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My eyes averted yours. In case the pretence of being just friends was revealed, the longing to be more, given away – Michael Faudet 

      

    


Lillian eyed the wooden box resting on the bed.

Should she? What harm could it do?

It wasn’t a spell—just a wish.

Her bridal gown whispered across the floor as she paced, torn between caution and curiosity.

If anyone needed a touch of magic, it was Gemma and Matthew.

She had watched them closely at the rehearsal dinner the night before—watched the way their eyes lingered, the way silence filled the spaces where words should have been.

Something magnetic pulled at them, yet a wall stood firm on both sides.

And Lillian couldn’t help but wonder if that wall had something to do with her soon-to-be husband.

Lillian stopped before the mirror, her green eyes sparkling as they met her reflection. Her dark locks loosely woven into a braid adorned with white flowers framed her face. Lillian turned admiring the delicate lace of her bohemian dress. She couldn’t wait to see Chase’s expression when he laid eyes on her. 

A shiver of excitement ran through her at the thought of their union—the vows they would speak aloud today, binding their hearts before everyone they loved.

Their love felt divine, rare, and unmatched.

And Lillian was beyond grateful for it. 

The box drew her attention once more.

The wish... it could help Gemma and Matthew find a love as rare and unmatched as her own.

But was it her place to nudge fate forward?

Or should she let destiny unfold on its own?

“Raven.” 

A soft knock pulled her from her thoughts. Only one person ever called her by her surname.

“You ready?” Carin, her maid of honour, peeked in, the scent of lavender drifting in with her from the hallway.

“Um...” Lillian hesitated, her eyes landing on the figure just behind Carin—Gemma.

“Um, what? Oh no—are you having cold feet, Lillian?” Carin asked, concern knitting her brow.

But Lillian’s eyes stayed on Gemma.

Carin pressed a hand to her chest. “It can’t be... right?”

“I’m sure it’s not cold feet,” Gemma said softly, her gaze steady and kind.

Lillian’s trance-like stare lingered, drawing a faint crease between Gemma’s brows.

“Right, Lillian?” Gemma prompted gently.

“Trust me—it’s not cold feet,” Lillian replied, finally tearing her gaze from the door. “But there’s something I need to do.”

She offered a small, reassuring smile. “I’ll meet you both in the lobby in fifteen minutes.”

“Okay,” Gemma said, guiding Carin back into the hallway.

As the door clicked shut behind them, Lillian exhaled. “That’s it,” she whispered.

Seeing Gemma had confirmed it.

She looked enchanting in her bridesmaid dress, radiant as ever—but her amber eyes held a quiet longing, a flicker of sadness just beneath the surface.

Weddings were magical—the vows, the celebrations, the promise of new beginnings.

And with tonight’s new moon rising... who knew what might be possible?

“I’m sorry, Destiny,” Lillian whispered, “but maybe this was part of it all along.”

With quiet resolve, she opened the box.

Inside, nestled on an embroidered cloth adorned with flowers and moon phases, she began her work. She placed a single candle at the centre, then arranged rose quartz in a circle around it. Taking up the clear quartz wand, she tapped each stone in turn, gently invoking its essence—love, pure and unwavering.

With a gentle breath, Lillian brought the wick to life.

The flame flickered, casting warm light over the stones as she held Gemma and Matthew in her mind’s eye.

“Something old, something new,

Something borrowed, something blue.

Remove thy troubles and thy woe—

May this lead to something wonderful, something anew.”

She whispered the words like a secret carried on the wind, then closed her eyes and released the wish into the world.
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Matthew stood quietly on the balcony, eyes drifting over the garden below.

Fairy lights hung like stardust across the branches, their soft glow trailing toward a wooden bridge that arched over the lake—now a dark, glassy slate beneath the night sky.

The scene felt almost otherworldly, a perfect touch of enchantment for the evening’s celebration.

He took a slow sip of bourbon, letting the warmth settle, savouring the smooth trace of caramel on his tongue.

A passing breeze carried the sound of hurried heels, drawing a faint smile to Matthew’s lips as he turned toward the door.

There was only one person whose steps mirrored the pace of her racing mind.

Unaware of his presence, Gemma stepped onto the balcony in a flurry, heading straight for the railing.

The wind stirred, lifting a copper strand of her hair as she inhaled deeply.

Matthew watched in stillness. He was certain—she was quieting her thoughts. Or at least, trying to.

He’d known Gemma his entire life. They grew up together—or rather, he spent most of it watching her and his brother grow up together.  She had always been more than just a friend of the family. She was his brother’s best friend, practically a fixture in their home.

