A fennec scout of curly blond hair kicked up dead grass as the air picked up shocking silence. For a moment the whole of Anura went quiet as though something sucked the air out of it. The next instant, a blast of tremolo, less like a voice and more like air forced from an instrument, blared through the fungal canopies.

Eligos. Eligos was coming.

That cry sent the village running in predictably chaotic loops of terrified activity even before the servant of their god appeared. Some fled, some collapsed in fervent prayer to the Bishop of feast and hunger.

No matter what they did there came a great shadow of a figure, his mass alone blotting out the skies. Many watched in awe how a weighty ball could glide so easily...until the gust of two wings came into their view. The creature’s wingspan sent a gust of wind that knocked back those of weak constitution. Within that moldy planetoid they could two pinprick points of light glowing within its face.

Its rattling warble ripped through the village again before it glided so smoothly. In its wake followed a train of a dozen or more balls of glowing red. The lights spun closer and closer before touching downward, creating instant spots of fire in an already vulnerable village. A message had been sent: this village belonged to Eligos and his cohorts.

As the village dealt with the growing flames, few had the capacity to note the great swooping shadow with anything but fear. No more flames, but a great dark mass fell from the orange a hazy with increasing velocity, the air whistling about it.


Fennec foxes cried in terror as the mass and shape of the package grew clearer in their eyes. But they could not stop it—with a resounding explosive thud. A hut exploded in a mix of mud and tinder with the creature’s impact. Three fennecs stacked together couldn’t meet her size. A frog, with a mouth as long as seven people laying head to to, with squat forelegs and stubby short hands. Her black bulging eyes distending on opposite sides, despite their goofy placement, radiated a dark hateful gaze.

Many gathered to throw themselves at the mercy of the great yellow-moldy creature, soon joined by a sharp dive from Eligos.

Under the massive ire of Gusion, her maw wide enough to consume an entire house, she went hut by hut. Not a single home that escaped Eligos’ fire survived their thatched roofs being torn clean off by Gusion’s stunted arms. One house revealed the treasure-load: a storehouse of pumpkin and mushroom crop.

His fluttering wings sending gusts that kicked up grass and dirt, Eligos spat a swarm of insects. The loyal collective buzzed with the remainder of the village’s hard work.

“Please!” one of the foxes petitioned, “We give all the lord of feast asks!”

“How will we survive before next harvest?” asked another.

Gusion blew a puff of hot condescending air, “Oh now you’re worried about food, after you LET ALL THAT MEAT GO TO WASTE!”

Another fennec added, “We didn’t think burying the dead would anger her, please!”

“Look at you,” Gusion snarled, “You’re all so SOFT!”

“You’ve forgotten what it was like,” mused Eligos with a smug grin, “To live under the reign of Bathin, the days when the great famished bones crawled across Anura. Back then, you didn’t consider such babyish things like ‘funerals’, did you?”

The fennec village rang out in a muffled chorus of plaintive misery, forced to accept the destruction of their village at the hands of Her great Mansabdars.

Gusion growled, stomping out a hovel, “And you have the gall to spit in Her face after all she did for you…”

“Oh well, live and learn,” tittered Eligos, taking to hovering in the air, “Those that will live anyway.”

“They haven’t learned just yet. Not just yet!” the great frog leaped before the throng of fennec foxes. Without warning she unhinged her jaw, inviting the front row of unfortunate fennecs into her mouth to thrash and kick all the way down to her gullet.

Eligos spectated as the wailing mass of bodies squirmed and thrashed their way from Gusion’s mouth to her belly with a special amusement, “They won’t need worry about them at least!”

In the midst of her frenzied eating, Gusion jolted to a stop as if on reflex. Her eyes swiveled as an arm hung out her mouth, “...do you hear that.”

“I hear YOU,” Eligos said.

The monstrous frog growled, “Then shut up.”

Both did, only out of curiosity from Eligos’ part. At first he thought he heard Gusion’s stomach, but the more he picked it up, the more he heard what sounded like a mix of chewing and jittery muttering.

“I do…” hissed Eligos.

“Someone...eating…” Gusion rumbled, parts twitching in her maw.

Choosing to waddle, Eligos’ eyebrows twitched, “I’ll snuff the little interloper out.”

