.

      I sighed and turned away from the river. There was no use torturing myself by dwelling on what used to be. This was my life now, and there was nothing I could do to change that. I'd spend the rest of my days moving aimlessly between my rooms and the Nile going through the motions of life without really living.

      A pot of tea sat waiting on the stove for me. It wasn't fine wine, but it would make me feel better. Tea always managed that. One of mankind's better discoveries, I wasn't sure how I'd gone so long without drinking the stuff, but as soon as I'd had my first cup, I'd been sold.

      I poured some into a tea glass, freezing as a feeling came over me that I hadn't experienced in years. My whole body buzzed and a part of me I'd long thought dormant sprang into life.

      I was being summoned.

      I wasn't sure whether I was more nervous or excited. Did I remember what to do in the Hall of Judgement?

      I shook my head. That question wasn't even worth asking. I had been made to sit in the Hall and eat the hearts of those unworthy to enter Duat, there was no chance of me forgetting what I was supposed to do. It came as naturally to me as breathing, and in the event I needed a reminder, I'd just look at the paintings on the walls.

      I set down the pot. It was a shame that I wasn't going to be able to drink the tea now, but it could wait until I got back and be reheated. I checked what I was wearing, not wanting to turn up to the Hall in anything inappropriate. It had been a while since the last time I'd been called to the Hall of Judgement, and I didn't want anyone to think that I wasn't deserving of my place there.

      Then again, by the time the soul of the accused was brought into the Hall, I would be in my alternative form, they wouldn't see the simple red dress I was currently wearing.

      With nothing else to do, I left my rooms behind and made my way through the twisty tunnels which led to the Hall. A droplet of water dripped from the ceiling above me and ran down my back. I shivered despite the fact I liked the way the water felt against my skin. I strained my eyes against the dimness of the tunnel. I should have brought a torch with me. This path used to be cared for by some of the priests, but they were long gone.

      I stubbed my toe on a rock and cursed in response. I could see in the dark, but I was much better at moving around when there was light.

      I entered my chamber underneath the Hall of Judgement and stopped in the doorway. No matter how many times I'd been here, I always forgot how beautiful it was. While the tunnels had been all darkness, this place was full of light. It held some of the same magic that the Hall of Judgement, which meant it didn't need tending to by anyone.

      Flames flickered in the torches, glinting off the gilt gold of the furnishings. I didn't need any of this stuff. Not any more, anyway. Once upon a time, I used to wait here between judgements as a place for privacy from the other gods. A lot of them were involved in the judgement, which made the Hall crowded. Once everyone was talking to one another, it would always grow worse. I always needed some time away in order to refresh myself and make sure I wasn't overwhelmed, especially when the others had rarely spent much time talking to me. It was always a stark reminder of how none of the other gods or goddesses thought of me as their friend or ally. No one liked the reminder that I was a woman as well as a monster, so shifting back had been out of the question.

      I took a deep breath. As much as I hated some parts of what my life had been, I longed for those days to return. I'd had a purpose then, one that hadn't been measured in how many people talked to me.

      Today, I could fulfil that role once more. I closed my eyes and called the shift to me, knowing I'd be in the Hall of Judgement the next time I opened them.
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