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A single obstacle stood in Nanami's way to becoming a true priest of the Temple of Heaven and Earth. It was the same ritual that celebrated the great Goddess — the Garden Run — during which he would have to avoid an alpha for a night and a day. If he succeeded, a long life of service in the Temple awaited him, but if he failed, he would be wed to his captor. In a tradition as old as the Temple itself, however, it was far more unusual to have the Alpha Prince bid for the right of the hunter.
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Streams of undisturbed incense smoke rose from the four corners of the temple. They dampened the pitiable afternoon light which streamed in through the slits left high atop the slanted ceiling. Lamps had been lit, but their meagre flame danced a suffocating rhythm, casting flickering shadows across the enamelled tiles. Hugging along the height of the walls, their cobalt-blue grew studded with lapis lazuli, embedded with gold and silver specks which to Nanami’s straining, smoke-bitten eyes appeared like the night sky. 
Before a towering statue of his Goddess, centred amidst the flecks of the blue heavens, dressed in offerings of expensive cloth made with precious gold and gemstones, her crown of horns, and her deep agate stare which bore down upon him, Nanami stood bare. Her silver-plated face neither comforted him, nor discomforted, but stood awe-inspiring, as feathers of many birds struck out on each side. Smoke blurred her face so that in flashes it appeared life-like.
Around Nanami the priests of the temple, who had guided him through three days of ceremony, now formed a loose circle. He’d been stripped of his robes, smeared with paint and symbol, anointed with oil, and swatted with thick plant bushels that stung his skin, rose welts, and inspired unbearable itching, which had travelled down his entire body until he grew aware of each patch of skin, and every place that was touched. He felt even the late afternoon breeze that coursed through the room.
The priests had burned different herbs. The flame turned every which colour, before Nanami was made to inhale the fumes until his head grew dizzy, and his limbs lax. 
Sweat had run from him, dripping onto the stone beneath, as he made his obeisance to the Goddess. But now they were in the last hours and ceremonies, and his knees shook from strain, feet aching from carrying his weight for too long. Tears long-since streaked down his face, attempting to clear the sting from them, while his mouth had parched, and cracked, for he had not been allowed neither food nor drink.
Nanami’s head swam from exhaustion and tension. The air was heavily perfumed, as was Nanami, by the oncoming of his heat. 
The cloying scents of other omegas surrounding him at first had soothed him, but have since grown to be insufficient. 
In this delirious state, he recited the prayers. 
Shame, and conscientiousness had fled once he realised that no veil existed to shroud his heart from the Goddess. Nanami was her being, insomuch that an acolyte could ever possess a likeness to divinity, that had washed and polished her silver vessels before every offering. 
The droning singing voices slowly faltered, one after another. Then, the head priest of the ceremony rose, and all the others, like apparitions, dragged Nanami through the hallways, while his head spun, and could not catch on a single detail, or thought. Within the bathing chamber, two of his future brothers drove him into a pool of water, and set off scrubbing him free of the filth that had collected on him for the previous three days.
The water ran brown, then red and blue, from the paints and the herbs. He thrashed, every movement across his skin too much to withstand, but they held him fast, and continued in their duties. He groaned, and yelped, he twisted away, but still they scrubbed until the soap stripped all scent from him, his skin glowed pink, and he was finally thrown into a perfumed pool to soak. 
The moment he was left alone, Nanami hugged hands around himself, and closed his eyes. Exhaustion bit at his consciousness. Still, images of the Temple swam behind his lids. 
A single obstacle stood between him now, and becoming a true priest of the Temple of Heaven and Earth. In the way of a life of devotion, where he would be liberated of all other expectations of law and marriage, and would forever serve in her halls, was the same ritual that celebrated the great Goddess — the Garden Run.
It was inevitable that the acolytes would participate, as was the custom of all taken by Her temple, chief among all others. However, of the group of youth that were the last to be taught the secrets to her worship, Nanami was the first who would undergo this trial. 
It necessitated incredible ceremony from the priests, as he would be the first of the generation to join their rank. More than that, the King’s magi who often visited to observe the stars in their study of celestial movement had spoken highly of Nanami’s alignments; a high position awaited him in the future. This was all the more reason to be severe. 
Anticipating it, however, had not prepared Nanami for these torturous days, and it was only his faith, and perseverance, that saw him through it. 
Shivers coursed up his thighs with every shift of muscle, coalescing in his gut that throbbed with discomfort. Chills from the air itself ran down his chest and spine, making him squirm where he sat. Despite the coolness of the water, he was still sweating. Within his belly, a deep ache rang out, tongues of fire licking his insides. He could only do so much by clamping his thighs shut, and ignoring the stirrings between them. His heat was eminent. 
Neither in the Palace, where he studied as a child, nor in the Temple, had they ever been allowed to touch themselves, let alone each other. The most allowed between acolytes were the hugs Haibara and he shared, while the boy was still there. Nanami’s wrists, his nape, thighs and waist were forbidden from even being grazed, however, so that when the true achings of his sex began on the turn of every heat, he was left to writhe on his cot. Unable to do anything but withstand as his insides spasmed, his scent glands burgeoned and grew red and inflamed, begging to be expressed, while his dick throbbed and pulsed in waves. 
At that time, just laying on cool slabs of stone within the courtyard garden felt akin to relief. But it never lasted long. Instead, Nanami would imagine careless touches across his body, and lips finding his own; fantasies that grew more deprived the older he got, until the same hands were prying his legs open, and he was made to know what servitude not to a god, but a man would be like.
A face would flash before his eyes every so often, until he felt wrapped in satisfaction. Even this was forbidden, but who could learn his thoughts? The only safe desire was one left unspoken. The acolytes were promised to the goddess; they were forbidden to all, except during the Garden Run. 
Prompted by a chime by the doors, signalling the passage of the hour, Nanami forced himself out of the pool. His limbs were heavy. He swayed on his feet, and quickly lay on one of the slabs of stone. As he dried his skin was infused with the scent of incense. Soon, however, slick wetted him instead, pooling between his thighs. Each breath grew laborious. The texture of the smooth marble beneath him was proving too much to bear.
To preserve his mind, Nanami thought of what was to come.
If it had been any other acolyte but Nanami, the priests would’ve waited until the entire group had already been through heat within the safe confines of the temple. Once they showed their readiness thusly, a festival would’ve been organised in the name of the Goddess, and a ceremonial run orchestrated: all of the acolytes would’ve been released into the Garden, and appropriate, selected alphas would’ve given chase, moving through the motions of the ritual. No matter how feeble and affected, nearly all would have escaped their clutches and thus become priests. 
Nanami was the first acolyte and therefore they could not wait for the festival. His Run would be a private affair. Not only to protect the face of the Temple, but of the Palace as well. Though the priests were meant to select an alpha for him, the Prince bid for him and it ended all of their further industry. They could neither offend him or his royal house by denying him this, nor by choosing a contender beside him; the Prince, besides the King, had the ultimate say, and the ultimate right to all that which the great city walls held within by birthright.
Movement, Nanami noticed out of the corner of his eye, but it was gone by the time he turned around. Water was delivered to slake his thirst. But as he drank, and some firmness returned to him, the heat which hid only continued to burgeon.
He would need the strength for the Run. All he had to do was withstand a night and a day of being hunted down. Physical strain was not foreign to Nanami, but he would also have to withstand his heat alone while evading an alpha giving chase. Gojo would be tenacious and difficult to shake off.
The twinning of luck and circumstance, as well as his mother’s industry, was what had led him to the Palace in the first place. Studying among children, for Nanami, meant creating friendships. The Prince and he were of a generation. Nanami knew him when he was a silly child, intent on causing naught but fright to their stern-faced teachers.
In the more recent times, though, he was unpredictable like the floods, flippant, and oftentimes quickly bored by others, his moods shifting every which way as if with the wind. He was reliable, but at the same time, a sore loser. Still, to flee a friend whom he knew was better than fleeing from a stranger. Nanami’s faith held. He believed in Gojo, such as he was, and not just because he was part-divine. He would do the right thing, for he was the Prince of his people, and because, more than anyone else after Haibara’s accident, he was the one who knew Nanami’s heart best. 
Nanami was vulnerable at this precipice. He craved for the release of this uncertainty and yearned to step into a firm life where he could walk with determination. He wished for clarity that so evaded him the past few years. 
Being the first acolyte meant that he would be trained to take over the duties of the head priest. This was an honour beyond all description; the Head Priest of the Goddess’ temple was such a tremendous honour for a believer, it was beyond grasping. The moment he was allowed to want it, Nanami wanted it. At once, he saw no other path for him, but that to becoming the first servant, and since all he ever did was in service of that goal. Gojo knew this best.
Another chime rang through the room, rousing Nanami from his light sleep. A cloaked priest entered, for the last ritual was to be observed. Two attendants hurried ahead of him while he carried soft cloth on which two large bands of metal lay with another contraption next to them. 
Before his sleep-addled mind could comprehend it, the attendants had Nanami standing, hands bound in supple leather cuffs, which they then attached to a metal ring above his head. The wall against which his back lay was slick with condensation. 
Some weeks past, his nipples had been pierced, and have since healed; as Nanami stood in the nude before the priest, the bands of metal were looped through the piercings, the nipple rings then connected by a fine chain. 
With precise movement, and a healer’s touch, the contraption was put on him as well: a separate rod was inserted within his urethra, held firm by a cage of metal that locked at the base of his member, and would not be removed until the Run had finished. 