Snuff was but a throwaway word for what he did. Eligos, like some amphibians, had a talent for feeling the currents that living things sent out, the subtle lightning of energy that few other living things would notice. It started faintly, like a simple brush of a thunderous cloud. But the further among the torches of homes and collapsed dilapidated hovels, he felt that living energy prickling his skin. He peered into a home, miraculously unlit despite the embers trickled onto its roof.

How clearer he could pick up the muttering. The phrase ‘Sozo’, ‘Sozo’ over and over between rabid sloshy chewing. Eligos scoffed, knocking the weak roof away with a bat of his wing. The home revealed a playset concocted by a mad child-god. Arms, legs, and fingers all laid strewn about, neatly bitten off. None of the mammalian complexities laid beneath the rubbery skin of the torn limbs, just the same gray or frilled rubbery filling that one could find inside a mushroom. Eligos would know as mushrooms and morels of all edible sizes laid about in a hoarded pile, a neat diorama of fungal decapitation, a mad child artist piece on the frailty of eukaryotic life.

At the centerpiece crouched its supplicant, an insect, an ant muttering just as fast as he nibbled and chewed at the smorgasbord of mushroom and mushroom-like people. Between the ant’s mandibles he snipped, chewed, and gobbled down the mushed remains of what looked like a mushroom cap of a head. Ironic, thought Eligos, with the mushroom cap atop the insect’s head.

“Sozo wants mushroomo…” groaned the ant in orgiastic chomps of the mushroom person, “Sozo hates mushroomo...Sozo...mmf…”

The sight made Eligos raise a brow. All trembled before him. But this...glutton, he barely paid Eligos a glance. Eligos gurgled, loudly. The ant continued nibbled and chattering to himself.

Eligos waved his wing, “You! YOU! Don’t you dare ignore me! You don’t ignore Eligos, Mansabdar of Heket!”

But the ant continue nibbling at his meal like he would never eat again. Eligos snorted with great frustration. In a swoop his foot scooped up the insect like with his foot, gliding right back to Gusion.

Irritated, Gusion called to her comrade, “What did you find?”

Eligos dangled the insect from his flipper, kicking his legs in the air, “A thief. Look at this freak.”

“Why did you take Sozo from mushroom?! What do you want? Sozo will do anything to get back mushroom!” the insect pleaded.

“Utter fuckface.” Gusion crudely diagnosed, “Let me crush it.”

“No he stole from our lord,” Eligos sneerd, “He needs to face justice from Heket herself.”

The ant quizzically tapped his four arms together, “Heket will give Sozo mushroom yes?”

“You’ll be lucky to have every bone in your body broken,” snarled Gusion, “Let’s leave this dump.”

Sozo continued, “So you’re saying if Sozo asks enough, Sozo will get mushroom, yes? Sozo can do that. Sozo is natural friend to everybody. Just ask mushroomo, Sozo love them so much he swallow them whole!”

“Heket I beseech,” groaned Eligos as he flew his cargo, “Make this yammering idiot shut up.”

The temple of Heket looked far older than its siblings in the other realms. Sozo’s chatter slowed as he got a mouthful of the hefty swamp-moist air that humidified all of the temple. As they landed, Sozo came tumbling with a splash. It seemed the Bishop allowed nature to take over the temple to some degree: the stone floor ha a thin filmy skin of marsh water with reeds growing from the between the stones that weren’t caked in an orange-yellow moss. Sozo immediately pried into between the tiles, splashing water to scrape out a mushroom.

Gusion barked as she crawled back onto land, “OUR LORD’S TEMPLE IS NOT YOURS TO PILFER, THIEF!”

The holler made Sozo bowl over, water soaking Soze to his cherry red tattered clothes, “Okay, okay! Sozo get it, don’t make Sozo go deaf! Understand now, Heket will reward Sozo when Sozo sees her!”

“Get moving you twiggy little atrocity,” Eligos shoved with his wing.

Sozo stumbled through the moist dark, the lead only be the multiple candles making the dark glow with the waver of a snake’s crawl. Between the mossy alcoves and massive stone monuments that made up the temple, the architects set waxy candles anywhere at whim. The waxy drippings gathered in pools that ma them seem like grows themselves.

The marsh water came up to the ant’s ankle now, Sozo thinking of the mounds of fungal treats that awaited him for his cooperation. A hard twig-like barrier snagged his leg, distracting him. Sozo grunted, shaking his leg. He shook again, the twig still caught onto him.

