SHARING STRICTLY PROHIBITED - For personal use of the licensed account only - See MixCache.com Terms of Use.

[y
(W)

MixCache.com

From the MixCache.com library

Sample from MixCache.com - The Online eBook Marketplace



SHARING STRICTLY PROHIBITED - For personal use of the licensed account only - See MixCache.com Terms of Use.

Touch of Moonlight

MixCache.com

Sample from MixCache.com - The Online eBook Marketplace



SHARING STRICTLY PROHIBITED - For personal use of the licensed account only - See MixCache.com Terms of Use.

Table of Contents

Introduction

Chapter 1:
Chapter 2:
Chapter 3:
Chapter 4:
Chapter 5:
Chapter 6:
Chapter 7:
Chapter 8:
Chapter 9:

Chapter 10:
Chapter 11:
Chapter 12:
Chapter 13:
Chapter 14:
Chapter 15:
Chapter 16:
Chapter 17:
Chapter 18:
Chapter 19:
Chapter 20:
Chapter 21:
Chapter 22:
Chapter 23:
Chapter 24:
Chapter 25:

Sample from MixCache.com - The Online eBook Marketplace

Shadows in the City

The Heirloom’s Whisper
Moonlit Revelation

The Hidden Garden
Crossing the Veil

Fae at the Threshold

The Guardian’s Mark
Echoes of Blood and Magic
Secrets Beneath the Oak
Entwined Fates

A World Unseen

The Language of Flowers
Court of Thorns and Stars
Boundaries Broken
Hearts Entwined
Shadowed Challengers
The Trial of Courage
Labyrinth of Illusions
The Test of Loyalty
Choice at Dawn

Storms of Discord

The Pact’s Edge

Healing the Divide
Moonfire Ascendant
Midnight Harmony



SHARING STRICTLY PROHIBITED - For personal use of the licensed account only - See MixCache.com Terms of Use.

Introduction

Vivian Grace had always felt out of place in Portland’s relentless whirl of ambition. The
city pulsed with the energy of those hungry for accolades—scientists, creatives, and
dreamers alike. For Vivian, the world of botany was a tapestry of wonder and solace, a
quiet retreat from deadlines and expectations. Yet, in the sterile halls of the university,
her fascination with hidden groves and rare blooms was often overshadowed by the
race for recognition. Each day, she fought to prove herself worthy of her chosen path,
too often reminded that passion alone was not enough.

Her small apartment, lined with pots of trailing ivy and pressed flowers, was Vivian’s
sanctuary. In the evenings, the city’s noise faded into the soft hush of leaves and the
gentle hum of her late grandmother’s lullabies. It was here that Vivian clung to the last
remnants of family—most notably, a delicate necklace passed down through
generations. The heirloom, with its tarnished silver and moonstone pendant, was more
than sentimental; it represented the untold stories, laughter, and love of a woman who
had always believed in magic.

Vivian's grandmother had seemed otherworldly, weaving tales of fae and forgotten
promises during winter twilights. While Vivian had long tucked those stories away as
fanciful family lore, she cherished the heirloom, feeling its warmth against her skin
during moments of self-doubt. It was a part of her identity—a quiet assurance that she
belonged to something greater, even if she didn’t yet understand what that might be.

Everything changed the night a rare beam of moonlight spilled into her apartment,
striking the heart of the stone. For a fleeting moment, the jewel shimmered with
impossible iridescence, and ancient symbols shimmered along its surface like drifting
mist. Vivian’s rational mind tried to explain it away—a trick of the light, surely—but
her intuition whispered that this was just the beginning of something extraordinary.

This discovery would thrust Vivian far beyond the wildest margins of her imagination.
As she grappled with the mystery of her inheritance, the boundaries between reality
and legend began to blur. Through the moonstone’s secret, Vivian would soon find
herself confronted by both the enchantment and the peril of a world long hidden from
human sight—a world tied intrinsically to her blood, and to the heartbeats of all those
she holds dear.

