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Roots and Chains are bonus chapters for Fading Souls that tell the forgotten story of Itana — how she became an Oracle.
This is about a frightened little girl who was torn from her parents by force. The story touches on themes of fear, despair, and psychological abuse. If that’s something you find difficult to read, I encourage you to stop here. ​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​
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Always remember — you are strong enough to face whatever comes.

CHOSEN
I felt so tiny, so helpless, sitting in the middle of the great temple hall. There were no windows, just candlelight filling the space, throwing creepy shadows on the walls. Thick roots covered the floor and crawled up the columns that held up the building.
I couldn’t stop shaking, even though I wasn’t cold at all. If Mommy were here, she’d have hugged me and calmed me down, like she always did. Especially when I had nightmares. That happened a lot. The dreams were never exactly the same, but one thing was always there—I was running away. I don’t know who or what from. What if the monster from my nightmares had finally caught up to me?
The day I was taken started out just like any other. We had breakfast, and Daddy headed out to the fields. Huge stretches of farmland lay behind our house, and he spent most of his day there, working the land and tending to the crops that kept Geoliss fed. Sometimes Mommy and I tagged along, but today we decided to go into the city. Daddy’s birthday was coming up, and Mommy wanted to surprise him by making his favorite apple pie. So we had to head to the bazaar to buy what we needed: eggs, sugar, flour… What else do you need for a yummy pie?!
It was a sunny day, not a single cloud in the sky. Suddenly, everything around us got even brighter. It was like hundreds of invisible little threads were woven together in the air, like spiderwebs, sparkling in all kinds of colors. And then I saw them—the priests from Tera’s temple. They rarely ever leave their sacred halls, but they’re the voice of the goddess, and when Tera has something to say, they’re the ones who bring her words to the people.
I wonder what the goddess looks like. Really pretty, probably. With so many beautiful dresses. When I grow up, I’m going to have so many dresses, too.
I froze in my tracks, my eyes locked on one of the priests. He was tall with broad shoulders. His long, dark green robe, covered in golden patterns, reached all the way down to the ground. His black hair was shiny in the sunlight, and he had a neatly trimmed little beard. It was like he felt me staring, because he turned his head my way, and I gave him a little smile. And then I saw the glow.
He was surrounded by this weird light, like he was glowing from the inside out. The tiny threads I thought were spiderwebs at first were reaching out to him and to everyone around him. They twinkled in different colors, like thousands of tiny rainbows. My smile vanished, and my mouth just dropped open in amazement.
“Mommy, look!” I pointed my little finger right at the priest, who was still staring at me. “That man is glowing!”
The man’s eyes went wide. He was standing pretty far away, but somehow he heard me anyway. The priest turned his head to the guards walking with them and gave a nod—a silent order.
“Ita!” Mommy gasped, pulling my arm down. “I’ve told you it’s not polite to point at people.”
“But Mommy, he’s glowing.”
Mommy didn’t even get a chance to answer. Two guards stepped right in front of her, separating us, and her eyes went wide with pure terror.
“No, please!” she begged. “She’s just a child!”
The priest stepped closer and squatted down in front of me. My eyes welled up with tears, and I looked down at the ground. I couldn’t see the glow or the rainbow spiderwebs anymore. Tears filled my eyes, and all the people in the square went blurry.
“What is your name, young lady?” the priest asked, his voice deep and low.
“Itana,” I whispered. “I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to be rude.”
My voice was shaking, and I was barely holding back the sobs stuck in my throat. It felt like someone was squeezing my neck really tight, trying to choke the scream right out of me. But I tried to hold it in so I wouldn’t make the priest even madder.
The people in the square crowded around us, really nosy about everything going on. They were whispering, but I couldn’t make out the words. Everyone was staring at me. Somebody was pointing their finger at me. How come they can point, but I can’t? Maybe it’s because I pointed at the priest and disrespected the goddess’s servant. I should’ve listened to Mommy.
Mommy’s crying got louder. She was trying to reach me, but the guards held her back. Their armor clanked every time Mommy punched one of them in the chest.
“Please, no! She’s too little!” she kept saying over and over, but nobody was even paying attention.
“What are you apologizing for?” the priest asked.
“I shouldn’t have pointed my finger at you.”
My voice shook even worse, and the words wouldn’t come out right.
“Can you repeat what you just told your mom for me?”
I nodded, and tears rolled down my cheeks.
“Don’t be afraid, you can tell me,” the priest said softly.
“I said you were g-g-glowing,” I stuttered.
The priest smiled, clearly pleased, and patted me on top of the head. Then he stood up and shouted to the crowd:
“I am Thoth! High Priest of Tera, messenger of her divine will! A new Oracle of the Goddess of Earth and Fertility has been chosen!”
The crowd came alive with cheering. Everyone was smiling and happy. Only Mommy kept begging and screaming. I turned around and reached out for her, but Thoth stopped me.
“The gods have chosen you. It is a great honor! You will live in the temple.”
“Mommy…” I sobbed, stretching my hand out to her.
“Everything’s going to be okay, my sweet baby!”