He finally glanced below. A hand, deprived of all flesh and muscle, grasped his ankle in bony entrenchment. Sozo groaned, more from irritation than anything, “Let Sozo go!”

A sopping well skull, its exact species worn away from the loss of meat and cartilage. It wheezed hoarsely, “Hungry….please...give me something to eat…:"

“Sozo got nothing,” the ant shook furiously, “Even if Sozo had mushroom, Sozo would not share!”

More twiggy sensations clawed at his legs, his shirt. Bones, all threaded together by a bare framework of vessels and willpower, glanced from their hungry lights in the pit of their sockets.

“Hungry…” the protest joined by Sozo’s side. More and more voices joined in agreement, “Please so hungry...hungry…”

Sozo flailed, stumbling to keep upright as he splashed in the marsh water, “Go away! Can’t have Sozo’s mushrooms!”

“Oh for fuck’s sake,” sighed Gusion, “Where’s Bathin?”

Eligos grunted annoyed, “Zepar! Please get your pet!”

A hunk of moss rose from the alcove. The moss revealed itself as a mass carried by one beast of a triple-eyed frog. He smacked his toothy oozing lips, “You’re ruining my digestive nap.”

“I don’t wanna pick remains from those bones, it’s…disgusting,” Eligos made a face.

“Fine,” Zepar’s forepaw rose dripping from the water, tugging at a leash, “Oi, doggy.”

A beast, of three red eyes, crawled pathetically on his knees. He had horned eyebrows and a mossy face like Eligos, save the massive stake driven through his skull. Several straps had been drawn through his mouth, tightly drawn through his mouth to silence him. Zepar lazily tugged at the purple creature’s leash again, “Doggy, call off those thin bitches.”

Bathin caterwauled, his mouth gurgling as he loudly clapped his hands. The noise gained the skeletons’ attention, their head snapping free of muscled in a complete circle.

In the same move, Bathin rummaged through the rags that made his robes before tossing out a bloody bell. The scent and noise incensed the crowd of skeletons.

“Lamb…” groaned a skeleton, soon creating a chorus of bones crying out, “Lamb...lamb…”

Sozo wiped his forehead, glad that the beasts had diverted their energy to scrapping over a mere bell than over his body, “Phew, they really wanted Sozo’s legs.”

“Get moving!” roared Gusion.

Zepar laughed, “Another snack for our lord?” He tugged at Bathin’s leash, “Well, see you soon…”

The main room hit Sozo’s antennae with the scent of several vegetables, sweet and savory. The room took on some strange pickle briny quality that would make Sozo salivate if he had the salivary glands. Minute candles revealed piles of food, treasure troves of piled treats that would last not only the collective of Anura but all four realms if they so felt charitable. But this smorgasbord went beyond the piles of typical harvests. The scent of salts etched deep with the temple—for good reason. Bodies, all immaculately preserved sat piled high in their own separate piles with salts and vinegar dumped on the remains. The end result came waterlogged corpses deeply wrinkled, aged from Anura’s fine pickling process.

But that didn’t interest Sozo. Within the room Sozo could see great uneven white fungal growths, tubers the size of trees that grew deep within the stone foundations of the temple. Making an intrigued wassail, Sozo wandered splashing about among the fungi. In the half life he could hardly make it out. But with his hands on its surface, he could feel something moving. He felt something like a face and body squirm within the confines of the shape, like the material was just a second skin. Sozo clicked his mandibles at the bit, “Excuse Sozo, but Sozo wants to eat you now!”

A massive amphibian paw shoved him away, not before he heard something like a suffocated anguished moan. Eligos snorted, “Do you think any of this is for a squat peon like you?”

“Mushroom looked awfully lonely,” the ant tried to reason, “You can trust Sozo to look after it, make sure...it’s safe...with Sozo~”

“I wouldn't trust you to fuck yourself right!” coughed Gusion.

Before Sozo made any further word, a wing knocked him to the ground once again, Eligos hissed, “Kneel, you tawdry halfwit.”

“If I do, will I--” he tried to bargain.

“KNEEL!” roared Gusion.

The volume gave Sozo all the convincing he needed. Winded by the sheer noise, he feel to his hips in the marshy water, eyeballing mystified.

“ANNOUNCING THE LORD OF FEAST AND FAMINE, THE CUSTODIAN OF THE OLD FAITH, THE BISHOP OF ANURA…” Gusion bowed on one flourish, “HEKET!”

