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"Close the door!" Hazel called, as a freezing blast swirled through the room, flicking the pages over in the book she was reading. She tried not to imagine the chill wind bringing unseen creatures into the cottage.

She heard Joel’s boots come off with a dull thud. He appeared from the hallway, grinning, and Bonnie wagged her tail on the ground a few times, but it was far too much effort to actually move from her spot by the fire.

Seeing his face gave Hazel a warm feeling and then a sudden chill as the images from her dream last night flashed in her mind.

Cool air. That gritty feeling of a Batman movie. Concrete walls. Somehow, she knew she had followed Joel into a huge basement. It was half dark and one of the fluorescent lights flickered. 

She could see reflections. Large panes of glass surrounded her, so that she felt she was in a zoo, and people were waiting for her next move, waiting for her to react. But who was watching her?

Joel felt far away, although they were only metres apart, and she reached for him. He moved to the edge of her vision, and the next minute, slumped forwards. 

Hazel shivered, and Bonnie raised her head to look over from her spot by the fire, as their familiar connection showed the dog Hazel’s fear.

Dreams were tricky, shifting and mysterious, she knew that. It might be a symbolic representation. But Hazel wasn’t about to disregard the dream entirely. Either way, watching your partner die in a dream casts a terrible energy over your entire day.

That unsettling feeling had continued at work, coming back to her when she was at the coffee machine, or alone in the supplies room, raising the hairs on the back of her neck.

"It's good to see you too," Joel said to her, coming in close, oblivious to what she was thinking. His hair was plastered to his head and his hoodie had dark wet patches on it. Cold drops fell from his hair onto her and she squeaked. He kissed her soundly, lips freezing cold on hers but gradually warming up. It took her a while to break it off.

"Go and dry yourself off by the fire," she said, putting her book down, and gesturing to the pot belly stove that was now roaring. "What have you been doing?"

"I've got a leak. The dripping was driving me mad. Thought I’d better go up on the roof and have a look." He lifted his socked foot up to bring it close to the fire. Bonnie immediately rolled over with a groan to take up the space, stretching her legs out.

"Careful with putting your foot down," she said to Joel. "Could the roof not have waited until tomorrow?"

He shook his head. “Not really. The house is made of wood so any moisture getting in is a real pain.”

She sucked in her breath. "Well, I hope the rain will stop soon. Three days of it is enough."

"We’re meant to get a small break in the weather in the morning," he said, looking for a spot to put his foot in around the dog. "How? How does she always manage to get the best spot? No matter what I do?"

"It's a very dark art that she excels in," Hazel said, shooting a look at her familiar.

Joel smiled, but he seemed very distracted. Pulling his hoodie off, he hung it on the fire guard to dry.

"What's up?" she asked.

He turned around slowly, and did his half smile. The couch creaked a little as he sat down next to where her feet were resting. 

"You’re reading me like a book again,” he said. He reached across to cup her face with his rough hand. “Like always. I think I might have to get a loan."

"A loan? How come?"

"For the business. I am selling more chests through the website now," he said, taking her foot that was closest to him and lifting it over him to place it gently onto his lap. "And I’m selling some chopping boards and stools. Which is good, but I have to keep buying timber in the meantime to be able to keep up with it.”

“That’s great.” 

“It’s all thanks to you. And I've got a few tools that need replacing too. They aren't cheap."

"No, I'd say they wouldn't be."

"A loan would help me get ahead," he said, pressing his thumbs into the soft flesh next to the ball of her foot through her sock. She let out a sigh. "Then I can focus on making the bloody things. Maybe I could even pay someone to help out, eventually. I actually called one of the smaller banks earlier. They want me to come in tomorrow."

She looked over his messy hair, and long sideburns. His jeans had blades of grass clinging to them around the knee level, and his socks had a line of sawdust round the tops, where it must have fallen onto his boots. 

"Mmm," Hazel said, eyes closed, as his warm hands moved across her foot. "Well, treat it like a job interview. Get a haircut, wear a nice shirt, clean your shoes."

"Yeah." He massaged around the edge of her foot, working his way up the outside until he got to her toes, which he squeezed, one at a time, before gently grabbing her ankle. She was still in her work clothes, black pants and a dark blue shirt, but she had let her hair down.

"I know I say this all the time,” she said, “but everything is about the story. You can show them the money coming in from the chests."

"That is part of the problem. I've... kind of let the customers pay me later. Most of them I know, so it's fine."

“Oh.” She frowned. She couldn’t imagine the bankers thinking that was fine. "Then you could show them the emails with the orders. Don't make it difficult for them. Make it as easy as you can. Print them out before you go."

“That’s not a bad idea,” he said. He swung around and put his socked feet next to her on the couch, so they were facing each other. “I haven’t got the best history with banks. As you know. I hope it’s not all a huge waste of time.” He didn’t have to say he was feeling bad about it, and his feelings of anxiety and shame washed over her.

"You are not your past, though,” she murmured. “You’ve been going so well. And everyone needs a second chance.” 

Life had been quiet for a few weeks, and they were spending a lot more time together. Hazel felt a deep contentment, as she traced the line of his jaw with her eyes; the shadow of stubble, his lips, down to his chest, his arms beneath his shirt sleeves. He had started going to the gym again, and she lingered over his biceps and forearms.

Bonnie shifted, and the shadows danced on the walls as a gust of wind came down the chimney. The dream came back to her in a sudden jolt, and she opened her mouth to tell him. But he looked at her then with such warmth that she didn’t want to spoil the moment. She shook off the stupid feeling that saying it would make it come true.

