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Book 41: Sacrificed to the Cyclops
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Sylwen’s heart hammered against her ribs as she stepped into the dimly lit cavern, the air thick with the scent of damp stone and something wild, something primal. Her boots echoed softly on the uneven ground, the sound swallowed by the vastness of Brontis’s lair. The fae king’s desperate bargain echoed in her mind—her freedom for the safety of her kingdom. She had agreed, though the weight of it pressed heavily on her chest. This was no mere political alliance; it was a sacrifice, and she was the offering.

The cavern was a labyrinth of shadows and flickering torchlight, the walls glistening with moisture. Sylwen’s eyes adjusted slowly, her fae sight piercing the gloom. She moved deeper, her steps deliberate, her hands clenched at her sides. The silence was oppressive, broken only by the distant drip of water and the faint, rhythmic thud of something large—something alive. Her pulse quickened as she followed the sound, her instincts screaming at her to turn back, to flee. But she couldn’t. Not when her people’s lives hung in the balance.

And then she saw him. Brontis. The Cyclops. His towering form loomed before her, his single eye fixed on her with an intensity that made her breath catch. The eye was clouded, not with malice, but with something darker—a curse, she realized. It pulsed with a sickly green hue, a stark contrast to the rugged, imposing features of his face. His skin was rough, scarred, and his muscles bunched beneath it like cords of wood. He stood easily twice her height, his broad shoulders filling the space as if he were the mountain itself.

Sylwen’s throat went dry. This was the creature her father had bartered her to. The beast who was supposed to protect her kingdom in exchange for her. But as she looked into that cursed eye, she saw something else—pain. A deep, ancient ache that resonated with her own. Her fae magic stirred, a warm hum in her veins, and without thinking, she took a step forward.

“Stay back,” Brontis growled, his voice a low rumble that vibrated through the cavern. His hand clenched into a fist, the knuckles white against his tanned skin. But Sylwen didn’t stop. She sensed the curse, felt its tendrils wrapping around his soul, and knew she could help. Her father had sent her here as a pawn, but she was no mere piece to be moved. She was a healer, a protector, and this was her purpose.

“I’m not here to hurt you,” she said, her voice steady despite the fear clawing at her. She took another step, then another, until she stood mere feet from him. His scent enveloped her—earth and iron, with a hint of something wild, something untamed. “Let me help you.”

Brontis’s eye narrowed, the curse flickering like a dying flame. “Why would you do that?” His voice was rough, suspicious, but there was a hint of something else—hope, perhaps, or desperation.

Sylwen reached out, her hands trembling slightly as she lifted them toward his face. Her fae magic surged, a soft glow emanating from her palms. “Because I see your pain,” she whispered. “And I know what it’s like to be trapped by something you can’t control.”

For a moment, he didn’t move. Then, slowly, he lowered his hand, his massive frame relaxing ever so slightly. Sylwen took it as permission. She placed her glowing hands on either side of his cursed eye, her touch gentle but firm. The magic flowed from her, a warm river of light that seeped into the darkness. Brontis hissed, his body tensing as the curse fought back, but Sylwen didn’t falter. She poured more of herself into the spell, her heart racing, her breath coming in short gasps.

The cavern seemed to hold its breath as the battle played out. The green hue in Brontis’s eye began to fade, replaced by a clear, deep brown that seemed to reflect her own soul. His expression shifted, the fierce scowl softening into something akin to wonder. When the last vestiges of the curse dissipated, he blinked, his eye focusing on her with a clarity that made her stomach flutter.

“What... what did you do?” he asked, his voice hoarse, almost reverent.

Sylwen stepped back, her hands falling to her sides. “I healed you,” she said simply. “The curse was poisoning you, but it’s gone now.”

Brontis stared at her, his massive form still, as if he were afraid to move. Then, slowly, he reached out, his hand hovering inches from her face. Sylwen held her breath, her heart pounding in her ears. His fingers were calloused, rough, but his touch was surprisingly gentle as he brushed a strand of hair from her cheek.

“Why?” he asked again, his voice barely above a whisper.

Sylwen met his gaze, her own eyes steady. “Because no one should have to live with that kind of pain,” she replied. “Not even you.”