Like a rolling groan of thunder, the temple shook. The impact sent shudders of anticipation throughout all beasts and worshipers to the circular conference room. Sozo himself merely glanced about, anxious to get a taste of mushroom. He merely dodged out of the way as cultists scurried past him. Both him and cultist alike had little regard for each other, wrapped in their own respective worlds.

Only the appearance of one thing caught the ant’s attention. An amphibian, four times the size of any the beasts, loomed mightily. Aside the black-and-gold robes he noted the long scarf of bloody gauze tied neatly about the frog’s throat. Meeting back Sozo’s tourist stare came a row of four eyes, coals inlaid with the burning pressure of a hateful god’s ire, smoldering lines of fiery scorn burning from those dark eyes. Her great maw crossed both horizontal and vertical, with the horizontal line marked by a jagged cavernous overbite. A dark grot always seemed to dribble from her mouth, as distant as the centerpiece atop her brow: a mountainous fusion of material taken from where all color died. So dark it appeared like a crude drawing imposed on the world. The only way Sozo could tell he looked at a real object came from the simmering golden eye that blinked and stared right at Sozo. What emotion it regarded him, he could not say—nor could he care.

Sozo raised his hand, “...do you have mushroom for Sozo?”

The great Bishop, the Lord of feast and famine, of hunger and harvest, narrowed her four eyes. A low resonating growl made the room tremble, as though the sound came from elsewhere, “Who is this…small plebeian?”

“Please tell me to eat him,” begged Gusion.

Swooping his wings, Eligos landed before the goddess, his wings folded about him like a monstrous bat, “He was found hiding within a village that offend your faith, my lord.”

“We were punishing the lowly wretches that dare waste such offerings of food,” snarled Gusion, “When we found this wretch nibbling on some...mushroom person.”

“Oh ho ho yes yes,” Sozo chuckled absentmindedly, “Mushroomo was good friend of Sozo, Moshroomo taste real good as a friend.” The ant eyed the grand temple, completely oblivious “...there more Mushroomo you have for Sozo? Mushroomo must be worried sick for Sozo.”

All attendants to the great frog quiet with a strange tension as they hung on the massive frog’s smoking baneful eyes. Heket finally spoke, after letting the quiet dangle like a massive sword, “...you wanted nothing but your mushroom? Even as all fell to flame and destruction? Even the laments of the famished sing for my mercy?”

Sozo paused, as though to seriously consider this, “...Sozo really wanted Mushroomo.”

A small corner upturned in the corner of Heket’s mouth, followed by a small ‘heh’. Soon, there came another heh and another. The frog’s chuckles sunk deeper and deeper, turning into a ringing dirge of sardonic euphoria.

Sozo thoughtlessly joined in the laughter. This only served to make Heket laugh harder. Unsure, the other beasts of Hekets joined in with Heket, filling the room with a chorus of unsure baleful of laughter punctured by a bass-deep maleficent laughter.

Just as swift, Heket stuck her massive tongue and smashed a hapless cultist beneath the mass of muscle and flesh. After withdrawing smacking her lips of blood and bone, Heket hummed, “You’re amusing, little deviant.”

“Sozo likes the words you speak, magic frog,” agreed Sozo.

“DON’T SPEAK TO HER THAT WAY,” roared Gusion.

Heket cut the air with an annoyed growl, before backhanding Gusion, “I can speak for myself. She fused her attention back to the ant, “Even as a village burned around you...you devoured the remains of a living mushroom person...caring for nothing else...”


“If mushrooms were going to burn then Sozo would need to eat faster,” reasoned the bug.

“Any mortal would drop to their knee, pleading for my mercy the moment they entered the sanctum of my temple...yet you, boldly stand unmarred by my presence,” she marveled.

“Soooo….” Sozo began.

Eligos interceded, “IF you make any combination of mush and room, I will pull your tongue from your thorax and make you suck it out.”

“Spare the poetry,” commanded Heket, “Is this tiny malformation not everything what Anura stands for? He has not come under my faith yet already he’s among my greatest disciples!”

“If you say so,” Zepar added lazily.

“Insect,” Heket addressed, “I will give you a gift far greater than the gift of mushrooms.”

“What could be better than mushroom?!” Sozo flailed his four arms.

