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 To the best friend I've ever had and the strongest mother anyone could ask for — I love you. 
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Content Warnings





This story contains the following content: 


	Torture, including unethical scientific experimentation


	Slavery


	Captivity


	Suicidal ideation


	Terminal illness





If this book isn't for you, no worries! But if it is, we hope you enjoy this story about an unexpected reunion…
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“Do you know why you’re here before me, Cassius?” 

The creature looking down at Cassius was an ugly thing. Few of King Myndill’s kind truly remained pure, but King Myndill was a fearsome creature indeed. His lupine amber eyes marked by the blackness of Taint never ceased to glow. His long, sabertooth-like teeth stood out, even when he took that regal human form.

Cassius dared not face King Myndill’s true form. Even just the silhouette of a large wolf could send villages fleeing in fear – for good reason too. That creature brought destruction wherever his dirtied paws found purchase.

“You’re a fucking revenge-driven bastard, Myndill. I know you hate me and my kind. What, am I just your latest revenge piece? I know how you are.”

Anger flashed in those charred eyes of his. “Watch your fucking mouth, Cassius.”

The guards that held his arms down quickly pushed Cassius to the floor, agonizingly so. It took everything in Cassius not to give Myndill the satisfaction of a cry.

“I have much worse in mind for you than ‘revenge,’ dear Cassius.” King Myndill used the edge of his boot to tilt Cassius’ chin up in his direction. “You hate my kind. I know that well.”

“Who wouldn’t hate your kind? You were punished by the Judge for what you did. You’re all rotten.”

Myndill grinned wildly. “Most of us are here for very similar reasons to the suffering that you’ve imparted on others, Cassius. You’re just lucky.” Myndill used his boot to twist Cassius’ head to the side. Then his boot came crashing down on Cassius’ jaw. If his jaw hadn’t immediately fallen out of place, Cassius might’ve screamed. “Don’t forget who owns your life now.”

Cassius let out a stifled groan. He couldn’t move his jaw. It was an injury easily fixed with alchemy, but that didn’t take away the humiliation of the moment.

“I don’t plan on ever letting you go, Cassius. After a certain time, everyone’s going to assume that I’ve killed you. I don’t have such a merciful fate in mind for the likes of you.”

Cassius let out a small growl as he narrowed his eyes at the King of the Tainted. He tired already of the creature’s games. It was all overdone hysterics, anyway. Though Myndill was a fearsome creature, many of the other Tainted could overthrow him easily. 

At least, that’s what Cassius thought from his research. The Tainted each held a fearsome might. Every specimen he got his hands on seemed to be increasingly powerful. He wondered how this king even stayed in power. Most had to be afraid, he thought. Yet the king hadn’t attacked any villages in the past hundred years on his own. That, to Cassius, was just a show of weakness and insecurity.

“Oh, it’ll be so much fun to make you beg at my feet for scraps of that precious food you humans find yourself needing oh-so-very often.”

Cassius doubted that Myndill would ever make him beg for anything.

“You’ll regret ever crossing one of us, dear Cassius. You’ll regret ever insulting me. You’ll be one of the toys I’ll enjoy shattering the most. I might even keep you longer. You’ll last longer than most of the other toys I’ve had, after all.”

That much was true, at least. Cassius knew his body could last many more days than most. He never planned on spending those days with a sick bastard like Myndill. No, he wouldn’t waste his precious life with that false idol.


      ***Screams soon filled the halls of the palace. Hakon was far used to it after fifty years as a Tainted. He was lucky enough to have come under the protection and kindness of the king. Somehow, those fifty years he’d spent in that Tainted body of his, under the rule of a king he once found to be a beast of his night terrors, were the best of his life.

Today, though, something felt different. He was more acute to emotions now as a Tainted. How could he ever get used to hearing and feeling everything around him? It gave him headaches and overloaded him often when he was in crowds. The king had assured him that it was because he was only recently taken over by Taint. 

Hakon begged to differ.

Memories of his time as a human came back to him easily when he heard those screams.

“Hakon?”

The Tainted next to him – a gentle fellow that Hakon was close to calling a friend – looked him in the eyes. “Are you okay?”

Hakon shook his head. “I thought I recognized the voice of His Majesty’s new toy.”

