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    For the Coven.
You know who you are. The ones who linger in the dark corners of the library and crave the stories that bite back. Consider this a forbidden morsel, crafted specifically for your voracious appetites.
Devour it.
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"That hammer's too light for you."

Calliope didn't jump at the voice—she'd known he was there. The Cyclops' forge didn't echo like mortal workshops; it swallowed sound, absorbed it into the molten stone and hissing vents underfoot. She kept her fingers hovering over the glowing embers in their earthen crucible, the heat kissing her palms raw. "I wasn't reaching for the hammer," she said.

Brontes exhaled—a slow, seismic sound, like the groan of continental plates shifting. He stood close enough that his shadow covered the embers' glow, leaving her skin bathed only in the forge's ambient gold. His singular eye, molten bronze with a slit pupil like a forge's flue, didn't blink as it traced her throat. She tilted her chin up, letting him see the pulse there.

"Your heart," he rumbled, "beats like a smith's first strike."

The air between them pulsed, thick with the weight of unsaid things, the way iron groans before it bends. Calliope’s fingers stayed suspended over the embers, not retreating, not advancing. The crucible’s glow painted her knuckles in liquid gold, and Brontes watched—not the embers, but the way her breath hitched when the heat licked too close.

"You came for flame," he said, voice rolling like distant thunder. It wasn’t a question. The Cyclops knew the hunger in a craftsman’s hands, the way fingers twitched towards perfection. Brontes stepped forwards, his shadow swallowing her whole. The heat radiating off his skin wasn’t just forge-warmth; it was alive, like standing too close to a lightning strike waiting to happen. Calliope didn’t flinch. She let his eye—that molten, unwavering gaze—hold hers, and in that moment, every unspoken thing between them turned molten too.

His hand, broad enough to cradle her ribs like a half-finished blade, hovered near her cheek without touching. The air itself trembled. Calliope arched into that hesitation, pressing her throat against his knuckles—hotter than the embers she’d come for—and whispered, "Yes. Touch me."

His fingers curled into the knot of her apron, and the leather gave way like softened wax under his touch. Calliope inhaled breathlessly as the straps slithered down her shoulders—not from the cool air hitting her skin, but from the intoxicating heat of him, the way his knuckles grazed her collarbone and left trails of liquid gold in their wake. The apron pooled at her feet, forgotten as Brontes exhaled against her throat, his breath scorching the damp curls clinging to her neck. "You smell like quenching steel," he murmured, his voice low enough to ripple through her ribs.

The linen tunic came next. He didn’t tear it—no, that would have been too simple, too mortal—but unwound it from her body like a blacksmith unwinds a ribbon of molten iron from the tongs, slow and deliberate. The fabric whispered against her hips, her waist, her arms, until she stood bare from the waist up, her skin pebbling not from cold but from the sheer proximity of him. His palms hovered over her shoulders, not yet touching, letting the radiant heat of his skin sear the air between them. Calliope swayed into it, her back arching, and when his thumbs finally—finally—brushed the peaks of her breasts, the sound she made wasn’t human. It was the sound of a blade meeting the forge’s heart: a hiss, a shudder, a surrender.

Brontes made a noise like a landslide, deep in his chest, and bent to press his mouth to the hollow of her throat. His lips didn't stop there. He trailed blistering, open-mouthed kisses up the column of her neck, tracing the line of her jaw until he finally captured her mouth. The kiss was absolute—a hot, consuming slide of lips and tongues that tasted of salt, iron, and desperate hunger. He kissed her as if trying to breathe her in, his tongue delving deep, tangling with hers in an intoxicating rhythm. Calliope moaned into his mouth, her arms wrapping around his neck as she surrendered to the exquisite friction.

His lips were hotter than the embers she’d come for, hotter than the crucible’s glow, and when his tongue traced the hammering pulse there, Calliope’s knees buckled. He caught her effortlessly, one arm banding around her waist, the other cradling the back of her head as he lifted her. The world tilted—her stomach swooped—and then she was being laid down onto the anvil’s iron surface, the metal warm beneath her back, not from the forge but from the memory of his hands shaping it.

