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The cave was damp, the air thick with the scent of moss and something faintly musky that Jewel couldn’t quite place. Her boots moved silently over the uneven stone floor, each step a practiced dance of precision. She was a thief, after all—one of the best in the Five Valleys. Her fingers twitched with anticipation as she neared the troll’s hoard, a glittering pile of gold, jewels, and trinkets that gleamed faintly in the torchlight. It was almost too easy. Trolls were supposed to be stupid, lumbering brutes, weren’t they? Smash things, eat goats, sleep like the dead. This one was no different, snoring loud enough to shake pebbles loose from the ceiling.

Jewel’s lips curled into a smirk as she slid a particularly shiny ruby into her satchel. Her haul was already impressive: a fist-sized emerald, a string of pearls, and a gold chalice that looked like it belonged in a king’s hall. She was just reaching for a coin—small, but etched with some ancient rune that screamed valuable—when her fingers brushed it too hard. The coin slipped, tumbling to the ground with a faint, treacherous clink.

The snoring stopped.

Jewel froze, her heart lurching into her throat. The cave was silent now, save for the faint drip of water somewhere deep within. Slowly, she turned her head, her dark braid swinging against her back. In the shadows, the troll stirred. He was massive, easily twice her height, with shoulders like boulders and a chest that could crush a cart. His skin was a mottled green-gray, rough as tree bark, and his loincloth—Gods, that loincloth—barely covered what it needed to. His eyes, small and glinting like polished obsidian, cracked open.

“Who dere?” His voice was a low rumble, slurred with sleep and an accent that mangled every syllable. “Who in my cave?”

Jewel’s mind raced. She could run, but the troll was between her and the exit. Fight? She had a dagger, but it’d be like stabbing a mountain. No, she’d have to play this smart. She straightened, tossing her braid over her shoulder and plastering on her most disarming smile. She’d charmed her way out of worse.

“Oh, my goodness!” she said, her voice dripping with honey. “I’m so sorry, big fella. I didn’t mean to wake you. I was just... admiring your treasures. You’ve got quite the collection!” She batted her lashes, leaning forward just enough to let her leather tunic hint at her curves. Men were men, right? Even troll men. Distract, disarm, disappear.

The troll blinked slowly, scratching his head with a hand the size of a shield. “You... like my shiny stuff?” He lumbered to his feet, the ground trembling under his weight. “Pretty lady in my cave. Why you here?”

Jewel’s smile didn’t falter, though her pulse hammered. “Well, I heard there was a big, strong troll around these parts, and I just had to see for myself. And now that I’m here...” She took a step closer, her voice dropping to a purr. “I’m very impressed.”

The troll’s mouth split into a grin, revealing teeth like chipped gravestones. “You think Ug big? Strong?” He thumped his chest, making the cave echo. “Ug like pretty lady. You stay. We talk.”

“Oh, I’d love to stay,” Jewel lied, her eyes darting toward the exit. Just keep him talking. “Tell me, Ug, how’d a handsome troll like you get all this treasure?”

Ug’s grin widened, but there was something in his eyes—a flicker of sharpness that made Jewel’s stomach twist. “Ug smash things. Take shiny stuff. Easy.” He took a step toward her, his shadow swallowing her whole. “But you... you sneaky. Why you touch my coins?”

Jewel laughed, a little too loudly. “Oh, that? Just clumsy ol’ me. Dropped it by accident.” She bent to pick up the coin, making sure to angle her hips just so. “Here, it’s all yours.”

Ug’s hand shot out, faster than she expected, and caught her wrist. His grip was iron, but not cruel—just firm enough to keep her from bolting. “You no clumsy,” he said, his voice still slow, but with a hint of something else. Amusement? “You thief. But pretty thief. Ug like.”

