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Chapter — The Beast in Chains

What if it wasn’t exile?

What if it wasn’t defeat?

What if it wasn’t death at all?

 

They did not kill me.

No, that would have been too merciful.

They chained me to a wall in the dark, and the one who held the key came back night after night. He was not English. He was something worse. His eyes were too bright, his hunger too sharp. He told me once, almost lazily, that my family had died in the fire because of me. That they had screamed when the timbers fell, that their flesh had burned because I raised the sword against his people. He told me this while he drank from me, and when I screamed back, he laughed and pressed my face against a painted likeness of a woman and two small children.

“Mine,” he said, with blood wetting his lips. “You took them. So now I take you.”

That was his revenge. I was his cup. His punishment. His larder. He would drain me almost dry, then let me crawl back from the edge of death, and then drink again. Over and over, never ending. I was not man, not ghost, not corpse. I was a vessel for his spite.
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