His friend was eerily quiet. Hakon’s stomach dropped.

“You probably do, Hakon.”

Hakon looked at his friend in confusion. Fear swarmed in his head, stinging his mind like hornets. “N-none of the humans I knew are alive anymore. If they are, they’re too old for His Majesty’s tastes in toys.”

His friend shook his head. “I’ll let His Majesty tell you himself. He requested to see you before you go about your regular duties for today.”

“What? You know!? Tell me! Tell me before I see him!” He couldn’t hide the panic from his voice.

“I can’t disobey His Majesty’s orders, Hakon. You should see him as soon as you can, if you’re so anxious.”

Hakon nodded. He forced himself to take a deep breath, to focus on his heart beating in his chest as he held it. Once he’d brought his entire mind to his heart, letting his breath go through his mouth in a long, gracious stroke, his lungs seemed to fill more. His heart began to slow. 

“Thank you. I’ll see you soon.” Hakon gave his friend a small smile, then went to his rooms to put on the necklace that his king had given him all those years ago.


      ***King Myndill’s blood sang with wine and lust as he awaited Hakon’s arrival on his throne. He wasn’t quite deep in his cups yet, but he was certainly going to be. Whether because of celebration of Cassius’ capture or because he genuinely enjoyed the bottle he found himself drinking, Myndill didn’t know. He wasn’t sure he cared either.

Hakon came quickly once that friend of his had passed along the message. He came dressed in ceremonial robes, a scarf tied over his eyes. On his neck, Hakon bore the necklace he was always polite enough to wear when around Myndill.

Indeed, Hakon was a treasure as the Chaplain of the palace and the Seer of his kingdom. Few Tainted had the magic he did. He needed not sight nor smell to know where he was. His mind’s eye was acute enough to guide him.

Not too many paces forwards or too many back, Hakon fell to his knees in a bow to his king. Myndill smiled. A valuable asset, indeed.

“You may rise, Hakon.”

Hakon stood and bowed at the waist. “Yes, Your Majesty.”

Myndill didn’t need Hakon’s magic to know that the young Tainted had a grave question on his mind. “What is it, Hakon? You may speak freely.”

A look of surprise washed over Hakon’s face. “Your Grace, I’ve had the feeling that I might know your new toy. Something tells me who he is and – I recognize his screams. His voice.”

Myndill smiled. He hadn’t told Hakon about Cassius’ presence purposefully. Though it felt a little cruel to give the boy such a test, Myndill needed to know the strength of Hakon’s magic – and the strength of his resolve. Myndill always had a sense that Hakon had an acuity that other Western-bound souls didn’t have.

The resolve remained despite the tremor in the boy’s voice.

“Who did you think it might be?”

Hakon looked hesitant, afraid almost. It wasn’t unusual with the Tainted, for them to have been hurt by others before. Few were the Tainted whose sin was entirely random. Myndill was used to it by now.

“All is well, Hakon. You may speak to me. You’re a valuable part of the palace. You don’t have to fear others like you did when you were human.”

Something flashed on that gentle skin of Hakon’s. “I thought it might be Cassius. The one who – ”

Hakon's voice caught and struggled on the words, so Myndill held his hand up.

“I understand, Hakon,” Myndill soothed. “Indeed, I’ve taken Cassius as my new toy. He’ll be fun to break. Imagine – the one who’s hurt us for the past hundred years groveling at our feet for scraps of food. It’ll be a long time before I get there with him. The day it comes, though, will be glorious.”

A small smile parted Hakon’s lips. The idea pleased him too.

“He’s a bastard. He deserves everything he has coming at him, Your Majesty.”

Myndill laughed a hearty laugh as he looked at Hakon. Despite his covered eyes, Hakon was able to meet his gaze. “He deserves every last part of it. I had the guards start him off easy today – we branded him to ensure that if he escapes our territory, he’s returned immediately.”

Hakon’s smile faded a bit, turning into that shy smile of his early days at the palace.

“I know it’s a sensitive subject, my dear Hakon. It’s for his own good. He’d be killed instead of returned if he didn’t bear our mark.”

Hakon grimaced. “All the better. The world is better off without him, Your Highness.”

