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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.
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