His palms skimmed down her thighs, pushing the remaining fabric away, leaving her bare and sprawled across the anvil like a half-forged sword waiting for the hammer’s kiss. The contrast was dizzying: the cool, unyielding iron beneath her, the inferno of his body above. Brontes braced his hands on either side of her hips, his arms trembling—not from strain, she realized, but restraint—and lowered his head to drag his teeth along the inside of her knee. Calliope jerked, her heel slipping against the anvil’s edge, and his grip tightened, holding her still. "Mine," he growled against her skin, the word vibrating through muscle and bone.

She had no breath left to answer. His mouth moved higher, his tongue laving over her thigh, her hip, the dip of her navel, until she was writhing, her fingers tangled in his hair—thick and coarse as wire brush—pulling him closer. He went willingly, his breath scorching the space between her legs before he finally—finally—closed his mouth over her. The sound she made was swallowed by the forge’s endless hum, but Brontes heard it. His eye, gleaming like a coin fresh from the mint, rolled up to watch her, unblinking, as his tongue began stroking her in slow, exquisite arcs.

Calliope’s head tipped back, her spine bowing off the anvil as Brontes’ tongue dragged another molten stripe through her. The iron beneath her was solid, unyielding—a perfect counterpoint to the way her body melted under his mouth. She dug her heels into the anvil’s edge, knees falling wider in silent invitation, and Brontes answered with a growl that vibrated through her thighs. His hands—rough from centuries of shaping steel—cupped her hips, thumbs pressing into the hollows of her pelvis like he was memorizing the shape of her.

His tongue was broad, hotter than any forge-flame, and it flicked against her clit in a slow, torturous circle. The sound she made was half-laugh, half-moan, swallowed by the cavernous roar of the forge. Brontes didn’t blink. His eye—golden, unbroken—locked onto hers, watching the way her lips parted on a gasp, the way her lashes fluttered when he sucked gently. He adjusted instantly, tongue flattening to lap at her in broad, wet strokes that sent sparks skittering up her spine. Calliope’s thighs trembled, her fingers tightening in his hair, but she didn’t pull him away. Instead, she arched, offering herself more fully, her hips lifting off the anvil in silent demand.

Brontes growled—a sound like stone splitting—and obeyed. His hands slid beneath her, palming her ass to tilt her closer, his tongue delving deeper, slower, until every stroke dragged a ragged noise from her throat. He didn’t rush. This wasn’t a hurried quenching; this was the careful tempering of a blade, the slow coaxing of steel to its perfect, singing edge. Calliope’s breath came in short, sweet bursts, her body tightening like a drawn bowstring. His eye never left her face, reading every hitch, every twitch, his rhythm shifting seamlessly to draw out her pleasure like molten metal from a crucible.

The forge's heat pulsed in time with her heartbeat—or maybe it was Brontes' tongue, slow and deliberate as a blacksmith drawing wire through a drawplate. Calliope's thighs trembled, not from the anvil's chill but from the way his mouth moved against her, each stroke calculated to unravel her completely. His eye—that molten, unblinking gold—never wavered from her face, watching the way her lips parted on a gasp, the way her brows knit when he sucked just right. He adjusted instantly, his rhythm shifting like a master smith sensing the exact moment to quench steel.

Calliope's fingers twisted deeper in his hair as his tongue flicked against her in a slow, rapturous circle. The sound she made was the groan of iron yielding to fire—raw, unrefined, beautiful. Brontes answered with a rumble that vibrated through her thighs, his hands tightening around her hips to hold her steady against the anvil's edge. His eye—that molten, unblinking gold—never wavered from her face, cataloging every twitch of her lips, every flutter of her lashes as he adjusted the pressure of his tongue just so.

She gasped when he flattened his tongue against her in one broad, searing stroke, the heat
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