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    "For those bound by unseen burdens, yet still daring to dream of freedom. May your spirit never be chained."
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Synopsis
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At the notorious Silver Chalice Inn, Rowan Faelan, a fae trickster infamous for slipping away from unpaid debts, finds his luck at an end. When the barkeep invokes a tavern curse, the next soul through the door becomes bound to Rowan’s endless tab.

That soul is Maribel Hayes, a weary ice witch seeking only a night’s rest. Instead, she is shackled by glowing runes to a fae she despises on sight. Furious, but unable to break the curse, Maribel is forced to accompany Rowan across the Monster Realm to settle his debts—each owed not in coin, but in dangerous bargains with vampires, banshees, and necromancers.

Together they cross haunted lands, their reluctant partnership tested by peril and bound tighter with every act of survival. Yet as Maribel unravels the truth, she discovers Rowan’s debts were never mere mischief: he carries an eternal bargain that no one has ever dared to share.

Now she must choose—walk away and let the Realm claim his soul, or embrace the bond forged in fire and frost, binding her fate to his forever.
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Part I: The Silver Chalice Inn
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The Silver Chalice Inn crouched at the edge of Mistwood Vale. It was a house of shadows and smoke. Its crooked beams sagged beneath centuries of spilt bloodwine, whispered bargains, and laughter that often ended in screams. 

Lanterns burned with green fae-fire. Their glow painted the air with ghostly hues, while the smell of spilt mead mingled with wet earth and the faint, coppery tang of blood.

At its heart lounged Rowan Faelan, a creature born of trickery and moonlight. Fae glamour shimmered across his skin in shifting hues. Blue and green like a dragonfly’s wing. 

His boots were propped on the table. His chair tilted dangerously on two legs when a grin as sharp as glass cut across his lips. Rowan raised a glass to the barkeep as if toasting his fury.

“Rowan,” said the barkeep, Alrik, across the counter. His voice was taut as a bowstring. His broad hands flexed, and runes were glowing faintly along his forearms. Alrik looked at Rowan with disdain. 

“You’re drinking again, and as always, you fail to pay. I cannot let you have your way again. Not tonight.” Alrik stated as he crossed his arms. 

Rowan spread his arms as though the accusation were a crown. Then, he rested his hand on his chest. “Alrik, you wound me. I do not fail to pay. I simply... decline, which is a different notion than what you’re implying to me.”

Murmurs rippled through the crowd inside the Silver Chalice Inn. Some patrons laughed. Others leaned in, eager for the inevitable clash between Rowan and Alrik. The fae was notorious for slipping out like smoke. Meanwhile, his debts trailed behind him like discarded lovers.
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