Just from the slight touch, no matter how clinical, Nanami’s body recalled its aches. They washed upon him, warming his skin back up. An itching under his skin started thrumming, as sweat seeped from his temples. Wetness collected on his upper lip, but also between his cheeks. 
For years Nanami withstood, but now in his fourth year as acolyte, it all dazed him. The heaviness of the cage around him centred him, but dizziness was threatening to crowd his vision. Had this all caught him unaware, as he suspected the priests thought, Nanami would’ve been like a flock left outside the city walls overnight. 
Once his shivering subsided, Nanami was released, only to be swathed not in linen, as he had grown much accustomed to, but even more expensive byssus. It was such a fine fabric, that even without direct light, all the shapes of his body were evident. Before light, it was nearly translucent, the outline of body and musculature seen beneath the rippled effect of the weave.
Nanami was unaccustomed to being dressed in its characteristic golden-yellow colours. What unnerved him even more was that the fabric had no border strip, braid, or fringe that claimed it as Nanami’s yet, and it felt like truly being naked, more than nudity itself.
If he succeeded, the cloth would be his, to craft a shawl or skirt from it. If he was caught, however, it would inevitably be ruined and ripped by the hands of his pursuer.
A shudder passed through him. 
He was led back to the main chamber. In front of the gigantic cedar doors, two priests carried lit torches, though night had not yet fallen. They were waiting for him. Backwards, Nanami walked to them, as he did not dare turn his back on the Goddess. Only at the stairs did he turn, and with an ease in his step he did not feel in his heart, begun the long descent down the numerous stairs which lead to the Temple.
Far down below, at the foot of the stairs, a palanquin was prepared; he would not walk to the Gardens. It was a mercy, a privilege. It was like transporting a criminal.
In front of him and behind him alike, two priests walked abreast. Nanami’s heart thundered. His feet were unsteady. From the top portion, he could gaze beyond the walls to the city in the distance. Blue, pink, and orange mixed in the heavens above him, stars twinkling early. Great winds blew with the scent of rain in them. 
Nanami’s chest was heavy. 
Every vaulted roof and arched doorway of the Temple he had learned by heart. He knew every notch in the huge cedar beams. The courtyard was full of trees and shrubs, in regular rows. Cedar, cypress, and juniper abounded. He knew their count. The walls were decorated with semi-engaged columns imitating the trunks of date-palms; he had traced them with his fingers until he knew their shape. The Temple was his home. The priests around him were the same priests that instructed him through his vows, so many years ago, when as a child he’d been first taken to the Temple. Leaving it was anathema, after being warned against it so many times. His breath cramped and a burning of panicked energy spread through him.
The second of the marvels the great forefather created was the Temple tower of the Goddess, made so large and opulent, it was like a mountain peak close to heaven, with roots like a tree reaching down into the Underworld. For the council She provided him and aid She gifted, he swore it would remain chief among all others.
The first time Nanami laid eyes upon it, it had been from the terraces of the Palace. The second time was standing in front of the high walls enclosing the entire district that served the purposes of the temple, at the centre of which it stood. The third had been the bottom of the numberless stairs, gazing at the Temple nestled atop it, like one gazed at the majesty of heaven itself. 
His heart had been drumming so strongly it deafened all hearing, and only a hand on his back had pushed him forward to take the first step. His friend had been braver than him. Haibara took his arm, and slowly they had climbed the tall, uneven steps cut into the rock itself, and worn away by ages of penitents and believers who had the privilege of climbing them.
Nanami descended those same stairs, feeling the ghosts of his childhood rushing past him with the wind. 
The awe had been so fearsome in his small chest, his belief so terrifying, that all that happened afterward was lost to him. As if it happened in a dream, the first sight of the inner walls of the Temple was impossible to bear. For all that, he lost many friends whom he knew he would never see again. Childhood left amid the cool Palace courtyards where they spent the little free time they had cooling from the summer heat amidst the shades of foreign trees, his belief was there to compensate. And Haibara had been with him.
Once he reached the landing, Nanami turned to gaze up at the Temple with the gravity of understanding that he could not yet acknowledge. All alone now, he was older, and far smarter than a few thirteen year-old boys ever could be. His reverence subdued in the years of acclimating to the halls. The shadows of the Mistress of Heaven walked through them in their frightful manifestations, but it was the shadows of man that brought him far more fright.
Nanami stared, though the priests were impatiently shifting from foot to foot. 
Nanami’s grandfather had been a pious man, and Nanami was weaned on this belief. He loved the Temple before he ever saw it. He loved the goddess, before he knew her many titles and faces, before he learned to evoke her exalted name, before he understood the rituals and practised them. Leaving the Temple felt like a goodbye he never gave to his family.
Slightly swaying on his feet, he made his bows, and folded himself into the palanquin. The way, lined with yellow and red stones, took him among the many offices, shops, schools and storages that lay at the foot of the temple: the same way the procession of priests had taken him four years back. Only there was no shadow upon Nanami’s palanquin now, for it was growing late, and he was on the wrong side of the tall walls, and the gate that had protected him for years. 
Outside of the direct gaze of his Goddess and the Head Priest, inspired by fresh air, for the first time in days Nanami’s mind began clearing. As he watched the sun setting, it did not slip his mind how convenient it was for the Prince that Nanami suffered fatigue from the ceremony. Weakened by his heat and whatever incense he ingested, it would make it much easier for Gojo to catch him. 
He could not shake the feeling that he was conspired against. 
It made a certain dose of sense. Having royal children was important for any ruler and any population. The Prince was already taking serious responsibilities from his father, reflected in his building efforts, and reorganisation of armies. He had already sundered his rut, presenting as an alpha, and sooner than later would need heirs. Perhaps they thought they were doing the future king a favour. Perhaps it was also that some would not like to see Nanami become the Head Priest. 
A steady tempo of the porters eventually carried Nanami to the Gardens. From them, the entire view of the City was concealed. As if transported into a mountainside, tall hills rose all around him, pines and other trees clustering together and reaching for the heavens. Only the moon stood taller in the darkening sky.
Anticipation made Nanami’s belly writhe. The climb was steep, as the Garden was above the city level. Though fog was rare, on the days it did appear, the garden looked like it levitated. Around each bend, Nanami thought he’d see Gojo. But he also imagined that somehow, against all odds, his mother would be there. She was still a botanist last Gojo had told him.
Time stretched out. Nanami attempted to ease his breathing, but he itched to move, to get it all done and over with. It was only the majesty of the Garden that kept him still sitting and not running towards his doom like a madman.
It had all begun with a garden. As the story his mother told him went: upon Her counsel, the forefather cut through a mountain peak, and dug out a canal, diverting water into the arid planes of the City. His people planted vast groves of date-palms and orchards with fruit trees of apple, medlar, almond and quince. The earth mellowed, and was made malleable, and he crafted a hilly terrain, wherein he planted seeds of distant lands: cypresses and junipers, pines, ebony and rosewood, swaths of tamarisk, terebinth and ash, fir and pomegranate. The water gushed through the City, crafting numerous canals, while fragrance pervaded the walkways. Thus it became then, as it is yet now, that canals were used for transport. For this, the people built harbours, watergates, and landing places which gave access to different city quarters. 
But the Goddess had not been pleased. 
The forefather set out on his next endeavour: he built an altar atop the highest hill surrounded by a grove of fragrant pines, at the foot of the hill he set a boathouse. In the hilly mountainside he imported all kinds of beast, where the Mistress of Heaven could go hunting with falcons. 
But this did not please Her either. 
The Goddess was one of a war-like aspect, but in times of peace, she had an amorous one, and needed designs where she could nestle with her many-counted lovers, and perform seduction rituals. 
The forefather thus began a tremendous undertaking. High above the city he rose thick stone columns, the size of which rivalled the great giants of the past. Upon them lay beams, crafted out of reed and bitumen, and courses of baked brick bonded by cement and lead. On top of them were nestled vast terraces, holding fertile earth. Then with iron pickaxes, he cut through the hills, and made clear water from a mountain river flow through a monumental aqueduct of stone. Despite the vastness of distance, he ran the canal tall above the gardens. 
On the terraces he planted all the known trees to him, each holding a different species. To arrest the flow, at the lowermost terraces he made a swamp and set out a cane-brake in it. Herons, wild boar, beasts of the forests he released into it. Thus, by this instrument, and the command of the gods, the many vines, trees and herbs thrived and burgeoned within the Gardens. Cypress and mulberry trees grew large and multiplied, cane-brakes grew fast to mighty proportions; birds of the sky and water built their nests, and the wild sows and beasts of the forests brought forth their young in abundance. In this effort, he had transported a piece of the distant mountains into his very city, which brooded above the populace. 
The Garden was finally made so large that the Mistress was satisfied. In reply, she counselled that the forefather cut down some mulberries and cypresses which grew in the parks, and reeds from the swamp, and use them as needed in building his royal Palace.
Thus, in pleasing the Mistress of Heaven, he had crafted a fertile landscape for his people, and by the grace of the Gardens, produced the lumber and wood that was much needed for construction. 
In crafting this first marvel, he set his path out in crafting the other two: the Palace, and the great temple of the Goddess.
In the present day, vast underground reservoirs cleverly channelled the water upwards through some ancient mechanism, yet were hidden from view, so that only those, such as Nanami’s mother, truly knew the goings on of the system. Many were employed to maintain the Garden, which harboured all kinds of strange plants, and aromatic herbs. Despite this, few of the populace were allowed access; the royal family, and those of the Temple, graced by the Goddess, were the only ones who had the right. 
Perhaps this had been a tall tale told to a toddler. But knowing the Prince, and knowing Gojo for the person he was, it felt as if he was capable of doing it within an afternoon.
