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    To the ancient warriors of Adrano, whose names history has buried in silence—this tale is inspired by your untold courage. And to my readers, thank you for stepping with me into this blood-soaked, mystic journey across ancient Sicily's hidden lands.

      

    



  	
        
            
            "In the shadows of gods and giants, destiny is forged in blood and fire. Sicily remembers what history forgot."
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“Second Delphic Hymn to Apollo” song plays as story begins

In the ancient world of Sicily, where volcanic mountains loomed over fertile valleys and rivers carved their way to the churning sea, legends grew as deep as the island's oldest roots. This was a land fierce and wild, watched over by gods—Adranos, lord of flame, and Mirya, goddess of the earth—who blessed its soil and stoked its fires. Here, humans had carved their villages into the rocky foothills of Mount Etna, lives bound to ancient rites, to a fierce loyalty for the land that gave them life.

But Sicily’s wealth drew more than gods. Across the dark waters on the craggy Cyclopean Isles, giants lived—Cyclopes, one-eyed warriors forged from rock and flame. These creatures were no legend. They had strength, bloodlust, and a thirst for Sicily’s abundance. They saw Sicily as theirs to claim. Leading them was Polyphemus I, a giant as ruthless as he was cunning, a warlord who wielded his army of Cyclopes like hammers against stone. He dreamed of taking Sicily’s riches, seizing the mountain lands as his throne.

One moonless night, Polyphemus I and his Cyclopean warriors set sail. Their warship, heavy with iron-forged weapons, cut across the waves like a storm, silent and deadly. The Cyclopes were sure of one thing—humans would cower and scatter before them. But the Sicilians were not fools. They knew their shores were coveted. Under the command of Eracle—a warrior of cunning and grit, who fought not just for glory but for his people’s survival—the Sicilians had built three mighty warships of their own, iron-clad and bristling with weapons meant to tear through anything that dared breach their waters.

As dawn broke, the Cyclopean vessel loomed on the horizon, a dark stain against the sea. The three Sicilian warships surged forward to meet it, black smoke rising from torches and fire-kettles. At the helm of the lead ship stood Eracle himself, his eyes fixed on the approaching threat. He wore no helmet, only a savage determination etched onto his face. His men were armed with spears tipped in fire, iron-forged harpoons, and bows primed to strike at whatever dared to breach their lines.

When the vessels clashed, the sea itself seemed to tremble. Polyphemus I stood at the bow of his ship, hurling massive boulders with his bare hands, crushing Sicilian defenses with brute force. His warriors roared as they swung iron-studded clubs and axes, tearing into the Sicilian ships with the fury of unleashed beasts. The waters turned red as two of Eracle’s warships splintered, their crews fighting to the last man, sinking into the churning sea.

Yet Eracle’s ship remained. He rallied his men, steering his vessel into the Cyclopean ship with deadly precision, battering it from all sides. His warriors unleashed their weapons with ruthless efficiency, attacking in a wave of fire and steel. Eracle himself fought with unmatched ferocity, throwing himself into the fray, outmaneuvering the giants at every turn, as if the gods themselves had blessed his battle.

At last, Polyphemus I called for rt, fury burning in his single eye as he watched his dream of conquest crumble. The Cycetrealopean vessel limped back to the dark isles, its warriors wounded, its leader’s ambitions shattered. Sicily had bled, but it had held its ground.

In the years that followed, tales of the Cyclopean War spread through Sicily like wildfire, marking Eracle as a hero. He became a legend, a leader who faced giants and sent them fleeing. But Sicily’s victory came at a cost, and the memory of the Cyclopes lingered, a shadow across the land.

The Cyclopes returned to their jagged isles, bitter and humiliated, cursing the humans who had bested them. And Polyphemus I, in his rage, vowed vengeance. He withdrew to the isolation of his island, where he brooded, his hatred festering into a promise. One day, he would return, and when he did, Sicily would fall beneath his heel.

Polyphemus I Notebook (Page 1)

I stand here on this accursed shore, watching the shattered remains of our vessel, breathing in the stench of my own failure. Sicily—a filthy, spoiled land of men who live like worms—slipped from my grasp today. They think they’ve won. They think they are mighty, led by that proud Sicilian hero, Eracle. Let them toast their hollow victory; they know nothing of true strength, the kind that will one day crush them beneath it.

The Cyclopean Isles hold more fury than they can comprehend, and I have iron and fire enough to bring it to their gates. One day, I will return when their fields are ripe and their bellies are full. And they will choke on their own blood as I grind their precious Sicily into dust beneath my heel. I will teach them what it is to stand before real power.