“You can stay over if you like,” she blurted, and flushed as hot as if she was next to the fire. “You know, so that you’re warm and dry. That fire's hot once it gets going, isn't it?”

She got up to add another log to the fire, choosing a large piece of macrocarpa that would burn slowly.

“Stay on a school night?” he asked, stretching out on the couch. One corner of his mouth lifted.

“Well, why not? It’s a Thursday night, which is pretty much Friday. You don’t need to go home to check on the leak?” Hazel asked, walking back to him.

He shook his head. “Nah. It’s not going to be any worse or better if I’m there. I’ll stay right here. Warm and dry is good.” His expression changed, and he reached for her.
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Hazel woke first, and watched his face, the uncreased brow and slight curve of his lips as he slept without any of the worries of his waking hours. At least his sleep was peaceful. 

She tried not to think of how his face had looked in the dream, equally as relaxed but without the life pulsing through it. He woke up and rolled towards her, blinking in the light through the white curtains. Then reached over with a lazy brush of his lips and a spike of stubble against her face. It was a reflexive, comfortable sort of movement. 

“I’m heading over to have a look at the house first thing,” he said, already pulling the covers back to get up. “See what the damage is.”

“I’ll come with you.” 

The day dawned fine but the trees were decorated with silver beads of water, and Hazel pulled on her gumboots as she went through the door. The steady trickle of a stream ran off the hill behind the house. She followed Joel through the gate to inspect the damage, and stopped to shut it, ducking under the bushes, which bent low with the weight of the water. 

As she walked up to the cabin, she could hear Joel swearing, so she hurried in.

“Look at this!” He was pulling the furniture out from one of the corners and a dark patch of wetness was visible over his shoulder. 

Hazel sighed. It didn't look good, and Joel's emotions were a storm of worry. He disappeared upstairs and called to her to grab the heater as he passed it down from the mezzanine. She caught it and put it down, but it would take a long time to dry and who knew how much damage it would do in the meantime.

"I should be able to..." She waved her hand and smiled. This was something she could help with.

"Oh right," he said, looking over, distracted and still plugging the heater into the wall. "Yeah, go on then."

Hazel concentrated all her energy into her hands and thought of the little drops of water soaking into the wood, imagining each one as a glass ball. She pulled on the air around the wet patch, gathering the water molecules slowly to her.

She tried to empty her mind, eyes closed. But the dark storm of his anxiety and worry crept into the corners of her mind, breaking her concentration.

"Sorry," she said, as the wetness spread around in a dark smudge. 

"It got worse," Joel said. Hazel thought that was quite unneccessary. "I can deal with it,” he added.

"No, just give me a second. Please. I have to clear my head a bit. Maybe if you go outside?" 

He nodded and went out onto the deck. Hazel took a few deep breaths and pushed all thoughts that came into her mind firmly to one side.

"Can I come back in yet?"

"No," she called. “And try to be quiet.”

This time she recalled her training, and the myriad ways she could clear her mind to make room for her powers. She made her mind into a cave and washed the tide out, taking with it any debris, expectations and worries that crept in like lurking goblins. Her mind was blank.

She looked back at the dark patch on the wall, noticing the fibres of the wood. She pulled with her hands, closing her eyes at the same time and breathed long and slow. She felt the water gathering above her palms, each tiny droplet adding to the shimmering pool. When she opened her eyes, Joel was peeking around the door, mouth open in surprise, and she got such a fright, that she jerked, sending the water up into the air and splashing on the floor, spattering her and Joel with drops.

She watched him, sensing to see if he was annoyed.

“Oh well, you tried.” He pulled some towels out of one of the cupboards and began mopping up his face and the water on the floor.

“I had better get ready for work,” she said, shaking the drops off her hoodie, “but I can try again later if you like.”

He sat back on his heels. “You know, that was... “

She kissed him on the cheek. “I know,” she said softly, encompassing all the words that he couldn’t say. Magic was amazing, mysterious, even frightening. It was all-consuming, and frankly, sometimes, just annoying. “See you later.”
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The office was filled with colour, as it was Hawaiian Shirt Day. It was part of Sia’s latest team-building efforts. Hazel had found a red and blue shirt and wore it under her jacket. Because it wasn’t exactly Hawaiian weather.

Sia had emailed them all to come to her desk for a quick, stand-up meeting. She sat back in her chair as everyone gathered around.

“Please come to the conference room first thing on Monday. We’ve got some big news around staffing,” she said. “No, there won’t be morning tea. June - be on time please. Matthew - no, we aren’t getting rid of Perry. He’s standing right there, geez.” 

Perry Strachan chuckled but Hazel could tell that it prickled.

“Something exciting next,” Sia said. “We want to revamp Dunedin’s image. We do this every few years. New tag lines. A whole new strategy.”

She asked them to research how other cities marketed themselves. “Use the big international cities as a starting point and come up with some themes. In a week, we’ll go over them.”

A few groans came from around the table. Sia lifted a finger as if they were her children. “We’ll reward the best ideas. There’s an end-of-financial-year bonus pot we can dip into.” She raised her eyebrows and looked at each of them in turn, long earrings jangling as she moved her head.

Everyone pretended not to be listening, but the energy changed. One mention of the word ‘bonus’ and employees came out of the woodwork, gravitating towards the promise of money.

“How much will this bonus be?” Perry asked, leaning casually against the desk, a half-eaten muffin in one hand.

“We’ve got five grand put aside for it. Remember this is how Dunedin will be known to the rest of the country and international tourists for at least the next three years. It’s big stuff.”

Perry choked a little. 

Hazel smiled. That amount could certainly come in handy. Perhaps it would be enough to help Joel out. It
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