The scent in the air changed. At once, Nanami could only smell a rutting alpha, despite the other people surrounding him.
They were approaching another procession that was already there. Among the priests and servants, on a lifted platform, stood a lithe figure, swathed in byssus, jewelled, and impatient. It turned and watched as Nanami escaped his palanquin and was taken to it.
Among the gemstones littering his person, Gojo’s eyes shone the brightest.
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In every generation, the royal family would produce a child stripped of colour, ashed-haired and light-eyed, but whose arrival heralded a prosperous future. Despite their strange, disconcerting appearance, what was taken from them was twice repaid in abilities of the mind. Nanami’s grandfather wasn’t paler than linen like the Prince, but he was golden-haired enough for it to matter. It was also what marked Nanami now and separated him from the others. 
(Nanami could boast his father’s lineage but all saw which blood truly marked him — that of a son of nobody. For the people of the City, who could trace their family lines to the creation of its walls, this was repugnant and antithetical to the order of the world.)
So they stood on the raised platform, far closer than they’d been in weeks, golden and silver haired, one born with all the good fortunes, the other with a mixed bag that was producing losing dice. The Garden brooded about them, but Nanami couldn’t give it proper attention.
Gojo’s face was full of mirth and mocking for Nanami’s situation. Contrary, Nanami kept his gaze, which made his lip quirk up. The bastard. Whatever preparation he had to make did not seem to drain him like it did Nanami. The fabric failed to hide the bunching of his muscles, the wide spread of his chest, the lean lines down his belly, the strength of his thighs. 
Any other time, this dress would’ve been indecent. But for the Run, it was the most they were allowed. 
In the half light, his skin glowed from perspiration that ran down the contours of his body, dampening the fabric in splotches. In the first chill of the evening, steam rose from his heated skin. Gojo was warmed up, and ready for what was to come. And since he could not pace like an enclosed animal, he shifted from leg to leg. Nanami couldn’t help but notice the outline between his thighs, the relief of a cock far too big to be reasonable, the curve of his behind, the veins in his firearms which pulsed every time he clenched his fists. 
Nanami swallowed down the saliva suddenly crowding in his mouth, just to nearly choke on it. Gojo had started jumping in place, like an athlete, and it made everything...bounce. 
Nanami had words for the man, but instead he made his appropriate salutation and then the opening ceremony began. 
While the priest spoke the words before the Garden Run, Nanami’s mind raced down two different roads. One was which path he would take to lose the trail, while another couldn’t stop focusing on the young man beside him. Gojo thrummed with such energy Nanami felt it in his core. His scent was so strong Nanami’s knees would’ve buckled had they not locked. It had a fragrant quality, numbing the mind far more than any herb or incense of the temple. It made Nanami feel as if he had his head in the water. 
He would not survive being touched by him. Not in any way that mattered. His skin already prickled from the sheer vicinity. 
The priest gestured and they turned towards one another. The quality of Gojo’s face was such that there was no doubt he was loved by the gods, crafted to be pondered by the Goddess herself. It was unfortunate he was such a smug person. 
Beside this allure stood something else, a darkness beyond the pale heavens of his irises that were slowly growing consumed with the eminence of the moon. 
Seeing Nanami wasn’t moving, Gojo stepped forward, and grabbed his wrist. Pain shot through his entire arm, reaching through his shoulder. But soon, the tendrils turned into a soft burning ember, showing him it was no pain at all. Gojo was merely kneading his gland. Sensitive and burgeoning with scent, it spilled his pheromones, overwhelming the air. 
Nanami, in turn, shook. Having never been touched in such a manner, it was unbearable. He wanted to rip Gojo’s hand off of him. He wanted the man to dig his fingers deeper, and rake his nails until he succumbed to the pleasure roaring in his gut.  
The exchange of scent was a cruel custom. This way, though Nanami was given the advantage of time to run, Gojo was given the advantage of knowing his scent. Under the cover of moonlight, he was supposed to use his nose and track Nanami’s scent, rather than use his eyes to spot him.
Having known each other for years, Gojo was already familiar with him. His further advantage was being born the son of the King. He walked these Gardens his entire life. Meanwhile, Nanami had no true advantage at all. That he now dug his own fingers into Gojo’s wrist was not for him: if an alpha could sense an omega 2000 cubits away, 10000 cubits could not hide an omega with the alpha's mark on them. 
Having Gojo’s scent on him would be nothing but a detraction and a distraction. But Nanami had already touched him before he could stop himself.
“Ready?” Gojo whispered. His hair shone in the moonlight, as if part of it. For once, he appeared serious.
His beauty was painful to the eyes, and the heart, for the way he bore it so carelessly and confidently. It had been weeks since they'd last seen each other and since Nanami laid out pieces of himself before him. That was longer than they’d ever gone without one another.
 It’s rigged. All of it.  
It was not the first time he had this thought that day, or even week. The kernel of doubt embedded in his heart after Haibara’s accident, but bloomed upon learning what awaited him for his Run. He already knew things would go this way before he begged Gojo’s favour. The priesthood could not strike as quickly as Nanami could strike true. 
Gojo was unpredictable, and as taciturn as a god; one could neither employ him, nor control him, and bargaining never meant that one would get what they wanted. Still, it was the best he had. They had struck a bargain, and now Gojo was his co-conspirator.
Eventually, Nanami nodded. He might’ve said that Gojo was concerned for him, but he beamed with such confidence in Nanami, as he always seemed to do, that it filled him up until he was what Gojo imagined him being.
“You look good in my colours.”
“Not for long.” 
Gojo smirked. “Oh, incite me more, see if I catch you quicker.”
“Not bloody likely.”
He clicked his tongue, but his lips parted with a smile. He appeared lupine, laughing at him, and showing his teeth at once. “It...will be one of my greatest pleasures to see you succumb to me.” He looked over him. “Another one will be fucking you into the dirt.”
Nanami’s heart shook. Still, he said, “The gods let us all dream. I only hope you’ve prepared my weight in gold.”
Despite his station, Gojo inclined his head. The priest separated them soon after, and Gojo could neither confirm nor deny, but his eyes held a conspiratory gleam. Nobody here could understand the true nature of this Run but the two of them. For all the others, it was a one-sided feeding of a beast. Ironically, they would never know Nanami wanted it just like it was going to be.
The priest herded him to the proper spot, and nodded, giving him the signal to prepare. He lifted his hand, and a bell held within it rang out. 
Muscles already trembling, Nanami shot out of his spot like an arrow, towards the growing darkness of the Gardens. Soon, instead of a pathway, it was grass and leaf that crunched underfoot, then underbrush, and rustling from his bulk passing through consumed him.
Curated pathways had led him to the Garden, and Nanami expected more of the same. But before he noticed, all that lay ahead was wilderness. That he knew the legend of its creation, the secrets of its maintained existence, and the drumming in his ears of panic, did not render its majesty incomplete. It was as if one had taken a chunk of the emerald mountains and transported them here. All around him, the hills rose and towered, with their black strange trees, looming especially heavily around the lake Nanami eventually came across.
As a child he had a mind for strategy and logistics. This aided him now.
 It was imperative to rid himself of Gojo’s scent, but also dampen his own. Water would also aid him in erasing any tracks. The soft sand and earth around the bank already bore his footprints, but even if Gojo came across them, he couldn’t know where Nanami would surface. 
With this in mind, Nanami jumped into the water and began swimming. 
In all consideration, the lake was not deep, but it was wide. Its colour appeared especially black as evening truly set in, the crests of the waves he created shimmering like black pearls strung up along their length. Nanami swam carefully, not to create too much noise, nor be too obvious. The long hours spent in the Temple doing menial chores maintained some of his physique, but he could scarcely match Gojo, who had been forced to practise with armaments and heavy armour. He had to maintain his pace, so as to avoid burning out too quickly. 
As he swam, the heat that plagued him and the warmth of the Temple sluiced off of him like he was in full moult. He felt lighter with no eyes on him and a simple exercise in mind. In the Garden, just Gojo there, and no expectations but his own, this entire ordeal felt like a game. It was, in a sense. 
For the first time in their entire lives, they were alone. For the first time, he had Gojo’s full, absolute, indomitable attention. 
Feeling light, Nanami slowed his movement, letting himself gently bob in the water. 
Many of the friendships he made in the Palace had been lost to him by becoming an acolyte, the Temple forbidden to most except for the festivals. But the royal family had unprecedented access, and thus, one unlikely friendship remained. At first Gojo had been surprised to see him, but soon a change of heart that had been ascribed to maturity kept him visiting. At times he would even bring Geto with him, so that together with Haibara they had all felt like they were back in the Palace, and not sundered by a divine plan.
But just as their happiness did not last, neither did the illusion of it. The acolytes were forbidden to all, even to each other. Yet Haibara, in his friendly, personable ways, was hapless. Too many times he had snuck out in the middle of the night, too many touches exchanged, too many late conversations were had with people forbidden to the Temple concealed by a new moon.
One morning, Nanami had risen via alarm, and graceless and stumbling, staggered to the Temple doors. At the bottom of the stairs, the body of his friend lay in ruin. It would’ve been a long fall for anybody let alone a boy.
An accident, it had been ruled. It would’ve been disastrous for anyone to find out what the boy had been doing so the Temple did not investigate. An accident, Nanami had been convinced, until he saw the faces of his fellow acolytes when they spoke of it, and the priests that tended to them like sheep, and knew there had been no accident at all. 