Within these pages, you are invited to journey alongside Vivian Grace as she is drawn
into a labyrinth of forgotten magic, ancient feuds, and the awakening of a destiny she
never anticipated. “Touch of Moonlight” is a tale of love tested by duty, the rekindling
of myth in a modern world, and the courage it takes to embrace the unknown—all
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beneath the haunting, silvery glow of the moon.
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CHAPTER ONE: Shadows in the City

The perpetual mist of Portland clung to the windowpanes of Vivian Grace’s apartment
like a shy, persistent ghost. Inside, the air hummed with the quiet industry of a dozen
potted plants, their leaves unfurling in various shades of emerald and jade. A
particularly robust philodendron dangled from a macramé hanger, its tendrils brushing
against a shelf laden with dog-eared botany textbooks and a microscope that saw
more dust than specimens these days. Vivian, hunched over a lukewarm cup of
chamomile tea, felt a familiar ache in her shoulders. Another rejection email had
landed in her inbox, polite and impersonal, detailing her lack of “sufficiently diverse
urban forestry experience.”

She sighed, pushing a stray strand of auburn hair from her eyes. Diverse urban
forestry experience. It sounded like something out of a corporate jargon bingo game.
All she wanted was to spend her days among growing things, to understand their
intricate dances, their quiet resilience. Instead, she was stuck in a cycle of applications
and polite refusals, her dreams of contributing to Portland’s green spaces feeling
increasingly distant. Her master’s degree, once a beacon of hope, now felt like a very
expensive piece of paper.

Outside, the city’s cacophony was just beginning to stir - the rumble of the MAX train,
the distant wail of a siren, the muted shouts from a coffee shop opening down the
street. It was a symphony of human ambition, and Vivian often felt like a single, out-of-
tune violin trying to join a full orchestra. She longed for the hushed reverence of a
forest, the scent of damp earth and pine needles, where the only competition was for
sunlight.

Her gaze drifted to the small, wooden desk in the corner, where a simple silver chain
lay coiled next to a stack of unread journals. The moonstone pendant, her
grandmother’s, caught a sliver of the morning light, gleaming faintly. It was a modest
piece, perhaps even a bit dated, but to Vivian, it was priceless. It was a tangible link to
a woman who had seen the world in hues others couldn’t perceive, who had taught
Vivian to find magic in the mundane.

Grandmother Elara had been a whirlwind of stories and laughter, her eyes twinkling
with secrets. She’d always smelled faintly of dried herbs and wild roses, even in her
Portland apartment. Vivian remembered long afternoons spent listening to tales of

sprites hiding in elderberry bushes and ancient trees that held the memories of the
earth. As a child, Vivian had believed every word, but adulthood had gently nudged
those fantastical notions into the realm of cherished, if improbable, memories.
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Still, the necklace was more than just a memory. It was a comfort. When the weight of
her professional struggles became too much, Vivian would often absentmindedly
finger the smooth, cool surface of the moonstone. It was a quiet anchor in a world that
often felt adrift. Today, as she reread the rejection email for the third time, she found
herself reaching for it, letting the silver chain slide through her fingers.

She picked it up, feeling the familiar, almost imperceptible warmth radiating from the
stone. It wasn’t a scientific heat, merely a sensation that resonated with her, a gentle
hum against her palm. She’d worn it so often, it felt like an extension of herself. Her
grandmother had insisted it possessed a special kind of protective energy, especially
when the moon was full. Vivian had always humored her, smiling at her grandmother’s
endearing eccentricities.

After all, what was the harm in a little superstition? Especially when the rational world
seemed determined to deny her a place within it. She slipped the necklace over her
head, feeling the cool metal settle against her skin. It was a small ritual, a quiet act of
self-soothing. She’d face another day of job hunting, another round of self-doubt, but
at least she had this small connection to a boundless, hopeful past.

The morning hours bled into a dreary afternoon. The rain, true to Portland’s
reputation, had begun to fall, a steady, rhythmic drumming against the window. Vivian
had spent the time researching alternative career paths, a task that felt more like a
slow descent into despair. The specialized field of botany she loved seemed to have a
very small, very exclusive door. Perhaps she should reconsider urban planning, or
even... accounting? The thought sent a shiver down her spine.

As dusk approached, the rain intensified, turning the city into a blur of neon
reflections. Vivian decided a change of scenery, however slight, was in order. She
retreated to her small balcony, pulling on a thick cardigan. Her balcony was a
miniature jungle, a defiant splash of green against the grey concrete of the building.
Petunias cascaded from hanging baskets, and a robust rosemary bush released its
invigorating scent into the damp air.

