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“This is an act of honouring,” Lillian whispered, her voice low, barely more than a breath. “Of offering you stillness and renewal.”

“You’re beautiful when you’re in the zone,” Chase murmured, tilting his head just enough to meet her gaze.

The sincerity in his eyes flushed through her, warm and unsettling, curling low in her chest. For a heartbeat she forgot the steady rhythm of her hands—forgot everything but the way he was looking at her.

“Chase...” she warned softly, though the gentleness betrayed her.

His smile deepened, slow and knowing, before his lashes lowered again. Moonlight pooled silver across his bare skin. Lillian steadied her hands, her breath, her heart. 

She warmed arnica oil in her palms; lavender and rosemary drifted between them. Her touch moved over his arms, slow and deliberate, gliding over the broad plane of his chest.

Beneath her fingertips there was more than muscle and skin—something stirred just under the surface, a quiet hum in the air between them. She told herself it was nothing. Heat, intimacy. Nothing more. Yet the whisper lingered against her skin.

“That smells good,” he murmured, his eyes catching hers with a spark.

Her gaze warned him into silence.

Chase relented, lips curving, eyes closing. His breathing deepened, steady, rhythmic. But with every sweep of her hands the hum returned, stronger, undeniable.

She bit her lip. This was no longer something she could ignore. Placing one palm over his heart, the other below his navel, she closed her eyes.

Warmth bloomed instantly. A current coiled beneath her touch, alive, pressing for release. Against reason, she answered.

Her breath guided it upward—each inhale loosening the weight, each exhale drawing it free. It clung to her palms, dense and old, until at last it rose like smoke through her fingers.

Her skin tingled. Every nerve alive—the quiet language of energy moving between them.

Intimate. Tender.

Then it broke loose. A rush—a flood.
Chase shuddered, his body softening into stillness, his breath deepening as if something within him had finally come to rest.
For a moment, he looked utterly at peace.

Then it shattered. His eyes snapped open, wide with alarm. Fear flickered across his face before he bolted upright, gasping like a man breaking surface after too long underwater.

“Chase—” She reached for him.

He was already on his feet, pulling on his clothes with frantic hands, not meeting her gaze. And then he was gone. The door clicked shut, leaving her alone with the fading echo of his departure.

She’d known there was a risk in revealing what she carried within—but that he would run? No. She hadn’t expected that. The thought left her raw, exposed, and aching in the quiet that followed. Her legs gave way, and she sank onto the bed, eyes caught on the pale wash of moonlight spilling through the window. 

Tears slipped free, tracing silent paths down her cheeks. She wanted to call him back, but his absence pressed heavier—cold and final.

With trembling hands, she forced air into her lungs that felt too tight. Rising, she dragged her bag close, fingers fumbling with restless urgency.

She had to go—to the one person who might understand.
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“Just what I need after the full moon ceremony Gobbolino,” Iris murmured, opening the tin labeled Restore. The cat flicked its tail in quiet agreement.

As the kettle came to sing, Iris paused. Something shifted—an energy brushed against her awareness.

“Lillian,” she whispered, startled by the certainty. No, she told herself. That can’t be. She must be thinking of me.

Gobbolino stretched, then sauntered by. The black cat, named by Lillian, had one white paw—like Gobbolino the Witch’s Cat from the story she’d adored as a child. Iris’s gaze followed as he slipped toward the door and through the flap. Her breath caught. There was only one person he ever greeted at the front door.

“Mm. Two cups, then. And perhaps a change in tea.” She reached instead for the packet marked Nourish.

By the time the car crunched across the gravel drive, steam curled from the glass pot. Iris waited on the porch, Gobbolino leapt onto the seat beside her, meeting her eyes with a soft meow.

“I’m on my way,” she murmured, rising to meet her niece.

Lillian appeared on the steps, disheveled—puffy- eyed, her hair tied in a messy bun. The grey T-shirt and black tights carried the weight of her mood, rolling toward Iris in waves. A single bag slipped from her shoulder and dropped on the porch as Iris opened her arms.

Her niece collapsed into them. “Oh, Aunt Iris,” she whispered, voice trembling.

“Now, now, dear,” Iris soothed, breathing in the rosemary scent of her hair.

“I shouldn’t have pushed him,” Lillian choked, tears spilling freely.

“Let it out,” Iris murmured, holding her tighter. 

“All of it.” 
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When the tears finally dried, Lillian sat with a purring Gobbolino on her lap, gazing at the trees. The remnants of morning rain lingered, the air fresh with earth. Veined leaves trailed from the porch canopy, nature pressing close around the house. She drew a deep breath as Iris poured tea. Her aunt added a teaspoon of honey before handing her a cup, then took her own and settled opposite. A breeze whispered past, carrying expectation.

“I knew he wasn't a mystic,” she said at last.

“Might be against my ways,” Lillian murmured, sipping.

“Are you speaking of your accountant, Chase?” 

“Exactly, Aunt Iris. He is an accountant, for fudge sake. I should've known better...but he was open to my magic. And I thought it could be different—that I could be me.”

“Mm.” Iris’s knowing hum carried more than words. She knew how Lillian’s past loves had unraveled, each man deciding she was too witchy, too much. Setting her cup down with a soft click, Iris said, “But that’s how it should be, my dear. If you can’t be yourself, it isn’t love. True power comes from living as you are—especially after finding the courage to unravel your truth and love it in every facet.”

“I know.” Lillian’s gaze drifted. There was no going back to who she’d been before.

“But,” Iris prompted.

“But I wanted him to be for me.”

“Ah.”

“It felt so right. It shouldn't have, but it did,” Lillian’s eyes brimmed again. Gobbolino peered up at her.

“Why don't you tell me what happened? It might help.”

Lillian sipped slowly, letting the rose and chasteberry notes wash through her. “I never hid who I was,” she began. The cat leapt from her lap. “We met when he came to pick up his best friend from a workshop at the studio.”

“The yonis and wine one?”

“Yes—remember? Inspired by Izania Howlin’s exhibit we saw earlier this year.”

“Of course. Blooms of protection and love, and at the center, a woman’s essence. I’ve always believed that’s where our power lies—not to harm, but to nourish the soul. Once a woman owns that, nothing can stop her. But where were we?”

“Exactly why I wove it into my self-love workshop,” Lillian said with a faint smile. “Anyway—Gemma was last to leave, and while she was in the bathroom, Chase wandered into the studio. Canvases everywhere—yonis unfurling like petals among flowers, awash in colour and every hue










































[image: ]























[image: ]


















[image: ]
































































[image: ]









































[image: ]
















































[image: ]








































































d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
-

a
touch

* of
wonder
C.S. QUARTZ

*'W*





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





