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​Chapter One - Lily 
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Lily sat, her eyes closed, as she concentrated on the bowl of water in front of her. Around it she had placed crystals and candles. She really should have herbs as well, but she’d only had time to throw a few things in her backpack before the bus out of town arrived. She mentally chastised herself for not having a grab-bag of spell materials ready to go, but it was too late to do anything about that now. Circling her left hand above the water anticlockwise, she whispered an ancient incantation.

“What’re you doing?”

Lily looked up with a start. In front of her, a woman about her age stood, hands on her hips, looking unimpressed. She hadn’t expected anyone to be out here. How was she going to explain casting spells by the half moonlight to a normy? The woman stepped further forward, and Lily’s skin crackled the way it always did when she saw another witch. 

“Binding spells are meant to be done under a full moon,” the woman said. She was petite, a crop of brown ringlets falling around her face and coffee coloured skin that looked good enough to lick. Where had that thought come from? Lily focused on the task at hand, getting rid of this woman, this witch, so she could finish her spell.

“I don’t have time to wait for a full moon,” she said, turning back to the bowl and trying to re-centre her thoughts. The witch hovered nearby. The rich scent of incense and a hint of saffron wafted towards her on the sea breeze. It was warm and spicy, and very distracting. 

“Could you leave me in peace, please?” She asked eventually, snapping as she turned to face the woman again. To her surprise, the woman was no longer behind Lily, she was now sitting cross-legged in front of her. Half or not, the moon must be plenty bright, because Lily could see how blue the woman’s eyes were as they stared at her, sliding their way down Lily’s body and back up to meet her eyes again, before those lips the colour of wine spread into a smile. 

“If you’re going to do a binding spell at half moon you’re going to need twice the witch power,” she said, her eyes sparkling. “So, what are we binding?” 

“My father.” 
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​Chapter Two - Aria
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Aria tried to focus on her toasted sandwich, but her eyes kept flicking back up to the beautiful woman across from her. The Shack, a pub nestled in the shelter of two enormous sand dunes just back from the seashore, was quiet. It was just her, Lily, and a couple of old codgers at the back of the bar playing darts. The two at the back, Ralph and Taylor, were regulars. Aria knew because she tended bar here three nights a week. It was one of her three jobs, and while the money wasn’t great, she always got free meals and the chef, a kindly woman called Emily, made sure to give her a packed lunch for the next day, too. 

Aria had ended up in Star Cove by accident. She had stopped here on a bus on the way to Christchurch three years ago, intending to stay one night and then hitch her way to the next city. Something about the little beachtown had made her feel comforted, safe in a way she hadn’t since her mum left. So, because she didn’t really have anything else to do anyway, and keeping under the radar seemed like a good course of action, she’d stayed. 

She looked at the woman opposite her. Clad entirely in black, Lily’s bright green hair was a stark contrast to the rest of her ensemble. She wore her clothes like a cloak, hiding herself, and Aria wondered, not for the first time that night, what the woman’s story was. Lily had not been forthcoming about the reason for the binding spell. Normally Aria wouldn’t participate in such a significant work of magic without knowing the details, but she felt a connection to Lily, sensing immediately that the woman was good, and that she needed help. 

She’d been having a bonfire, looking up at the stars, when she had seen the shimmering turquoise light of Lily’s spell. Aria had been drawn to it like a moth. When she got closer, she saw a lithe figure sitting with deep concentration, trying to pull off one of the ancient incantations without herbs, under a half-moon.

She hadn’t even thought before sitting down, offering Lily her hands so they could create a circle of magic. Lily’s hands had been cold despite the warmth of the evening, and Aria wanted desperately to warm them up. She’d considered briefly using a warming spell her mother had taught her, but she didn’t want to risk splitting her concentration. Instead, she had mentally vowed to take Lily somewhere with a fire as soon as they finished the spellwork. 

Which was why they were here, at the Shack, her workplace. She knew that Mitch, behind the bar, would ask her questions tomorrow, knew from his knowing smile and the wide eyes he flashed at her that Lily’s beauty had not gone unnoticed. Mitch, the pub’s owner, was a sweetheart. He let her sleep upstairs in the guest rooms on the couple of truly stormy nights they’d had. He knew Aria normally camped on the beach, knew she preferred it out there, with all that open space, the sound of the crashing waves reassuring to her. But when the weather warnings reached emergency alert level, he would place a key firmly in Aria’s hand, and not take no for an answer. Aria slept with the windows open, but Mitch never complained about the puddles that inevitably pooled on the floor the nights she stayed indoors. He and Emily were the closest thing she had to family in this place. She was grateful, but being family meant they would tease her relentlessly about being soft on the stunning green-haired beauty before her. 

Conversation between them had been slow at first, but Lily seemed to warm up both figuratively and literally as they ate. “Where are you staying?” Aria asked Lily, once they had finished their sandwiches. 

Lily blinked a few times, as if clearing her thoughts. “Um, I hadn’t actually gotten that far,” Lily said, suddenly looking small and vulnerable. Aria barely suppressed a protective roar coming out of her throat at that look on Lily’s face. 

“You could see if you can stay here, at the pub?” She suggested. She looked up at Mitch, but he shook his head at her. 

“Sorry kiddo, you know I would, but the rooms are full. Couple of execs are down for some big conference,  and since the forecast was clear, I let them bunk in separate  rooms.” 

Lily looked confused at what was, presumably, not an especially logical connection, but Aria flushed warm knowing that Mitch, as usual, had been looking out for her. Lily turned her elfin face and looked at Aria, and she felt her heart flutter. Having met this woman mere hours  ago, Aria knew that she would do anything Lily asked her.  

“I don’t suppose I could crash with you?” 
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​Chapter Three - Lily
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Lily awoke to the sound of seagulls. She was warm, and snuggled deeper into the covers, keeping her eyes closed, relishing the first moments of the day before your mind truly wakes up. Breathing in deeply, her chest felt heavy, and she opened her eyes to realise there was an arm wrapped around her. The night before flooded back. Aria. Aria, who had defensively revealed to Lily that she slept in a tent on the beach. There was a story there, Lily knew, but she hadn’t pushed. The vulnerable look on Aria’s face had made Lily feel fiercely protective of the woman who, it must be said, needed no protection. Aria, whose dark eyes had taken her in as she slipped between the sheets. Warm lips on hers, soft, gentle, breathtaking. Aria, who had known instinctively to leave it just at a kiss, no matter how mindblowing the kiss had been. She had wrapped herself around Lily and fallen asleep like it was the most natural thing in the world. The arm tucked around her, holding her so close she felt like a teddy bear, belonged to Aria. 

The woman in question let out a little groan that did something to Lily’s stomach, as the sleeping woman pulled her in even closer, mumbling, “it’s ok, i’ve got you,” into Lily’s hair. Lily lurched back, hauling Aria’s arm off her and scrambling out from under the duvet they had shared. At Lily’s movements
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