Geto had known as well. But he had been little else, but a son of a prominent soldier, and could do nothing in the politics of a holy temple. The acolytes were forbidden, and it was he who had been in the wrong. 
In his grief he had struck out, and with the next caravan, left the city before he could be persecuted. It was the only kindness Gojo could afford him, for friendship's sake. 
Thereafter, only Gojo and Nanami had been left, two unmatching, unfitting pieces. It took Gojo a long time to start coming to the Temple again, and longer still for them to make peace with the absences at their sides, and talk like normal people. 
The acolytes were forbidden, and both had learned this lesson. 
However, though they were promised into servitude of the Goddess, it was the King and his family that were blessed by Her, and ruled the city; they could never truly be refused, though it tested the authority of the Temple. Thus, their conversations were kept in public secret with the priests, who did not need to do much but look at Nanami to warn him against foolishness. But it was as if they knew they didn’t need to go further. Gojo and Nanami always kept at a distance, to a reasonable time, and they had seldom touched in all the years that passed since.
This did not aid Nanami as much as he thought it would. It would not be touch, but the sound of a laugh, a flash of white teeth, the scent in his long hair that wafted over, and underneath the attraction of an alpha’s scent which would change things between them. 
He had felt this metamorphosis in the tension of the air, in a burning sort of anticipation that built out of every argument and tease, every crinkle of a smile, and a low hum. The training in the arts and instruments of war developed Gojo’s physique more than any ceremony did Nanami’s, and he had grown from envious into covetous, though he averted his gaze often to prevent it.
Naturally, Nanami could never convey his interest, and would not, for the sake of his future as a priest. He had never spoken any sweet words, nor would he know anything of seduction. Yet, for some reason, Gojo’d persisted in his advances, subtle as they were. He recited poetry and played games with him, brought him sweet fruit, and spoke double-sided words so that if caught everything could be denied. 
He’d considered Nanami’s situation, which was in itself a sign since Gojo had otherwise always been careless and blunt, taking what he wanted with little warning. In retrospect, he even provoked and instigated arguments when he had seen Nanami was feeling wretched, and brought him out of his low stupors. He’d measured when to peacock and when Nanami yearned for companionship, so they could play on their gishgudi, and even bothered to learn the songs of the Goddess so they could sing together.
Nanami had never given him any reason to do so, but his face must’ve given something away, for he persisted. Then came the day when Nanami realised what would become of him after the Garden Run, and informed Gojo that he would soon have to stop visiting him. 
Gojo should’ve thrown a joke. But with some gravitas around him that at times imbued him, as if he knew things beyond his age, Gojo had said, “So it has come.”
“After the run, I will become a priest.”
“Have they prepared someone for you?”
They'd exchanged looks. Perhaps Gojo knew better than most the politics of small groups. For a son of a common man, a merchant, it would’ve been inappropriate to become the High Priest no matter his resolve, or his ability. The priesthood would look to land him with someone; if Nanami truly wanted the position, and he did, he would have to work for it now since the chance of making himself indispensable, and well-rooted in the life of the Temple had already passed in his ignorance. 
“Don’t be naive. Too much faith in people is called stupidity,” Gojo had barked. “Come the festival, you’ll be hitched to the first bastard rich enough to pay the price. They won’t let you become the First. Your birth is too low.”
Of this all, Nanami had been aware. While his mother married above her status, only through importing exotic foreign plants she knew the secrets to tending did she earn the difficult, but exclusive job of the Garden botanist. Her new duty had brought her close to authority and power, for those who went walking the Gardens were all prominent people. Over the years, she ingratiated herself with them. It was this that allowed Nanami to study in the Palace: effort not birthright and a stout lineage that all High Priests claimed.
With the colouring of her father, and the face of her mother, she had attracted many admirers. Nanami, however, could not marry into the priesthood. 
It had been the first time Nanami touched him. Their hands had been pressed together down to their pinky fingers. Gojo had shivered beside him, swallowed heavily, and fallen quiet, which was unusual for him. Nanami would’ve congratulated himself, but nerves overtook him. 
Then he had spoken anyway. 
“Will you help me?”
Gojo’s face had grown severe and wolfish, and he seemed to grow, as if his hair all stood on edge. It had been as if Nanami was before a great beast who would snatch him in its jaws at any moment. 
Such a simple question had held behind it so much context. For Gojo to help him in the Run meant that he would have to announce his interest to the priests. Thus, anyone else automatically disqualified, for neither they, nor the priesthood would dare injure the pride, or be in contest, with the royal family. Gojo never cared for priesthood that much, and would enjoy screwing with their plans which is why Nanami dared to ask in the first place.
However, an unfortunate obstacle had stood between them, familiar to both: Gojo would need to be wed. His political position meant that he would be crowned soon, and needed to make heirs. Nanami’s favour had been begged at the wrong time for it would prevent Gojo from finding a partner better suited for him, with proper political sway. For at least a few years, it would be Nanami’s obligation to perform the duties of a spouse. 
Nanami would’ve been forcing his hand. Instead of some stranger, Gojo would have to marry him instead. And even a sham marriage had to be consummated. Only if nothing grew out of it, would then he be allowed to find another spouse.
Nanami would not have begrudged him this. However, as he had looked at Gojo’s face, he sensed this was beyond any possibility.
Gojo had never been quick to anger; he was quick to madness. His wolfish expression had grown in a true lupine smile, showing a dangerous amusement with his teeth. 
“Then let us strike a bargain. If you evade me, I will donate to the Temple in your name generously, smoothing your way up. But if I catch you,” he'd leaned forward, “you will be wed to me in a fortnight, and there won’t be a power in this world that would sunder you from my Palaces.”
“There is always a power,” Nanami had scoffed. His heart shook where he sat.
“Then I should hurry to claim you. The Goddess would have no use for you when you’re marked by another.”
Nanami’s nape burned and pounded long after Gojo had left, discomfort churning in his gut until it grew into something quite different. It had excited Nanami. The sensation didn’t differ now, that he was under the spell of the full moon, and his heat.
Muscles straining, Nanami eventually turned onto his back, and starfished out. In his ears, all he heard was the undercurrent. Above him were the heavens that twinkled and shone, like those above the statue of the Goddess. What great expanse there was out there, wider than that of the temple, greater than the knowledge of the magi, and the priests that kept exploring them. If he were to marry Gojo, he could look at it any time he wished. 
But who was Nanami to change the course of his fate, to wish for more than he was already given? Him, a son of a merchant, and his mother a botanist but begotten by a freed slave brought to the city by conquest and war, who only after long years of service was parcelled a bit of land. All he earned he earned by merit, and by the will of the heavens. He could toil again, and become a priest. He would have to claw and scrape his way out of it; he would have to bloody Gojo, and rend him apart, like any omega who truly did not wish to be touched. He had it in him, this wilderness, this power. 
Water licked alongside his body. The byssus clung to him like a second skin. He would not dare go against the Goddess. How could he forsake the promises he made as an acolyte? The shame would have burned him alive. But if he failed, regardless, if his opponent was simply too powerful... 
The Goddess herself had an amorous aspect.
Soon, Nanami left the lake, dripping water as he went, step lighter, but body heavier. He went up, climbing through the foliage, to get to the higher ground. From there, he could nest himself in a tree, and watch for anything approaching. Perhaps Gojo would not find him, and Nanami wouldn’t have to move, while being safe from the animals, but if he were found, he could prepare an ambush for him, and take him down. 
Distracted, he did not see the trap until it was too late. Suddenly, Gojo was there, in front of him, the glinting of his jewellery giving him away. It was like an apparition manifested before him. Heart pounding in his chest, feet digging into the earth below, he slowly shifted, like before a beast. 
“Nanami,” Gojo called, his body coiling. 
The borders of his body melded with the darkness around him, so he appeared to swell with the shadows, preparing to spring. 
Gojo came for him. Gojo came to take him. Despite weeks of knowing, it finally sank in: if he lost this, Gojo really intended to take him away.
Nanami gave him another look, before rushing like a bull descended from heaven, sprinting towards the shore. Behind him, he heard crashing. It seemed to him as if Gojo were a giant, and his bulk was destroying the foliage, and damaging the woods, shaking the earth itself upon which he tread, as he gave chase. But he didn’t turn, nor did he check. 
He was wading into the hip-tall grass before the banks when his feet were swept under him. Gojo, who’d caught him around the waist, made for a cushion, but once they stopped rolling, he was under him, an inconvenience. Gojo looked at him for a moment, but Nanami was already scrambling, pushing his stupid face away.
At that, Gojo squawked, indignant, and it didn’t take long for him to get Nanami’s back. They struggled, haplessly and messily, like they just learned how to wrestle. Gojo was trying to put him in a clinch, great strength in his arms, but the water made Nanami slippery, and difficult to hold. 
Seeing it was useless, Gojo instead grabbed for his own forearms to complete the bind. But when the hold was secure, Nanami used the momentum to send them both back. He landed on top of Gojo, a loud breath by his ear telling him he knocked the air from his lungs. Though he did not look it, Nanami was heavy. 
Digging into Gojo’s arms, Nanami attempted to break the hold while warmth seeped into him from the body underneath. As he squirmed, their byssi slid on top of each other. Underneath, the naked roiling muscle coiled, and rippled, gliding under Nanami’s own. Tufts of grass shook from their writhing bodies.
In the crevice between his cheeks, up to the small of his back, a pulsing warmth grew. The more Nanami struggled, the more it dug between his cheeks, pushing the byssus into his skin until the friction finally rolled it up the small of his back. Gojo’s cock was free to slide over Nanami’s heated flesh, rubbing ever so urgently over Nanami’s hole, until it was drenched with his slick.