Jewel’s breath hitched, but she didn’t panic. She’d been caught before. She could handle this. “A thief? Me?” She pressed her free hand to her chest, feigning shock. “I’m just a girl who got lost and stumbled into your... very cozy cave. But if you think I’m pretty, maybe I can make it up to you?” She leaned in, close enough to smell the earth-and-leather scent of him, and gave him her best sultry look.

Ug’s eyes gleamed. “You make up? How?”

“Well...” Jewel trailed a finger down his arm, her touch light but deliberate. “Maybe a little... affection??” She leaned in closer, her lips hovering near his jawline, testing the waters. “Something to show I’m truly sorry for disturbing you.”

Before she could react, Ug’s other hand wrapped around her waist, lifting her like she weighed nothing more than a feather. She yelped as he plopped her onto his lap, her legs straddling one massive thigh. His hands settled on her hips, holding her in place, and she felt the heat of him through her leather breeches. Gods, he was huge. His presence was overwhelming, a wall of muscle and warmth that made her feel both trapped and oddly secure.

“Aff... affec-shun?” Ug mangled the word, tilting his head like a curious dog. “What that?”

Jewel swallowed, her mind scrambling for a response. “It’s, um, when you show someone you like them. Like... a kiss?” She cringed inwardly. Kissing a troll? She’d kissed worse for less—a drunken lord with breath like sour ale, a bandit with a face like a potato and half the usual number of teeth—but still, this was new territory.

Ug’s face lit up like a child given a sweet. “Kiss! Yes! You kiss Ug. Prove you love Ug.”

Love? Jewel nearly choked, but she kept her smile plastered on, her mind racing for an escape. “Oh, you’re a romantic, aren’t you?” She cupped his rough jaw, her fingers barely spanning it, and leaned in. His breath was surprisingly clean, like mint and stone, not the rotting-meat stench she’d braced for. She pressed her lips to his, quick and chaste, intending to pull back immediately.

But Ug’s hand slid to the back of her neck, gentle but insistent, holding her there. His lips were warm, softer than she expected, and he kissed her back with a clumsy enthusiasm that was almost... endearing? She broke away, breathless, her cheeks flushing despite herself. The kiss lingered on her lips, a strange mix of warmth and roughness that left her disoriented.

“There,” she said, forcing a laugh to cover her unease. “See? I’m all yours.”

Ug’s grin was triumphant, his eyes gleaming with something she couldn’t quite read. “You love Ug! Ug love you!” Before she could process his words, he scooped her closer, his arms like iron bands around her. “You marry Ug! Be Ug’s wife!”

Jewel’s jaw dropped, her carefully laid plans unraveling faster than a cheap tunic. “M-marry?” she stammered, her voice betraying a flicker of panic. This was not part of the plan. She was supposed to charm, distract, and slip away, not end up betrothed to a troll! “That’s... so sudden!” she managed to say, recovering her composure. “Don’t you want to, uh, get to know me first? Maybe share a meal or... or talk about your favorite treasure?”

Ug shook his head, his expression earnest but with that same unsettling glint in his eyes. “No need! You kiss Ug. You love. We married now!” He thumped his chest with a resounding thud, and then, to her absolute horror, grabbed his loincloth and yanked it off. The fabric tore away with a loud rip, revealing... Gods above and below. Gods. His cock was as massive as the rest of him, thick and veined, already half-hard and bigger than anything she’d ever seen—or imagined. It was a club, a battering ram, a damned tree trunk.

“Meet little Ug,” he said, pointing proudly at his monstrous endowment. “You love him too?”

Jewel stared down, her mouth suddenly dry as the desert outside the cave. Her eyes widened, taking in the sheer size of “little Ug.” Little? There was nothing little about it. It was intimidating, awe-inspiring, and utterly terrifying. Her thief’s pride kicked in, though, steeling her resolve. She’d faced worse odds—she’d stolen from wizards with wards that could fry her alive, dodged assassins with poisoned blades, and once outran a wyvern with a grudge. She could handle a
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