“Like my own flesh and blood,” his mother had said just this morning, cupping Gemma’s cheeks with that familiar, smothering affection.

But she had never been family to him.

How could she be—when no one made his heart race the way Gemma did?

The rose gold dress clung to her generous curves, catching the light with every breath she took.

The heart-shaped neckline dipped gently, framing her chest in a way that made it nearly impossible to look away.

When she looked like that, all the reasons they shouldn’t be—every line he’d drawn between them—crumbled and faded.

“Dammit,” he muttered, low under his breath—at the stir in his chest... and lower.

“Matt!”

Gemma’s hand flew to her chest, startled. “I didn’t know you were out here.”

He took a long gulp of bourbon, hoping to drown the thoughts he couldn’t control.

“Yip,” he said, finally finding his voice. “Just taking a break.”

“Me too,” she said, smiling in that way only she could—soft, effortless, disarming.

“You look beautiful.”

“Please,” Gemma scoffed, waving a hand. “Did you see the bride?”

She always struggled to accept compliments.

“I mean it, Gem.”

He set down the empty glass, stepping just a little closer.

“You look absolutely... ravishing.”
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Gemma looked away, cheeks flushing. Ravishing? Please—had he looked in a mirror today?

It had been a while since she’d seen Matt—he’d been based in London for work the past few years—and damn, it was good to see him.

Three years their junior, Matt had always been the tagalong kid, forbidden from hanging out with her and Chase until he was “old enough.” But rules never meant much to Matt—and he rarely listened.

That had been a long time ago.

And he was definitely no longer the pale, scrawny boy she remembered.

A passing draft carried his scent, just as unnerving as his presence.

She’d thought she was past all this—had put those feelings behind her.

Damn. Why did he have to look so good?

He wore the navy suit with effortless ease, the top buttons of his white shirt undone revealed a hint of dark chest hair. Slight stubble shadowed his square jaw. Running his hand through his unruly curls– impossible to tame– just like Matt, he looked utterly ravishing.

Music drifted out from inside, and their eyes met at the sound of a familiar tune.

“This was one of your favourites, if I remember right,” Matthew said with a small smile.

“Chase will be looking for you.”

“Who do you think I’ve been dancing with for the past twenty minutes?” she said, glancing toward the dance floor. “I think he can manage.”

Her gaze softened as she watched Chase find his bride.

“They’re going to have such an amazing marriage, aren’t they?” Gemma added, her voice touched with quiet admiration.

“Yip, those two are made for each other,” Matthew said, stepping closer as the song played on, then slowly faded into the next.

“Do me the honour?”

“Of what?” Gemma asked, turning—and nearly bumping right into him.

“Baking a cake,” he teased, a playful glint in his eye.

She rolled her eyes, arms folding across her chest.

“Dance with me, Gem?”

She loved dancing with Matt—always had. But his invitation stirred a current she’d worked hard to bury.

He was her best friend’s brother, for fudge’s sake. This could never be more than what it was.

She shook her head slightly, as if that could silence the pull.

But Matt’s hand stayed where it was—steady, patient, waiting.

The two of them—as anything more—that would just be weird... wouldn’t it?

Or was that just the story she’d told herself for years?

No. This is silly.

She shook her head more firmly now, as if trying to fling the thoughts away. This was just the wedding—the magic of watching Chase and Lillian vow their love. That was all.

“Come on,” Matt said gently, his hand still outstretched. “Just one dance.”

Gemma met his soft brown gaze—and melted.

As her hand slid into Matt’s, a rush of excitement draped over her like silk.

What is wrong with me? she scolded herself, heart fluttering with the weight of something long denied.

Suddenly aware of how close they were, she stepped back, instinctively putting space between them.

Even in heels, she still had to look up at Matt.

“Like we used to,” he said with a smirk, a spark of anticipation lighting his eyes.

His hand found the small of her back, and another surge shot through her. She swallowed hard.

Focus, Gemma, she warned herself—just as Matthew began to sway her gently to life.

Effortlessly, they moved—one step melting into the next, her body responding with ease. Isn’t this how it’s supposed to feel? To trust as you're being led?

But she hushed the voice within and let herself surrender—to the music, her breath... to him.

A cool breeze swept over her as Matt spun her out, and with a breathtaking smile, he twirled her back into his arms—just as the song reached its final notes.

“That was fun,” Gemma said, easing out of his embrace with a lightness she didn’t quite feel.

“It
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