This is not defeat. This is a delay. And for that, I will make them suffer tenfold.
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​Chapter 1: The Tale of Polyphemus II
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Polyphemus II was born on the rocky, wind-swept Cyclopeon Isles, a place of stark beauty and brutal laws. The islands, separated from Sicily by the depths of the restless sea, were home to the Cyclopean people—a race of towering, single-eyed giants, feared by the mainlanders for their strength, savagery, and insatiable hunger for conquest. The Cyclopes were fierce and proud, devoted to the gods Adranos and Mirya, whom they believed had forged them to be the mightiest beings on earth.

But from his very first breath, Polyphemus II was marked as different.

To be Cyclopean was to embody perfection as defined by their gods—a towering frame, immense strength, and a single, unyielding eye. Yet Polyphemus II was born with a deformity. His body was smaller than that of a typical Cyclops, his height a meager eight feet rather than the towering fifteen that was expected. Among his people, this was not just a matter of size; it was a flaw, a sign of weakness, a blemish on the purity of the Cyclopean bloodline. His deformity made him vulnerable, something no Cyclops could afford to be.

When he was still a child, his father, Polyphemus I—the legendary warlord and conqueror of the Cyclopean Isles—had cast him out into the wilds. Polyphemus I was a giant of fearsome strength and an unyielding traditionalist, and he viewed his son’s smaller frame and perceived "imperfections" as a shameful curse upon his bloodline. In Cyclopean culture, strength was everything, and those born “imperfect” were to fend for themselves or die trying. The Cyclopean Isles were no place for weakness, and Polyphemus I, the embodiment of Cyclopean ideals, could not tolerate anything less than perfection in his offspring.

The day of his exile had been as brutal as it was swift. His father, his single, unblinking eye filled with disgust, had declared that he was unfit to bear the Cyclopean name until he could prove himself worthy. As the other Cyclopes looked on, one laughed—a harsh, mocking sound that rang across the rocky shores. The sound snapped through Polyphemus I like a whip, his face hardening with a fury that even his son’s "weakness" could not provoke. Without a word, he had swung his massive axe in a single, brutal arc, and the mocking Cyclops’s head was severed, rolling into the dust.

“This,” Polyphemus I had spat, pointing at the head, “is what awaits those who bring dishonor to my blood.”

Then, turning his cold, unforgiving gaze on his son, he spoke with finality. “If you are truly of my line, then you will survive. Prove yourself—or die nameless in the wild.”

His son had been left on the rocky shores of the island with nothing but his own hands to defend himself. The other Cyclopes had watched him with mixed expressions—some with disdain, others with curiosity, but none with pity. For a boy to survive alone in the Cyclopean Isles was almost unheard of, but tradition was merciless. Those who were cast out rarely returned.

Yet Polyphemus II accepted his fate......

For days, he wandered alone across the unforgiving landscape, surviving on sheer will and instinct. He scavenged food, built crude shelters, and defended himself against the wild beasts that roamed the isles. The nights were cold, and his stomach often ached with hunger, but he learned to fight, to endure, and to trust his instincts. He found refuge in caves, learned to listen to the winds, and watch the stars for guidance, slowly growing stronger as the months slipped by.

As he grew, he felt a power within him, a quiet defiance that set him apart not only physically but also spiritually. He had a resilience that burned as fiercely as the fires of Mount Etna, the volcano that the Cyclopes worshipped. He began to see his smaller size not as a weakness but as an advantage. His body was quicker, his movements more agile, allowing him to evade enemies and strike when least expected. His eye, fierce and perceptive, became attuned to every shift in light, every rustle in the wind. He was not the towering warrior his people had wanted, but he was something else—a survivor.

Years passed, and by the time Polyphemus II reached adulthood, he had forged himself into a warrior who could rival any of his kind. Yet he remained an outcast, seen as an aberration, tolerated but never truly accepted. His deformity haunted him, a reminder of his otherness, his place on the fringes of Cyclopean society. Despite his strength and resilience, he was never allowed to join in the grand battles or the sacred rituals of the Cyclopes.

Polyphemus II had always felt like an outsider among his people, marked by his smaller stature, a living reminder of imperfection in a race that valued strength and size above all else. But on that quiet evening, as the sun cast long shadows across the Cyclopean Isles, he stumbled upon something....

He had wandered, as he often did, into his father’s den—a place few dared to enter. The den was cluttered with trophies, heads,  and strange artifacts from past raids and battles, objects collected from lands far and near. His father was a fierce warrior, a giant even among Cyclopes, and every item in the room seemed to pulse with the violent history of his conquests. But there, on the far side of the stone table, Polyphemus II noticed something unusual—a large, faded map, delicate with age, lying open as if waiting to be found.

He approached cautiously, his single eye wide with wonder as he took in the strange, meticulous drawings. The parchment showed a vast expanse of land, etched with winding rivers, valleys, and towering mountains. And at its center, a single word leapt out at him with an almost mystical pull—Sicily.
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