“Nooooo…”
But nobody could even hear us. The gods didn’t care that I didn’t want to leave my parents. Everyone has to do what they say. So when Thoth took my hand and led me along, I just followed him like a good girl. Tears streamed down my face and dripped onto my little dress, leaving wet spots. For every step he took, I had to take two, just trying not to fall because I was crying so hard the whole world had gone blurry. The crowd moved out of the way as we headed toward the temple, the rest of the priests and guards falling in behind us. I kept looking back almost the whole way, right up until I couldn’t hear Mommy’s voice anymore.
The giant iron gates, covered in green vines, slowly swung open as soon as we got close. The second I stepped onto the temple grounds, everything was so magical I forgot, just for a moment, about all of it. All my thoughts just vanished—swallowed up by bright flowers covering absolutely everything. Thick green vines wrapped around the outer wall, the statues, the temple columns, the walls, the fountain in the middle of the garden we walked past, and the steps we climbed to get to the main building.
The guards who’d escorted us stayed outside. The younger priests took off, too. Thoth led me down the wide hallway without a word, with two of his servants following right behind us.
On one side, giant windows looked out over the city. Compared to the blooming garden, the city looked totally gray and boring. Some of the windows had colorful stained glass, and when the sunlight shined through, it turned into pretty, colored spots of light dancing on the wall across the hall. He led me past doors so huge the handles were way above my head. I was way too little, way too tiny. The paintings on the walls were all tangled up with green vines (they were even growing inside!) and those colorful light spots. Everything was so breathtaking, I forgot I’d even been crying.
We finally got to a set of wooden doors. When they opened, I saw a bedroom as big as the whole house I lived in with my parents. It had a huge canopy bed, a giant closet for hundreds of dresses, and a full-length mirror right next to it. The windows looked out at the Emerald Forest, and way out past that, you could see the snowy tops of mountains. Mommy told me once that was Skalos—where the Goddess Lavina ruled.
As soon as I thought of Mommy, my bottom lip started quivering, and I bit down on it hard.
“Prepare her!” the priest said to a servant lady I didn’t even notice at first.
The woman stepped closer and stopped right in front of us. Her face looked cold, like she didn’t care about anything. Her brown hair was pulled back into a tight bun. She was wearing a dark green dress, just like the priests, sewn with golden patterns, but hers were way simpler and more delicate.
“Right away, Your Holiness,” the woman bowed her head obediently.
Without waiting even a second, Thoth turned around and walked out. I watched him go until one of his servants shut the door behind them.
“My name is Leticia,” the woman said. “From now on, you are in my care.”
Leticia’s voice sounded just as cold and empty as her face. She wasn’t anything like my Mommy. When Mommy talked or smiled, she got these little crinkles by the corners of her eyes, and it made it look like her eyes were smiling, too. But Leticia… not a single muscle on her face moved. She wasn’t even a real person, just like those porcelain dolls in the toy shop window back in the city.
“Did your parents not teach you any manners?” She didn’t take her light-brown eyes off me. “You need to introduce yourself!”
I wrapped my arms around myself, imagining it was Mommy hugging me, but inside I just felt totally empty. My knees started shaking, and I pressed my lips together as hard as I could so I wouldn’t start crying again.
“I-I-Ita,” I stuttered.
I tried to look anywhere else but right at her. Her strict stare made my whole insides feel like ice, and my body went numb.
“I wanna go home, to my Mommy!”
Leticia just stared at me in silence for a few seconds, like she was studying a bug. Her face didn’t change, but when she spoke again, her voice sounded just a tiny bit warmer:
“The temple is your home now. The gods have blessed you with great power.” She squatted down so we were eye-to-eye. “You are an Oracle!”
That was the second time somebody called me that, and I had no idea what it meant. Why me?!
“I don’t wanna be an Oracle. I want my Mommy,” I whined.
Leticia gently touched my cheek. In that moment, for the first time since I’d met her, I felt something… warm. Her touch was really gentle, and I finally got the guts to meet her eyes, which weren’t quite so scary and cold anymore.
“You’re too young to understand how cruel this world is. But outside of Geoliss, there are monsters. Sometimes, they hide among people.”
“Where do monsters come from?”
I didn’t know much about monsters. I used to be scared of the ones living under my bed, but Daddy told me he beat them up and they were never coming back. But what did those monsters have to do with me not being allowed to go home?!
Leticia stood up, took my hand, and walked me over to a little chair in front of the mirror. She grabbed a hairbrush and started brushing out my golden hair while she kept talking:
“Chaos makes them by devouring the souls of good people. When someone loses their soul, they turn into its puppet.”
I watched her in the mirror while she braided my hair and pinned it up on my head like a little crown.
“The gift of an Oracle lets you see souls, and because of that, you can see the monsters.”
Back in the square, right before they pulled Mommy and me apart, Thoth was glowing. Is that what a soul looks like?! I shouldn’t have said anything. I should’ve just kept my mouth shut.
“I don’t know what to do,” I admitted.
“You’ll learn in time.”
Leticia walked over to the giant closet and pulled out a little dress. It was so pretty I actually stopped breathing for a second. And then I remembered how, just a few hours ago, I was dreaming about having a bunch of dresses exactly like this. Well, now I had them. But was it even worth it?! It felt like somebody was squeezing my heart in their fist, and my face scrunched up from how much it hurt. We had a dog once—Charlie. But he went to sleep and never woke up. I felt kinda like this back then, too, but not this bad.
“Thanks to you, your parents will be able to live in peace.”
My parents… Daddy was always protecting me from
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