For a long moment, they stood there, the air between them charged with something electric, something unspoken. Then, without warning, Brontis leaned down, his lips brushing against hers in a kiss that was both tender and fierce. It was a question, a plea, a promise—all wrapped into one. Sylwen’s eyes fluttered closed as she leaned into him, her hands coming up to rest on his chest. His heart beat strong and steady beneath her palms, a rhythm that matched her own.

The kiss lingered, a fragile balance of uncertainty and possibility. When Brontis finally pulled away, his breath ghosted over her lips, leaving her trembling. His expression was unreadable, his eye searching hers as if for answers she couldn’t yet give.

“What does this mean?” he asked, his voice rough with emotion.

Sylwen shook her head, her own emotions a tangled mess. “I don’t know,” she admitted. “But I do know that this—whatever this is—it’s not part of the bargain.”

Brontis’s hand cupped her cheek, his thumb brushing her jawline. “Then what is it?”

She looked up at him, her heart pounding in her chest. “A beginning,” she whispered. “Or maybe an end. I don’t know yet.”

He studied her for a long moment, his expression softening further. Then, slowly, he released her, stepping back as if to give her space. “Stay,” he said, his voice a command, but there was a plea in it, too. “Stay and find out.”

Sylwen’s gaze dropped to the ground, her mind racing. She had come here as a sacrifice, but now... now she wasn’t so sure. The cavern felt different, the shadows less daunting, the air less heavy. And Brontis... he was no longer just the fearsome Cyclops. He was a man—a creature—who had been hurt, who had been healed, and who was now offering her something she hadn’t expected.

Brontis led Sylwen to his bed, his large hand gently guiding her through the dimly lit chamber. The air was thick with anticipation, the silence broken only by the soft rustle of their movements. As they reached the bed, he turned to face her, his towering frame casting a shadow over her delicate figure. With a tenderness that belied his formidable appearance, he began to undress her, his eyes tracing every curve of her body with a mixture of admiration and reverence.

His hands moved slowly, deliberately, as if savoring each moment. He untied the laces of her gown, letting it fall away to reveal her supple skin. His gaze lingered on her shoulders, her collarbones, and the gentle swell of her breasts, his touch light and reverent. Sylwen stood before him, her breath coming in short gasps, her heart pounding in her chest. She felt vulnerable yet exhilarated, her senses heightened as his hands caressed her.

Brontis's fingers brushed against her breasts, his touch sending shivers down her spine. He cupped them gently, his thumbs grazing her nipples, which pebbled under his attention. Leaning down, he pressed his lips to her skin, his mouth warm and insistent. He suckled her nipples gently, his tongue swirling around them, eliciting soft moans from Sylwen. Her head fell back, her hands tangling in his thick hair as he lavished attention on her, his breath hot against her sensitive skin.

With slow, deliberate movements, he kissed his way down her stomach, his breath warm and teasing against her skin. Each touch of his lips left a trail of fire in its wake, making her squirm with anticipation. Sylwen's breath hitched as he settled between her legs, his presence both commanding and tender. His tongue flicked against her clit, the sensation electric, while his fingers slipped inside her, pumping in a steady rhythm that matched the pounding of her heart.

"Brontis..." she gasped, her voice barely audible as pleasure coiled tightly within her. His name was a plea, a surrender, as his skilled mouth and fingers worked in unison. Her body arched off the bed, her back curving as the tension built to an unbearable crescendo. With a cry that was equal parts relief and ecstasy, she came, her breath catching in her throat as her body shook with the force of her release.

As her tremors subsided, Brontis looked up at her, his single eye gleaming with satisfaction and desire. Sylwen, still breathless, reached for him, her hands trembling as she began to undress him. She freed him from his tunic, her fingers tracing the contours of his muscular chest, her touch light and exploratory. Her gaze fell to his huge cock, already straining against his trousers, and she smirked, a challenge in her eyes.

With deliberate slowness, she unfastened his trousers, her fingers brushing against his length as she pulled the fabric down his legs. Brontis stood before her, his arousal evident, his breath coming in short, sharp bursts. Sylwen knelt before him, her hands gripping his hips as she took him into her mouth. Her lips wrapped around him, her tongue swirling as she sucked him deeply, her mouth warm and wet.

Brontis groaned, his hands tangling in her hair as she bobbed her head, her mouth moving in rhythm with his growing need. But just as he was on the brink of release, she pulled away, her lips leaving his skin with a wet pop. She lay back on the bed, a smirk playing
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