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The wind carried the scent of enchanted blooms and damp earth as Brynn stepped past the towering gates of the Fae Court. Her heart pounded, not from fear—though that would have been justified—but from anticipation. This was where she was meant to be. Or so she told herself.

The summons had been clear. Prince Rynar, heir to the throne of the Night Fae, was cursed. And Brynn, a healer with magic whispered to be as potent as the gods’ own touch, had been called to save him.

A dozen fae warriors flanked her, their armor shimmering with an eerie, silver glow in the moonlight. They moved with a silent grace that unnerved her, eyes watching her with unreadable expressions. She ignored the prickling of unease and focused on the path ahead.

Through the sprawling courtyard, twisted trees draped in luminescent moss arched toward the sky, their branches pulsing with magic. At the far end of the marble steps, the grand doors of the palace stood ajar, spilling golden light onto the night-stained ground. Brynn’s pulse thrummed. Once she crossed that threshold, there would be no turning back.

A voice, deep as midnight and edged with exhaustion, cut through the air. "The healer has arrived."

Brynn lifted her chin as the palace guards parted. And then she saw him.

Prince Rynar.

The moment their eyes met, the breath fled from her lungs.

He was seated at the far end of the opulent hall, draped in a loose tunic that bared much of his chiseled chest, the faint glow of fae runes tracing his collarbone. His silver hair, long and unbound, spilled over his broad shoulders like liquid moonlight. Shadows pooled around him, curling at his feet like restless creatures, and yet, even through the distance, she could feel the heat of his gaze.

His lips parted slightly as if tasting the air between them. "You are not what I expected."

Brynn forced herself to move forward, the weight of his presence pressing against her chest. "And what did you expect?"

His smirk was slow, devastating. "Someone afraid of me."

She swallowed, standing her ground. "I’m not."

Rynar exhaled a laugh, though there was no humor in it. "You should be."

Before she could respond, a sharp pain flickered across his expression. He winced, gripping the armrest of his throne as dark tendrils of magic slithered up his forearm. The curse. It was worsening.

Instinct took over. Brynn closed the distance between them, ignoring the alarmed murmurs of the court. She reached out, her fingers barely grazing his wrist before a pulse of power shot through her, knocking her back.

Rynar’s breathing was ragged as he studied her, his silver eyes filled with something she couldn’t name. "Interesting."

Brynn’s hands tingled, the taste of his magic still sparking against her skin. She had been called to heal him.

But something told her that Rynar’s wounds ran deeper than any curse.

The moment Brynn's fingertips met the pulse of Rynar’s cursed magic, she knew this would be unlike any healing she had ever attempted. The power that surged from him wasn’t just dark—it was alive, writhing like a living thing beneath his skin.

She had heard of fae curses before, but this... this was something else.

Before she could push herself up from where the magic had flung her, the guards were already moving. Steel glinted in the golden glow of the palace torches, their hands hovering over the hilts of their swords as though she had committed an offense.

"Enough," Rynar growled, his voice thick with command. "Stand down."

The warriors hesitated but obeyed, retreating with sharp, calculated steps.

Brynn forced herself to her feet, brushing dust from her healer’s robes, heart still hammering. "Your magic—"

"You were warned." Rynar’s silver eyes flickered with something unreadable. "Yet you touched me anyway."

"I needed to know what I was dealing with," she said, lifting her chin. "And now I do."

Rynar studied her, his gaze piercing through her like a blade. "Then tell me, healer, how do you intend to break it?"

Brynn hesitated. Truthfully, she had no idea.

The curse wasn’t something she could simply dispel with a spell or potion. It clung to him, wrapped in his very essence, as though it had become a part of him. The runes on his skin pulsed with an eerie, rhythmic light, almost as though they were breathing.

She took a slow, steady breath. "I’ll need time."

Rynar exhaled sharply. "Time is a luxury I do not have."

"I don’t work miracles on command, Your Highness," she countered. "If you wanted a quick fix, you should have summoned a charlatan."

Silence stretched between them, charged and brittle. Then, to her surprise, he chuckled—a low, rumbling sound that sent an involuntary shiver up her spine.

"You're bold," he murmured. "I almost admire it."

Brynn refused to be distracted. "I’ll need access to your chambers. You must let me examine the curse without interference."

His smirk faded, replaced with a shadow of reluctance. "Fine. But you follow my rules, healer."

She arched a brow. "And what might those be?"