So focused was Nanami on this, that he didn’t even notice when Gojo stopped grabbing him, and was instead groping his body. Hands kneaded his waist, his sides, his chest, massaging with little restraint. In return, his own hand had landed on Gojo’s legs as he was nestled between, and were digging into his powerful thighs that flexed each time he rolled his hips. Every so often, his cockhead snagged on his rim, sending little sparklers of panic and excitement up Nanami’s spine.
The size of Gojo’s pleasure was evident; he was purring so strongly, it rocked Nanami’s entire body. Nanami, who’d hardly ever heard the sound, and certainly never felt it in any sexual context, was at once a victim of its seduction. It urged him into complacency, but laid like molten sugar in his belly, sticky, hot and unbearable. 
It was a tickling sort of pain, like candle wax, drop after drop, landing on his skin. He wishes to rid himself of it, as much as he wanted to feel more, and this juxtaposition only grew the longer he was subject to Gojo.
Hardly able to focus, he let Gojo position him as he wished, when a shock went through Nanami so hard he stilled completely. 
Gojo’s lips were on his nape. 
Within the moment, Nanami whipped around in a rage. The scent of blood suffused through the air soon after. His teeth were not close enough to rend, but his nails left scratch marks on Gojo’s cheeks. He would’ve bloodied Gojo worse, but the young man was faster, and protected himself from it by tackling him down to the ground at once. 
They scrambled together, gripping and ripping at each other like animals, too much energy and vigour, too much want standing in the way of reason. Gojo grabbed at him, attempting to subdue him. In return, when he managed to get Gojo to his back, Nanami tore at his byssos, strings and necklaces, when he couldn’t score his flesh. Beads exploded across the ground. Hefty jewels scattered around Gojo’s head to glimmer, reflecting light from the heavens above.
This halted Nanami, for it crafted such a stunning image, that he could only stare. Moonlight shone down upon Gojo, revealing his reddened cheeks, his sweaty brow, his panting lips, all red with spit, hair wild from their tussling. At the hollow of his neck, sweat pooled, tempting Nanami. His eyes glimmered with the jewels, and he appeared so beautiful that Nanami forgot himself.
As he lingered, his admiration bloomed into a softness. But where Nanami went soft and pliant, Gojo went hard and finally flipped them. When Nanami squirmed, he grabbed hold of his nape, and exerted such pressure that Nanami yelped, and wrecked with shivers, cheek ground into the grass, stilled.
Gojo urged him to his belly, and once he was there, put all his weight down, flattening him as best he could, until Nanami’s hands gave way. With a knock from Gojo, his knees slid across the grass, made to spread wider, as he was forced to present further. 
Nanami was sweating, and wheezing, body trembling with shocks. His change of circumstance happened too quickly to comprehend. 
They were pressed so firmly together, from chest to pelvis, he felt Gojo’s every breath restricting his own. Still, it didn’t distract from Gojo’s face seen only from the corner of his eye. Nanami growled, and showed his teeth, but all Gojo did was look at him until his weight drove all the air from his lungs, and his warmth seeped into Nanami, turning his reason into kindling.
Feeling another person in such a way, so closely and intimately, was beyond any of Nanami’s experience. He was keyed up, all of his skin vibrating. Every shift of Gojo’s weight brough more shocks to him, and he could hardly stand it. Thus, when Gojo intentionally ground their bodies together, thrusting down through the slick passage between his cheeks, Nanami let out an animal kind of noise. But Gojo was only spurred on by this. The air was soon filled with his gasps and grunts, as he rutted into Nanami’s supple skin. It felt as if he was moaning into his ear. His breath was hot where it hit Nanami’s face.
Slick dribbled from his sloppy rim and, despite Gojo’s interruptions, slid down his balls to drip onto the grass below. The heaviness of the cage around Nanami’s cock grew more and more present. He ached to be touched, to be released, to find the conclusion to his anticipation that took him years ago, but was realised only today.
By the time Gojo leaned in to kiss him, Nanami was so wound up that he could hardly respond. With the angle, and lack of knowledge, he was at Gojo’s mercy. But neither did the young man immediately plunder Nanami’s mouth, nor did he bite him. His lips were soft on Nanami’s, and coaxed them apart. They sucked on one, then the other, before tongue teased the seam of his teeth, and pushed inside. 
After, Gojo did not let him draw proper breath, but continued kissing him until all the pleasure coalesced together. Nanami’s mind quieted when a surge of light erupted behind his eyelids. His entire body shook, from the ends of his soaking hair, down to the toes that dug into the grass. It was so potent he lost sense of himself, as the hot tongues of fire within his belly licked across his body, all-encompassing.
At the tail end of it, he was left confused, wheezing, and without a fight. 
Seeing this submission, Gojo gloated. “Did you just finish?” 
A warm hand groped Nanami’s belly, then cupped his cock. Nanami jumped, feeling the heat through the metal. Behind him, he heard Gojo suck in air through his teeth.
“Not with this useless thing,” he said. 
He flicked the cage, forcing a groan out of Nanami. His hand cupped Nanami’s balls, and his fingers trailed up to where both of them were sopping wet, and not from lake water. 
“So much slick,” Gojo murmured. “How many inducers did they feed you?”
With clumsy eagerness, he pushed his fingers inside before Nanami even grasped what was happening. The surprise made him snap back to himself, but just as he was about to move, Gojo grabbed the back of his neck, and pushed him down, so all that he could see was the swaying tall grass around them, most of which they’d flattened. 
He should have hated it, but the firmness of Gojo’s grip gave him a startling sense of reassurance. He was held. There was someone out there who could handle him. 
Instead of pain that this should’ve roused, Gojo’s fingers moving inside him incited such excitement within him, his belly squirmed all over again, and his breath was coming out in a quick panting rhythm, heating up. 
They were long enough to reach up into his cunt, and they pushed and prodded at his entrance, but only slid in when it opened up for them. To tease the shallow ring of muscle which swallowed them up, they hooked and dragged down, as if threatening to pop out, driving Nanami’s pussy to start clenching and pulsing, just to keep them inside. However, having never touched himself, or at all knowing it would feel as good, Nanami was subjected to such pleasure as one was subjected to the best liquor after years of an ascetic life. He was made delirious, moaning and even shaking his own hips from how good it felt. 
It was so overwhelming, only once they left him did the reverb of their effect catch up to Nanami, and he was wrecked with shivers. He was dribbling from his hole, and from his cock, as he swayed on his knees.
The smacking of lips echoes. Next time he spoke, Nanami smelled slick on Gojo’s breath.
“If I had any more patience, I’d have taken you apart on my tongue.”
Nanami snarled weakly. He bucked. It conveniently drove Gojo’s cock across his hole. 
Nanami still didn’t know to want Gojo’s mouth, but he knew there was a way out of this discomfort, and itching in his belly, so he angled for that instead, unconcerned with things he was not familiar with. He didn’t think how disastrous this was.
“Focus on what you’re about to feel now. Focus on how my cock’s going to pry your gaping cunt apart.”
The warmth that had been burning him up the entire time, finally slid inside him. Nanami’s hole was stretched on Gojo’s wide glans, clamping down only once he pushed it inside entirely. This feat in and of itself deserved a pause. But Gojo gave him none. He worked the first part of his cock inside Nanami with relative ease. But as they reached the middle, where he was thickest, and widest, long minutes passed wherein Gojo would pull back, and thrust back inside, working in more of his cock a little at the time.
Slick gushed around the intrusion.
As a consequence of his persistence, Gojo’s cockhead dug into Nanami’s sensitive walls, pressing onto places inside him that had Nanami wheezing and groaning out. After a while of this, his insides trembled, knuckles white from how hard he was clenching his fists. 
When his poor hole finally widened around the thick middle of Gojo’s cock, the glans knocked against his omegan cunt, and pushed through with extreme eagerness. It left the wide shaft outside, to rub Nanami’s prostate, overwhelming him with sensations. 
“You’re so warm.” Gojo sounded awed. He groaned. “Just. Stop. Squeezing.”
Nanami did not understand. His walls pulsed around the cock inside him all by themselves, and drew it in without Gojo’s need to push. Deeper inside his cunt it slid, until Gojo’s hips were flush with Nanami’s ass.
This seemed to overwhelm Gojo, for he covered Nanami’s back, and hugged him tightly to himself as best he could. He couldn’t stop moving, and nudged their hips together, grinding his hard length inside him. On each movement, Nanami’s fresh cunt squeezed, not knowing anything but the instinct to milk the dick inside him. 
They moaned in unison. Their sweat mingled together, soaking the byssi. Gojo’s hands kneaded his chest, while he kissed the side of his neck. Through their skin, Nanami could feel how hard Gojo’s heart was beating.
There was so much pressure on his hole, that when Gojo humped his ass, the displacement of it was a pleasure in itself. It was the bare minimum of movement, like he didn’t want to part. When Gojo’s movements grew, insistent and needy, it was only to push his cock inside deeper faster.
It couldn’t have been more than a few minutes when Nanami’s belly started winding up and tightening, as heat pooled inside it. The cock rubbing and stimulating his insides created a terrible itching between him, but feeling it for the first time was so intense, he was so lost in the sensation.
“Giving up already?” Gojo’s laugh was brief, and got lost in a hiss, and a curse when Nanami squeezed down around him. “That’s right, you should just let yourself feel it.”
Nanami didn’t know what he was talking about. The pressure on his cock was growing, and he wanted to be free from it. The same sort of light as before was coming over him, and he needed the metal gone around his cock before it did.
