
​After Hours 

​Drew & Elowen

By Calida Quinn, A Luminara Transmission
FrankiVerse Media™
Franki Was Here DOT com


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright © 2026 by FrankiVerse Media™

Chapter 2  - The Next Kiss

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​Copyright © 2026 by FrankiVerse Media™

[image: ]


All rights reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic or mechanical, without the prior written permission of the publisher, except in brief quotations for reviews.
FrankiVerse Media™ is a trademark of FrankiVerse Media, Inc.
Franki Was Here DOT com
All FrankiVerse interpretations, characters, portals, cosmic snacks, and multiversal critters are fictional and belong to the author, Calida Quinn.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​Chapter 2  - The Next Kiss

[image: ]


The week after the wood, we went back every day.

Not to the same clearing — she liked to move through the land differently each time, liked to let the morning decide where we ended up, and I had learned already that following her instincts about such things was always the right choice. But the same quality of afternoon, yes. The basket and the blanket and the long slow hours of learning each other in the unhurried way the coven's old land seemed to encourage, as though the gardens and the meadow and the wood itself had opinions about the pace of things and communicated them through the quality of light and the particular ease of the air on certain afternoons.

She had let me touch her. That is what I carried through those days — the fact of it, warm and significant in my chest, a thing I returned to the way you return to a fire on a cold morning. Each afternoon she let me closer and each afternoon the channel between us opened a little more readily, her transmissions arriving with more confidence, less tentativeness — not the careful offerings of that first day but something more settled, more certain. Permission slips, yes, still that, but written in a steadier hand.

I had my hand beneath her dress by the third afternoon. Just her thigh, just the warmth of her skin against my palm, and she had guided me there herself and then pressed her forehead to my shoulder and breathed through it while her magic ran warm and the wood was patient around us. By the fifth afternoon she had come undone against me with my hand between her legs and her face turned into my neck and her fingers white-knuckled in my shirt, and afterward she had laughed — that real, unperforming laugh of hers — and said into my shoulder, I did not expect that to happen today.

Neither had I, exactly. But her magic had been high all morning and the channel had been wide open and when she had guided my hand I had followed, and I was beginning to understand that following her was the most reliable compass I possessed.

The afternoons were extraordinary. The afternoons were also, by the end of the week, not quite enough.

Not because she needed more than I could give her in a meadow — I don't think that was it. It was more that I could feel, through the channel, something in her that wanted more space than the open air allowed. More walls. More privacy. Not to do anything specific, or not only that — but to be able to exist in the intimacy of us without the ambient awareness of the coven's land around her, the sense of being in a place that was beloved and known and also full of people who were quietly keeping track.

I understood this because I felt it too.

I went to the coven's eldest on a Thursday evening and asked, as carefully as I knew how, whether there was any provision for — and here I found myself choosing words with great deliberateness — for a pairing that needed more private space than the coven house and its grounds could offer.

She looked at me across the kitchen table for a long moment with the expression of someone who has seen this particular conversation many times across many years and is not surprised by it.

Then she told me about the cottage.

It was not exactly a cottage in the ordinary sense — or not only that. It was a small stone building on a stretch of coast that the coven had held in some form for longer than the current structure had been standing, on land that sat at a particular angle to the rest of the world, accessible through a fold in space that the eldest described in practical terms I mostly followed. A door that opened somewhere other than where the building physically stood. The inside of the cottage, she said, was comfortable and entirely private, and the sea outside it was real, and it was available to a pairing who had need of it.

She said it with great equanimity. She also said, before I left, that she would tell Sorcha to pack a different kind of basket.

I told Elowen that evening, in the garden after supper, standing near the lavender bed in the long late light. I told her what the eldest had offered and what I thought it might allow us and I was careful about how I said it — careful not to imply anything beyond what I meant, which was space and privacy and the sea, and whatever we chose to do or not do inside those walls.

She listened with her face turned slightly away from me, toward the lavender, and when I finished she was quiet for a moment and then she looked up at me and through the channel came something I had not felt from her before — anticipation, warm and slightly wondering, the particular feeling of something you have been moving toward arriving close enough to see clearly for the first time.

Yes, she said. Out loud and through the channel both at once, which she had never done before, the two arriving simultaneously like a chord rather than a single note. Yes. Let's go.

The door the eldest showed us was in the back of the coven's oldest outbuilding, a stone structure half consumed by ivy that I had assumed was a storage room and was, in fact, also several other things. The door looked ordinary — old wood, iron latch — and opened onto a short path and then a low stone cottage and beyond it the sea.

The sea was grey-green and moving and smelled of salt and something older than salt, and the sky above it was the particular pale blue of early summer on a coast, and the light was extraordinary, the way coastal light always is — coming from more directions than seems possible, reflecting up off the water so everything was lit from underneath as well as above.

Elowen stood on the path outside the cottage and looked at the water and breathed in and I watched her face do the thing it did when she encountered something beautiful — open, unguarded, entirely present. Letting it land.

I let her have the moment. Then I carried our bags inside.

The cottage was one main room with a fireplace and a kitchen that was small and sufficient and windows that faced the sea, and a bedroom beyond a low door with a ceiling that sloped down on one side and a bed that was large enough and white-linened and had a window above it through which you could see the sky. I stood in the doorway of the bedroom and looked at the bed and felt something that was not anxiety exactly — more like the quality of attention you bring to something that matters, the careful wakefulness of a person who understands that what is about to happen is significant and wants to be fully present for it.

Elowen came in behind me and stood beside me and looked at the bedroom too.

No hurry, she said, through the channel. And then, out loud, with that dry warmth that I had come to love unreasonably: "Let's see what they packed."

Sorcha had packed very well. There was food enough for two days, wine, things for breakfast, and at the bottom of
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