Myndill smiled a bit, lapping up that little bit of defiance he’d cultivated in Hakon like a thirsty dog would water.

“I understand your wish, Hakon. I think that seeing him break first will be the perfect punishment for what he’s done to us. Death would be a mercy for someone like him. He has two hundred years ahead of him, at least. Plenty of time to make sure he suffers before he dies.”

Hakon nodded. “I am forever your loyal servant, My Lord.”

Myndill smiled and stood from his throne. He ruffled Hakon’s hair a bit. Admittedly, the boy was something of a son to him, even though such a relationship didn’t exist in Tainted society or the one he came from. Where that paternal energy came from fascinated Myndill, even if the origin of the idea planted so deeply in his mind baffled him.

“I know you are, my dear. I couldn’t be more thankful to have you around here. You’re an invaluable asset to this kingdom and very dear to me.” Myndill took a breath. “I imagine you’ll want to see him.”

Again, Hakon nodded. “Yes, Your Majesty.”

Myndill hummed. “I want you to walk there with someone you trust.” He held a finger up to shush the comment he was sure Hakon had. “I’m worried about how it’ll affect you to see the one who made you the way that you are. They don’t need to go into the room with you. They just need to wait outside for you and get you back to your rooms.”

It was one of those genuine, unselfish concerns that Myndill had. They were rare, but not as much with Hakon.

“I’ll survive. I’ve survived worse, Your Highness.”

“I know you have.” Myndill looked at the stained glass of his throne room. “I know you have, Hakon. You’re strong. Stronger than you know. My goal as your liege is to have you save that strength, not to have you expend it on fools. If you need anything, you know that you can call on me, right?”

Hakon gave a small nod. “As you wish, Your Majesty.”

Myndill smiled softly at him. “We’re keeping him in the dungeons. You’re welcome to come and go as you please. The guards all know who you are already.”

A smile crossed Hakon’s face. “Thank you, Your Majesty.”

“Of course. Take good care of yourself. You are to make sure you have someone the first time. I don’t mind if you touch him or anything this time. He’s yours as much as he is mine.”

“Thank you for your kindness, Your Majesty. I would like to go see him now.”

“Of course. Make sure you eat something tonight too. You’re looking thin.”

Hakon chuckled and smiled. “I always look thin, Your Majesty. I had consumption as a human.”

“Then it’ll be easier to eat!”

The two laughed before Myndill gave Hakon a pat on the shoulder. “Take good care, my dear.”


      ***The dungeons were a musty place. Cassius immediately hated it there, though he had more pressing issues than his running nose.

Rage flared in his mind every time the brand on his side ached from the rough handling of the guards. He wanted to punch them. He wanted to fight back.

It was a stupid idea to do either, though. Cassius knew better. Neither guard found a punch to the side. The brand would limit his movement for days and his jaw was somewhat broken.

Once I’m alone, I need to see if I can fix my jaw.

Broken bones were surprisingly easy to fix with alchemy. They were all minerals, something that alchemy excelled at changing. Skin made of human flesh, on the other hand, was not easy to fix. It was too complex compared to the simplicity of bone cells.

Once the guards had dumped him on the mossy, slightly damp floor of the cell, Cassius wasted no time meditating. His focus had to be unshakeable. The most pressing matter was fixing his jaw. Then I need to destroy those stupid motherfuckers.

Just as Cassius had gotten a feeling for the weather patterns in the area – a good pattern too, with lots of wind – he heard a familiar voice.

“Triple Onyx Cassius. I never expected to see you again, much less here of all places.”

Cassius immediately lost all his focus as he looked out into those familiar honey-gold eyes, now lined with the black Taint of his kind.

“Elijah?”

The face of the Tainted before him changed. “I’m not Elijah anymore.” His eyes narrowed. “I’m Hakon now. After what you did.”

Cassius smiled a bit. “Hakon now, eh? Well, then, I see you’ve become one of my greatest successes if you’ve actually become one of the Tainted.”

His words only seem to twist that once-innocent face more. It hurt him more than he cared to admit to speak with a half-fixed jaw, but the anger rolling off the Tainted like waves and filling the room was worth every second of pain.

“Shut the fuck up. I’m here because of my own decisions, not your stupid fucking experiments.”

That only seemed to make Cassius smile more.
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