He scrambled, getting a hand on himself. The metal didn’t yield, but just jostling his cock within it felt good. Nanami wheezed.
“Remove it, move it, Gojo, augh, hurts, hurts, help me—”
It didn’t, but it was frustrating. He felt something building up inside him, but there was no way to release it, not with the cage in the way.
As he begged, Gojo only fucked him harder. Every movement wrecked shivers. At the end of every thrust Nanami was forced to moan, until a series of ‘oh, oh, oh’s echoed in the air. Nanami’s hand was pried away from himself, and put back onto the grass below, wrist squeezed so harshly nails bit into his scent glands. 
He was mounted from behind properly, firmly, keenly, and cruelly.
“I already caught you. Now, you’ll come with your cunt, or not at all,” Gojo told him. 
Unused to Gojo’s cruelty, afraid of what he was feeling, Nanami cried out, “Help!” 
Next to his ear, Gojo spoke. 
“Before I can claim, you must submit. Completely. Fully. And you don’t need your dick for it. Is this not what your goddess demands?” He nudged his cock so deep inside, Nanami swore he could feel him distend his belly. “I’ll breed your cunt until you’re full with me. And only when you’re done squirting, and creaming over my cock, and we’ve observed your rituals, will I release you.” 
At the mournful sound Nanami made, his voice gained a derisive quality. “Thank your goddess for this is  her plot. But no,” he added quickly, “think not of her, but of the pleasure within you. Focus, can you tell how my cock strikes your womb? How you clench around it, and squeeze, forcing your pleasure spots upon it? Does your belly not ache with your urge for release?”
The more Gojo tormented him, the more slick gushed out of him, displaced by his cock, and forced out of his body. The loud, squelching sounds were mortifying to Nanami. He forgot to breathe at times, then wheezed, drawing in Gojo’s intoxicating scent, one of an alpha in his rut.
Nanami hadn’t been able to understand what he was feeling, for feeling pleasure was a philosophical concept to him, not one of the body. But as Gojo guided him through acknowledging one sensation within his body to another, it was dawning on him.
It did not take long until the light overwhelmed Nanami’s vision again. This time though, he understood what was happening to him. The waves of sensations that passed across his skin were all pleasure, and it unravelled and broke over him. He was coming, like Gojo said he would, like he did before. And despite his best efforts, it was his cunt that throbbed, and pulsed, more slick drenching them both, while his cock, bound and caged, did little there, but hang. Even with Nanami focusing on it, attempting to push what little cum he could from it, all he managed were a few drops that slid down the metal and didn’t even stain the ground.
Gojo fucked him through it, until he was whining and in pain, until it was all too much, and he needed some reprieve. And still tears came to his eyes, wishing for more. His crotch felt too hot and heavy with the cage on, though he couldn’t even grow hard. Nanami felt lewd, and driven out of his own mind, while Gojo had his fill. 
The respite that came, however, was too sudden. Without finishing, nor saying anything, Gojo pulled away from him, and let Nanami slump to the side.
He was left a wretched thing to the aftershocks, body reliving Gojo’s touches and attentions, twitching uncontrollably, while his cunt squeezed on nothing. After such fullness within him, Nanami felt bereft. The emptiness was unbearable. Delirium was threatening to overwhelm him. Above, the heavens shone and spun. 
In such a state, he hardly noticed what Gojo was doing above him. 
After some rummaging, Gojo finally grabbed a nice handful of his ass, and lifted it up, revealing his hole to the evening air. His thumb slid through the mess over his twitching rim. The touch had Nanami breaking out in gooseflesh. 
It was not a dark night: the moon was heavy and full, illuminating some gold sparks hidden in Gojo’s dark eyes. A savagery hid within them, and the same sense of danger that had made him run overtook Nanami once again. But, although Gojo was brooding above him, growing larger with the night, Nanami was already trapped. The hunt was over, and butchery about to commence.
A moment later, Gojo bent down, and his soft mouth sealed over Nanami’s hole. A yelp left him. His legs, stacked on top of each other, shook. 
Gojo’s tongue plundered inside him, while his mouth sucked messily, noises filling the air. 
Having been given too much, then left with only ghosts, even these touches were driving Nanami into a corner. His rim felt more sensitive than ever and, soft and worked open, gave way easily to Gojo’s tongue and lips. His scent turned deeper, stronger, as if doing this got him off. 
The man, from time to time, moved away, but would return hungrier than before, sucking and licking up Nanami’s slick, and groaning like it was the finest drink, and it pleased him to partake. 
When he finally lifted himself up, he lapped at the corners of his lips. 
“You already taste of me. And I’ve not even come yet.”
He grabbed at Nanami’s hip, held him firmly, and slid back inside him. 
Air rushed from Nanami’s lungs, carrying a moan. It was high pitched and strange, Nanami could hardly tell it came from him. It was a pitiful thing, and it was making him realise he was a pitiful being, a writhing worm. Didn’t he have a goal, a plan, a mission?
Nanami recalled his fight too late. He could see the recognition in Gojo’s face. The man smirked, and his face sharpened. 
Once Gojo’s cock pushed inside his pussy, he could tell something was different. For one, Gojo’s movement halted, except for gentle nudgings, giving attention to the flesh and muscle right past the entrance that was already far too sensitive. He circled and undulated his hips, and would, just as Nanami was getting used to it, slip in deeper, just to draw back to the entrance to press into the spots that felt good.
The deep humping from before was gone, leaving Nanami far too present for his torment. Gojo even pulled out of him from time to time, leaving a prickling, itching sensation behind, that was only soothed when Gojo pushed back into his cunt.
This sensation grew. Nanami was soon writhing in sweat, his insides spasming. The relief was in finding a cock to clamp on; the torture was having it only shallowly within him. Despite the gentle movements, or perhaps because of them after such insistent rutting, the itching in his belly turned into an unbearable flame. It was that same burning sensation of before, that unrealised need that was still plaguing him from wearing the cage. 
The more Gojo moved inside him, the more sensitive he grew, until even the few strokes inside him were monumental, forcing him to squeeze down each time as hard as he could. His body was protesting, attempting to draw Gojo deeper inside. After that deep fucking from before, the shallowing wasn’t enough. His pussy felt empty, and he needed it stretched and pounded again. 
His limbs felt heavier with each passing moment, mind fogging. When Gojo pulled out again, Nanami’s hand shot out. Without thinking he said, “Wait, no, don’t!”
This made Gojo chuckle. His cock was hot, and pulsed where it rested on his thigh. He felt something was attached to it, some perversion of a sexual aid no doubt. Even to his skin like this, it felt ticklish.
“You’re aching for me about now, aren’t you?” he said. 
How could Nanami deny it? Gojo’s own byssus and crotch were covered with Nanami’s slick, his dick drenched in it. 
Nanami’s belly itched deep inside. 
“What—”
Gojo took his wrist to hold his hand out of the way, grabbed his leg with the other, and pushed it to the other side of himself. It moved Nanami to his back, thighs splayed open for Gojo to fit between. His heavy cock, engorged and swelling further, had something attached to it. Around the frenulum, a band with thin strands sat. 
Nanami recalled that the goddess had an amorous aspect. He recalled the concoctions they made in her temple, and for what uses.
“Soaked in aphrodisiac,” Gojo added, seeing recognition in his face. “Just for you.” 
Unlike the bruising grip from before, Gojo massaged his wrist now, making Nanami wrecked with shivers. Nanami couldn’t rid himself of it, so instead he gripped Gojo’s hand back.
When it aligned, Gojo’s cock reached up to Nanami’s belly button. He could not comprehend how he was able to take it. He ached.
“Want it back?” Gojo asked, smug. 
He wanted to be contrary. But Nanami was no longer with himself. He lifted his own hips, and Gojo grabbed quickly at them, dragging them to his lap. With mirth, he sank back inside Nanami, and this time did not stop just at the entrance, but sank deep inside his cunt. The angle let him go deeper than before, and it was not long after that Nanami felt a strong jolt strike though him, making him arch. The itching sensation spread throughout his pussy, but with a few practised humps, it was his womb that was getting teased. 
The strong prickly hairs caught on the entrance to his womb every time Gojo nudged his cockhead against it, which was constantly. He didn’t thrust, but humped deep inside him, circling his hips, but mostly letting his cock soak inside Nanami, delivering aphrodisiacs deep within him. Soon, Nanami’s womb began cramping, pussy squeezing and palpitating around Gojo’s cock, as if he were coming. 
He couldn’t help the squeezing any more than he could help the sounds that left him. He clung to Gojo’s wrist. The other hand was on his belly as if to stop him, but if Gojo did halt, Nanami’d whine, clutch at his hip, and urge him back into motion. 
With such minimal stimulation, and small movement, Nanami felt every brush of the hairs inside him, the itching unbearable. He needed Gojo’s cock to soothe it with the few deep strokes Gojo would give him before returning to the teasing. Even though he was the cause of his aching, he was also the cure. 
If he slipped out just a bit, Nanami writhed, cursed, and begged, shameless and unaware of himself. He did not even realise when he ended up cupping his caged cock, until Gojo was swatting his hand away. This did not keep him away for long. But he did not have the key to release it, and so his efforts were useless.
Struggling proved useless; in his distraction Gojo took his other wrist, and was digging his thumbs into them, tormenting his scent glands, and expressing them, perfuming the cloying night air. He did this while using the hold as leverage for his movement, so that his dick struck deep inside him, scraping his insides with his huge glans, and bringing relief. 
“Just look at you,” Gojo said. “Feels good, doesn’t it?” 
