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The sun had dipped below the horizon, casting long shadows across the enchanted forest. Aria quickened her pace, her delicate wings shimmering in the fading light as she darted through the dense foliage. The air was filled with the sweet scent of wildflowers and the distant sound of trickling water.

As she approached her home, a cozy wooden cottage nestled among the ancient trees, Aria's heart leaped in her chest. Memories of laughter and warmth flooded her mind, but tonight there was something else lurking in the shadows.

A strange unease prickled at the back of her neck as she reached for the doorknob. Before she could even touch it, a low growl rumbled from behind her. Aria spun around to face a pair of glowing eyes in the darkness.

"Who's there?" she called out, her voice steady despite the pounding of her heart.

A figure emerged from the shadows, muscles rippling beneath sleek fur. It was him, the werewolf that had haunted her dreams and stirred forbidden desires within her. His gaze bore into hers, a mix of hunger and something else she couldn't quite place. Aria's instincts screamed at her to run, to flee into the safety of her home, but something held her in place.

"You shouldn't be out here alone, little fairy," the werewolf's voice was a deep rumble that seemed to vibrate through her very bones.

Aria stood her ground, refusing to show any sign of fear. "I am not afraid of you," she declared, her chin held high.

The werewolf took a step closer, his scent filling her senses with a heady mix of musk and danger. "You should be," he growled, his eyes flickering with an inner turmoil.

Aria felt a strange pull towards him, a magnetic force that drew her in despite the danger. With a flutter of her wings, she lifted off the ground, hovering just out of reach. "What do you want?" she demanded, her voice tinged with defiance.

The werewolf's gaze softened, the glow in his eyes dimming as he took another slow step forward. "To protect you," he said, his voice now a whisper on the night breeze.
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