The frog snapped motion to her servants, “I will give you meaning to your worthless life. I will give a new life, where hunger shall never be your enemy,” several cultists in their hooded robes groaned and toiled with a massive bowl. It took six to haul, a number that still struggled with its weight. The bowl could cover Heket’s forehead like a skullcap. Inside sat mushrooms, piles upon piles of caps and morels.

Sozo already clacked his mandibles, shaking uncontrollably.

Eligos snapped at the over-eager ant, “Think of the future for one moment, you scatterbrained twig. My lord, is there a purpose to this?”

Wordlessly Heket disrobed, revealing a round body of mottled orange amphibian skin with a yellowish underbelly. Rolls of fat, covered in divots of cellulite, spilled from her robe. From her un-mamallian pectorals to her belly all had an overhang. But even with the fat any fool could see she bore a strength and vitality hone from millennia as the top of the food chain. Her body carried a statuesque quality, a monument to power. Very few matters outside of mushrooms caught Sozo’s attention. But even he could not make himself immune to the charm of a strong frog with a big belly.

The amphibian snagged the bowl, In seconds she crushed the pile of mushrooms. From her formidable hands she squeezed a pure mushroom juice. Sozo reached helplessly as he watched all that mushroom essence drizzle over her body. In a deep sibilation of excess, she glistened her skin with the mushroom juice. Dank scent of mushroom filled the temple air.

“Sozo’s mushrooms!” whined the ant.

“THEEYRE NOT YOURS,” roared Gusion.

Heket cupped a handful of the juice cupping it to the pounced triangle of chubbiness between her legs. Sozo watched curious as she rubbed the broth into the non-insect organ. The area was smooth, with nothing to suggest reproduction other than a thin line. Such a small abdomen, Sozo mentally noted.

Heket continued unbidden, soaked in mushroom juices. She made a display of it, raising her leg to display her prominence and power, “Take part in the consumption ritual...little ant...then the mushroom will be more than a snack...it will be an ally...should you survive.”

Only paying half attention, Sozo nodded, “Ooooh, okay! ...so what does Sozo do?”

Slipping among the piles of decadent food, the bishop took to her mortals’ level. With her size, even seated she dwarfed the nutrient mountains. She presented herself like a smorgasbord, legs spread before the very supplicant insect below. Heket exulted, “Take part,” she hailed, her hands slipping downward between her legs. Shocked and transfixed as the frog fingered herself, Sozo witnessed her self-exploration revealing the subtle tunnel that made her cloaca. Heket demanded, strip.”

Clearly staring for too long, the mighty god’s demanding croak only snapped Sozo back from his hazy rumination. What about Heket kept him fascinated so? Was it the mushroom aroma, the combined juices he could practically taste by scent alone? Her size, her mountain of fleshy softness exuded a power that seized Sozo by the throat, a power that commanded his respect. Several cultists already bowed, praising the god, “Oh great devourer of hunger, tank you for blessing us with the sight of this your corporeal body! We are not worthy of such a sight!”

Neither the great frog god nor the ant paid attention to them. Casting aside his garb, Sozo stripped down to all but his the mushroom cap atop his skull and the fluff about his neck. Heket gave a humored growl, “You take to orders well, ant. At this moment would you do anything for me?”

Uncharacteristically Sozo croaked out a scratchy, “...yes.”

The Mansabdars regarded this pathetic display with annoyance. Heket laid back, slipping her hands beneath her meaty thighs. From the great divide she bore it all, the starry hole, the great heft of a cloaca leading into the antediluvian fleshy darkness. Heket groaned, “My delicious scum...make make your pilgrimage to my most sacred of spaces where the juices fertility stew within me. Be consumed by the essences until my holiness consumes you. If your survive you shall be born anew.”

“Wait…” Sozo eyed quizzically for the first time, craving amphibian slit, “You want Sozo in there? It looks so dark.”

“Does your hunger waver? Then turn back now,” hissed the Bishop.

Several cutists made murmurs at the challenge, so few mortals received such a challenge. Zepar made an amused croak hauling Bahtin to join him, “What a show, eh doggy?”

“No! Sozo always want mushroom!” Sozo repeated to himself. As he approached, the heat radiating from her cloaca already warmed his cool exoskeleton. The scent, a mix of sweat, effort, and the mushroom juices crashed into Sozo, making his antennae and abdomen twitch.

