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Book 8: Enchanted by the Wizard.
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As Isolde was getting ready for bed, she slipped into her nightgown, a silky piece of enchantment that shimmered and glided over her skin. She brushed her long, flowing tresses until they cascaded down her back like a waterfall of midnight stars. With every stroke, she felt the magic within her awaken, the essence of the forest intertwining with her very being.

A sudden knock at the door startled her, and she couldn't help but feel a thrill of excitement coursing through her veins. She approached the door, her heart beating in sync with the ancient heartwood of the trees outside. With a hesitant turn of the doorknob, she whispered, "Who's there?"

The response was silky and smooth, like the caress of a thousand leaves. "I am lost, good fae. May I please seek refuge here for the night?"

Isolde's gaze fell upon a man cloaked in darkness, his form obscured by the folds of a deep blue cloak. He had deep blue eyes that seemed to peer into her very soul, as if reading her every desire. His handsome face was angular, his jawline sharp, framed by a thick mane of raven hair that fell onto his broad shoulders. His muscular form was a true work of art, every muscle defined and honed by the magic of the forest.

She invited him in, overcome by a sense of hospitality and curiosity. As he entered, Isolde couldn't help but notice the way his cloak seemed to dance around him, as if the very essence of the forest was whispering to him. The man took a seat by the hearth, and they began to converse.
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