She breathed deeply, letting the cool, moist air fill her lungs. This was where she felt
most herself, surrounded by life, the faint perfume of chlorophyll a balm to her weary
spirit. Above the cityscape, the clouds began to part, revealing a sliver of the bruised
purple sky. And then, as if on cue, the moon appeared, a perfect, luminous orb, riding
high above the city’s jagged skyline. It was a full moon, brilliant and almost
otherworldly in its glow.

As the moonlight pierced through the dissipating cloud cover, a single, potent beam

sliced directly through the railing of her balcony and landed squarely on the
moonstone pendant resting against Vivian’s chest. For a moment, nothing happened.

Sample from MixCache.com - The Online eBook Marketplace



SHARING STRICTLY PROHIBITED - For personal use of the licensed account only - See MixCache.com Terms of Use.

Then, a faint pulse, like a heartbeat, resonated from the stone. Vivian felt a jolt, a
curious tingling sensation spreading through her sternum.

The light intensified, not blinding, but rather, profoundly illuminating. The moonstone,
usually a milky opalescent, began to shift. It swirled with an inner light, a kaleidoscope
of soft blues, greens, and silvers, as if capturing the very essence of the moonbeam
itself. Vivian gasped, her breath catching in her throat. It wasn’t a trick of the light;
this was something else entirely. Something impossible.

Ancient symbols, intricate and flowing like calligraphy, shimmered into existence
across the surface of the stone. They weren’t etched; they seemed to be made of pure
light, dancing and weaving in a language Vivian instinctively knew she couldn’t
comprehend with her logical mind. The air around her grew heavy, thick with an
unseen energy, carrying a scent she couldn’t place—something like rain, ozone, and
blossoming night jasmine.

A low hum, almost a vibration, emanated from the pendant, traveling up the chain and
into her skin. It felt both alien and strangely familiar, like a forgotten chord struck
deep within her memory. Her mind raced, trying to find a rational explanation. A rare
mineral reacting to moonlight? A trick of polarized light? But her scientific training
offered no answers for the swirling patterns, the palpable energy, or the sudden,
overwhelming sense of being watched.

Her grandmother’s whimsical tales suddenly didn’t seem so whimsical. Magic, Elara
had always whispered, wasn’t gone; it was simply hidden, waiting for the right
moment, the right touch, to reveal itself. Vivian had dismissed it as a charming
eccentricity, a way to cope with the harsh realities of life. But as the symbols on the
moonstone pulsed brighter, she felt a profound shift within her, a recognition that
vibrated through her very bones.

The symbols faded as quickly as they had appeared, leaving the moonstone glowing
with a soft, ethereal luster, no longer milky but holding a depth of light that seemed
infinite. The humming subsided, the air returned to its normal density, and the faint
scent of magic dissipated, leaving only the familiar aroma of rain-soaked rosemary.
Vivian stood frozen, clutching the necklace, her heart thrumming against her ribs like
a trapped bird.

She pulled the necklace off, holding the stone closer to her eyes. It looked... normal.
Just a pretty, slightly worn moonstone pendant. But it wasn’t normal. She knew it. Her
hands trembled as she placed it on the small table next to her, staring at it as if it
might spontaneously combust. Her scientific mind screamed for an explanation, for a
logical pathway to understanding what had just occurred. But her gut, a deeper, more
primal part of her, knew this was beyond the realm of test tubes and peer-reviewed
journals.
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This was what her grandmother had spoken of. This was the magic she had always
alluded to, the hidden world she claimed existed just beyond the veil of human
perception. For years, Vivian had compartmentalized her grandmother’s stories as
charming folklore. Now, the impossible had just unfolded before her eyes, demanding
to be acknowledged. The bustling city of Portland, with its concrete and its caffeine,
suddenly felt thin, translucent, as if another, older world was pressing against its
edges.

A new kind of fear, exhilarating and terrifying, snaked through her. What had she just
witnessed? What did it mean? The rejection email from the university, the stress of her
stalled career, faded into insignificance. A vast, uncharted territory had just opened
up, shimmering under the touch of moonlight, and Vivian Grace, the struggling
botanist, was standing right at its mysterious entrance.
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