There he stood at the door, the precipice of the god’s doorway. His body quaked with warmth, trepidation, and the gnawing hunger. He gently bowed to kiss the lines alone her pubis. He wished to start gentle at first, but Heket grunted with a brute shove.. Sozo made a squawk as the cloaca ate arm. With surprising force he felt himself draged down, deep into the sopping musk-scented tunnel. The walls around him had a slick squishy quality that clung tight to body. Sozo briefly considered crying out but every time he opened his mouth the intoxicating flavor of mushroom air filled his throat. His strangled attempts to hail the other side turned to giggles of delirious falling. He less tumbled and more continued to get sucked inside like a great mound of quicksand.

Outside Heket made a perverse display of her cloaca swallowing her target, fiddling herself crudely, Hr rumbls filled the air as cultists added with choruses of prayer and praise. Heket exulted, “Give praise to your god’s cloaca, you stooges!”

Eligos watched the great slit, slippery with the force of Heket’s erotic masturbatory knuckling. He commented, “What a glorious hole, my leige!”

Heket croaked loudly, spreading her legs to display her great kegels and winking anus. What fear or need did she have for modesty? She had no need to cloister herself like Shamura or Kallamar? A god should do as she pleases in her realm!

Mid-twiddling, the Bishop scooped from her mountain of pickled corpses. In a display of powerful mastication, she poured the handful of bodies into her four-pronged gullet. Happily she sheared and chomped down as she rubbed herself out in great rubbing slick strokes.

Zepar had taken to tugging the collar of Bathin, “Come here, doggy.”

The larger quadrupedal frog pulled his witness pet close, undoing the muzzle to engulf the purple creature’s head in an all-encompassing kiss.

Impatient Eligos and Gusion roared for the miniscule hooded cultists to attend them—for both a two-cultist job that required coordination as they directed both to tend to their own amphibian slits as they joined in the orgy of feasting.

Several cultists, though steadfast in their faith, grew weak in body from the great musk irradiating from the now slimy canyon. Heket furiously cranked before her congregation. The noise of her hole going over their heads, the drops of precum splashing about, and the aroma brought several to their knees as they complained, “Our lord...we are grateful to get sick before your nudity?”

This invigorated Heket’s exhibitionist streak, reveling in her shrine of masturbation. Her eyes went fully coal black, cupping her own sagging breast as she stroked herself.

Inside Sozo arched and drowned in the feeling of cloaca walls clenching all about him. He lost his mind--even the vestiges of Sozo started to crumble away. He began to turn into only a body, trembling from the strength of the sexual energy overwhelming him. He lacked the strength to even reach down to the sting of his metasoma, only weep as grew lost adrift in this steamy erotic nightmare.

As he closed his eyes a flush of hot steaming liquid rushed to his body. It nudge against him in a brief struggle before he shouted in a shocking flood. The liquid nearly scalded, covered his entire body with the purity of its sensual promise. The heat both cleansed and adhered to him like an agent for rebirth. Yes...a part of him idly reasoned, a part long suppressed. This was rebirth. He trembled furiously, in the throes of vicious pleasure as his own sting jerked and shot itself into the mix of liquid—a tablespoon of jizz in a sea of cum.

His antennae roared with the noise of the rushing liquid, backdrop to a much louder roar that trembled with the force of an earthquake.

Sozo shrieked a heap of air as he breached the outside, shot high as he soared in a geyser of mighty love juice. He saw the brief flash of Heket’s yes, steaming coals roiling over time with her overbite oozing blood and bone. He saw only a flash before tumbling down onto the soft hill of her girthy belly. Rolling over onto his back, Sozo luxuriated in the soft folds adhering to his insect body. Naked, reborn, the ant trembled afresh in a full coating of the god’s semen.

"Fucking impossible," seethed Gusion.

Eligos agreed, "He should have gone insane!"

“Yes…” Heket’s mouth heaved, catching her breath from the force of her orgasm. Cracks had appeared in her temple everywhere, “Become one with my essence...my new pet…”

“Sozo...pet…” the ant mumbled in a daze.

The frog drew a line across his side before it stopped at his cheek. She continued, “You are bound to me. You may forget, but your fate is bound to this land, the ways of the Old Faith…” gently she stroked his little head, “There is no escape from me.”

Her tone meant every bit with full severity. Yet Sozo...he grew unsure if he wanted to escape.