He coaxed Nanami, until his wrists were drained. Then, lifting one to his mouth, he took to sucking on it until the skin was reddened and abused from his tongue.
Shaking, Nanami observed this with bated breath. Just as he was mellowing into this fresh sensation, Gojo struck out. His teeth sank into the scent gland on his wrist, vicious and quick. 
Nanami’s entire body locked up, breath stuttering, body arching both away from it, and into the sensation. It should’ve hurt. But soon Nanami realised that it too was only a different sort of pleasure, too strong for him to comprehend until it mellowed. 
This epiphany consumed him. So when Gojo released his bitten wrist, to lap at the blood, and turned to the other, Nanami only watched. 
Naturally, Gojo noticed this. He smirked, and hummed, nudged his hips inside him more to stir Nanami up, and mouthed over his wrist. His hold was loose. When he looked like he was about to start speaking, Nanami merely slipped from it, and struck him across the mouth. 
It was not hard, but his teeth were sharp from the marking. Blood rolled from his lip, down his chin.
Gojo neither growled nor took action like Nanami had wanted; instead he bent down, folding Nanami’s hand until it was beside his head, and hovered above his face. Their lips were a breath apart. The beads of blood dripped from his mouth, and dappled Nanami’s. 
When he acted, it was to bare his teeth before he sunk his mark into Nanami’s free wrist. But it was a quick, and vicious affair. When he parted, Nanami surged, dragging him down into a vicious kiss. He lapped at the blood from his mouth, sucked it from his tongue, licked it from his chin and fed it back to him, while Gojo fucked inside him.
The taste of his own slick was overwhelming. It swam together with the different aromas of rut in the hot air they breathed together. 
Gojo’s hips stuttered. Though he appeared collected, Nanami sensed the tremors going through him, maintaining a long line of tension. His neck and back were awash in sweat. Still, a powerful arm looped around Nanami, holding their hips tightly pressed together as they rocked with increasing urgency. 
Nanami held him as close as his trembling hands allowed. His wrists pounded and ached from the marking. Their chests rubbed together, the skin-warm metal jangling upon every thrust.
When they pulled away from exchanging toe-curling, filthy kisses, Gojo appeared loopy, eyes glazed, and was panting loudly. His scent matured slowly as Nanami pressed into the glands on his neck. 
Diving back down, Gojo kissed him more, and only minutes later when he slaked his need, did Gojo truly push away. 
While Nanami tugged at his ear, he was nibbling his jaw, and when he went licking over his neck, Nanami was pushing hair from his eyes.
Soon, Gojo’s large hands sat on his thighs, thumbs coursing over the scent glands on the inseam. He trailed them gently, but every so often he dug them in, making Nanami surge, and yelp, and moan afterwards, stirring the fire that has consumed him. So while his touch was gentle, the thread of a sudden spike of pleasure was always there, and it made Nanami nod and agree to whatever he asked. 
“You arch into my touch so quickly. And each time I press here,” he dug his fingers again, ”you shake. I wonder how many times I would’ve forced cum from you, if you weren’t trapped in this.” 
He flicked the cage, and Nanami groaned. He attempted to hide himself with his hands. This time Gojo didn’t bother removing them, but merely tutted.
“You left yourself exposed.”
A nail gently circled one of his nipples. It hooped through the metal ring and lifted, creating a barely-there tug. Still, it sent a jolt down Nanami’s spine. His inverted nipples forced out, and pierced with metal that now kept them exposed in the name of ‘correction’ had sensitised them so that every touch impacted him with exceeding strength. 
Repeating the movement, Gojo teased Nanami until his breathing grew difficult, and he was constantly whining. He replicated this on the other side, until both his nipples were aching. 
He pinched his nipples, and dug into them until they were swollen and pink. Then, with a gentleness previously absent, he tweaked them, massaged the entire areolas, and pinched them repeatedly, while he rolled his hips, fucking him through it.
Nanami shook and squirmed, but Gojo’s bulk prevented him from going anywhere. If he moved, it was to meet Gojo’s hips, driving his cock deeper, the impossible itching sensation frustrating him to the point of tears. If Gojo drew back, Nanami followed him with pause, until he was sheathed fully within him again. 
“See, now you’re arching into this, too. Are your breasts swollen as well? Do they ache?”
Nanami nodded, delirious. Gojo cooed. “Imagine what they’ll be like when you’re heavy with child.”
Leaning down, he lapped over the gold, and even drew it into his mouth to suckle on a tit as best he could. When he was bored of it, he tugged at the base of a golden ring, and made Nanami subject to the thrills of new pleasure.
It wasn’t supposed to be this way, Nanami despaired. He was supposed to resist. He was supposed to fight Gojo, tear at him, render him useless, and survive the night, not be made into this panting, wild creature, needy for cock, and attention. But it just felt so damn good, especially when Gojo drew the chain connecting the golden rings into his mouth, and as he lifted, he tugged on both his nipples at the same time, while his cock pressed inside him. Having been fiddling with the cage, Nanami continued flicking it up and down, giving himself more stimulation.
Another explosion of light was nearing his blinking mind.
At the culmination of all three, Nanami cried out, and Gojo pulled away with a snarl-like groan. His hand went down.
He commanded, “Show me,” and Nanami did, revealing the swelling of his belly. Upon it, there was a splotch of pink skin that protected his womb, and showed exactly where he was being tormented, where it hurt the most, and in turn, felt the best.
Gojo cursed with feeling. He looked ready to consume him whole. “In heat, so quickly..."
Gojo’s fingers dug into his lower belly, kneading that patch of skin. His scent glands rubbed into it. Slowly, Nanami felt his rim being stretched, Gojo’s movements growing more difficult. His knot was forming.
This didn’t stop Gojo from fucking him. If anything, it finally made him move to properly scratch the terrible itch he created inside Nanami, that was making slick gush from him, his pussy squelching lewdly with every thrust.
For a blissful few minutes, Nanami was levitating, such a strong sensation of pleasure for pleasure’s sake overwhelming him, that he surrendered himself to it. But Gojo’s hand shifted from his belly, and went lower. Both his palms on his crotch bracketed his caged cock, and massaged the skin in gentle undulations. His fingers brushed over his heavy balls, and followed the patch of soft skin down to where they were connected. It was on Nanami to knead his own belly, to press into the sensitive skin over his womb scented by Gojo, and tormented by his cock.
Panting and groaning like a beast of burden, his words were cut offs that made little sense. “Good, please, my cunt, harsher, inside—” What was the most inteligible was also shown in the way he moved with Gojo. “Let me finish, please, please, my prince, Gojo, I can’t, please—”
But Gojo did not abate. He bargained instead, while playing with his caged cock. 
“Say you’re mine. Say you won’t leave. Forsake your god and allow me to serve you as one instead.”
He was giving him what little stimulation there was. But anything was plenty when he was so keyed up. The knot was swelling, and pushing into his prostate. Gojo was pushing it past his rim only to pop it out, driving his body into a frenzy. But no matter how much Nanami squeezed, Gojo never settled long enough for it to hold quick, and lock it inside him for good.
So many things were going on, Nanami could hardly endure. He clenched his teeth, and held onto Gojo’s arms as his eyes rolled back. His toes curled, his head snapped back.
He came with his cunt in deep rolling waves that thrashed his body around. It was the strongest orgasm of all the previous. Tears streaked down the sides of his face, voice gone with his breath, body arched, all muscles locked up. 
When he came back to himself, he was still so keyed up, the waves dumped him right back into the churning water, into the ache of his pussy, and Gojo was still moving, pounding away at his womb. His hand was working the mechanism around the cage. 
Without further ado, Nanami’s cock was released. Gojo’s hand was shockingly warm around him. It reoriented Nanami’s entire existence. In moments, with Nanami’s own slick, Gojo rubbed him into hardness.
In his chest, the urge to act out, thrash, beg and scream churned into a growing madness. But he held still, neither squirming away, nor into the touch, letting himself experience what was forbidden to him for so long. Aside from the heat of it, Gojo’s palm was wide, callused, and textured. It was clearly practised too. As if knowing exactly what felt good for Nanami, his fingers paid the most attention to the crown of his cock, pushing and pulling his foreskin, and rubbing the underside. His other hand gently handled his swollen balls.
A piece of the mechanism was still left, the one keeping him stoppered up, in his urethra. When he reached down however, Gojo would not let him touch himself. 
He said, “It is only the goddess that has such lewd acolytes. Was this what you were trained to do in your house of worship? Grasping at your cock, seeking pleasure, a cult of self gratification?”
Now, Gojo well and truly knew that Nanami had been untouched. But even he wasn’t thinking properly at this point. His breath was laboured, entire body heated and pink, and he was fighting with his own stamina. But Nanami was blind to it. To his eyes, Gojo appeared as collected and controlled as ever.
On reflex, Nanami kicked out, thighs shaking on every harsher stroke. It felt as if he was still coming, as if he never truly stopped, but the flow only slowed.
“Let me—let—” he sobbed when he was indeed not allowed to touch himself, nor remove the sound from his cock. 
In retribution, Gojo gripped his cock, squeezed around his purpling head, and flicked his wrist in a way that was making him incoherent. 
A great energy was coursing through Nanami, a charge like that of a thundering heaven. In his ears a drumming rose, above him he thought the stars winked. Gojo swayed with every harsh thrust. He was filled so completely with his knot, that his prostate was forced onto the sound. And still Gojo didn’t let up, but dug his thumb in the tender skin underneath his balls, putting pressure on his prostate from the third side. Meanwhile, his womb was being tormented by Gojo’s insistent thrusting.