"You do not touch me again without permission." His voice was velvet-lined steel, dangerous and smooth.

Brynn tilted her head. "Afraid of what might happen?"

His silver eyes flashed. "Afraid of what I might do."

Her breath caught at the weight of his words. This was more than a simple affliction—this was a battle for control.

And Brynn was stepping directly into the heart of it.
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The doors to Prince Rynar’s private chambers loomed before Brynn, carved from dark wood with intricate silver inlays that pulsed with an energy she could feel beneath her skin. The guards flanking the entrance eyed her warily, their expressions unreadable.

Brynn inhaled deeply, steadying herself before stepping forward. The guards did not move to stop her as she pushed open the heavy doors, revealing a room unlike anything she had imagined.

The space was vast yet strangely intimate. The walls were veined with strands of glowing silver, mirroring the runes that flickered over Rynar’s skin. An enormous bed with a canopy of midnight-blue silk sat in the center, its sheets rumpled as though restless nights had been spent there. A fireplace cast flickering shadows across the floor, the scent of cedar and something darker lingering in the air.

Rynar stood by the window, his back to her, the dim light of the torches making the runes on his bare shoulders glow faintly. The curse pulsed in time with his breath, an ominous reminder of why she was here.

"You took your time," he murmured, not turning to face her.

Brynn straightened. "I had to prepare."

He turned then, his silver eyes locking onto hers with an intensity that made her breath hitch. "And are you prepared now, healer?"

She met his gaze without flinching. "I am."

Rynar’s lips curved into something that wasn’t quite a smile. "Then begin. But be warned—what you’re about to face is not a simple wound to be mended. This curse fights back."

Brynn set her bag down beside the bed, drawing out vials of infused oils, runestones, and a small, enchanted blade. "So do I."

Rynar exhaled a slow breath. "Then let’s see which of us wins this battle."

Brynn spent hours studying the runes scrawled across Rynar’s skin, her fingertips tingling as she traced their faint glow. Every time her touch neared the center of his curse, a pulse of darkness pushed back, testing her, warning her away.

"It reacts to you," Rynar observed from where he sat, half-reclined on the bed, his arms braced behind him.

Brynn met his gaze. "That means I’m getting closer."

"Or that it’s trying to consume you." His voice was quiet, but there was an edge of something else there. Concern?

She exhaled. "Then I’ll have to be careful."

Rynar smirked. "That would be a first."

Brynn refused to rise to the bait. Instead, she focused on the sensation beneath her fingers—the way the magic seemed to slither, shifting just out of reach. It wasn’t just resisting her.

It was watching her.

"Tell me about the curse," she said, keeping her voice even. "Everything you know."

Rynar tilted his head, considering her. "It began after the war. A sorceress from the enemy lands placed it upon me in her final breath. I thought it was nothing at first—a mere whisper of dark magic. But it grew. It became this."

Brynn frowned. "And no one has been able to break it?"

"No one." His voice was flat. "Not until now."

She looked up sharply. "What do you mean?"

His silver eyes darkened. "It responds to you. It recognizes you. I’ve had dozens of healers try before, and none of them even managed to make it flicker. But you... it moves for you."

Brynn swallowed. "That doesn’t mean I can break it."

"But you might." His voice was low, intimate. "And that’s enough."

She felt the heat of his gaze settle on her, spreading over her like a second kind of magic, one she wasn’t ready to acknowledge. Instead, she focused on the runes again, pushing a little harder. A shock of energy shot up her arm, and she gasped as the force nearly knocked her backward.

Rynar moved fast. One moment he was reclined, the next he had caught her, his arm firm around her waist, holding her upright.

"Careful," he murmured, his breath warm against her ear. "Or it will take you with it."

Her heart pounded. Whether from the curse’s magic or from his nearness, she wasn’t sure.

She pulled away, clearing her throat. "I need more time. I need to study this further."

Rynar released her slowly, his fingers lingering for a second too long before he stepped back. "Then take your time, healer. But don’t take too long. Time is not a luxury I can afford."

Brynn clenched her fists, determined. The curse was alive. It was sentient. And for some reason, it had recognized her.

The question was—why?
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The next morning, Brynn awoke to the golden glow of dawn spilling through the heavy curtains of Rynar’s chambers. She sat upright, stretching her aching muscles, the events of the night before replaying in her mind. The curse had fought her, resisting every attempt to peel away its dark layers, but she had also felt something beneath it—something raw, something alive.
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