“Just like that,” Gojo gasped above him. His eyes shone so brilliantly, it was as if he himself was part of the endless expanse above. “Let it take you. Indulge. It’s a pleasure you will always feel with me. Struggle is an illusion. There is nothing to struggle against; this has been your fate since the moment you chose me.”
A keen ripped through the evening air: a terrible moaning that sounded so wounded any other wild thing around them would’ve been driven away. Nanami’s dick hurt how hard he was. His balls squeezed, and he felt cum rising from them. But the sound was stoppering him up still, and only a few, meagre drops managed to escape, speckling his belly, while his cock twitched, unable to achieve release.
Only after long, torturous moments, when his need subsided, but was still hard, did Gojo finally pull it out of him.
Like a fish, Nanami gasped, but nothing left his throat. Gojo continued touching him, but it was only until his cock was twitching, after which he was left to strain in the evening air until the urge to come passed.
In his ears a tinkling sound swept across with the wind, an oncoming unusual rain was the taste on his tongue. He thought he heard a woman’s laugh, but it might’ve also been distant thunder. 
A sudden clarity hit him.
Despite being defiled, Nanami still had the chance to choose. Gojo’s desperate efforts reflected this. Only when an omega was marked were they unable to return to the gods whom they once served. The priesthood was distinct in that they bear no mark, but that of the gods, and Gojo had not yet seeded his womb. All Nanami needed was to push him off. 
Unfortunately, Nanami could hardly imagine being apart from Gojo when they were finally together on their own terms, when finally he had his hands on him, when he was being knotted, though the knot was struggling to pull from his loose, sloppy rim, and went inside with an even greater difficulty. Gojo was drawing close to his release. Soon, Nanami’s womb would be filled with his seed, and would quicken with it. 
If there was any other time to choose, it was this.
Gojo was so beautiful. It was so unfair. Somehow, Nanami managed to drag him down, sloppy kisses biding time. But when it was over, and they were sharing looks, Nanami arched, turning his head aside, and exposed his neck.
At once, Gojo buried his face in it, breathing him in deeply. His lips suckled on the pheromones directly from the source. Nanami held him close, and Gojo sank into the cradle of his body, for the first time since this all began sinking with repose. That, if nothing else, made ease settle in his heart.
“Bite me,” said Nanami.
“Hold me,” he replied. 
Nanami did. What did it matter if he was Gojo’s now, or in a few minutes, in the face of the intimacy of their embrace? For a magnificent one, full of power, and no lacking, to wish for coddling made Nanami’s heart soft.
But heat was relentless, and unforgiving. Soon, a frenzy returned to Nanami, as needs of his body eclipsed that of his mind. When Nanami pushed, Gojo went as if hit by a battering ram, collapsing back to his haunches. First on his hip, then onto his belly, like strength has left him, he flipped Nanami around. 
Underneath his fingers, Nanami found the gems of Gojo’s destroyed necklaces.
With urgency, and more than desperate, Gojo returned to him, hands groping and grabbing. He gave Gojo a look across his shoulder, and the man grasped his hips, lifted them slightly up, and sank deep inside him. Nanami could tell he removed the toy. It felt so right, Nanami whimpered. Gojo covered him with exigency, words springing from his mouth, promises and exaltations, all, Nanami realised then, veiled begging and bargaining. 
They rocked together until their breaths shuddered and broke on the evening air. Everything felt good with Gojo’s knot inside him, knowing what was coming. It felt right, and proper.
Gojo had been right. Nanami did choose this. Acting the fool didn’t serve him well. Nanami was his mother’s son; he chose his own fate. And he felt for this son of the goddess that looked at him from above, anxiety and uncertainty dogging him. 
“Satoru,” he breathed. 
He was already locked around his knot. They weren’t going anywhere. 
Nanami dug his forehead into the jewel strewn grass that smelled like the two of them. Gojo’s breath was hot on his nape. He did not need to call for him again. 
Teeth sank into his nape, eager and excited. A moment later, Nanami felt heat, as his cunt was flooded with cum. Mouth open on a gasp, Nanami shuddered, wide-eyed. Gojo, above him, drooled and dribbled, but did not let him off his teeth. Even when he was in the throes of his pleasure, finally coming for the first time that night, Gojo simply whined as he sprayed his insides. 
Soon, pleasure was also silencing Nanami’s roaring mind. Finally, and for the first time, he felt what it was truly like to come, squirting his seed over the ground. Taken by their heat and rut, they grew closer to the realm of beasts, and tossed together deep into the night.

⚶

The night had been a long one, the following day even longer. They slept little. Gojo, forced into a rut, the two of them far too compatible, barely left his side. Instead, he kept Nanami stuffed on his cock, and kept filling him up, while lapping at his nape. Now that he could, when he pleasured Nanami, he forced his orgasms, and cum from his poor balls until he had little else left to give, and was made incontinent. Even then, neither cared save for mating.
 If that was any indication, then Nanami would soon be with child.
By the time the witching hour came upon them again, and the bells rang out for the end of the Garden Run, Nanami’s belly was swollen from how much cum Gojo deposited inside him. He was twitching from the latest orgasm when the alpha wrapped him in the byssi and scooped him up in his arms. He took them back from whence they’d came, to the priests and processions, to show off his rightful claim.
Voices rang out in surprise and cheer. There would be a wedding.

⚶


Years later... 

An arbour of cedar trees surrounded by heavy fragranced bushes hid a company from the glare of the afternoon sun. Blankets were laid upon the ground, atop which a myriad of cushions and a low garden couch sat. A figure nestled upon it, barefoot, was dispensing fruit upon the smaller shapes sitting on the cushions. 
The children ate in small bites, eyes straying around the grove, not even considering what they were being fed. Fatigue was catching up to them, but they refused to settle down. They were in wait.
“Ummu,” the younger said, “why do you always travel by palanquin?”
“It is obviously because ummu must carry our youngest sibling everywhere,” the older replied.
Just as she said, a babe laid upon Nanami’s breast, which was otherwise glinting with all kinds of jewels and favours. His decorated robes were split open, revealing a swollen tit upon which the babe suckled. It was a regular, sunny day for them all.
“Is it not because father gives too much jewellery? The bangles look heavy.”
“Perhaps,” the eldest allowed. “But then, is it not because we are awaiting another sibling?”
“Again,” Nanami sighed at his daughter, “I am not pregnant.”
She did not appear convinced. He understood why. His belly was still large from his last pregnancy, and extremely soft. They could feel it when they slept, and cuddled. Though, to be fair, Nanami could not remember the time when his children didn’t know him as swollen with child.
Gojo kept him full, like he promised. He kept him round year in and out. More than anything, he  kept  him.
Just then, the shadows parted, and from the foliage, Gojo emerged in his hunting gear, and at once swept Nanami into an embrace, though he had to kneel to do it. He kissed his face, his mouth, touched the head of his youngest child, and said, “That can be fixed.”
Heat shot though Nanami. It was obvious to the other man. But it was neither the place, nor the time, so Nanami swivelled his head around, saying, “What about the pest?”
“The boar is out in the clearing. Someone will gut it. We should return to the Palace.”
At that, he swept Nanami into his arms, disregarding how heavy, and awkward it was with a child still on his bosom. After so many years, Nanami was used to it and didn’t even huff.
“Father,” the voices rose. The eldest daughter said, “Father, why does ummu never walk anywhere like us? Is it because of the baby?”
Gojo chuckled at Nanami’s exasperated sigh. It would be too soon to get pregnant after having just gone through birth. He hadn’t even been through heat since.
“Your womb quickens when air stirs,” Nanami suddenly recalled Gojo telling him. “I should be so lucky to have earned such a prodigious husband.”
Goddess spare him.
To the children, Gojo said, “Is it fitting for a god to walk? In this world, there are many deities. But I made a promise. I need worship none but my husband. For me, there is one god.”
“Blasphemy,” Nanami muttered. 
Had anyone else heard this, they’d have stoned them to death. Coming to terms with Gojo’s idea of belief, and what Nanami knew, had been an exercise in communication. These days, however, Nanami was merely focused on teaching their children to pick their words better.
“And were you not so happy that I stole you from your temple?”
Gojo rocked him gently in his hold for emphasis.
“If I recall, it wasn’t I who cried in the end.”
“Oh, you cried out plenty.”
Nanami clicked his tongue. “Watch it.”
Gojo deposited him gently, ceremonially, back into the palanquin. He called over some servants, and they began their return.
After a while, one child on each side of him, Gojo began speaking in that tone that announced prescience, as if gods were speaking through his mouth.
“It is good that this deity,” — an affectionate way he addressed Nanami — “has not remained in the Temple. A dark omen mounts from the east; it is said Suguru will return.”
“With war?” Nanami asked, though he already knew. “To the Temple of a war goddess?”
“He has yet to earn his recompense.”
“That has nothing to do with me. It is...for Haibara. No, for some misplaced sorrow he never managed to stomach.”
“He would not look at who the high priest was before casting him down the same steps. Rage is blind, and meted out hurt unjustly.”
After a moment Nanami said, “He will hate me, regardless then.” The wind blew. “How is it that we did the same as he and Haibara, but we succeeded? How is it that you got what you wanted, but he did not? How is it that he must suffer, yet you’ve created a legacy?”
“Yes,” Gojo said. He turned to look at Nanami through the sheer linen that hung from the four sides of the palanquin. “But if justice was of mortals, we would not plead for the gods to deliver us. Unfairness is in the first breath we draw when we are born son of one man or another.”
They trodded back to the Palace in companionable silence.
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